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Le Comte de Sabron, captain of nch
cavalry, 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 Redmond
takes care of Pitchoune, who, longing for
his master, runs away from her. The
marquise plans to marry Julia to the Duc
de Tremont Pitchoune follows Sabron to
Algiers, dog and master meet, and Sabron
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 Algiers in his yacht but has
doubts about Julia's Red Cross mission.
After long search Julia gets trace of Sa-
bron's whereabouts. Julia for the mo-
ment turns matchmaker in behalf of Tre-
mont. Hammet Abou tells the Mar-
quise where he thinks Sabron may be
found. Tremont decides to go with Ham-
met Abou to find Sabron. Pitchoune finds
a village, twelve hours Journey away, and
somehow makes Fatou Anni understand
his master's desperate plight. Sabron is
rescued by the village men but grows
weaker without proper care.

CHAPTER XXIII.

Two Love Stories.
If it had not been for her absorbing

thought of Sabroik Julia would have
reveled in the desert and thernew ex-
periences. As it was, its chiarrn and
magic and the fact that he traveled
over it helped her to endure the inter-
val.

In the deep impenetrable silence she
seemed to hear her future speak to
her. She believed that it would either
be a wonderfully happy one, or a hope-
lessly withered life.

"Julia, I cannot ride any farther!"
exclaimed the comtesse.
She was an excellent horsewoman

and had ridden all her life, but her
riding of late had consisted of a can-
ter in the Bois de Boulogne at noon,
and it was sometimes hard to follow
Julia's tireless gallops toward an ever-
disappearing goal.
"Pores,- me," said Miss Redmond,

and brought her horse up to her
friend's side.

It was the cool of the day, of the
fourteenth day since Tremont had left
Algiers and the seventh day of Julia's
excursion. A fresh wind blew from
the west, lifting their veils from their
helmets and bringin.Ohe fragrance of
the- misaalla into whMe .eanty forest
they had ridden. The sky paled to-
ward sunset, and the evening star,
second in glor:, only to the moon,
hung over the west.

Although both women kr.ew per-
fectly well the reason for this excur-
sion and its importance, not one word
had been spoken between them of
Sabron and Tremont other than a
natural interest and anxiety.
They might have been two hospital

nurses awaiting their patients.
They halted their horses, looking

over toward the western horizon and
its mystery. "The star shines over
their caravan," mused Madame de la
Maine (Julia had not thought Therese
poetical), "as though to leae them
home."
Madame de la Maine turned her face

and Julia saw tears in her eyes. The
Frenchwoman's control wat usually
perfect, she treated most things with
mocking gayety. The Iright softness
of her eyes touched Julia.
"Therese!" exclaimed the Ameri-

can girl. "It is only fourteen days!"
Madame de la Maine laughed. There

was a break in her voice. "Only four-
teen days," she repeated, "and any
one of those days may mean death!"
She threw back her head, touched

her stallion, and flew away like light,
and it was Julia who first drew rein.
"Therese! Therese! • We cannot

go any farther!"
"Lady!" said Azrael. He drew his

big black horse up beside them.-"We
Must go back to the tents."
Madame de la Maine pointed with

her whip toward the horizon. "It Is
cruel! It ever recedes!"
• • • • • • •
"Tell me, Julia, of Monsieur de

Sabron," asked Madame de la Maine
abruptly.
"There is nothing to tell, Therese."'
"You don't trust me?"
"Do you think that, rally?"
In the tent where Azrael served

them their meal, under the ceiling of
Turkish red with its Arabic charac-
ters in clear white, Julia and Madame
de la Maine sat while their coffee was
served them by a Syrian servant.
"A girl does not come into the Sa-

hara and watch like a sentinel, does
not suffer as you have suffered, ma
chore, without there being something
to tell."

"It is true," said Miss Redmond,
"and would you be with me, Therese,
if I did not trust you? And what do
you want me to tell?" she added
naively.
The comtesse laughed.
"Vous etes charmante, Julia!"
1 Met rdonnieur Lie oactron, said

Julia slowly, "not many months ago in
Tarascon. I saw him several times,
and then he went away."
"And then?" urged Madame de la

Maine eagerly.
"He left his little dog, Pitchoune,

with me, and Pitchoune ran after his
master, to Marseilles, flinging himself
Into the water, and was rescued by
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the sailors. I wrote about it to Mon-
sieur de Sabron, and he answered me
from the desert, the night before he
went into battle."
"And t' 'it's all?" urged Madame de

la Maine. ,
"That's all," said Miss Redmond.

She drank her coffee.
"You tell a love story very badly,

ma chere."
"Is it a love story?"
"Have you come to Africa for char-

ity? Voyons!"

Julia was silent. A great reserve
seemed to seize her heart, to stifle
her as the poverty of her love story
struck her. She sat turning her cof-
fee-spoon between her fingers, her
eyes downcast. She had ver- little
to tell. She might never have any
more to tell. Yet this was her love
story. But the presence of Sabron
was so real, and she saw his eyes
clearly looking upon her as she had
seen them often; heard the sound of
his voice that meant but one thing—
and the words of his letter came back
to her. She remembered her letter
to him, rescued from the 41eld where
he had fallen. She raised her eyes to
the Comtesse de la Maine. and there
was an appeal in them.
The Frenchwoman leaned over and

kissed Julia. She asked nothing more.
She had not learned her lessons in
discretion to no purpose.
At night they sat out in the moon-

light, white as day, and the radiance
over the sands was like the snow-
flowers. Wrapped in their warm cov-
erings, Julia and Therese de la Maine
lay on the rugs before the door of
their tent, and above their heads
shone the stars so low that it seemed
as though their hands could snatch
them from the sky. At a little dis-
tance their servants sat around the
dying fire, and there came to them the
plaintive song of Azrael, as he led
their singing:

And who can give again the love of yes-
terday?

Can a whirlwind replace the sand after It
is scattered?

What can heal the heart that Allah has
smitten?

Can the mirage form again when there
are no eyes to see?

"I was married," said Madame de la
Maine, "when I was sixteen."
„Julia drew.a little nearer and smiled 

to herself in the shadow.
This would be a real love story.
"I had just come out of the con-

vent. We lived in an old chateau,
older than the history of your coun-
try, ma chere, and I had nil dot. Rob-
ert de Tremont and I used to play to-
gether in the alleys of the park, on
the terrace. When his mother brought
him over when she called on my
grandmother, he teased me horribly
because the weeds grew between the

At Night They Sat Out in the Moon-
light.

stones of our terrace. He was very
rude.
"Throughout our childhood, until I

was sixteen, we teased each other
and fought and quarreled."
_ "This is not a love-affair, Therese,"
said Miss Redmond.
"There are all kinds, ma chere, as

there are all temperaments," said
Madame de la Maine. "At Assump-
tion—that is our great -feast, Julia—
the Feast of Mary—it comes in Au-
gust—at Assumption, Monsieur de la
Maine came to talk with my grand-
mother. He was forty years old, and
bald—Bob and I made fun of his few
hairs, like the children in the Holy
Bible."

Julia put out her hand and took the
hand of Madame de la Maine gently.
She was getting so far from a love

"I married Monsieur de la Maine in
six weeks," said Therese.
"Oh," breathed Miss Redmond, "hor-

rible!"
Madame de la Maine pressed Julia's

hand.
"When,it was decided between my

grandmother and the comte, I escaped
at night, after they thought I had gone

to bed, and I went down to the lower
terrace where the weeds grew . 1a
plenty, and told Robert. Somehow, I
did not expect him to make fun, al-
though we always joked about every-
thing until this night. It was after
nine o'clock."
The comtesse swept one hand to.

ward the desert. "A moon like this—
only not like this—ma chere. There
was never but that moon to me for
many years.
"I thought at first that Bob would

kill me—he grew so white and terrible.
He seemed suddenly to have aged ten
years. I will never forget his cry as it
rang out in the night. 'You will marry
that old man when we love each oth-
er?' I had never known it until then
"We were only children, but he

grew suddenly 'old. I knew it then,"
said Madame de la-Maine intensely, "I
knew it then."
She waited for a long time. Over

the face of the desert there seemed to
be nothing but one veil of light. The
silence grew so intense, so deep; the
Arabs had stopped singing, but the
heart fairly echoed, and Julia grew
meditative—before her eyes the cara-
van she waited for seemed to come out
of the moonlit mist, rocking, rocking—
the camels and the huddled figures of
the riders, their shadows cast upon the
sand.
And now Tremont would be forever

changed in her mind. A man Il'ho had
suffered from his youth, a warm-heart-
ed boy, defrauded of his early love. It
seemed to her that he was a charming
figure to lead Sabron.
"Therese," she murmured, "won't

you tell me?"
"They thought I had gone to bed,"

said the Comtesse de la Maine, "and I
went back to my room by a little stair-
case, seldom used, and I found myself
alone, and I knew what life was and
what it meant to be poor."
"But," interrupted Julia, horrified,

"girls are not sold in the twentieth
century."
"They are sometimes in France, my

dear. Robert was only seventeen. His
father laughed at him, threatened to
send him to South America. We were
victims."
"It was the harvest moon," con-

tinued Madame de la Maine gently,
"and it shone on us every night until
my wedding day. Then the duke kept
his • threat and sent Robert out of
France. He continued his studies in
England and went into the army of
Africa."
There was a silence again.
"I did not see him until last year,

said Madame de la Maine, "after my
husband died."

CHAPTER XXIV.

The Meeting.
Under the BIM, under the starry

nights Tremont, with his burden, jour-
neyed toward the north. The halts

e distasteful to_hlm•-and altboug
he was forced to rest he would rather
have been cursed with sleeplessness
and have journeyed on and on. He
rode his camel like a Bedouin; he grew
brown like the Bedouins and under the
hot breezes, swaying on his desert
ship, he sank into dreamy, moody and
melancholy reveries, like the wander-
ing men of the Sahara, and felt him-
self part of the desolation, as they
were.
"What will be, will be!" Hammet

Abou said to him a hundred times, and
Tremont wondered: "Will Charles live
to see Algiers?"
Sabron journeyed in a litter carried

between six mules, and they iraveled
slowly, slowly. 'Tremont rode by the
sick man's side day after day. Not
once did the soldier for any length of
time regain his reason. He would pass
from coma to delirium, and many
times Tremont thought he had ceased
to breathe. Slender, emaciated under
his covers, Sabron lay like the image
of a soldier in wax—a wounded man
carried as a votive offering to the
altars of desert warfare.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Things That Have Been Condemned.
If we banished from our tables all

the commodities which —like pota
toes—have been condemned in print
our diet would be decidedly monoto-
nous. "Food faddists are most aggres-
sive persons," Henry Labouchere once
complained. "In my time I have known
them preach that we should give up
meat, tobacco, alcohol, soup, starch
(including bread and potatoes), salt,
tomatoes, bananas, strawberries and
bath buns. I have also witnessed
movements for giving up boots, waist-
coats, hats, overcoats, carpets, feather
beds, spring mattresses, cold baths.
linen clothes, woolen clothes, sleeping
more than six hours, sleeping less
than nine hours and lighting fires at
the bottom."

Some Lost Motion.
A Philadelphia mathematician has

figured it out that the telephone com-
panies lose 125 hours' work every day
through the use of the word "please"
by all operators and patrons. Another
has discovered that the froth on the
beer pays the freight But as yet no
one has estimated the total- horse
power wasted in swallowing cigarette
smoke and forcing it through the nose
instead of blowing it from the mouth.
—Newark News.

Scandinavian Housekeeping.
In Scandinavia the peasant wom-

en who worked all day in the oni,ve.

have had their fireless methods of
cooking for a long time. While break-
fast was cooking, the pot containing
the stew for dinner was brought to
a boil then placed inside a second
pot, and the whole snugly ensconced
between the feather beds, still warm
from the night's occupancy. Some of
these women had a loosened hearth-
stone and a bole beneath.

WATER SCARCE IN MEXICO CITY
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Not only did the food supply fail in Mexico City, but for days at a time the water supply was cut ua and
at all wells water was sold at a high price. The photograph shows one of those wells, the owner of which was
ejected by force in order that the poor people might get water.

GERMANS ENJOY A STOP IN POLAND
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Polama 'Alien a German infantry .1i...tut' .11 the course of a hot and hard march
the tired soldiers to refresh themselves with a swim in a stream.

LIBERTY BELL AT SAN FRANCISCO 1 FANIOUS TOWER A WAR RUIN

,ative‘iaughter" of California kissing the Liberty Bell after it runt com-
pleted its triumphant journey to the Panama-Pacific exposition. It has been
installed in the Pennsylvania building to remain until December 1.

BARRICADES IN 'ALSATIAN VILLAGE

These stone barricades were erected by the Germans in the Alsatian
village of Requieville, after it kad been taken from the French.
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i he ancient and historical tower of
Rawa on the River Rawka, in Russian
Poland, as it appeared after the bom-
bardment by artillery and infantry that
resulted in the capture of the city
by the Germans.

Building a Molasses Ship.
Another large shipbuilding contract

obtained by the Gore River Shipbuild-
ing corporation has been announced.
It is a tank steamer for the Cuban
Distilling company and is a sister ship
of the steamer now in course of con-
struction at the yards, which will be
called the Cubadist. The newer ship
contracted for is to be 389 feet long,
54 feet 6 inches beam, 32 feet 6 inches
depth and 9,000 tons displacement. It
wilt be capable of carrying 2,500,000
gallons of molasses. About a year
will be required to construct this ves-
sel.
The contract is the second received

within two weeks, the former being
for a 10,000-ton cargo capacity freight
steamer for Edgar E. Luckenbach of
New York. The yard now has about
5,000 employees.—Boston Transcript

This Fish Is Educated.
Theodore Sharp, a fisherman of San-

dusky, Ohio, claims to be the owner
p 111 exis-

tence. Sharp says the carp, which
weighs nearly 40 pounds and when
out of the water resembles to a
marked degree a fat hog, will come to
him when he whistles; that it will eat
out of his hand and that when he is
out in a boat will follow him around,
swimming close astern near the sur-
face.
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