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Synopsis 'of Preceding Chapters.
(Copyrighted, 1000, by George Horton.)

John Curtis, a young American, who chances
io be In Athens at the outbreak of the Greco-Turkls- h

War, Joins a filibustering expedition
to Crete. The little vessel Is wrecked, but
Curtis, accompanied by Lieutenant Llndbohm.
a. soldier of fortune, and a native Cretan,
reach ths island safely. They arrive at a vil-
lage, and are cared for by the Inhabitants.
Curtis has Injured his foot on a sea urchin.
He Is nursed by Panayota. the priest's daugh-
ter. In a few days word comes of the ad-
vance of the Tprks under Kostakes toward the
town.

CHAPTER VIL
The peaceful vllage was transformed

as it were, in the twinkling of an eye,
into a .scene of tumult. An invisible
thunder cloud seemed hovering In the
clear sky. The frightened little children
and the timid women running about the
streets, reminded Curtis of the sudden
motherward flurry of chickens, at the
shadow of the swooping hawk. He was
left alone In the deserted Inn. He drag-
ged a bench to the open door, and sat
down. Those rapid preparations for de-
fense were going on which suggest
themselves Instinctively to people bred
and reared in a land of strife. Despite
the sinking of the Holy Mary and
her precious cargo, guns and ammunition
existed. A group of sturdy mountaineers
soon collected on the square, wearing
well-fille- d cartridge belts and carrying
gras rifles. The throng grew,, and every
new arrival was greeted affectionately by
his first name, "Bravo, Kur Yanne," or
"Bravo, Kur George." The demarch
formed- - the nucleus of the group, the red
marks under his eyes blushing like new
cut slashes.

A rapid Jingling of bells, as of animals
running, was heard, and a sentinel goat
appeared on the edge of a distant rock.
He cast an agitated glance back over his
wethers and slid down, his four hoofs
together, his back humped Into a semi-
circle, his bucolic beard thrust outward.
Others appeared and slid over, as though
borne on the crest of a torrent. Then
two tall shepherds were sketched for an
Instant on a background of mountains
and sky, swinging their ..crooked staves.
But they, too, were caught by the imagi-
nary torrent and swept into the town.
Boys were dispatched into the surround-
ings hills, and within an hour the streets
were filled with bleating flocks. The
group of armed men grew to 50. Llnd-boh- m

and Mlchall had both been pro-

vided with guns. The Swede had been
induced to discard the straw hat as too
conspicuous a mark, and to bind a dark
handkerchief about his head. Curtis felt
himself ope of them, and yet knew that
he was not.

"If I had a gun, I might set up there
among the rocks and do something," he
muttered. "I can shoot Just as well if
I am lame, if I could only get Into posi-
tion. ' Pshaw! "What's the matter with
me? This Isn't my fight. I'm a

I am."
The priest came down, leading Pana-- J

yota by the hand and carrying a cross.
The girl white, even to the lips, but
there was a proud smile on her. face and
her eves were shining. She wore a short
Cretan knife In her belt. Papas-Maleck- o

held aloft the cross and solemnly blessed
the waiting warriors, after which he pre-
sented the sacred symbol to the lips of
each In turn, llndbohm strode over to
Panayota, and, pulling the handkerchief
from his head, bowed low, with his hand
upon his heart.

"Before they get you," he said, "they
must yust take us all."

Curtis shouted "That's right!" and
was not aware of the fact until the little
army turned and looked at him inquir-
ingly.

"I'll make a fool of myself here yet,
he said, sinking back onto the beach.

Mlchall translated Llndbohm's speech
and x great shout of "Bravo! bravo!"
went up.

LlndDohm was In his element.
"There was," he understood, " no other

way for the enemy to get in from the
land s'de except through the pass. They
mignt approach with difficulty from the
seashore, but there was only one place
where tney could land. Men were watch-
ing that, and a smoke by day or a lire
by nlgnt would warn the villagers. Very
good. Fifty men might defend this pass
agaist 250, but they must lose no men
and must make every shot count. How
much ammunition had they?"

"Isot much. Only their belts full, and
posbibiy as much again, curses on the
English."

"Very well. "We must UEe It the more
carefully. "We must not gt excited.
Kostakes effcndi cannot possibly reach
the ravine blore nightfall can ha get
through w'fhout a guide?"

"No, replied the demarch. "Impossi-
ble."

Paniyota spoke. She said only two
words, and she said them quickly,
though distinctly, but they fell like a
thunderclap.

"Peter Ampates."
This was the name of the cowardly

shepherd whom Llndbohm had driven
irom the town.

"Is there any way to build fires so as
to light up narrow places In the ravine?"

There were two or three suoh places
Where bonfires could be located that
would make the pass as light as day.
People standing behind the rocks In po-

sitions of comparative safety could feed
the flames by tossing wood Into them.

"Send out the boys and girls then to
prepare these fires and to pile up brush-
wood enough behind the rocks to keep
them burning all night," commanded
the Swede. "Build one fire at the mouth
of the pass" but here he was Interrupt-
ed by a chorus of protest. "Let the
Turks get Into the pass and then we
will kill them," cried his listeners.

"Very well, but see that they don't
get through."

Papas-Malec- had a suggestion to
make. The Spaklotes of ten, got the Turks
Into narrow defiles and rolled stones down
upon their heads. There were half a
dozen precipitous places in the gorge
where this could be effectively done.

"Capital idea," assented Llndbohm.
"Let some more women go to those places
and pile up heaps of the biggest stones
they can carry." Llndbohm suggested
that the men, who now numbered 60,
should take their places near the mouth
of the defile. In a few brief words he
also laid the foundation of an effective
Commissariat. The Mayor's brother, too
old a man to fight, was Instructed to
superintend the sending of food twice a
day, In case the siege should be pro-
tracted, and above all, water, which
could not be found up among the rocks.
Women and boys were to act as car-
riers.

A to Korakes, anTcKeV"o
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established his headquarters near the j
village oi AiiKiano.

"We might be able to hold out for a
week," said Llndbohm to Curtis, "and
Korakes will surely come to; our aid. At
any rate. yust take our
chances.

CHAPTER Till.
Curtis was left alone In" the priest's

house. Papas-Maleck- o vhad gone wp tbe
ravine.

"I one of my boys were wounded,"
he said, "and I were not there to cotn-- 1

rort mm, uoq mignt rorgive roe, Dur. x
should never forgive myself."

The day passed very peacefully. Cur--
tls sat In the door of the parsonage with
Ms bandaged foot upon a stool. The
children, usually so noisy In the streets,
were quiet, and the gossips were either
gone or were ta'klng In whispers.
A woman sat In a doorway opposite hold-
ing her babe, that squealed and shouted
with delight at the familiarity of a pet
kid. The mother smiled sadly, and then
clasped the child to her baom, smother-
ing It with affection. The sudden purple
twilight of the Orient fell, and a light
breeze flew up from the sea, beating the
blossoms from the cherry and pear trees
and scattering their faint, delicious por-fum-e.

The purple changed to black and
the nightingales began to sing. The flocks
had gone to sleep. The antlphonous bleat-ln- g

and the Jangle of the bells were
swallowed up In the darkness that was
silence, save where now and then a little'
lamb cried sofly to Its mother across tha
meadows of dreamland or a bell tinkled
musically. There was a purring of many
waters.

"By Jove, war's a queer thing," mused
Curtis. "It's hate and lust and bigotry.
It's a big fiendish lie. and all the time? a
thousand voices are preaching truth and
love. Here am I. sitting among the
nightingales, the cherry blossoms and the
dreaming sheep, and a mile from here all
the men of the vicinity are trying to cut
each other's throats. And I suppose I'd
be with 'em If It wasn't for this blamed
foot. These Cretans are plucky fellows.
By George. I glory In their sand! Had
they been a lot of cowardly fellows they
would have given up the girl but they
wouldn't have got her while I could hold
a gun! Why, she's a natural queen!
She'd grace any man's fireside, she woujd.
What beautiful eyes she has! What a
mouth! What a carriage, and spirit, too!
Talk about your ancient epics and your
ancient heroines! Why, here's the Trojan
War right over again, or the spirit of
it. We aren't shy on men and women
these days; we're shy on Homers. And
that girl, that Panayota, she's as pure
as snow. She'd knife herself In a min-
ute before she'd allow herself to fall
Into the hands of the Turks. By Jove!
Whatever else the boys do, I hope tney'll
pink that Kostakes eftendl the damned
scoundrel! I'd like to pot him myself.
I wonder If the boys can shoot any?
The Idea of a Turk casting his eyes on a
wpman like that!"

As the time wore on, Curtis found
himself leaning forward In theVdark-nes-s,

listening for the sound of distant
shots. He wondered if the Turks
would attack that night and if he could
hear the shots if they did.

He went to the door and called to an
old man who was. talking in a. low tone.
but excitedly, to the woman, across the j
tipj:.- - ioepa.De uaxu oeenput .to neo-Th- ey

both came running, and he asked
them, framing --his sentence with much
care:

"Has the fighting begun? Can the
guns be heard from here?"

They-replie- d In concert, volubly and
at great length. Then thoy held a con-
sultation with each other "and with-
drew.

"That's the trouble with a foreign
tongue," mused Curtis. "You can talk
to them all,right,' but they t so fast
.that you can't understand what they
say to you. Now. I said It perfectly
right," and ho repeated the sentence
again.
' After about half an hour the old man
returned, bringing some bread, cheese,
halva and a glass of dark wine. Curtis
repeated the Greek word for "thank
you" half a dozen times, and then fell
upon the food voraciously. "The more
I see of these people, the better I like
them," he muttered. "Now, I call that
thoughtful of the old man."

After he had finished eating he tried
his foot, bearing his weight on It until
he could endure the pain no longer.

"I believe It's better," he soliloquized,
and then cried Inconsequentially:

"By Jove! I wonder If that old block-
head thought I was asking for some-
thing to eat? I said those sentences
perfectly right. Panayota would have un-
derstood me In a minute. Why, she and

I got along' all right together In Greek
But then. I musn't Judge the rest of these
people by her. She's as as a steel
trap, that girl is!'"

He wound up his watch at 10 o'clock,
and lay down upon the divan.

"There's going to be no fight tonight,"
he muttered. "And, at an rato, it wouldn't j

be my fight if there were." j

He fell asleep, and dreamed of Pana--j
yota, gigantic In size, standing on a cliff '

by a wan, heaving sea. She was hurling
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wind was blowing her hair straight oat
from her forehead, and he could only see
her mouth and chin, but he knew It was
Panayote. He ran to help ner, when the
demarch seized him to hold him back. Ho or
awoke, and found that on old man was
shaking Ms arm and crying excitedly In
Greek, "Fire! Fire!"

Curtis' first thought was that the house
was burning. He put ihs hand on the
old man's shouder and Jumped over to
the door. Half a dozen neoDle were stand- -
ing In the moonlight, pointing toward the
hills. Two women, one near to mother
hood nri th other rarvinir a verv vounR
babe in her arms, were crossing them- -
selves hysterically and calling on the namo
of the virgin. An old man of 80, whom
Curtis had frequently seen, bent nearly
double and walking with a cane, now
stood erect, fingering the trigger of a rifle,
A stripling of 12 was shaking his fist to--

0
THE PRIEST CAME DOWJf, LEADING

CARRYING

ward a rd eye of flame that glowed
amdng the rocks, high up and far away.

CHAPTER IX.
That was one of Llndhohm's bonfires,

sure enough. Perhaps a battle was going
on at that moment.

of God, eave my man!" cried
tho woman with the baby. "Save him,
savp him!" j

"Mother of God. sava my boy, b cy-
press

'

tree, my Petro!" groaned the old
man. I

"Curse the Turks! May their fathers
roast In hell!' shrieked the lad. "Give me
a gun, I'm old enough to shoot." ' j

For three hours they stood watching
the fire, as though they could actually
see what was going on there. At times '
they stood silent for many minutes to-

gether,
It

listening", listening for. the sound
of guns; but they could hear nothing.
At last a shot was heard In the distance.

"Oo-ho-

"What is It, What is It?" the watch-
ers asked, hoarsely at each other with
pole faces.

Again "Oo-ho- !" nearer.
At last footsteps were hoarJ, as of one I

running and stumbling among loose rocks,,
and at length little Splro Kaphtakcs stag- - , a
gcred up to the group and stood panting i

before them. His trousers were torn, and
blood was flowing from his legs. The
women and the old man started at him

ed for a long minute, and then,
pouncing upon Mm, began to shake him.

"What Is It? What news7"
"Is my Petro safe?"
"How goes It with my Yanne?"
OthprR ran Tin nut of rinrlc aIIavk onrl

from the doorways of distant houses, and

I

soon 20 or more surrounded the poor
boy, gesticulating, screaming. They couldnot wait for him to get. his breath. Histongue lolled out like that of a Chinese
Idol, and he swallowed the air instead ofbreathing, rolling his eyes about helpless-
ly the While. At length, with a supreme
effort, he gasped:

"Yanne!"
The woman with the babe reeled asthough the earth were sllDnlne from ho.

neath her feet. A neighbor caught the i

(STRIDING TO THE WOUNDED SnEPHERD, HE SNATCHED THE GUN
FROM HIS HAND,

bright

her ace and rubbed her hands, the boy
talked rapidly, shrilly, flinging' his arms
about with looae-elbow- gestures. The
woman opened her eyes and two of the
men helped her to her feet. She tottered
for a moment, disheveling her hair with
despairing hands and whispering horsely:

"Yannel! Yannell What shall I do? O
God! O Godl"

But suddenly the brave woman soul
asserted Itself, and her frajl body
straightened, tense, defiant, ready for any
effort. Clasping the babe to her breast
she kissed it tenderly many times.
Holding It for a moment at arm's length,
she looked at It hungrily, and then turned
her eyes away. A neighbor took the
child.

"Come!" said the mother, and she ran
lightly up the ravine, followed by the
boy. The babe bleated "Mamma! Mam-
mal" like a frightened Iamb, but the
woman did not look hack. Hopping two

three steps from the doorway, Curtis
seized a woman by the arm.

"Killed?" h asked in Greek.
"Eh?"
"Killed?"
Unfortunately, everybody understood,

and all commenced talking at once.
"I don't understand," shouted Curtis.

"Silence! Killed? Killed?"
"Silence!" cried the old man with the

musket, raising his right hand In a corn- -
monding gesture above the heads of the

talkers.
"No," he replied to Curtis, slowly and

distinctly, "not killed. Badly wounded."
"Thanks," replied the American.

Thanks, thanks; I understand."
Just before sunrise, Mlchall, with his

PAXAYOTA BY THE IIAXD AND
A CROSS.

leg broken, was brought In on a don-
key.

CHAPTER X.
They laid the wounded Cretan on the

lounge In the parsonage. He was pale
as death from loss of blood, and kept
snapping at his under l'.p with tils teeth,
but he did not groan.

"We're a pair of storks now." he said.
smiling at Curtis, and then he fainted
away. Curtis cut the trouser from the
wounded leg. A ball .had struck the shin,
low down. '

"It's not badly splintered, old man,"
said the American, as Mlchall opened his
eyes again. "I don't know anything
about surgery, but I should think the
proper thing would be to wash It, support

with some splints and bind It up tight.
Shall I try it?"

"What you need?" asked Mlchall.
"Some warm water, two or three

straight sticks and a piece of cloth that I
can tear up Into strips."

The wounded man called for the neces-
sary articles and they were soon brought,
Curtis washed the blood away carefully.

PVlA Anil nf n nlrwA tt VistriA mtaVierf" " ' - - w..-- -- ..
against the skin from beneath and made

snort protuberance
"I'm awfully sorry, old man, but I've

got to hur you like the devil, I'm
afraid."

"All right, my friend." replied Mlchall,
"only do not be long."

"No, only a minute. Lie on your back.
That's right. Now tako hold of the sides
of the lounge and hang on tight. That'll
help you. I know It from having teeth
filled. Now tell this old man to take
ho,d oi dur anWe 8. "lth both hands
una pun. siowiy, cnreiuuy, tin i say
stop,' and not to commence pulling till

saw 'now You'd. better explain your
Greek Is somewhat better than mine."

Mlchall explained.
"Does he. understand?"
"Perfectly!"
Curtis: put his hand above the broken

shin In such a way that he could push
the fragment of bone Into place.

"This can't be wrong." he reflected.
"At any rate, there's nothing else to
do."

Looking at the old man. he nodded.
"Jesus! Jesus! Jesus!" gurgled Mlch-

all. as though tho words were being
pulled from his throat with a hook.
There was so much agony In them, they
meant so much more than the screams
of a weaker person would have meant,
that the amateur surgeon felt sick at
his stomach, and it cost him a tremen-
dous effort to see through a Bort of
blindness that settled like a cloud before
his eyes. But the two ends of the bone
came together and he resolutely pushed
the splinter Into place.

Still holding the leg tightly he looked
at Mlchall. Great drops of sweat were
standing on the Cretan's face and his

was bleeding) but he smiled
bravely.

"All over," said Curtis. "Now for the
sticks and strips."

Fortunately for tho success qf the
operation, the boy who had led the inula
was outside, giving an account of the
progress of the battle. He proved a great-
er attraction even than the broken leg.
Curtis, finding himself alone with his pa,
tlent, shut and locke'd the door.

"Does It hurt you very much, old man?"
he asked. "I suppose the proper thing
now would be to give you something to
put you to sleep. Don't you think you
could sleep a little while, anyway?'

"No, no. I cannot sleep. It hurts mo
some, but "not much not too much."

Curtis sa quietly for some time In the
semi-darkne- ss of the room, listening to
the chatter of the boy outside, punctuat-
ed by the excited exclamations of the
listeners. He glanced at the drawn face
of Mlchall, which had a ghastly hue In
the was light. The wounded man's eyes"
were open, but he made no sound.

Ie's a plucky beggar," thought Cur-
tis,. "I wonder If It Vfould do him any
harmtio talk? I say, Mlchall." h asked
aloud, "how Is It going? What are they
doing up there?"

"They tried to come through about 11
ocIockr-bu- t how can I tell you, since you
do .not the-ravl- ne know? It "begins wide
on the' other side a deep, steep' valley,
with many pine trees, and paths along the
sides. Near the top of the mountain the
ravine becomes narrow, between walls of

wo are lost. Very well that devil Am-
pates! Llndbohm Bhould have killed
him!" V

"Why, what did he do?"
"Without him tho Turk could never

havo found the best path. Well, we have
men on all the paths with dogs good
dogs, hear half a mile, bark O, like the
devil! We stay high up, most of us,
where ravine is narrow, so not to scatter
out too much. We hide behind the rocks
on both sides the ravine, on the other
Bide- - the mountain. We listen and listen,
O, hpw we listen! Nothing. The wind
In the pine trees. For hours wo listen.
My ears get very wide awake. I think
I hear the wind among the stars. Then,
all at once, we sit up very straight,
holding our guns ready. 'Boo! boo! woo!'
It is old Splro's dog down below. We sit
very salll. Perhaps the dog make a mis-
take. Perhaps he bark at the moon.
But, no. Bang goes old Splro's gun. Then
we know. That was tho signal Ah,
mother of God!"

"No Greek can talk without violent ger
tlculatlons, that frequently bring all the
muscles of his body Into playi Mlchall
forgot the leg In his excitement, and gave
a little Jump that wrenched It slightly.

"Never mind, old man. Don't talk any
more you'd better He quiet," said Curtis.

ou arovo em back, did you?
.twenty men went down to the mouth

of the pass. Wo stayed back the narrow
part to guard, high up, behind the rocks.Pretty soon they commence shooting and
yelling. It was moonlight there, you
see, but dark like like "

"Like a pocket," suggested Curtis.
"Like a pocket In the ravine, where

we were. They keep shooting 'blk. bang,
biff, bang' then all at once
more than a hundred guns at once.
That's the Turks, said Llndbohm. 'By
damn, they must not get through, Mlch-
all; 20 men must come down with me,
20 stay here.' I pick out 20. and downwe go and hide. Then the women light
tho Are, whoof; then the light Jumps up
and? slashes open the ravine. Therethey come: there come the Turks, run-
ning, running. The boys keep shooting
from above, 'ping! ping!' but they" nothit much, straight down so. One. two,three drop, but the rest keep coming.
We lay our rifles across the rocks andtake aim. Llndbohm. he keep saying,very low: 'Not yet, not yet; steady boys,
stenCuy "
.teady boys' steady!" cried Curtis.That s old Llndbohm yes, ves!""My God! I think the Turks get right
on top of us, when 'Bang!' Llndbohm
shoot right by my ear and blow a holethrough a Turk. Then we all shoot,
shoot, shoot: but every time one Turkdie two new ones come around the cor-
ner. And I think they get through, butthe women pry off big pfece of rock oh,
most as big ns this house and It kill two
Turks. Then the Turks turn and run""Hurrah!" sobbed Curtis.

"Hurrah!" echoed Mlchall. "We killed
34 d d Turks!"

"How many men did you lose?" askedCurtis.
"One. shoot through the head. He highup and fill down Into the ravine. Turkslaugh very loud - Another here, through

the stomach. He die pretty soon he
with us-- His name Yanne. And me Iget this little wound In the leg. How they
mi my icg aon't know."

As they were talking the church bell
began to ring.

CHAPTER XI.
"Hello! What's that for?" asked Cur-

tis.
Mlchall shrugged hl3 shoulders. "Who

knows?" he replied.
Curtis hopped to the door, unlocked It

and looked out. The church stood across
tho road on the top of n big, flat rock.Though small. It boasted a Byzantine
dome. The bell hung In a frame erected
over the porch, and the rope was tied
about a wooden pillar, to prevent Its being
blown out of reach bv the wind.

"Why. It's Papas-Malec- himself!"
cried the American.

Tho priest gave the rope two or three
more decisive jerks, and then, leaving
the end dangling, started for the house.
His stately black robe was rent down
tho front, and the wind blew the pieces
out behind, exposing his voluminous
Cretan breeches' and his yellow boots.
His long hair had writhed loose from Its
fastenings, and had fallen down his
back. It was beautiful, and reminded
Curtis of Panayota. His tall hat was
battered at the side, so that the roof
looked as though It were slipping off.
Ho spoke a few words to Mlchall, and
then, opening the trunk studded with
brass nails, took out and donned his
sacerdotal vestments, a sleeveless cloak
with a cros In the middle of the back
and a richly embroidered stole. Run-
ning his Uppers through his long, glossy
hair, and shaking It out as a Hon shakes
his mano, he strode back to the little
church. Into which the people were al-
ready excitedly pouring.

"t looks bad,' said Mlchall; "he Is
about to ask for God's help."

"I'm going across." said Curtis.
"Cnn you walk so far?" asked MlchalL
"Oh. yes; with this crutch I can get

over there all right."
Though the church was crowded, there

was absolute, solemn silence. These sim-
ple .people believed that they were In
the very presence of God. Kindly hands
seized Curtla and assisted him Into
ono of the high-backe- d, narrow seats
ranged along the walls. Two tall can-
dles threw a flickering light on a crude
St. George and the dragon, of mammoth
size, painted on the screen. Every new-
comer kissed the face of a florid virgin
that looked up out of a gaudy frame re-
posing on the slanting top of a tall standnear the door. Numerous elkons In glid-
ed frames hung about the wall, and a
silent throng of forgotten saints painted
on the dome above peered dimly down
upon the worshipers. The windows were
narrow, but enough sunlight straggled
In to give a ghostly look to the candles
lighted here and there. Papas-Malecko- 's

voice was musical and tender. He com-
menced chanting In a low, pleading tone,
but as tho glorious words of the litany
gradually took possession of his soul, the
melodious, Greek syllables
rolled more and more confidently from his
tongue. The poor frightened mothers and
children of his flock raised their faces and
sniffed the wholesome Incense that now
pervaded the building. The spirit of the
scene carried Curtis away. He was awed
and mysteriously refreshed, as one who
In a noisome cavern feels the cool, sweet
air blowing upon him from the darkness.
He found himself beating the arm of his
seat and chanting Inaudlbly again and
again the sublime words, "Eln Festo
Burg 1st unser Gott"

"Ah, yes. God will protect us! He Is
our very present help In time of trouble."

And now Papas-Maleck- o is blessing hl3
flock one by one. Down the aisle he
passes, holding a little cross to the eager
lips, speaking words of comfort.

"Courage, courage, my children." ho
says. "When God Is with us. who can
be against us? Christ Is fighting for us,
and tho holy virgin and all the saints.
Courage, courage."

They seized his hand and kissed It,
Women sobbed In an exaltation of faith.
Mothers pressed the cross to the lips and
foreheads of their wondering babes.

"Tho virgin is our helper," they said.
"Christ and the virgin be with you."

responded the priest.
So he stood, his left hand lifted In

blessing, his right extending the cross,
stately in his flowing Tobes, calm in the
dignity of his exalted message.

"Have courage, my children," he re-
peated, smiling benignly. "It came to me
there In the mountains like a voice from
God, Ye are Christians; why do ye not
call upon the God of hosts?"

"Papas-Malecko- !"

In an instant the whole congregation
hnd turned anrt tcerft looklntr tnven-r- Un
door. There stood a tall shepherd with a
nne in ms nana, tus race was blackened
with powder, and he seemed covered with
blood.'

"What Is It? "What Is it?" shrieked a
dozen voices.

'There is a- - terrible ( fight going on.
Loukas and Splro are killed"

The words tt the. priest rang out clear
and strong, like a trumpet:

"Our-Go- d is' a" very" present help cour-
age, my children."

"My left arm Is broken. The Turks got
on top of the hill, where the girls were.

but the girls all Jumped off, laughing.!
All killed Paraskeve, Elene, Maria-"-'

The speaker's voice was drowned In- - a
pandemonium of shrieks and sobs.

But again the priest was heard, rev-
erently, distinctly, firmly, like the voice
of Christ calming the waters.

"They are with Christ In paradise. Still
I say unto you, courage. Since God Is
with us, who shall stand against us?"

"Panayota was with them, but her
dress caught In a thorn bush, and before
she could tear herself loose they had her."

Every eye In the church was riveted
upon the priest. The cross rattled to
tho floor,, and his arm dropped to his
side. His lips were white and there wn
a terrible look in the large brown eyes.

"Panayota I Panayota!" he called
hoarsely. His voice sounded far away
now. Suddenly he tore oft his sacred
vestments and flung them in a heap on
the floor. Striding to the wounded sheo-hcr- d,

he snatched the gun from hi:?

hand. Looking from the window. Curtis
saw him running toward the hills, his
long woman's hair streaming on the wind.
The flock poured out after him, and th
American was sitting In the deserted
house of God, gazing at a pile of sacred
robes, and muttering stupidly:

"Panayota! Panayota!"
(To be Continued.)

McCalli for AuRuit.
The August number of McCall's Maga-

zine contains much matter of Interest to
women readers. There are many Illus-
trations of patterns of elegant designs
for women and children. Among the ar-

ticles appearing In the current Issue are:
"The Well-Dress- WomanWhat She
Wears In Hot Weather," "How the Fash-Io- ns

Were Made," "Preserving and Can-
ning." and "Simple Remedies for Every-Da- y

Accidents."

TRAVELERS GUIDE.

EAST a (5orS5sBj3)
SOUTH

Ienve Drpat Flffi aa i ! Streets Arrlv

OVER-AN- "0 EX-
PRESS TRAIN-f- or

Salem, Rose-bur- r.

Ashland.8:o p. M. Ordtn, 7M5 A.M.
Sn Francisco, e,

has Aneltj.8:30 A. M. El Paso, Xew Or-

leans
8:20 P. if--

and the Eat
At Woodburn

(dally except "sun---r- ).

mornlnx train
connects with tiwtn
for Ml. Awcel.

lirownw-vlll- e.

SprlnBflell
nd Natron, an,

eenlnc train fcr
Mt. Ansel an- - -- l

erton.
4:i0 P. if. Albany passenger 10:10A.M.

IT.-.-0 A. M. Corvl"i pasenffer' I5:0 P. M.
P. M. Sheridan paraenser JS:5 A. iL

Dally. (Dally except Sunday.

Rebate ticket on sale between Portland, Sac-
ramento and ban r"rnciaco. Net rate- - $17 am
class and $11 second class, including sleeper.

Rates and liclrgts to Eastern points and Eu.rope. Also J,A""AN. CHINA. HONOLULU and
Can be obtained from J. U.

K1RKLAND. Ticket Agent. Tnlrd at.

YAMHILL DIVISION.
Paaden.er Depot, foot of JeUenton Street.

Leave for Oswego daily at 7:-- 0. '0:40 A. M.:
K'UJU. l.K. 3!3, iMU. u.S- -. S.UU. 11:JU P. M.;
and 0:uu A. U. n fc'unauys only, rrlve at
Portland -- ntlv at 0.-- 3. -- .30. 10:60 A. M.;
155. 3:10. 4.-- 0, (1:15. 7.10. lu.00 P. M.. 12.4U
A. M. da It j. except Monday. :( and 10:05 A.
M. on Sunc.ay- - only.

Leave for TaalUs dally, except Sunday, at
5:05 P. M. Arrive at Portland at 3:3U A. M.

Passenger train leave Dallas for Alrlle Mo-
ndays Wednesdays and Fridays at 2:43 P. M.
Returns Tuesdays. Ttiundayw and Saturdays.

Except 'SunJay.

R. KOEHLT-R-
.

C. H MA RICH AM.
Manarer. Cen. Pit Pass. Art- -
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As Good as e

Can Be Siado o

o

e
The St, "LouIp special Is a flrst-cl?- as o

o
train for first and second-clas- s e

passengers. o
It carries Bleeping, tourist and re-

clining
o

chair cars, and a dining-ca- r. 0
o

In the dining-car-s are served as 0
o

good meals as can be had at ANY o
hotel on the Continent. So good o
are they that If the St. Lonls spe-

cial

o
o

were the very slowest Instead o
of, as It Is. the very fastest train 0
from Portland to Kansas City, and o

0
St. "Louis. It would still be the part 0
of wisdom to take It. '0

0
0Ticket Office, 0
9

100 3rd St., cor. Stark, Porllaa-J- , Oreg-J,- . 0
0

0 0
0 O

0 9
It. W. FOSTER. O

0 Ticket Agent.
0 QEO. S. TATLOR.
0 City Pflsner A.ent.
0 O
0
000O00OOOOO000OO0OOOO00eeo

I26R-ATorther-
n1

Ticket CHIce, 263 Morrison Street. 'Phone 5M

LEAVE. Tbs "Tlysr. dally to and ARRIVE.from St. Paul. Minne-
apolis,No. 4 Duluth, Chicago No. a.

8:00 P. M. sn.1 at! points ICast. 7:00 A M

Throuirh Palace and Tourist SIeey. Dial- -
and Buffet Smoklc-L!brar- y Cars.

JAPAN - AMERICAN LINE
, STEAMSHIP RIOJUN MARU
For Japan. China and all Asiatic points will

leave Seattle
About July 18th.

Astoria & Columbia
River Railroad Co.

LEAVES fFor Mayrars. Rainier. ARRIVES
UNION Clalskanle. V,':tMr' UNION
DEPOT. I Clifton. Astoria. Vr-- DEPOT.

renton. Flavel, Ham-
mond. Fort Stevens,
Genrhart Park. Seaside.

Astoria, and canort 11:10 A. M
Express,

Dally.
0:35 P. M. Astoria. Express. -0 P. if.Dally.
2:30 P. M. Seashore Express, 0:40 P. ".Saturday only.

Except Saturday.

Ticket office. 253 Morrison st. and Union depot.
3. C MATO. Gen. Pass. Art.. Astoria. Or.

WHITE COLLAR. LINE
BAILEY GATZERT (Alder-stre- Dock)

Leaves Portland dally every morning- at 7
o clock, except Sunday. Returning, leaves As-
toria every night at 7 o'clock, except Sunday.

Oregon phone Main 851. Columbia, phone 3ol.

TRAVELERS GUIItB.

Cnlan Depot. Slxt and, J Street.

THREE TRAINS DAILY
FOR ALL POINTS EAST

"CHICAGO-FOIlTLAN- lb SPECIAL."
Leaves for the East, via Huntington, at 9:13

A. AL; arrives. 4 P. M.
SPOKANE FLYER,

For Spokane, Eastern "Washington, and Great
Northorn points, leaves at 0 P. M.; arrive at
7 A-- AL

ATLANTIC EXPRESS,
Leaves for tho East. via. Huntington, at 9

P. M.; arrives at 5:40 A. M.
TliltOUQH PULLMAN AND TOURIST

SLEEPERS.
Water llres schedule, subject to chan with-

out notice:
OCEAN AND RIVER SCHEDULE.

OCEAN DIViSiON Steamships sail from
Ainswoith Dock at 8 P. AI. Leave Portland-Colum-bia,

Sunday, July 1; Wednesday, July
It, Saturday, July 21: Tuesday, July 1; Fri-
day, Aug-- . 10. State of California, Friday.
Juty 0, .Monday, July 10; Tnursday, July --d;
Sunday, Aug. 5.

From San Francisco Leaving Spear-Stre-

Pier No. 24. San Francisco, at 11 A. M., as
follows: State of California, Alonday, July 2;
Thursday. July 12; Sunday, July 22: Wednes-
day. Aug. 1. Saturday. Aug. 11. Columbia,
Saturday, July 7; Tuesday, July 17; Friday.
July 27: Alonday. Aug. G.

COLUMniA RIVER DIVISION.
PORTLAND AND ASTORIA.

Steamer Hassalo leave- - Portland dally, except
Sunday, at S.OO P. At., on buiurJ- - at 10.00 P.
II. Returning, leaves Astoria, dally, except juj- -
day. at 7:00 A. Al.

Steamer T. J. Potter leaves Portland Tues-
days and Thursdays at 9 A- - M- Saturdays. 1
P AL, for Astoria and Long Beach. Leaves
llwaco Tuesdays, Thursdays and Sundays from
5 to S P 31., accordlns to tide.

WILLA3IETTE RIVER DIVTSIOX.
PORTLAND AND SALEM,' OR.

Steamer Ruth, for Salem and way points,
leaves Portland Mondays, Wednesdays and Fri-
days at 0:00 A. M. Returning, leaves Salem
Tuesdays. Thursdays and Saturdays at 0.00
A. AL

YAMHILL RIVER ROUTE
PORTLAND AND DATTON.

Elmore, for Dayton and way points,
leaves Portland Tuesdays. Thursdays and Sat-
urdays at 7 A. M. Returning, leaves Dayton for
"Portland and vray points Mondas, Wcdhesd-- s
and Fridays at C A. AL

SNAKE RIVER ROUTE.
RIPARIA. WASH.. AND LEW1STON. IDAH

Steamer Spokane or -- teamer Lewiston leavts
Rlparla daily at 3:35 A. AL, arriving at Lewis-to- n

at 3 P. AL Returning, tho Spokane or
Lewiston leaves Lewlston dally at 0 A. At,
arriving at Rlparla same evening.

W. H. HURLBURT.
General Passenger Agent.

V. A. 6CHILLTNG. City Ticket
Main 712. 0 Third street, cor. Oak.

NcwStearnsWpLinetotlieOrlcat
CHINA AND JAPAN, FROM PORTLAND.

In connection with THE OREGON RAILROAD
& NAVIGATION CO. Schedule, I'MO to
change):

Steamer. Due to Leave Portland.
"MONMOCTHSHTRE" June 21
"BRAEMAIV July 13

ARGYLL" Aug. 5
For ratfs. accommodations, etc. apply to

DODWELL & COMPANT. Limited,
General Agents, Portland. Or.

TO principal points In Japan and China.

POSSIBLY
YOU ARE NOT AWARE OF

THE FAST TIME
AND

SUPERB SERVICE
Now offered by the

pSfoS
WE HAVE

DAILY FAST TRAINS
TO THE EAST

If you cannot take the morning train,
travel via the evening train. Both are
finely equipped.

"Our Specialties"
Fast Time Through Service

PULLMAN PALACE SLEEPERS,
PULLMAN TOURIST SLEEPERS,

PULLMAN DINERSt
LIBRARY (CAFE) CAR AND FRED

RECLINING CHAIR CARS.
Hours in Time Saved to

Omnhn, Chicago, Ivannns City,
St. Lonis, Neir Yorlc, Ronton.

And Other Eastern Points.
Tickets good via Salt Lake City and

Denver.
It is to your interest to use THE OVER-

LAND ROUTE. Tickets and sleeping-ca- r
berths can be secured from

GEO. LANG,
.City Pass, and Ticket Agent.

J. H. LOTHROP. General Agent.
125 Third St.. Portland, Or.

,

mpire Line
roRCape Nome

And Yukon River Points

5.S. "OHIO," 3500 Tons
Sails from Seattle
on or about July 12

Reservations can now be made upon appllca
tlon to any railroad or sub-age- of tho Inter-
national Navigation Company, or to

E31PIIIE TnANSPOHTATION CO.,
SEATTLE. "WASH.

Pacific Coast Steamship Co.
FOR ALA5KA.

THE COMPANY'S elegant
steamers Queen, Cottage City,
City of Topokn and AI - Ki
leave TACOMA 11 A. M.. SE-
ATTLE 0 P. M., July 1. 4.
0. 14. 10. 10. 24. --0. 31; Aug.
3. 8. 13, 15. 18 23. 28; Sept.
2. and every flfth day there-
after. Por further Informa

tion obtain comianys folder.
The company reserves the right to chan3

tteamera. sailing dates and hours of sailing,
without previous notice.

ACJKNTS N. POSTON, 240 Washington St.
Portland. Or.. F. V. CAKLETON. X. P. it. R.
Dock. Tacomu. H. H. LLOYD, Puget Sound
Supt.; C. Vv MILLER, AasU Puget Sound
Supt., Ocean Dock. Seattle.
GOOD ALL. PERKINS & CO.. Gen. Agts.. S. P.

The Favorite Trans-Pacifi- c Passenger
Steamer

"TACOMA"
Will Soil From Tacoma on or About

JULY 17th, for

Rates First class. $75; Intermediate, $50;
steerage, $25.

For passenger and freint reservations ap-
ply to DODWELL & COMPANY. Ltd..

Telephone Main OC 252 Oak st.

WASHINGTON & ALASKA
STEAMSHIP CO,

The fast steamship "CITY OF SEATTLEsailing from Seattle every 10 days for Juneau
and fakRgway. Steamers "FARALLON" and'RUTH," sailing every seven days from Seat-
tle for Skagway and all other Intermediate
Alaskan points.

For freight and passage Inquire of
DODWELL & CO.. Ltd..

52 Oak st. TeleDhono Mala 0Q


