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SYNOPSIS.

Le Comte de Sabron, captain of French
cavalry, takes to his quarters to raise by
hand a motherless Irish terrier pup, and
names it Pitchoune. He dines w.th 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 Due
de Tremont. Pitchoune follows Sabron to
Algiers, dog and master meet, and Sabron
gets permission to keep his dog with him.
The Duc 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 th
marquise to Alga rs In his yacht but
doubts about Julia's Red Cross m
After long search Julia gets trac
bron's whereabouts. Julia to the mo-
ment turns matchmaker In b alf of Tre-
mont. Hammet Abou p11s the Mar-
quise where he thinks,-Sabron may be
found. Tremont deciçlek to go with Ham-
met Abou to find S ron. Pitchoune finds
a village. twelve ours Journey away, and
somehow mala Fatou Anni understand
his master's,' esperate plight. Sabron is
rescued by the village men but grows
weaker without proper care. Tremont
goes into the desert with the caravan in
search of Sabron. Julia follows with
adame de la Maine. whom Tremont

loves.

CHAPTER XXlyi-ContInued.

At night as he 107- in his bed in his
tent, Tremont and Hammet Abou
cooled his temples with water from
the earthen bottles, where the sweet
ooze stood out humid and refreshing
on the damp clay. They gave him acid
and cooling drinks, and now and then
Sabron would smile on Tremont, call-
ing him "petit frere," and Tremont
heard the words with moisture in his
eyes, remembering what he had said
to the Marquise d'Esclignac about be-
ing Sabron's brother. Once or twice
the soldier murmured a woman's
name, but Tremont could not catch it,
and once he said to the duke:
"Sing! Sing!"
The Frenchman obeyed docilely,

humming in an agreeable barytone the
snatches of song he could remember,
"La Fille de Madame Angot," "II Tro-
vatore;" running them into more mod-
ern opera, "La Veuve Joyeuse." But
the lines creased in Sabron's forehead
indicated that the singer had not yet
found the music which haunted the
memory of the sick man.
"Sing!" he would remt fixinz hi

hollow eyes --Oirhis companion, and
Tremont complied faithfully. Finally,
his own thoughts going back to early
days, he hummed tunes that he and a
certain little girl had sung at their
games in the allees of an old chateau
In the valley of the Indre.

"Sonnez lee matinee
Ding—din-don,"

and other children's melodies.
In those nighta, on that desolate

way, alone, in a traveling tent, at the
side of a man he scarcely knew, Rob-
ert de Tremont learned serious les-
sons. He had been a soldier himself,
but his life had been an inconsequent
one. He had lived as he liked, behind
him always the bitterness of an early
deception. But he had been too young
to break his heart at seventeen. He
had lived through much since the day
his father exiled him to Africa.
Therese had become a dream, a

memory around whicl. he did not al-
ways let his thoughts linger. When
he had seen her again after her bus-

- band's death and found her free, he
• was already absorbed in the worldly
life of an ambitious young man. He
had not known how much he loved her
until in the Villa des Bougainvilleas
he had seen and contrasted her with
Julia Redmond.

All the charm for him of the past
returned, and be realized that, as
money goes, he was poor—she was
poorer.
The difficulties of the marriage made

him all the more secure in his deter-
mination that nothing should separate
him again from this woman.
By Sabron's bed he hummed his

little insignificant tunes, and his heart
longed for the woman. When once or
twice on the return journey they had
been threatened the engulfing sand
storm he had pray-461 not to die before
he could again clasp her in his arms.
sweet, tantalizing, exquisite with

the passion of young love, there came
to him the memories of the moonlight
nights on the terrace of the old cha-
teau. He saw her in the pretty gir
ish dresses of long ago, the me
choly droop of her quivering
her bare young-aitn• sr-411d 1elled the
fragrance of her hair tie" he kissed
her. So humming his soothing melo-
dies to the sick man, with his voice
softened by his memories, he soothed
Sabron.

Sabron closed his eyes, the creases
in his forehead disappeared as though
brushed away by a tender hand. Per-
haps the sleep was due to the fact
that, unconsciously, Tremont slipped
Into humming a tune which Miss Red-
mond had sung in the Villa des Bon-
gainvilleas, and of whose English
words De Tremont was quite ignorant.
"Will he last until Algiers, Hammet

About"
"What will be will be, monsieur!"

Abou replied.

"He must," De Tremont answered
fiercely. "lie shall."
He became serious and meditative

ALTERS

on those silent days, and his blue
eyes, where the very whites were
burned, began to wear the far-away.
mysterious look of the traveler across
long distances. During the last sand
storm he stood, with the camels, round
Sabron's litter, a human shade and
shield, and when the storm ceased he
fell like one dead, and the Arabs
pulled off his boots and put him to bed
like a child.
One sundown, as they traveled into

the a terglow with the East behind
th , when Tremont thought he

uld not endure another day of the
voyage, when the pallor and waxiness
of Sabron's face were like death itself,
Hammet Abou, who rode ahead, cried
out and pulled up his camel short.
He waved him arm.
"A caravan. monsieur."
In the distance they saw the tents,

like lotus leaves, scattered on the pink
sands, and the dark shadows of the
Arabs and the couchant beasts, and
the glow of the encampment fire.
"An encampment, monsieur!"

-111;einimit sighed. He drew the cur-
tain of the litter and looked in upon
Sabron, who was sleeping. His set
features, the growth of his uncut
beard, the long fringe of his eyes, his
dark hair upon his forehead, his wan
transparency—with the peace upon his
face, he might have been a figure of
Christ waiting for sepulture
Tremont cried to him: "Sabron,

mon vieux Charles, reveille-toi! We
are in sight of human beings!"
But Sabron gave no sign that he

heard or cared.
Throughout the journey across the

desert, Pitchoune had ridden at his
will and according to his taste, some-
times journeying for the entire day
perched upon Tremont's camel. He
sat like a little figurehead or a mas-
cot, with ears pointed northward and
his keen nose sniffing the desert air.
Sometimes he would take the same
position on one of the mules that car-
ried Sabron's litter, at his master's
feet. There he would lie hour after
hour, with his soft eyes fixed with
understanding sympathy upon Sab-
ron's face.
He was, as he had been to Fatou

Anni, a kind of fetish—the caravan
-a-dored him. Now from his position at
Sabron's feet, he crawled up and
licked his master's hand.
"Charles!" Tremont cried, and lift-

ed the soldier's hand.
Sabron opened his eyes. He was

sane. The glimmer of a smile touched
his lips. He said Tremont's name,
recognized him. "Are we home?" he
asked weakly. "Is it France?"
Tremont turned and dashed away a

tear.
He drew the curtains of the litter

and now walked beside it, his legs
feeling like cotton and his heart beat-
ing.
As they came up toward the en-

campment, two people rode out to
meet them, two women in white riding
habits, on stallions, and as the evening
breeze fluttered the veils from their
helmets, they seemed to be flags of
welcome.
Under his helmet Tremont was red

and burned. He had a short, rough
growth of beard.
Therese de la Maine and Julia Red-

mond rode up. Tremont recognized
them, and came forward, half stagger-
ing. He looked at Julia and smiled,
and pointed with his left hand toward
the litter; but he went directly up to
Madame de la Maine, who sat immov-
able on her little stallion. Tremont
seemed to gather her in his arms. He
lifted her down to him.

Julia Redmond's eyes were on the
litter, whose curtains were stirring in
the breeze. Hammet Abou, with a
profound salaam, came forward to her.
"Mademoiselle," he said, respect-

fully, "he lives. I have kept my word"
Pitchoune sprang from the litter and

ran over the sands to Julia Redmond.
She dismounted from her horse alone
and called him: "Pitchoune! Pit-
choune!" Kneeling down on the des-
ert, she stooped to caress him, and
he crouched at her feet, licking her
hands.

CHAPTER XXV.

As Handso- me Does,
When Sabron next opened his eyes

he fancied that he was at home in his
old room in Rouen, in the house where
he was born, in the little room in
which, as a child, dressed in his dimity
night gown, he had sat up in his bed
by candle light to learn his letters
from the cookery book.
The room was snowy white. Out-

side the window he heard a bird sing,
and near by, he heard a dog's smoth-
ered bark. Then he knew that he
was not at home or a child, for with
the languor and weakness came his
umulvt quiet I/U1 be III a nospitai
dress was sitting by his bed, and
Pitchoune rose from the foot of the
bed and looked at him adoringly.
He was in a hospital in Algiers
"Pitchoune," he murmured, not

knowing the name of his'other com-
panion, "where are we, old fellow?"
The nurse replied in an agreeable

Anglo-Saxon French:

"You are in a French hospital in Al-
giers, sir, and doing well."
Tremont came up to him.
"I remember you," Sabron said. "You

have beep near me a dozen times
lately."
"You must not talk, mon vieux."
"But I feel as though I must talk a

great deal. Didn't you come for me
intp the desert?"
Tremont, healthy, vigorous, tanned,

gay and cheerful, seemed good look-
ing to poor Sabron, who gazed up at
him with touching gratitude
"I think I remember everything,

think I shall never forget it,'' he said,
and lifted his hand feebly. Robert de
Tremont took it. "Haven't we trav-
eled far together, Tremont?"
"Yes," nodded the other, affected,

"but you must steep now. We will
talk about it over our cigars and
liquors soon."
Sabron smiled faintly. Hi s clear

mind was regaining its balance, and
thoughts began to sweep over it cru-
elly fast. He looked at his rescuer,
and to him the other's radiance meant
simply that he was engaged to Miss
Redmond. Of course that was natural.
Sabron tried to accept it and to be
glad for the happiness of the man
who had rescued him. But as be
thought this, he wondered why he
had been rescued and shut his eyes
so that Tremont might not see his
weakness. He said hesitatingly:
"I am haunted by a melody, a tune.

Could you help me? It won't come."
"It's not the "Marseillaise?" asked

the other, sitting down by his side and
pulling Pitchoune's ears.
"Oh, no!"
"There will be singing in the ward

shortly. A Red Cross nurse comes to
sing to the patients She may help
you to remember."
Sabron renounced in despair. Haunt-

ing, tantalizing in his brain and illu-
sive, the notes began and stopped, be-
gan and stopped. He wanted to ask
his friend a thousand questions. How
he had come to him, why he had come
to him, how he knew. . . . He gave
it all up and dozed, and 'while he slept
the sweet sleep of those who are to
recover, he heard the sound of a worn-
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Threatened by the Engulfing Sand-
storm.

an's voice in the distance, singing, one
after another, familiar melodies, and
finally he heard the "Kyrie Eleison,"
and to its music Sabron again fell
asleep.
The next day he received a visitor.

It was not an easy matter to intro-
duce visitors to his bedside, for Pit-
choune objected. Pitchoune received
the Marquise d'Esclignac with great
displeasure.
"Is he a thoroughbred?" asked the

Marquise d'Esclignac.
"He has behaved like one," replied

the officer.
There was a silence. The Marquise

d'Esclignac was wondering what her
niece saw in the pale man so near
still to the borders of the other
world.
"You will be leaving the army, of

course," she murmured, looking at him
interestedly.
"Madame!" said the Capitaine de

Sabron, with his blood—all that was
in him—rising to his cheeks.
"I mean that France has done noth-

ing for you. France did not rescue
you and you-may feel like seeking a
more—another career."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

St, Bride of Ireland.
St. Bride, the patroness of Ireland

and of Fleet street, whose feast falls
in February, was the beautiful daugh-
ter of a bard who became the religious
disciple of St. Patrick and abbess of
Kildare. The story of St. Bride, or
Bridget, fired the Celtic imagination,
and in Ireland about twenty parishes
bear the name of Kilbride. The spire
of her church in Fleet street has been
twice struck by lightning and much
reduced from the original height, but
is still one of the tallest steeples In
London. It is supposed to have been
designed by Wren's young daughter -
Pall Mall Gazette.

Have a Good Bed,
In Farm and Fireside a contributor,

writing a practical article about mat-
tresses and other provisions for beds,
makes the following general comment:
"In fgrnishing a home the housewife

should give most careful thought to
the beds and their equipment. We
spend at least a third of our lives in
tied, and it is worth while to make
that third pleasant and refreshing. The
best mattresses and springs are none
too good when one is storing up
strength for some work. Besides, as is
the case with most household pur-
chases, the best are really the cheao
eat in the end."

'HINTS FOR THE HOUSEWIFE

Well Always to Keep Watchful Eye
on the Grocer and Butcher—

Splendid Green Salad.

Don't allow the grocer to weigh youf
butter, lard, etc., in a wooden dish.
These dishes weigh from one to three
ounces, according to their size, and
you are therefOre paying for that much
wood at the price of butter.
Don't let the butcher weigh your

meat and then trim it and charge you
for the trimmings that you have paid
for. The fat can be rendered into lard
and the bones used in soup. The
butcher knows that they have a value
for when you do not take them he re-
sells them for six or seven cents a
pound. Do not be afraid to ask for
what is your due and to demand hon-
esty and full measure.
A green salad served with cheese,

nuts or eggs, and a French dressing
with whole wheat sandwiches, can be
made the main course for luncheon.
A cheese souffle served with spinach
makes meat unnecessary. Beets
stuffed with creamed mushrooms and
nuts are delightful, and a ring of
mashed potatoes filled with creamed
carrots and peas will please the most
fastidious appetite. A canape, bisque
or puree made of fresh vegetables, or
a cocktail made of mixed fruits, is a
good beginning to either luncheon oi
dinner. Desserts should be fresh
fruits, fruit ices or gelatin dishes
with sponge cake or other plain lin-
ked cake.

Lemon sirup, made by baking a
lemon for twenty minutes and then
squeezing out the juice in half a cup-
ful of sugar, is very gooa for hoarse-
ness.
Remove ink and fruit stains from

the floor by washing the stained part
with cold water, then covering it with
baking soda. When dry, wash off the
soda.
Never throw stale macaroons away.

They can be crushed and stirred into
and sprinkled on top of ice cream,
giving it a most della. (Liss flavor.
Rub a little butter wider the) edge

of the spout of the cream pitcher; it
will prevent a drop-Of cream from run-
ning down over the pitcher.
Before washing lace curtain', bests

a narrow strip of muslin along the
outer edge, allow it to remain until
the washing and drying process is
complete.
To cover jelly glasses, cut letter pa-

per in circular pieces that will just
inside the glass, dip the paper in

brandy, cover with tin covers or
large pieces of paper pasted down.—
Dallas News.

SERVING THE AFTERNOON TEA

Dainty Appointments Have Much te
Do With Its Success—Tasty

Cakes for Guests.

If a table or a tea cart is not kept
In evidence it is the correct thing to
have the appointments brought in on
a spacious tray, as a cramped appear-
ance, piled-up cups, etc., is unattrac-
tive. It the teacups are unusual or
possibly have histories or have been
picked up in travels, so much the
more charming will be the tea table.
Some like tea one way, some an-

other, and if a hostess wishes to be
remembered with gratitude let her
have cream, lemon and rum ready to
serve, so that she may suit all tastes.
Some people are satisfied with thin

bread and butter, or just plain crack-
ers as a tea accompaniment, but it al-
ways seems a trifle monotonous and
uncompanylike to have nothing else.
Some hostesses prefer to serve the
tiny bread-and-butter sandwich along
with rich fruit cake and a taste of
candied ginger for the second cup.
But the various kinds of dainty and
appetizing sandwiches and little cakes
to serve with tea are beyond descrip-
tion. •

Cecile.
Chop enough cold cooked beef or

mutton to make a quart, add one-half
cupful of dry bread crumbs, one table-
spoonful of chopped parsley, one tea-
spoonful of salt, one-eighth teaspoon-
ful black pepper. Dissolve one-half tea-
spoonful of extract of beef in one-half
cupful of boiling water, when thor-
oughly dissolved add to the meat and
then two well-beaten eggs. Mold into
small balls, dip in egg and cracker and
fry in hot fat. Serve with brown
SLUM

Corn Muffins.
Sift together one-half cupful of

cornmeal, one cupful of flour, three
teaspoonfuls of baking powder, one
tablespoonful of melted butter, one
half teaspoonful of salt, three-quarters
of a cupful of milk fiftid one egg. Mix
and bake in greased muffin rings.

Chicken Wiggle.
Four level tablespoonfuls of butter,

three level tablespoonfuls flour, one
and one-half cupfuls milk, one cupful
chicken cut into pieces, one cupful

robs. salt one1 raarri••• CInv•wo

o crackers or on toasted bread.

To Mend Enamel Wars.
Equal parts of soft putty, finely sift-

ed coal ashes and sifted table salt
mixed and packed into the holes of
enamel ware make a fine cement
Keep a little water in the dish untl/
the cement hardens.

Varied Designs in Dance Frocks

When one watches the dancers at
the dinner or club dance it is hard to
decide upon the most attractive gown
or to pronounce judgment that will
not straightway be contradicted.
Dance frocks are so varied in design
that this variety adds a pleasure to
those already falling to the lot a the
onlooker.
But certain of the styles possess

unusual fascination. Among them the
gowns made of lace or net flounces
over underskirts of silk never fail of
admiration.
In nearly all dancing gowns the

waist line is high, the bodice very
simple, and the arms uncovered.
But not all the pretty frocks are

sleeveless. • towered chiffon, made
with a flaring skirt, is worn with a
taffeta bodice having a square neck
and elbow sleeves. These are finished
with wide lace frills. The bodice
ends cross at the front in surplice
fashion and fasten at the aides under
rosettes. The bodice is extended into
a piifn a a• rout, reaching below
the waist line, and needs no girdle to
be worn with it.
Points are not to be lost sight of

ia airy of this season's apparel. An-
other effective dress has a plain
bodice of lace with long sleeves ter

minating in small points over the
hand. The lace is repeated in the
skirt in a pointed yoke. to which a
flounce of muslin is set. Following
the outlines of the yoke this flounce
forms a point at the back and front.
Two similar flounces below it are set
on to a foundation skirt, and they also
form a point at back and front. The
fourth flounce is set to the bottom of
the underskirt, which is cut with a
decided flare, The flounces emphasize'
the skirt's flare, and thin materials
like organdie look wonderfully pretty
made in this way.
A good and simple model for a

dance frock is shown in the picture.
It is made of messaline satin and ad-
justed to the waist with shirrings over
cable cord. The bodice is of chiffon
and velvet. Nothing looks as well
with the dance frock as a lace petti-
coat as fluffy and dainty as it is pos.
'ibis to make it.

JULIA BOTTOMLEY.

Attractive Dress.
Make the bodice of your crepe de

chine dress of flowered design and the
skirt of the plain, then trim the bot-
tom of the skirt with the flowered ma-
terial and you will have a most at-
tractive dress.

New Breakfast Caps of Ribbon 1

Usually boudoir caps are fascinating
little headdresses made of lace and
trimmed with ribbon or other little
coquetries of decoration. Here are
some of the new ones made of ribbons
and trimmed with other ribbons or
with lace. This reversal of the usual
order of things has resulted in caps
that have lost nothing in beauty. They
have just one advantage over the
lace caps—they cover up certain little
sins of omission in the matter of hair-
dressing. Thus 'they ingratiate them-
selves with the fair wearer who hesi-
tates in choosing between the cap of
ribbon and the cap of lace..

All the light colors in satin mes-
saline and other lightweight, high-lus-
ter ribbons are used to make these
lovely accessories of dress, but just
now rose pink and pale yellow are hav-
ing a remarkable vogue. Some people
can't wear either of them, and many
designs are made up in light blue, a
few in heliotrope and in cream white

Almost everyone can wear certain
shades or tints of blue, and people
who have never experimented with
yellow may discover its becoming-
See S.

A wide rose-pink ribbon is used for
the cap at the right. It is shaped to
the bead by means of shirred pin
tucks. The first row is run in about

two inches from the edge to form the
ruffle about the face. At a distance
of lesa.than an-inch a group a' three
Is run in and a second group of four
(the last row on the edge of the rib-
bon) draws it up to form the crown
This cap is trimmed with narrow

black velvet ribbon, which in turn is
ornamented with tiny ribbon flowers,
sewed flat to its surface.
The cap at the left is a familiar de-

sign of lace and ribbon. It is made in
pale yellow with cream-colored lace.
Over the bow at the front a cluster
of miniature apples, made of ribbon,
in yellow, coral pink and light blue,
takes the place of the usual little flow-
ers, with strikingly good and original
effect. JULIA BOTTOMLEY.

Silk Sults.
There are many women who, when

appearing upon the street in the day-
time, must have a coat snit in order
to feel well dressed. Of course, the

.sizen tHe tner-
mometer soars high, so a substitute
must be provided. -It is for this reason
that the silk suits have been launched
forth so profusely. Shantung, pongee
and faille are the vored materials for
these suits, and in I me cases the silk
Is combined with cloth—not enough to
add warmth, but just tacient to
make a novel and stunning suit.


