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iJohr1! Cnrtta a vntina' AmHrRn who phnnnM
to be Jn Athena at the-- outbreak of the Greco- - i
Turidsh Wox, Joins a filibustering expedition
t Crete. Tho little vessel Is wrecked, but
Ciirtlit, accompanied by Lieutenant Llndbonm.
a soldier of fortune, and a Cretaln, Michall,
rreach the island safely. They arrhe at a vil-
lage, and are cared for by the inhabitants.
Curtis, has, injured his foot on a sea urchin.
He la nursed by Panayota, the. priest's daugh-
ter. In a. few days word comes of the ad-
vance ot the Turks under Kostakes toward the
town. The Cretans gather in the pass, the
men flgntlng and the women and girls koeplng
up beacon fires. Thirty Turks are killed, but
Mlohali is badly wounded, and Papayota Is
captnred by Kostakes. '

CHAPTER XIL
"Hark!' said Curtis, who was sitting In

the door of the parsonage. "What's
that?"

"I didn't hear anything," replied ll.

"I did. I believe it was a gun. It was
a faint throb In the air. There It goes
again. There they go!"

No mistake was pcr-'bl- e this time.
"They're corning rough," said Mi-

chall, rising upon hls elbow. "The Turks
will be here pretty quick, now, I think."

"Hello," cried Curtis, "there comes the
demarch. TiMsre he goes into that house.
INow he covba out there he goes Into

up, I wonder? Here he
comesl"

Kur' Nikolaki looked in at the door.
Hte face Vas flabby with fatigue and his
under lldfe had dropped perceptibly, en-

larging fne red pits beneath his eyes Into
semlciixJee.

"Wy-ja- is It? What is it?" asked Curtis,
who had not clearly understood the few
hurried words addressed by the demarch
to 'ilichali.

"ney're nearly out of cartridges. They
cftfi't hold the pass over an hour longer.
S.&ey're, going to send the flocks and the
women and children down to the sea.
Tbe village owes a lot of caiques there.
Then the men will retreat last, fighting,
.shooting all the time."

"But what are you quarreling about?"
"Oh, nothing. Nothing at all."
It did not take the Ambellaklans long

to pack up. The most treasured belong-
ings were thrown Into blankets, which
were rolled Into the boulas or bundles,
and then, away for the ravine and the

A mother dashed by the house witha babe under her left arm and a bundle
over her right shoulder. Another dragged
two frightened children along the stony
street, clutching tight a tiny wrist with
each hand. An aged couple doddered by,
the man with feeble and palsied hand
strivta to "support "lhe''4womanT who
clung, o a frame containing two bridal
wreaths. From amid the faded orange
"blossoms smiled the unwrinkled eyes of a

girl and a stouts pallkarl--man'- s

"work lasts 4o much; better than
mau lilmself-rran- these bridal wreaths
ara saved for a Hfetime,in Crete,

The confusion grew to freniy. K
chatter and screaming of worn-e- n

filled the air. A florid housewife
.stumbled and wheezed down the street,
carrying a pair of long-handl- ed coffee
stew pans. She did not know what they
were, but had seized them through force
of habit. Another bore a cheap chromo.
representing skin-cla- d hunters thrusting
spexrs into a number of colossal polar
boars. She fell and Jabbed her kneetrough the picture, but picked up the
Jrame and ran on with that. Scrips, or
bags of pled and brightly-colore- d
'wool, of which two or more are
to be found In every Cretan peasant's
Jiouse, were hanging from the arms and
ashoulders; of many of the fugitives.

The 6imarch came in again, accom-
panied by Llndbohm and a stalwart
mountaineer. The Swede had a gun In
his lft hand. In the grime of his powder-bl-

ackened face his eyes looked un-na- tr

rally blue. But they were no longer
chVdllke. It was rather the blue of an
an"jry sea.

"Panayota's taken," he said to Curtis.
"I know It."
"There's nothing to be done now except

to rally the men and rescue her. The
Swede did not talk like a man In despair.
He semed. on the contrary, exalted by
a. great rotolve.

"We will get together and fall upon
"Kostakes like a thunderbolt. We'll not
let him go far. And if he harms a hair
Of her head" He doublod his ponderous
fist and shook it. Then he whirled about
briskly and gazed at Michall.

"We take you somehow," he said.
""We'll be as careful as we can. They'll
"kill you if you stay here.

"I not go," replied Michall. "I have
said it to the demarch. Take two strong
men to carry me. They better be fight-
ing. Leave a gun with me. When they
And me I kill two, three Turks. Ha!
baj ha! By God, I surprise them! So
I, die!"

"Come, no more of this damned fool-
ishness," said Llndbohm, "I take him on
my back and the shepherd here take
you," turning to Curtis.

But Curtis had been thinking very fast,
and the bright image of his beautiful
and high-spirit- hostess in the hands of
the Turks had sharpened his wits to an' extraordinary degree.

"Look here, Llndbohm," he said, speak-
ing very rapidly, "I'll stay here and look
cut for Panayota, They won't kill me,
I'm a noncombatant, and the Turks
won't be so apt to abuse the girl when
there's a foreigner amongst them. Help
me to the wine cave. I'll hide there till
the right moment and then I'll give my-
self up,"

Llndbohm saluted.
"I would not have asked it," he said,

"but it is the brave thing to do. Ah,
tell the officer you're a newspaper cor-
respondent. That's the safest thing."

The firing had ceased entirely for sev-
eral minutes. Now rapid footsteps were
heard. Looking toward tho door Curtis
saw a Cretan shopherd going by. He
was running low to the ground, carry-
ing his gun horizontally, like a man
hunting or being hunted. Another and
another passed.
"We have five minutes now," said

Llndbohm, holding out his arms to
Michall. "They have given up the pass.
Come! Must I take you, or will you
some on my back?"

-- 'I come' replied Mlohali, "to the wine
cave."

Llndbohm kneeled by the divan and
Michall put his arms about his neck.
The Swede arose, wrenching from the
Cretan's throat a groan that ended in a
low. sharp shriek.

Llndbohm strode from the door, fol-
lowed by the demarch and the shepherd,
the last mentioned carrying Curtis.

J5!vo or six shots, followed by a nu--

heard.
"Now I think they corno through,"

muttered Xlndbohm, breaking Into a run.
Michall was breathing In tremulous, faint
groans between his set teeth. Then he
mercifully fainted, and remained un-

conscious until the Swede, panting with
exertion, bounded through the arbor into
the dim cafe.

The demarch ran to his wine barrels,
and pulling an empty one around, par-
allel with the wall, smashed in Its end
with the butt of a musket, using the
weapon as though it were a battering

J ram. illchali was shoved Into the bar--:
rel as tenderly as possible and the broken
pieces were laid in beside him. Then
thev tmshed the tun back into place.
"with the open end against the walL

"And your' said Llndbohm, turning to
Curtis, who was sitting upon the table
where the shepherd had dropped him.

'Save yourselves!" cried the American,
pointing to the door. A shepherd, stand-
ing behind tho plantain tree, was aim-
ing at something above him. He fired,
and Jerking the empty shell from his
smoking piece, reloaded. Three Cretans
darted to the rear of the cafe, trailing
blue ropes of smoke from tho muzzles
of their guns. The man behind the tree
started after them, but stopped at a
crash of musketry and dropped his gun
with a ching! among the rocks. His
legs broke at the knees as though some
one had playfully Jabbed them from be-

hind. As he Instinctively threw forward
his arms to save himself from falling,
his elbows collapsed and bis hands fell
limply at his wrist, like penguin's wings.
He was dead before his body reached the
ground.

Llndbohm snatched his musket from
tho table and ran from the cafe, fol-

lowed by the demarch and the shep-
herd. Curtis slipped into a corner, be-

hind the huge oil crock. Tho sound of
firing continued, but no one came Into
the cafe. Ten minutes, 20 minutes passed
by. They seemed hours, to the Ameri-
can. Occasionally he heard a sput, sput
against the outside of the soft walL
Once a ftha! like the hissing of a cat,
was followed by a humming sound, as a
bullet, slightly flattened by the sand,
sang In through the open door.

It did not occur to him that these
things were dangerous.

"I must see whot they are doing," he
said. "It's a good fight! It's a good
fight!"

He slid around the smooth, cool crock
and leaned out from his hiding place.
He could see nothing but a strip of the
open door and a. huge vine, sturdy as
the trunk of a tree. He jumped back
Just In time to save himself. The cafe
was poured full of Turks, bringing Pa-
nayota and her father. An officer, young,
slender and very handsome, dropped into
a chair and laid his unsheathed sword
before him on a table. The soldiers fell
respectfully back, leaving the girl and
the priest standing facing the officer.
Amphates slunk In the background with
Panayota's Cretan knife In his hand. It
was he who had led the way to the
women, by a round-abo- ut path.

A Jong conversation ensued. In which
Kostakes effendl spoke with insinuating
sweetness, smiling continually and oc-

casionally twirling the ends of his small,
dark mustache. His Intentions with ref-
erence to Panayota were honorable, he
said. The priest began In a pleading
tone and ended with a fiery denuncia-
tion. Once or twice a soldier stepped
threateningly towards him, but Kostakes
waved the 'would-be- - murderer back with
a slight gesture, or almost Imperceptible
movement of the hpad. Panayota
was magnificent. She seemed at no mo-

ment to have any d6ubt of herself. She
stood erect, pale. alm, contemptuous, un-

til near the end of the Interview when,
with an .Incredibly quick movement, she
snatched tho sword from the table, and,
turning tho hilt towards her father,
threw back her head and closed her
eyes. The otiicer, witn a ioua cry, sprang
to his feet, tipping over the table, and a
soldier knocked the weapon harmlessly
Into the air. All the Turks in the room
leaped upon Papas-Maleck- o, who fought
like a cornered cat, wounding one, two,
three of his assailants. The Turks did
not dare to shoot, for fear of killing their
officer and the girl. Curtis came from
his hiding place, saying hoarsely in Eng-
lish:

"Panayota! For God's sake! For God's
sake! Panayota!" and then "Don't shoot!
Don't shoot! You'll kill Panayota!"

But It was no part of Kostakes ef
flondl's plan to kill Panayota's father
In her presence, as will be seen here- -
after. A Turk, cooler than the rest.
reaenmg over tne neaas ot nis com-
rades, dropped the butt of a rifle on the
brave man's skull, and he sank to the
ground. Panayota fell on her kness be-
side him, fumbling ln his hair and sob-
bing, "Papa! Papa!"

The heart has a little vocabulary of
Its own, which it has spoken from tho
"beginning of the wprld, the same for all
peoples,, unchanged ln tho confusion of

SHE THREW HIS ARM

tongues. Curtis was not noticed in the
tumult until he had forced his way into
the officer's very presence, whore he
stood, shaking his fist and shouting, still
ln his own tongue:

"This is a damned shame! Do you
hear me? A damned shame! You're a
scurvy blackguard to treat a. girl In that
way. If I had you alone about five min-
utes I'd show you what I think of
you!"

Two or three soldiers sprang forward,
and a petty officer half drew his sword,
but Kostakes, astonished at hearing a
language which he did not understand,
but which he surmised to be either Gor-
man or English, motioned thorn back.

"Qui etes voua monsieur, et que filtcs
I vous Id?" he asked in the French wuich
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he had learned at tho High School at

IIP

Canca.
"Je aruls-- Americain, correspondent du

du New York Age," replied Curtis.
"Ah, charme! charme! Comment dltea

vous en Anglais? Welcome. Je suls Kos
takes effendl. Capltalne de cavalrio, a
votre &ervlce!"

CHAPTER XIIL
Curtis did not find it eo easy to express

his feelings in French to this smiling of-

ficer, with tho straight large nose, daz-zH-

white teeth and cordial manner, who
wore an Inverted red flower-p- ot for a hat,
French is no language for a

man to swear In, anyway. Besides,
one doesn't learn a vocabulary suitable to
critical occasions In Ollendorf. All Curtis
could think of was "lache," "sacre bleu"
and "caranxba." Tho first did not seem
appropriate, the second loot Its force by
translating Itself In his mind Into English,
and he wasn't certain whether the last
was French. Spanish or Italian, go he
edited:

"Io this lady a prisoner of war?" And
Kostakes- answered:

"Monedeur la as gallant as he Is brave.
T Hva nM mv wnrtl ft Vinnnr thnfr neither j

the lady nor hor father shall come to any
harm. Is that sufficient?"

It had to be; eo Curtis, being anything
but a fool, replied:

"A gentleman's word of honor is always
sufficient."

"And now," continued Kostakes, "being
a noncombatant, you are at perfect llb--

IJffltTvBi

"I A31 AN AMERICAN CITIZEN. DO
NOT LET ME GO, YOU

erty to follow yourownwlfbes. Will ycu
remain here or go with us? We shall Be

charmed, I aceure you charmed to have
your society."

t
"How long will you stay here?
"About an hour. Just long enough to

collect any spoils of war and burn the
town."

"Burn the town?"
"Certalnlv; this Is war, and wan, 'even

for a nation so highly civilized as Turkey,
consists In doing your enemy as much
harm as possible."

Curtis glanced uneasily at the row of
barrels In the cave. Here was a new
dilemma. Should he give up the brave
Cretan and appeal to Kostakes' manlineea
and chivalry? He looked at the Turk
shrewdly. Somehow he did not have con-

fidence in him.
Besides, Michall could understand

French. If he were conscious, h could
call out and give himself up, If he
thought It were safe.

"I would stay here," thought Curtis,
"and arfc him to leave me the cafe as
sbsltor. But there's Panayota; I mustn't
dceort her."

The filing had ceased and the looting
" beSun- - Turky darte1 tne door ln

the abandoned glee of destruction, or
passed more slowly, dragging bedtlcks,
doors, pieces of furniture and other in-

flammable articles, which they were cast-
ing upon a great bonfire in the square.
A wave of ribald laughter, that started
60mewherQ ln :he distance and ran nearer
and louder, splashed into the open door.
A soldier dashed in nlth an eikon of the
holy virgin and held It up for the guard
to spit upon It. Then he tossed it into
the fire. The priest, who was sitting on

FROM HER WITH HORROR.

the floor, supported by the kneeling Pana-
yota, covered his eyes with his hands and
shuddered with horror. The trellis for
the Dgmarch's grape arbor came down
with a crash and was wrenched loo&e from
the grip of the despairing vines. The
benches whereon the gossip shepherds
had been wont to sit and rip their cof-
fee bore company In the Are with the only
rocklng-cha- lr In the village. In which a
very old lady had used to sway to and
fro and sing lullabies of her forgotten
childhood. A soldier seized one of the
tables within the cafe and tossed it
through the open door. Then he dragged
out a long bench, that scraped and splut
tered on the floor of the hard-beate- n

earth. Two others braced tbernselvee be--

tween the wall and the oil crock. An in-

spiration flashed through Curtis' mind.
"Stop! stop!" ho shouted. "It Is full of

oll-th- e lady on the floor."
"Mais, certainment!" cried Kostakes,

and he sent tho eoldleru from the room.
"The same argument will apply to th

wino barrels," reflected Curtla. "Tbey
would have been at them in a mlnuto
more."

"Does monsieur elect to stay with ua, or
with the Greeks?" nsked tho Captnln.

"Wo must leave her Immediately, be-

fore the Greeks return with reinforce-
ments, and wire tho ravine,"

"If I might bo permitted to go with
you? But I am lame: I have hurt my
foot." '

"I Tegret greatly to hear It. Not seri-

ously. I hope."
"No; I stepped on a a thorn he did

not know the French worn ror sea urcenn.
"I will give a horse my own, if neces-

sary. I shall be charmed charmed. And
now perhaps you will excusa me one mo-

ment while I marshal the force? Per-
haps als you will look at the priest's
bead. I regret that ur 6urgeon waa
killed In tb attack."

Rising, he said a few words in Greek
to Panayota, bending deferentially with
his hand to his heart. His tones were
musical and earnest, and Curtis under-
stood Wra almost perfectly. Ho spoke
high Greek very distinctly. He expressed
regret for Papa&-Malecko'- s hurt, and as-

sured the girl of his undying love.
"You are the cause of all this ruin, fair

creature," he murmured, earnestly. "My
lovo for you brought me here. Have no
fears. You shall be treated like a Queen.
Not a hair of your head nor of your fath-er- 'a

shall be harmed. All I ask Is a little
love In return."

She made no reply. She did not even
look up. Curtis felt a great sparm of rage
contract his heart, and a queer sickness
swoop down upon Mm. He wanted to kill
Kostakes; ho did not know exactly why.
The man certainly had a right to love the
girl; it Is any man's Inalienable right, cs--
tabllobcd from the beginning orthe world.
to lovo any girl; and tho protestations of
protection were exactly what Curtis want-

ed. But jmebow they made him sick
and mad. In the midst of all this killing,
why couldn't he do a little for himself?
Then Kostakes bent lower and attempted
to lift Panayota's hands to his lips. She
throw his arm from her with horror, and.

YOU SEE THATr VOILA! IF YOU DO

WILL SUFFER FOR IT."

shrinkiitfr back, with doubled fists, looked
at him wilhsuch an agu"e fOpeiF
mouthed, staring disgust as no Duse or
Bernhardt ever dreamed of. Curtis felt
quite friendly toward Kostakes, who
bowed solemnly, lth hand upon heart,
and strode fronvthe room. Two sentinels
took their places fnsldo the open door and
closed It with crocsed bayonets.

CHAPTER XIV.
Curtis parted the long hair carefully on

Papao-Malecko- 'a head with his fingers
and looked at the wound.

"I ought to have been a doctor," he said
to Panayota.

Sho smiled a little fleeting smile that
was sadder than tears. Her hair, that had
been wound Into a great coll at the back
of her hoad; had slipped partly loose.
Even as she looked up at Curtis, tho
glossy rope writhed like a living thing, and
a massive looped dropped down upon her
temple. Though her cheeks were pale, her
llpd were still red. Curtis had never no-

ticed until now how red and velvety they
were.

"Is he badly- hurt?" she asked.
Papas-Malecko- 's hair was clotted with

blood from the broken skin, but Curtis
made absolutely sure that the skull was
not fractured.

"No," he replied, "it Is not broken."
"Thank God! Thank God!" cried Pana-

yota.
The priest put his hand on his daugh-

ter's shoulder and shuffled to his feet.
He staggered a little and caught his head
ln his hands.

"Oh, papa! papa!" cried the girl, throw-
ing her arms about his neck.

"Bah. I'm all right. I was a little
dizzy, that's all."

"Nothing broken; nothing broken," re-

iterated Curtis. "The blood Is from the"
He did not know the word for skin, so
he lifted up a little tent on the back
of his left hand with the finger and
thumb of his right.

"Nothing, nothing at all," said the
priest. Panayota turned her eyes toward
the smoky, cobwebbed rafters and crossed
herself. The steel cross ln the door
leaped to a parallel of presented mus-
kets, and Kostakes effendl reappeared.
Twirling his mustache, he gazed per-
plexedly at the group within the cafe,
but recovered himself ln a moment and
advanced, smiling.

"So his reverence Is quite well agalnl
I am glad to see It, very glad. I feared
that his skull was fractured. A musket
butt la no plaything."

The Turk assisted Curtis to the door,
and into a cavalry saddle on the back of
a respectable-lookin- g horse.

"It la the horse of my sous Lieuten-
ant,," explained Kostakes "who really
prefers to walk Lieutenant Gadben, Mo-
nsieurbut I have not the honor of know-
ing your name."

"Curtis."
"M. Curtis, American Journalist."
Half an Inch of saber cut disfigured

the Lieutenant's left temple. Curtis won
dered at first glance how far it extended
undor the flower-p- ot hat. The possessor
of the cut was a grizzled man of 50, with
a short, pointed beard, and a mustache.
Into the left side of which cigarettes had
burned a slmlclrcular hole. The Turkish
troops were urawn up in marching order,
dirty, dust-staine- d, faded, some of them
shoeless, but thcro was something about
every mother's son of them, something in
the attitude of the bodies and the obedi-
ent expectancy of the countenances, that
suggested the soldier.

Curtis was amazed at the amount of
desolation which had been accomplished
ln so short a time. The ruffian hand of
war had wrecked the peaceful and idyllic
town as a discontented child smites a
playhouse of blocks. Everything com-
bustible had been set on firo, and even
from the stone houses smoko was pour-
ing. It was wonderful what a bright and
persistent blaze can be ignited ln a seem-
ingly fire-pro- structure. Doors had
been torn from the hinges, windows
smashed in, arbors pulled down. The
fire ln the square filled tho nostrils with
the familiar odor of burning olive oil. The
houses, with their denuded window holes,
reminded Curtis of men whose eyes had
been ruthlessly gouged

Gadben brought the hilt of
his sword to his forehead and said come--

ing to the Captain in Turkish. The
latter glanced at hla little army, and
Curtis followed his eye. The men invol-
untarily straightened up, stiff as posts.

Turning In his saddle, Curtis cast a
furtive glance at Panayota. She was sit-
ting on a. mule, looking sadly to earth.
One white hand rested caressingly on the
wriat of her father, who stood by, hold-
ing to the pommel of her high pack-saddl- e.

She had tied a handkerchief about
his wound. He was a manly and appeal-
ing, albiet extraprdlnary, figure, as he
stood there erect, his dark eyes flashing
scorn and defiance. Hi3 billowy, spade-shape- d

beard covered his entire breast.
He wore no coat, and the enormous Cre-

tan breeches and yellow boots seemed to
take on added proportions for that rea-
son. An emtpy cartridge, passed under
his right arm and over his left shoulder,
bore strange comradeship with the cross
that hung from his neck. His dark brown
hair, that any woman might have onvied,
fell quite to his waist, and rippled in tho
breeze. Even as Curtis looked, Panayota
gathered it in her hands and hastily
twisted it into a knot. The Captain said
a few words to the Lieutenant, who.
turning to tho ranks, pointed to four
of the men nearest him with bis sword
and transmitted tho order to them. They
saluted, and, stacking their muskets, ran
into the cafe. Instantly the huge oil
crock fell across the door, and breaking,
gave up Its inoffensive golden contents.

"Monsieur, you will destroy tho cafe!"
cried Curtis in alarm.

Over went the bar with a sound of
smashing glass.

"It will take but a moment," replied
the Captain, apologetically. The tables
and benches were now going Into the pile
la the middle of tho floor.

"The rascals should have saved the oil
to pour on their bonfire," remarked Kos-
takes, Judicially. The sound of dull
blows caused tho Captain to bend and
look ln at the door.

"Hey! Hey!" he shouted, and gave an
order. "I told them not to spill the
wine, but to roll the full barrels close to
the fire," he explained to Curtis. "There
Is sure to be one or two of them filled
with brandy, and their loud explosion
does mora execution than half a dozen
axes."

Mlchall's barrel was fourth from this
end

"Why tho devil wasn't I born with some
brains ln my head?" groaned Curtis, in-
wardly. "Why can't you think of some-
thing, blockhead?" He was seized with
an almost uncontrollable desire to butt his
skull against the stone wall of the cafe.
He knew that a happy thought would save
poor Michall, and he realized also that
undue excitement on his part would be-
tray everything. The picture of his
friend being dragged from bi3 hiding
place by his broken leg and thrust
through with bayonets leaped before his
Imagination with the suddenness of con-
viction of a revelation by lightning flash.

"Monsieur," he said, "I beg grace for
the cafe. Stop the soldiers one moment
and I will explain."

Kostakes called to the four vandals,
and they desisted.

"I beg of you," he said inquiringly to
Curtis, "but pray be brief."

"I am the correspondent of the New
York Age. I am neither Greek nor Turk,
I assure you. I wish to write glowing
accounts of your heroism and your mag-
nanimity. 1 have a sentiment connected
with the cafe. It Is so beautiful. I have
written a little poem about It. It begins
thus:
The Assyrian came down like a wolf on

. the fold.
And his coherts were gleaming with pur-

ple and gold
Curtis beat oft the waltz time of the

meter with great energy.
"It sounds very beautiful. What a pity

that I do not understand English! Mon-

sieur's sentiment shall bo respected. He
shall write for his paper that Kostakes
effendl is not only a magnanimous soldier,
but a patron of letters."

The four vandals took their places again
ln the ranks, Kostakes, waving hl3 sword
theatrically, gave the order to march, and
,they.w,ere .ofi, up --Jtbv rocky, winding
streets, "with the llttle-'acm- pattering be-
hind. As they passed the parsonage. Cur-
tis noticed that It was ln ruins, but the
festal wreath of yesterday hung brave
and bright above the blackened door.

CHAPTER .XV.
The Driest strode by his daughter's side,

his hand still lying upon hers. As the
cavalcade started he shuddered, and. look-

ing at Panayota, sobbed:
"O, my daughter, my daughter! Would

to God you were ln your grave beside
your mother!"

She put out her white arm, and laid
It around his neck.

"I am my mother's child." she replied,
piously; "I shall find death somehow
sooner than dishonor."

An occasional corpse lay ln their path.
Curtis observed with pleasure that wood-

en flower pots were beside two of the
bodies, but a wave of indignation and pity
passed over him as his horso shied from
a corpulent body, bent horribly over a
sharp-backe- d bone of rock. The head
lolled downward, and the pupils of the
eyes were rolled upward out of sight.
There were two red pits beneath the eyes,
that made the whites look doubly ghastly.

Curtis lifted his hat,
"Why do you do that?" asked the Cap-

tain.
"Because he died like a brave man,"

replied the American, shuddering as he
thought of the Jolly and hospitable

who, like a heroic captain of a
sinking ship, had remained at his post of
duty until escape became Impossible.

"I fear you like the Greeks better than
you do the Turks," observed Kostakes.
"You do not know us yet. You will like
us better when you have been with us a
few days."

Curtis was determined to be polite.
Only thus, he foresaw, could he hope to
be of any help to Panayota.

"He stayed behind to fight, when he
might have escaped. Had he been a Turk,
I should have taken off my hat Just the
same,"

They were about to enter the ravine.
From their elevated 'position the whole
town waa visible. Tho American turned
ln his saddle and cast a glance back-
ward. The smoke from a score of fires
tumbled heavenward until, commingling,
it formed a somber roof above the town,
supported by trembling and bending pil-

lars. There.waa the distant sea tho very
spot where the "Holy Mary" had been
sunk. The little stream, whose course
they had followed to the town.
looked no. larger than a silver thread.
There was the square, ending ln the ledge
upon which he bad first seen Panayota
with the water Jug upon her shoulder.
It had been but a short time ago. a few
hours comparatively, and here she sat
now, a captive, being led away ln all
probability to a shameful fate. Curtis
seemed to have lived ages in the last
few days, and yet their whole history
flashed through his mind during the brief
moment of this parting glance. There
was the girl, beautiful, desolate, defiant,
pure as snow; her hand rested on the
shoulder of her father, in one of those
pitiful, yet sublime, feminine caresses that
cry "courage" when even God himself
seems to fall. She was a Christian, the
father a Christian priest, and this was the
13th century of our blessed Ixjrd. and
there, but a few miles away, lay the
great battle-ship- s of tho Christian powers
of Europe, defending the Integrity of the
Turkish Empire!

Curtis gave such a violent start that
he nearly fell out of his saddle. Great
heavens, was not that the cafe on Are?
The cafe, where he had left hidden his
comrade and friend. Michall, the brave,
the boyish, the noble-minde-

"Monsieur!" he cried, "the cafe! It Is
burning."

"Oh, I think not!" replied Kostakes.
"But It is. I can see it plainly; you

must send people back to put it out."
Kostakes took a pair of field glasses

from the hands of an orderly, and. calm-
ly adjusting the focus, looked down the
hill, while the little army, escorting
Panayota and her father, marched rap--

Idly past, and were swallowed up in the
ravine.

"You aro right," he said, "it is Indeed
the cafe."

"But you are not sending anybody back
to put U out!"

"Monsieur could hardly ask me to do
that much for sentiment. Some of my
rascals must have eluded my vigilance.
They shall be punished."

Curtl3 whirled his horse around, urg-
ing It with his fists and his foot, and start-
ed back toward the town, But the way was
steep and rough, and the animal had not
gone 10 paces ere two soldiers sprang to
its head and seized the bridle on either
side. Curtis kicked and struck at them,
and, suddenly overcome with a paroxysm
of rage, swore at them, but all to no avail.
They turned the horse around again and
led It back to Kostakes.

"Monsieur's sentiment must be very
strong," said the Captain, smiling sweet-
ly.

"There's a wounded man in that build-
ing. A wounded man. I tell you, and
he'll burn up alive!"

Kostakes shrugged hjs shoulders.
"It cannot be helped, he replied: In

war. what Is a man more or less? But
we must not delay. Allons, monsieur."

And he spurred his horse to a. brisk
walk, while a stout Turk, throwing the
bridle rein of Curtis' animal over his
shoulder, trotted along after.

The American looked back.
"I'll slip off and run to the cafe." he

thought, ".foot or no foot-da-
" the foot,

anyway!'' But anther soldier with a
loaded musket was following close be-

hind. In his despair, the thought of his
passport occurred to him. He pulled It
from his pocket with feverish haste. It
waa badly damaged by water, but It held
together, and the big seal was still there.
Urging his horse forward, he flourished
the document in Kostake'a face and
shouted:

"1 am an American citizen. Do you
see that?, Volla! If you do not let me
go yon will suffer for It."

But all, to no avail- - He was hustled
along by order of the smiling and affable
Kostnkes, and the last thing his eyes
rested upon as he plunged into the ravine
was a cloud ot smoko pouring from the
front door of the demarch's cafe.

iTo be continued.)
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EAST m I2?( CUKSET --nIO OCBEH&SiASIAl M

SOUTH

Leave Dtp! Filth jail Streets Arrive

OVERLAND EX-
PRESS TRAINS
Xcr Salem. Rue-bur-

Ashland. Sac-
ramento.&'Z0 P. M. 7:45 A.M.O e 1 n.

an Francisco,
Lea Aneelea.8:30 A. U. El Peso, New 6:30 P. H.
and the Eaat

At Vfoodbura
(dally Except Sun-
day), morning train
connects nlth train
for Ml. Angel. 311-- v

e r t on, Browns-
ville. Springfield
and Natron, and
evening train tut
Mt. Ansel and 31- -

erton.
4:00 P. M. Albany passencer 10:10 A. Jt
7:30 A. . Corvalllo passenger $3.30 P. 11.

U-- P. M. Sheridan pajsenxr j 1S.23 A. M.

Daily. Dally except Sunday.

Rebate ticket? on sale between Portland, Sac-
ramento and San ranclco. Net rate $17 am
clasa and $il second. clajw. including sleeper.

Rates and tickets to Eastern polnu and Eu-
rope. Also JAPAN. CHINA. 'HONOLULU and
AUSTRALIA. Can be obtained from J. B.
K1KKLAND. Ticket Arent, 140 Tnlrd au

IAMHILL DIVISION.
Passenger Depot, loot of. Jefferson Street.

Leave for Oswego dally at 7.20. 'OO A. M.;
12:3u. lo. 3.23. 4:40. 0.23. H.bO. 11:30 P. M.:
and 8.00 A. U. n Sundays only, rrlt at
Portland dally at 0:J5. aJu. 10:S0 A. 1L;
1:35. 3:10. 4ui0, 0:15. 7:40. 10.00 P. &L. 12. W
A. 1L dally, except Monday. 8.3b- - and 1U.C5 A.
M. on Sundays only.

Leave for Dallas dally, except Sunday, at
B.06 P. M. Arrive at Portland at 0.30 A. M.

Passenger trUn leaver Dallas for Alrlle Man
dayo. Wednesdays and Fridays at 2:45 P.

Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturday.
Except SucJay.

It. KOEHLER. C H. MARKHAM.
Manarer. Gen. Frt. & Pass. Art- -

j

Ticket OIIlcc, 253 Morrison Strett, 'fhmW

LEAVE. Tha Xlyar, dally to aad ARRIVE.from St. Paul. Mlnn-apoi-

No. Duluth. Chieasv No. 3.
0:00 P. M. anA nil points 2Ut. . 7.00 A. M.

Through Palace and Tourist Slterj, Dlniaa
and Durfct Bmoklng-Llbrar- y Cars.

JAPAN - AMERICAN LINE
STEAMSHIP RIOJUN MARU

For Japan. China and all Asiatic points wl3
leave Seattle

About July 18th.

Pacific Coast Steamship Co.
FOR ALASKA.

THE COMPANY'S elegant
steamers Occen. Cottage city.
City of Topeka and Al - Kl
leave TACOMA 11 A. M., SE-
ATTLE 3 P M.. July 1. 4.
0. 14. IC. 10, 21. 10. 31; Auj.
3, S. 13. 15. 18. 23. 23: Sit.
2. ami eipry fifth day there,
after. Bor further Informa

tion obtain company's folder.
The company reserves the right to change

stsamers. tailing dates and hours of salllug.
without previous notice.

AGENTS N. POSTON. 249 Washington st.
Portland. Or.; F. W. CAKLETON, N. P. R. R.
Dock, Tacoma; H. H. LLOYD. Puget Sousd
SupL; C. V MILLER. AssL Puget Sound"
SupL. Ocean Dock. Seattle.
COODALU PERKINS & CO. Gen. Agts.. S-- K.

The Favorite Trgn-Pac!f- lc Passenger
Steamer

"TACOMA"
Will Sail From Tacoma on or About

JULY 25th. for

CAPE NO ME
Itates First class, $73; intermediate, . $30

For passenger and freUnt reservations ap-

ply to DODWELL & COMPANT. Ltd..
Telephone Main 00. 252 Oak at.

Astoria & Columbia
River Railroad Co.

LEAVES Tor Maystrs. Itaialerl ARRIVES
UNION ClatiiLanl. Waaiport. UNION
DEPOT. Clifton. Attcrla, W'nf DEPOT.

retitoo. Flavel, Ham-
mond. Tart Sterens.
GrArnar. Park. :a!le

8:00 A. M. Astoria anil Scasnor 11:10 A. M
Esprcf.

Dally.
0:35 P. M Astoria Lxpress. 0:40 P. M.

Dally.
2:30 P. Jl Seashore Express, 0:40 P. M.

Saturday only.
Except Ssaturday.

Ticket office. S33 Morrison at. and Union dipoi.
J. C. MAYO. Geo. Fas. Axu. Astoria. Or.

WASHINGTON & ALASKA
STEAMSHIP CO.

The fast steamship "CITY OF SEATTLE."
sailing from Seattle ever 10 days for Juneau
and hkagway. Steamers "FARALLON" and
"RUTH, salllns etery seven days from Seat-
tle for Skagway and all other Intermediate
Alaskan points.

For freight asd passage inqulro ot
DODWELL fc CO.. Ltd.,

232 Oak st. Telephone Main 00.

TUAVEliEnS' GCILE.

BaJiBlwM,",'"Lnioa Depot, Sixth and J Streets

THREE TRAINS DAILY
FOR ALL POINTS EAST

"CHICAGO-PORTLAN- D SPECIAL.
Leaves for the East, via Huntington. t a:U

A iL; arrrvis. 4 P. iL
, FliYEU.

For Spokane. Eastern Washington, and Great
Northern point, lenves at t. 11.: armc c:
I A. M.

ATLANTIC EXPRESS,
Leaves for the East. la. Iluniingtoiv t 0

l. id.., arrives at d'.W A. M.
TUUOLGK PULLMAN AND TOURLJ3

SLEEPERS.
Water lice scaeuule. subject to chanse with-

out notice:
OCKAX AXD KIVIfiK SCXIEIIUH:.

OCEa.s ja iMON ssteanwtups anil Horn
Alusworth DoUt at JS 1. L Lae i'orlland
Columbia, bumia, July 1; veduesday, July
i. .a.u.da), Juj 21. i.utiUa. July Jl, i"rl-da- j,

Aujf. 10. State of California, rlda.
jiuy u. jdomwy, juiy 1U; Tnur.sd.iy. July 2d;
Sunday. Auj. &.

Fiom San 1? ranclsco Leav lnc Spear-Str-

Pisr No. 24. ban iiancUco. at 11 A. M., ad
follow: btate ot California, ilonuai. July 2;
Thursday, jjjy 12, awulay. July 22; Wednes-
day. Ai.. 1. Saturoay, Aug. ll. Coiumo.-- .

Saturday. July 7; Tuesday, July 17: Kridar.
July 7. Morula. Aug. U.

COLUMBIA HIVKU DIVISION. (

WKTLAND AND ASTOltLV.
Steamer ilujsjto eavco t'urtli.na ua..y. exc-p- :

Bundaj, at a.oo V. M. . on aaiuraay i lv:W P.
M. licturning, leave Aatbrla dally. i.tw oa--c-

at T.iv A. M.
Steamer T. J. Potter leaes Portland Tues-d- u

ami Thursdays at U A. M . Saturdays. 1

P. M., for Astoria and Lous Beaet. Leaei
llwaco Tuesdays. Thursdajs and Sundais f.om
5 to S P. M . aecordlns to tide.

WILLAMETTE IlIVKIt DIVISION.
PORTLAND AND SALB:U. OK.

Steamer .Ruth, for Salem and wny ioint.
le&ea Portland Mondays, and in-da-

at li.UO A. M. Returning. icat a i.Tuesdays. Thursdays and baturda at uU
A.M.

YAMHILL IUVKH KOUTE.
PORTLAND ANl DAVTON. Olt

Steamer Elmore, for Day tut. and .a iulns.
leaves Portland Tuesday. Turlujj and ui
urdays at 7 A. M. Returning. Ieav Duj tor. :. s
Portland asd way points Mci.duj, UiUi.-u- ,j
and Fridays at U a. M.

SXAICE IllVEK liniTE.
niPARlA. WASH.. AND LCW1STON. ID Mi

Steamer Spokane or vlvaiuer irtjwidloii lea
Riparla dally at .1:35 A. 1L. arriving at Lewis-to- n

at 3 P. 1L Keturnlnz, the &yokaua or
Lewlsion leaes Lew. Is ton uallj at 0 A. M.
arrilng at Klpurla same evening.

W. H. ilOllLUUHT.
General Paouenger Agent-V- .

A. SCHILLING. Clt Ticket Acr.t.
Telephone Main 712. 0 Third street, cor. Oak.

NewSteamshipLlneto the Orient
CHINA AND JAPAN. FROM PORTLAND.

la ccnnectloi wltr. THE OREGON HAlLt:0D
& NAVIGATION CO. ScheUule. l'JOO ubject to
change):

Steamer. Due to Leave Portlai.- -
"MONMOCTHSHTRE" Juno 21
"BRAEMAR" July 13
"ARGYLL" Aug. 3

tor rates, accommodations, etc.. appl u
DODWELL & COMPANT. Limited.

General Agents, Portland. Or.
To principal points ln Japan and China.

POSSIBLY
YOU ARE NOT AWARE OF

THE FAST TIME
AND

SUPERB SERVICE
Now offered by the

$ PlCT0flN r"
WE HAVE

DAILY FAST TRAINS 2TO THE EAST
It you cannot take the morning- train,

travel via the evening train. Both are
finely equipped.

"Our Specialties"
Fast Time Through Service

PULL-MA- PALACE SLEEPERS,
PULLMAN TOURIST SLEEPERS,

PUI.LMAN DINERS,
LIBRARY (CAFE) CAR AND FREE

RECLINING CHAIR CARS.
Hours In Time Saved to

Omaha, Chicago, Knnnaii City,
St. Louis, New York:, Boston,

And Other Eastern Poiutx.
Tickets good via Salt Lako 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.
135 Third St.. Portland. Or.
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ft is popular
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Little by little, the St. Loul3 Spe- -
lal is winning its way to the front.

TkMn't- InnTr Hkft a. SUCCeSS at the
start does now though.

Like the newly established paper
In the country town, it "Alls a long
felt want."

Starts at Portland. Stops at St.
Louis 2174 miles without a. single-chang-

of cars.
Thro sleepers. Thro tourist cars.

Thro reclining chair cars. All
meals served ln dining cars.

Tickets, berths, and full Informa-
tion at

e Ticket Office,
o

e 100 3rd St., cor. Start, PortianJ.flrqoi.

o
e
o
o R. W. FOSTER.
o Ticket Agent.
e OEO. S. TATLOIt.
e City raflBenger Agar.t.
o
o
00090900000900000000000009

tmpsre
for Cape Nome

And Yukon River Points

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

E enervations can now be made upon appllca-tlo- n

to any railroad or sub-age- of tho Inter-
national Navigation Company, or to

E3IPIUE TRANSPORTATION
WASH,


