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BYNOPBIS,
I

La Comte de Babron, captain of French
rulrr. takes (o his quariers to ralse by
and & motherless Iriwh terrlor pup, and
pames |t Plichouny, He dinea withh the
Arquiss d'Esclignac and  meets  Mine
ulls Hedmonil, American halress, who
ngn for him an Enoglish b llnd tht
ngers In hls memory, Habron is ardersd
to Algiers, but ta not allowed to take
pervants or doge, Mie Hedmond offers to
take care of the dog during his manter's
bhut Pitel , homesick for his

maplar, runs away from her. The Mar-
%‘lll’llu plans to marry Julls te the Duo de
amont. Unknown to Babron, Pltehouns
follows him to Alglers.
meel und Sabron
the war minister to

Dog and mastar
ols permismion from
eap hin dog with him,

CHAPTER XI.
A Sacred Trust.

His eyes had grown apccustomed to
the glare of the besutiful sands, but
his sense of beauty was never satisfled
with looking at the desort picturs and
drinking in the glory and the lovell-
ness of the melancholy waste. Stand-
ing In the door of his tent In fatigue
uniform, he said to Pitchoune:

“I could be perfectly happy here if
I were not alone.”

Pltchoune barked. He had not
grown sccustomed 1o the desert. He
hated it. It slipped away from under
his little feet; ho could not run on It
with any comfort. He spent his days
fdly In hls master's tent or royally
perched on a camel, crouching close
to Sabron's man servant when they
wanut on caravan explorations.

“Yes," suld Sabron, “If T were not
alone. 1 don’t mean you, mon vieux.
You wre a gront deal, but you really
don’t count, you know,”

Before his eves the gands were ns
plnk ss countless rose leaves.
Babron they were as fragrant as flow-
ere.  The peoulinr incenselike odor
that hovers above the desert when the
sun declines was to him the most de-
lelous thing he had ever inhaled. All
the went wie as red as firo. The day
bad been bot and there came up the
ool breeze that would glve them a de-
Helous night. Overhoad, ona by one,
he watched the blossoming out of the
great stars; each one hung above his
lonely tent like a bridal flower In a
véll of blue. On all sldes, ke white
petals on the desert face, wera the
tents of his men and his officers, and
from the encampment came the hum
of military life, yet the sllence to him
was profound. He had ouly to order
bis etalllon esddled and to ride away
for a little distanes In order to be
alone with the absolute stillness,

This he often did and took his
thoughts with him and cama back to
his tent mote congelous of his solitude
every night of his life,

There hnd been much looting of car
avans in the region by brigands, and

his business was that of sentinel for |

the commerce of the plilng, Thieving
and rapacious tribes wers under his
eye and his enre. Tonight, as he stood
looking toward the west Into the glow,
shading his eyes with his hand, he saw
coming toward them what he knew to
be a carnvan from Alglers. His ordon:
nance wad & nutive soldier, one of the
desert tribes, black us ink, and scarce-
Iy more childlke than Brunet and pre
sumably us devoted.

"Mustapha,” Subron ordered, “'fetch
me out a lounge chalr” He spoke In
French and polnted, for the man un-
derstood imperfectly and Babron did
not yet speak Arable

He threw hlmself down, lighted a
frosh clgarette, dragged Pltchouns by
tho nrpe of his neck up to his lap, and
the two sat watching the caravan
slowly grow Into individuals of camals
end riders and finally masa itself In
shadow within some four or five hun-
dred yards of the encampment.

The sentinels and the soldlers began
to gather and Habron saw a slngle
footman making hls way toward Lhe
camp.

“Go0,” be sald to Mustapha, "and ses
what mesaage the fellow brings to the
veglment.,”

Mustapha went, nnd after o little re-
turned, followed by the man himself, a
black-bearded, half-paked Bedouin,
swathed In dust-colored burnoose and
earrying a bag.

He bowed to Captain de Sabron and
extended the leather bag. On the out:
glde of the leather thors was a ticket
pasted, which read:

“The Post for the —— Squadron of
Cavalry——*'

Babron added mentally:

*_wherever |t may happen to bhe!”

He ordered bakshish given to the
man and sent him off. Then he opened
the French mail. He was mot more
than three hundred miles from Alglars.
It had taken him & long time tb work
down to Dirbal, however, and they had
had some hardships. He feit a million
miles away. The look of the primitive
mall bag aod the knowledge of how
tar it had traveled to find the people
to whom tliess letters wore addressed
made his hands reverent as he un-
fastened the sealed lubels. He looked
the letters through, returned the bag
to Mustapha and sent him off to dis
tribute the post.

Then, for the light was bad, bril
Hant though the night might be, he
went Into kils tent with his own mail
On his dressing table was & small 1I-
lumination consisting of & fat candle
set in o glass case. The mosquitoes
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and fllea were thick around it. Pit-
choune followaed him and lay down on
rush mat by the slde of Sabron's mill
tary bed, while the soldler road his lot-
ter,

Monsleur—

I regret more than ever that I eannot
write your language perfoctly. But even
In my own I could not find any word to
oxprass how badly 1 fesl over something
which has happaned.

I took the bewt of care of Pitohouns.
I thought 1 did, but T could not make him
happy. Ha mourned terribly. Ha rafused
to eat, and one duy 1 was 50 carsless ay
to open the door for him and we have
never seon him since, As far as 1 know
he has not been found, Your man, Bru-
nit, comas somatimens to seo my maid, und
he thinks he has been hurt and aied In
tha woods,

Babron glanced over to the mat
where Pltchoune, stretched on his
slde, his forepaws wide, was breathing
tranquilly In the heat.

We have heard rumors of & lttle dog
who was seen running along the highway,
milen from Tarascon, but of courss that
gould not have been Pitchouna.

Babron nodded. "It was, however,
mon brave,” he suld to the terrier.

Not but what I think his llttle heart
wns brave snough and vallant enough to
have followed you, but no dog could go
0 for without o better scent.

Subron said: "It Is one of the re-
grets of my lfe that you cannot tell
us about it. How did you get the
seent? How did you follow me?”
Pitchoune did not stir, and Sabron’s
eyes returned to the page.

I do not think you will ever forgive
us, You left us & trust and wa d4ld not
gunrd It

Ha put tha letter down n moment,
brushed some of the files away from
the candle and made the wick brighter.
Mustapha came in, black as ebony, his
woolly” head bare. He stood es stiff
as 4 ramrod and as black. In his
childiike French he sald:

“Mopnsieur le Lisutenant ssks {f
Monsfeur le Capitaine will come to
play o game of carte in the mess
tent?"

"No," saild Sabron, without turning.
“Not tonight.” He went on with his
lotter:

o o sacred trust”

Half aloud he murmured: “I left &
very sacred trust at the Chateau
d'Hsclignue, Mademolsalle; but as no
one knew anything about It there will
be no question of guarding it, I dare
sy

.+« Bo T welte you thin latter to tell
vou' about darling Pltdhioune, I had grown
to Jove him though he did not llce me. 1
misa him terribly My munt nsks
me to say that ahe hopes you had & fine
crossing and that you will send us a
tiger akin; hut T am sure thers are no
tigers nenr Alglers, I ogay . . .

And Sabron did not know how long
Miss Redmond's pen had besitated in
writing the closing lines:

¥ « T oy 1 hope vou will be sucoesi-
ful and that although nothing can take
the place of Pltehouns, you will ind some-
ono to make the desert losa solltary,

dier's axile and to be his companlon

Binoersly yours,
JULIA REDMOND,

When Sahron had resd the letter |
severyl times he kissed it fervently |
and put 1t In his pocket next hls |
heart. |

"That,” he sald to Pltchoune, mak- |
Ing the dog an unusual confldences, |
"that will keep me less lonely. At the
fame time it makes me mors so. This
Is & paradox; mon vieux, which you
cunnot understand,”

CHAPTER Xil.

The News From Afrlca,

It took the better part of thres eve-
ninga to anawer her letter, and the
writing of It gave Salron & vast
amount of pleasure and some tender
sorrow. It made him feel at once so
near to thls lovely woman and at once
80 far away. In truth there s a great
difference hetween a spahl on an Af
rican desert, and & young American
belress dreaming In Her chintz-covered
hedfoom in a chatead In the Midl of
France.

Notwithstanding, the young Ameri-
can helress felt herael! as much alone
In her chintz-covered bedroom and es
desolats, perhaps more so, than did
Sebron in his tent. Julia Redmond
felt, too, that she was surrounded by
peopls hostlle to her friend.

Sabron’s lettar told her of Pltchoune
and was written as only the hand of a
charming and lmaginative Frenchman
can write 4 letter. Also, his pent-up
heart and his reserve made what he
did say stronger than If perhaps he
could have sxpressed it quite frankly.

Julia Redmond turned the sheets
that told of Pitchoune's following his
master, and colored with foy and pleas-
ure as she read. EBhe wiped away two
toars at the end, where Subron said:

Think of It, Mademoisells, a littdle dog
tollowing his master from peace and
planty, fraom quiet and ascurity, Into the
desert! And think what It means o have
this Hitle friend!

Julla Redmond reflected, was grest-
Iy touched and loved Pitchouns more

than ever. Bhe would have changed
places with him gladly. [t was &n

honor, & distlnotion to share a sol-

Then Habron wrote, In closing wordi
which sho read nud reread many,
many Umes.

Mademaolsalla, In this Hfe many things
follow ua, certaln of thess follow us
whethar wa will or not. Boma things wo
are atrong anough to forbld, yel we do
not forbld them! My little dog followed
mo: I had nothing to do with thar, It
was n quention of fats. Bomething slee
hiaw followsd me as well, It Is not & lv-
Ing thing, and yel it haa all the gualitien
of vitallty, It |a & tuns. From ths mo-
ment 1 left the chateau the Arst atght 1
had tha joy of sesing you, Mademolnells,
the tune you sang becams & companion
te ma and has followad ma avarywhare

. followed me to my barracks, fol-
lowed me koroms the wem, and here in my
tent It keepa mes company. 1 fnd that
whoen I wake at night the melody singm
to me; I find that when I mount my horae
and ride with my men, whan the dewert's
mnda are shifted by my horsa's fest,
somathing sings In the sun and in the
heat, nomething sings ln the chase and In
the purnult, and in the nighta, under tho
stara, the snme alr haunts me still

1 nm glad you told me what the words
mean, for { And them beautiful; the mu-
#le In It would not be the same without
the strength snd form of the words, 8o
it in, Mademolselle, with life. Feallngs
and sentimonts, passlons and emotions,
ure ke musie, They are groat and bomu-
titul; they follow wa, they are part of us,
bt they would ba nothing—musle would
be nothing without forma by which we
eould make it audible—appealing not to
our sennes alone but to our souls!

And yot I must close my letter sending
you only the tune; the words I cannot |
#end you, yoi belleve me, they form part
of everything 1 do or aay.

Tomorrow, 1 understand from my man,
we shall have some lvely work to do
Whatever that work In you will hear of
it through the papers, Thers I a lttla
town near lers called DHrbal, Inhablted
by a poor tribe whose llves have been
made migarable by robbers and slave-
denlers, It In the business of us watchera
of the plains to protect them, and I be-
Heve we shall have a Hvely skirmish with
the marauders. There I8 & congregation
of tribes coming down from the north,
When I go out with my peopla tomaorrow
it may ha Into dunger, for in a wandering
life lke this, who can tell? I'do not ment
to be elther morbid or wentimental, 1 only
mean to be serlous, Mademaolselle, and 1
find that I am becoming so serlous that
It will be best to close.

Adiew, Madomoligelle, When you look
fram your window on ths Rhone Valley
and see tha peaceful fields of Tarascon,
when you look on your peaceful gardens,
perhiupa your mind will travel further
and you will think of Afrlca. Ido so If
you can, and perhaps tonlght you will
aiLy the wotds only of the song before you
g0 to mlesp.

1 am, Madomolselle,

Falthrully yourns,
CHARLES DE SABRON,

There was only one place for a let
ter such as that to rest, and it rested

The 8llence to Him Was Profound.

on that gentle plllow for many days
It proved n heavy weight ngainst Julla
Redmond's heart. Bhe could, indeed,
speak the words of the sopg, and did,
and they rose as a nightly prayer for
a soldler on the plains; but she could
not keop her mind and thoughis at
rest. Hhe was troubled and unhappy:
she grew pale and thin; she pined
more than Pitchoune had ploed, and
ahe, alas! could not break her chains
and ron away,

The Due de Tremont was & con-
gtant guest at the houss, but ha found
the American heiresa a very capricious
and uncertaln lady, and Madume d'Es
clignac was gevers with her nleeca. |

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Been to Fight Troops.

In the bush fighting in Enst Africa
the Germuans and their biack troops
placed hives of wild bees partially
stupefied by smoke, under lids on each
side of narrow tracks along which oun
troops must advance. Wires or cords
lifted the lids when touched by the
advancing troops, and swarms of Infu.
rinted been, recoversd from thelr tem-
parary stupor, were let loose on the at-
tackera. The fallure of the attack at
certaly polnts ls sald to have been due
as much to this onelavght of the "lt-
tle people” ns to the German rifles
and machineguns, many men being
no horribly stung on the face or hands
a8 fo ba temporarily Llinded or ren-
deared Incapable of holding thelr weap-
ons. Over one hundred stings are sald
to have been extracted from one of
tha men of the Royal North Lan
caghires.—London Mall

The Coming Spirit.

“This war will go on and on,” sald
Mra. Harry Payne Whitney, who has
given atwo-hundred and-fifty-thousand-
dollar fleld hospital to the belllgerents,

“This war will go on and on,” she
repeated, sadly, "and the side that la
getting the worst of it will display
the spirit of littla Willie.

“Little Willle's father, as he laid on
the elipper, sald:

“awillle, this hurts me moi.
more, than It does you.'

““Then keap It up, safd lttle Willle,
grinding his teeth. “Keep It up, dad
| ean stand It.'"

far

HE Black sea Is unlque among

the war theaters, It is the least

rogarded by the people of the

West, and yet operations there

may result in & permunent re
organization of Buropean affairs, Half-
possesslon has just served to whet the
fesires of each of the two emplres for
full possession, and the Otloman and
the Muscovite have long frowned al
one another over the waters of this
Inland sen, says the Natlonnl Geo-
graphic soclety's bulletin,

Inclosed on the north by the south-
orn const of Russla, on the east by
Rugsinn Coaucasla, on the south wnd
west by Turkey In Asly and Turkey n
Burope, and on the northwest by Bul
garis and Roumania, the Black sea Is
In every respect an orlental water
body. Physieally it s a boundary be
tween the East and the West; In
renlity the life which surrounds It is
strongly related to the East and as
strongly foreign to the West. Hence,
there Is little general Interest In the
milltary operations there nmong Arser-
leans.

Drains a Vast Territory,

The Black, Caspinn und Baltle sens
are aboul the same size, but, of them
all, the Black ses dralns the country
of greatest natural respurces, of most
advantageous connections with the
trading world, and, by for, of the most
commercial Importance, From east
to west the Black sea bas a length of
160 miles; Its greatest width of 380
miled, and {t covers an aren of 180,000
square miles, or s conslderably
greater than the sum of the areas of
the Ameriean Oreat Lokes. It has a
constal line of 2,000 miles, and a large
part of its central bnsin reaches the
extreme depth of 6,000 feet,

A million square miles of land in
Hurope and Asia drain Into the Dlack
ge, The Danube, Dnigper, Dnlester
and Bug, of central Europe; the Don
of eastern Russla; the Kurban and
gmaller rivers of Cancasin, and the
Teharuk, Kizil Irmak, Sokarin and
other rivers of Asia Minor carry enor-
mous volumes of water to ity basln; it
rises and falls according to the in-
crease and decrease in the volmmes of

R e 0

its tributary waters, Of Udal actlon
there i& Hitle or none,
Odessa Its Greatest Port.

Chief among the port coltles are
Odessa, Bevastopol and Batum, in Rus-
gin; Treblgond and Slnope, In Asin
Minor; Varoa in Bulgaria, and Kos-
tenje In Roumanla, Greatest of all
the commercial ports la Odessa, one of
Russla's most important eities for the
shipment of agricultural produce. Ba-
tum I8 o famous ofl port, With the
mouth of the Black sea, the Bosporus,
corked by the Turks, Russla has been
in the pecullar position of haviug
plenty of petroleum ond yet of being
unable to take advantage of the high
prices oftered by her allles for these
commodities, With Turkey in Burope,
the advantages of Russia’s only warm
water ports have been at best doubt-
ful,

The Black sea s swept by violent
storms and heavy fogs In winter, mak-
{ng mnavigation In winter and early
spring & matter of some hazard. Then,
on every slde, except along that strip
from the Crimean peninsula to the
Danube, {ts shores are high and bold.
Furthermore, there s only one island

PORT OF BATUM

e

BLACK SEA FROM THE RUSSIAN COAST

large enough for a medlum-slae ship
to take refuge behind on all the sen.
This is Berpent's lsland, 30 miles from
the Danube.

The Black sea Is better known to

HAD FAITH IN LETTER
JOHN FELT EPISTLE BSHOULD
WIN LADY LOVE

At Any Rate, If It Didn't, S8wain An
nounced Very Decldedly That No
Further Attempt Would Be
Made by Him.

Drifting Into town a homelesa walf,
John Henderson had grown to mane
hood, and by thrift and hard work had
soquired & small farm and bullt & neat
cottage.

One day John ealled on Squire Ol
cott, and being n man of few words,
expressed himaolf thus: “Squire, you
know I came to this town s poor boy,
you know I have made friends of ev-
erybody bere, you know I have saved
my money and bought a farm and
bullt & house, you know I am thirty
and have a bank account.”

“Yea," sald the squire, “all you say
Is troe”

“Well, squire, I want to get mar
H“-”

“Oood for you, John. Who's the

the people of the West In fable than lndyr"

in history, for the myth-laden Clm-
merian reglon s upon its northern
shores, and many of the early Gre-
clan heroes carrled on thelr knight-
ervantry along its coasts, while Col-
chis, where Jason and bis brother Ar
gonauts sought the Golden Flecce,
lles on its east bank.
Peninsula of Gallipoll.

Not far from the Black sea reglon is
the Turkish peninsuls of Gallipoll, the
Chersonesus Thracica of classical ge-
ography, where one of the most pow-
erful battle fleets of all times has been
attacking, 1t I8 the spur defense of
Turkey In Rurope, the best guaranteo
for centurles of the Ottomuan empire's
place among the great powers. It s
a fruitful land, whose conditlons at
one tme gave premlss of a world-
Important commercial future, The
Turkish occupation of 1367, however,
cut off this promise, and the land has
remuined ag much an obscure land to
the twentleth century us It was to the
Greeks of Pericles’ Athens. The won-
derful water avenue which stretches
behind it toward the heart of central
Asla has remained stagoant of all de-
velopment.

Gallipoll peninsula forms the Euro
penn bank of the Dardanelles. To the
north it ts enclosed by the deeply In.
dented Gulf of Sarcs. The solls of
this distriet are exceedingly fertile
and well adapted to agriculture, The
peninsula is a hilly rib of land, 66
mileg In extent, and varying between
three and thirteen miles in breadth,
It supports about a hundred thousand
people. It was the first section of Hu.
ropean land to come under the domi-
nation of the creseent,

Wheat and malze are grown {n con:

slderable quantities here, and are ex
ported to the Aegean islnnds and to
Turkish ports. Barley, oate and ln.
pecd were ralsed largely for Great
Britain, and canary seed was exported
to Australia. Turkish rule, however,

has been a contlnual dead welght upon
{ts development, For example, a wine
was formerly produced from Gallipo-
1's grapes which was held In ndmira.
tion wherever connolsseurs of aleo
holle beverages came together, It was
exported In grent quantities to France
and there blended with other wines.
The Turk put & tax of 65 per cent
upon It, whieh drove the vintners to
uproat thelr vines and sacrifee thelr
industry,

No Important Industrisl establish.
ments have been  developed here,
Thers are some steam flour mills, a
sardine factory, and there Is; further,
n limited manufacture of leather and
gllk In the chief town, Gallipoll, which
Ilea upon Marmora sea at Its junction
with the Dardanelles, Besides the
graing, cheess, skins of goats and
aheep, and meat products make up the

bulk of the peninsula's export lyr_

imports woolen and cotton fabrics an
hardware. The Unlted States prac
tically has no part in this trade

New Jersay is to require all auto
mohiles to carry mirrors to enabla driv
ers Lo see the road to their rear.

“You aln't never notleed a nice lt-
tls black-eyed schooltencher pansin’' up
thp street avery day, have you? Well,
that’s her' "

“I suppose you have her consent
and the affalr |8 all arranged,” sug-
gested the squire,

“Well, no, not exactly; that is what
| want you to do for ma, I have nev-
br spoken o the lady in my life"

The squire, with a hearty laugh,
sald: “Where do I come Int"

“Don't laugh, squire. This Is & seri-
pus thing, I want you to write her a
latter. Tell her about my belng &
poor boy, how I have worked early
and Iate and saved my money, how I
bought the farm and bullt the house,
and how I want her to—to—ah—to be
my wife,” and here John stopped, the
biushes coloring his honest, tanned
face to the roots of his hair,

80 the old squire, who was a past
master In the art of letter writing,
spent a long time in composing the
Jotter, while John patiently walted.
Finally 1t was Anished, and the squire
pald: “Perhaps | had better read it to
kou, and if 1t {8 wrong In any particus
lar you can say so, and I will change
1t to sult your idens."

So he rend the letter, and it was &
beantiful statement of John's life, his
work, his desires, hls asccomplish-
ments, about his farm and little cot-
tage, 8o reallstic was it that long be-
fara 1ts elose John was deeply dis-
tressed and big tears rolled down his
checka.

“How will that do?" nasked the
squire as he finished reading.

"Dot" gald John, “Do? It's just
splendld!” Then, with & sudden burst
of tears and candor, he blurted out:
“Quoulre, If that letter don't fetch her,
she—she—she can go to blazes!™ —
Mack's Monthly Magasine,

A “Souvenirs.”

There was a crowd of French vil
Ingeras round the driving seat of the
motor truck, writes a reporter to the
Dally Mall. *Will yer got out of this,
yer Iittle impsl” came in familiar
cockney tones from under the shadow
of the hood. “I tell yer, yer can't
have It—not for a souvenir, nor noths
ink.

“Ah, thank "evings, there's someons
in thls countey that can speak Eng-
lish, any'ow,” went on the voloa as I
{nterrupted It, and then the face of &
London omnibus driver peered out
from under the tilt to weleome me,

“What Is the matier?" 1 sald.

“Mattor!" was the plalntive anawer.
“Why, a girl's taken the A. 8. C. badge
off me shoulder strap, and now that
lttle Franch boy there wants to unroll
me puttien, ‘Souvenir'—that's what
they keep on saying."

Actlvities of Women,

Philadelphia has 25 Independent
woman shoemnlkers.

Linn county, Orogon, hag five posts
mistresses,

In Switzerland there 1s one divorce
for every 22 marriages; in France ons
for evory 80; In Germany one for ev-
ery 44; In Xngland one for every 400,
and in the United Siates one In every
12.
~ Women have no rights among the
natives of New CGuinen. They are
treated as slaves, worked almost to
death and savagely heaten when thele
ownorg happen to ba in a bad humor,
which {s often. It Is their business to
oultivate the flalds of banana and rice
whils thelr lords and masters attend
to the fighting and hunting, If & man
chooses to murder hls wife no one
{nterferes and nothing much seoms to
be thought of It

Extremss,

The man making money In g small
town up the slate met n friend not
making money in New York—there
arp a few there in that class—and they
were talking of their respective places
of resldence.

“T tall you what it Is,” said the rural
visitor {n & woeful tone, “It's terrible
to have a lot of money and live whera
you can't spend 16"

“Oh, 1 don't know,” responded the
fmpecunious ety man. "l guess It
isn't any more terrible than not to
have n lot of money and live where
you can spend IL"

Plan a Lee Highway Now.

A project which Is being considered
In the Bouth and which ls receiving
considerable publicity is the Lee High:
way, which It ls proposed will run par
allel to the Lincoln highway, although
south of the old Mason and Dixon line
bisecting the two Virginins,




