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SYNOPSIS,
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Lo Comte Qo Babron, captaln of French
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hand a mol
nimies (L
Margulbe 4'F
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halresd Giprialan HSabron, wounded In
an angagduent, folls into the dry bed of
o river apd 1y witshed over by Plichoune
After n night and diy Pitchoune
leaves Wil uimont takes Julla and the
maraguls th A rs Ir A Yiachit but has
doubity Crors misalon,
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CHAPTER XVI1I—Continued,
From where he stood, Tremont
could see the Comtesse de In Maine
in  her little shadow, the orlental
decorations o background to her
slight Parlsian flgure, and a Hitle out
of the shadow, the bright algret in
her hair danced, shakine its eparkles
of fire, She looked infnltely sad and
infinltely appealing. Oope bare arm
was along the buck of her lounge, She
lenned her hend upon her hand.

After 4 few mmoments the Due de
Tremont quletly left the flano and
Miss Rodmond, sand went and sat
down  healde the Comiesse de la
Maine, who, in order to moke a place
for him, moved out of the shadow.

Julle, one after another, plaved
gongs she loved, keeping her fingera
resolutely from the notes that wanted
to run Into a single song, the musie,
the song that linked her to the man
whose lfe had become a mystery.
Bhe glanced at the Due de Tremont
and the Comtesge de In Maine. She
glanesd &t her aunt, patting Mimi,
who, freshly washed, adorned by pale
blue ribbon, looked disdalnful and
princely, aod with passion and feeling
glie began to sing the eong that
seemed (o reach beyond the tawdry
room of the villa fn Alglers, and to go
into the desert, trying In eweet In
tensity to speak and to comfort, and
as she sat so #inglng to one man,
Babron would have adored adding
that plcture to his collection,

The servant cama up to the mar
qulze and gave her a messuge. The
lady roge, beckoned Tremont te fol-
low her, and went out on the veranda,
followed by Mimi. Julla stopped play-
fng and went over to tha Comtesse de
Ia Malne,

“Whers have my aunt and Monsleur
de Tremont gone, Madame!™

“Py gee someona who ling come to
suzgest o camel excursion, I helieve.*

“He chovses n eurlous hour”

“Eivervihir
Mademois
tazaa. "1 fen] ox

were tirned upslde ¢

le curious In the East,
irned  the com-
gh my own life

“We are not far enough in the Bast
for that,” smiled Julla Redmond. She
regurded {he eomtesge wilh hor frank
giriish scruting was In it a
fine truthfulness and utter dliregard
of all the barrlera that loug epochs of
etiguette put betwesn Bouls,

Julin Redmond knew nothing of
French soclety and of the deference
due to the sris of the old worlid. She
knew, perhups, very llttle of anything.
Bhe was young and unschooled. She
knew, as gome women know, how to
feel, and how to be, and how to love,
She was us honest as her ancestors,
among whose tindltions ls the 'story
that one of them could never tell &
le,

Julla Redmond sat beside the Com-
tessa de la Maine, whose elegancs ghe
admired engrmously, and thking one
of the lady's hands, with a frank Mk-
ltig she asked in her rich young voice:

"Why do you tolerste me, Madamea ?"

“Ma chéra enfant,” exclalmed the
eomtessa. "“Why, you are adorable.”

“It I8 terribly good of you to say
g0, murmured Julia Redmond. *It
ghows how generous you are”

“But vou atiribute qualities to me
1 do not deserve, Mademolsells.”

“You degerve them and much more,
Madame. 1 Joved you the first day 1
BEW ¥ou; no one could help Iovlng|
you." |

Julia Redmond was irresiatible. The
Comtesee de 1y Malne had remarked
her caprices, her moods, her sadness,
She had seen that the good splrits
were false and, as keen womea do,
she had attributed it to s love affair |
with the Dic de Tremont, The gfrl's
frankness was contngious. The Com- |
tesge da la Malne murmured:

“1 think the same of you. ma chero, |
vous stes charmante."

Julia Redmond shook her head. She
dud not want compliments, The eyes
of the two women met and resd each
other.

“Couldn you be frank with me,
Madame? It ls so easy to be frank.”

1t was, Indeed, Impossible for Julin
Redmeond to be anything else. The
comtesse, who was only a trifla older
than the young girl, feit like her
mother just then, She laughel

“Rut ba frank—about what?"

“You wses" sald Julls Redmond
swidtly, "l care abeolutely nothing for
the Due de Tremont, nothing”

“You don't love him?" returned lln-l

Thers

dame de la Malne, with deep accentu-
ution, “Is it possihle?”

The girl emiled,

"Yes, quite possible, 1 think he s
A perfect dear. He Is a splendid
friend and 1 am devoted to him, but
I don’t love him st all, not at all"

“Ah!"  breathed MNndame de Ia
Malne, and she looked dat the Amerl-
can girl guardedly,

For a moment It was llke & passage
of grms between a frunk young In-

dinn chlef and a Jesult, Julla, =s it
wore, shook her feathers and her
bends,

“And I don't care In the least about
being a duchess! My father made
his money In oll. 1 am not an aristo-
crat ltke my nunt,” she sald.

“Then,” sald the Comtesse de la
Maine, forgettibg that she was a
Josuit, “you will marry Robert de
Tremont simply to please your aunt?"

“But nothlng on enrth would In-
duce me to marry him!™ eried Julla
Redmond, “That's what I'm telling
you, Madame, I don't love him!"

The Comtesze de la Maine looked
at her companion and bit her lip,
She hlushed more warmly than is per-
mitted In the Faubourg St.-Germaln,
but she was young and the western
influence 1s pernlelous,

"l saw at onea that you loved him,”
suld Julls Redmond frankly. “That's
why I speak as I do."

The Comtesge do la Malne drew
back dnd exclalmed.

"Oh,"” sald Julla Redmond, "don't
deny it. 1 shan't llke you half po well
if you do. There |s no shame in he-
Ing in love, 18 there?—especlally when
the man you love, loves you,"

The Comtesse de la Maine broke
down, or, rather, she rose high. Bhe
rose above all the smallness of con-
vention and the rules of her French
formal education.

“You are wonderful” she sald,
Iaughing softly, her eyves full of tears.
"Wil you tell me what makes you
think that he I fond of me?”

“But you know It so well,” said
Julin, "Hasn't he cared for you for
& long time?"

Madame de la Maine wondered just
how much Julin Redmond had heard,
and ns there wans no way of finding
out, sha sald graclously:

"He has seemed to love me yvery

dearly for many yeara; but 1 am
poor; 1 have a child. Tle is am-
bitioua and he ls the Due de Tre
mont."

“Nonsense,” said Julla. “Ho loves
you. That's all that counts. You
will be awfully happy. You will
murry the Due de Tremont, won't
yoiu? There's a dear”

"Happy," murmured the other wom-

an, "happy, my dear frieid, | Hever
dreamed of such i thing

“Drenm of it now” said Julln Tted-
mond ewlltly, “for It will come true.”

CHAPTER XIX.
The Man In Rags.

The Marquise d'Hsclignac, under the
gtars, interviewed the native soldler,
the begzar, the man In rags, at the
foot of the veranda. There was o moon
as well us stars, and the man was dis-
tinctly visible in all his squaler.

“What on earth Is he talking about,
Robert?”

“About Sabron, marraine,” sald her
godeon laconleally

The Marquise d'Esclignac raised her
lorgnon and sald;

“Spenk, man! What do you know
ahout Monsleur do Sabron? See, he 18
covered with dirt—has leprosy, proba-
bly." But she did not withdraw. She
was u great lady and stood her ground,
She did not know what the word
“squeamish’™ meant.

Listening to the man's Jargon and
putting many things together, Tremont
at last turned to the Marquise d'Es-
clignae who was sternly fixing the beg-
gar with her haughty condescession:

“Marraine, he says that Sabron ia
allve, lu the hands of natlves in a cer-
tain district where there 18 no travel,
in the heart of the seditious tribes. He
gays that he has friends In & caravan
of merchants who once & year pass
the rpot where this native village ia"

“The man's a lunatio,” sald the Mar
aulse d'Esclignac ealmly. "Get Ablme-
Iee and put him out of the garden,

Robert, You must not let Julia hear
of thin”
“Marrslne,” said Tremont quletly,

“Mademoiselle Redmond has already
seen this man.
her fonight.”

“How perfectly horrible!" sald the
Marquise d'Esclignac. Then she asked
rather weakly of Tremont: “Don't you
think so?"

"Well, 1 think,” sald Tremont, "that
the only Interesting thing Is the truth
there may be in what this man says.
It Sabron Is & eaptive, and he knows
anyihing about It, we must use his In.
formation for all it t8 worth.”

“Of course,” sald the Marquise d"Es-
elignae, “of course. The war depart-
raetit most ba informed at eance. Why
basn't he gonp theral"

"He has explaioed"” raid Tremont,
“that the only wey Sabron can be

saved |6 that he sball be found by out- |

sldera, One hist to his cuptors would
end ks life”

He has come to seo|

“Oh!"” gald the Marquise d'Esclignac
“l don't know what to do, Bob! What
part can we tuke fn thiy?"

Tremont pulled his mustache, Miml
had cireled round the beggar, suuffing
&t his slippers and robe. The man
mide no objection to the little crea-
ture, to the Quffy ball surrounded by a
huge bow, and Miml sat peacefully
down in the moonlght, at the beggar's
feet.

“Mimi weems to like him,” sald the
Murqulse d'Esclignac helplessly, “she
is very partleular.'

“She finds that he hss a serfous and
convineing manner,” said Tramont.

Now the mun, who had been & silent
listener to the conversation, sald in
falrly comprehensible English to the
Marqulse d'Esclignac:

“If the beautiful grandmother could
have seen Lhe Capitaine de Sabron on
the night before the batile—"

"Grandmother, Indeed!" exclaimed
the marquise indignantly, “Come,
Mimi! Robert, finleh with this ereature
and get what satisfaction you ¢an from
hin. 1 believe him to be an impostor;
at any rate, he does not expect ma to
mount n camel or to lead a earavan Lo
the rescus."

Tremont put Mimi In ber arms; she
folded her lorgnon and sailed majestic

“Nonmrense,” Sald Julla,

ally away, like a highly decorated pin-
nace with silk salls, and Tremont, in
the moonlight, continued to talk with
the singere and convincing Hammet
Abouw

CHAPTER XX,
Julla Declides.

Now the young girl had his letters
and her own to read. They were
sweel and sad companlons and ghe
lald them slde by slde. She did not
weep, because she was not of the
weeping type; she had hope:

Het epitite remained singularly
even, Madame de la Maine bad given
her a great deal to live on,

“Julin, what have you done to Rob-
ert?"
| “Mothing, ma tante."
| “Hel juite changed

This sxour

slon to Alrien hue entively altéred Him
He iz naturally so gay," sald the May
fquise d'Esclignpne. “Have you refused
him, Julla?

“Ma tanto he has not asked me to
he the Duchess de Tremont.”
nt's voite wis

earnest
i
and your chances of happiness?

do you wish to apoil your lifo
Doy
you wizgh to mourn for a dead soldle
who has never been more than on he
quaintance? | won't even say a friend.”

Whut shesald sounded logieal

“Ma tante, I' do not think of Mon-
glour de Sabron us dead, vou know."

“Well, in:the event that he may be.
my dear Julla"

"Sometimes,"” gnld the girl, drawing
near to her punt and taking the older
lady's hand quetly and looking in her
eyes, "sometimes, ma tante, you are
oruel™

The marquide Kissed herand glghed

“"Robert's mother will be
happy!™

“But
tante,"

"She trusta my tasts, Julla”

“There should be more than ‘taste
in a matter of husband and wife, ma
tante.”

80 un-

she has never seen me, ma

(TO BE CONTINUELD)

Suspicious.

George W. Perkins spld at 4 dinner:

“There ure some people who lnsist
on seelng an octopus in every truost
These people crossquestion you as
susplelously ns the young wife eross-
questioned ber husband after the ban
qriet.

“A young husband attended his first
banquat, and & few days afterward his
wite gald to hlm!

“‘Howard, Is It true that you werse
the only sober man at that banguet?"

*'No, of course not!' Howard indig-
pantly snswersd,

“ WY was, then?" said his wife,

Stoned Jall; s Jailed,

In an effort to extricate her son
Chester from jail by foree, Mri. Allce
Rollins of Tappan, Rockland county,
New York, was locked up herself and
santenced to 30 days' [mgrisonment
In that village,

When the Jaller refused to lberate
her son, Mra. Holllos gathered rocks
and other ammunition and opened fire
She gave a correct imiation of the
bombardment of IMxmude and re
dueed the glass in the fall windows to
fragments hefors she was arrested.
| The son was commitied to the houss
| of refuge for hurglary.

STRECT 3CENC N Cuenca

ANY a man wenrs a beautifol
Panamn hat woven in Co-
enca, but he knows little of
whers hls hend's covering
was made, or that this Keue

dorfan city sends to the world a large
pupply of Iits famous sombreros.
Buch, however, ls the fact; and now
Lhat the through route Is open via Pan-
nwma it Is Hkely that Cuenea's hats and
those of other Ecundorian cities will
come to us more directly, quicker and
in Iarger guantities thin ever befora,
says o writer In the Pan American
Bulletin,

Where is Cuenca? High up in the
Andes, nowhere more majestlo than
in Beuador, lles this anelent eity, with
A present population of 30,000,
Through the republic from north to
gouth two chains of the Andes strateh;
between these mountaing are high te-
blelands, the most thickly populated
gections of Eeundor, About 100 miles
apart are the three leading Inland
pitios of the country--Quito in the
north, Rlobamba In the center, and
Cuenca In the gounth, From anclent
times the tride routes have existed
between these conters of commerce
and with the coast ports, of which
Guayaqull I8 the most lmportant. The
opening of the nillway a few years
ago from the latter city to Quito
brought the eapital, and Riohamba an
well, inte rall communleation with
the roast; but Cueoes remapins 08
miles from this modern artery of
ocommenge,

Today the
e bpililing toward
plans are earrled o

of liborers

raliroad
und I
Ores
inerenged
to 1,000 men. Thetopographical studies
hove been completed from Huigra, a
atntion on the 'Oupdvagull- and Qulto
rallroad, southward 15 miles, and the
preliminary location entablished abhout
ton miles. Approximately $20,000 per
month s belng expended for the en
gincaring foree which numbers G0
men,
Delightful Meuntain Climate.

Lot na press onward and view thy
old city of Cuenca before the advent
of the raflrond, bofore the moderniz
ing effocts despoil it of cortain charms
that appeal to many people. The elty
that 18 enslly reached by rall is not
always the most interesting or the

Hulgra-Cuonor

(Mrgnon,

wit) grudtntly he

most hospitable to the stranger.

The visltor will be delighted with
the climate of Cuenen. The city Heo
in a valley 7,800 feet above sen level,
and about 70 miles alr line southenst
of Guayaqull. Cuenca was founded in
1707 on the site of Tumibambs, a sel
tlement that the ancient natives start
ol many years previous to that date.
Various mountaln peaks domlnate the
landacape, one of which, Tarqul, wag
chosen by the French astronomers in
1742 w8 marking their meridian,

The visitor In Cuencn today 18 rath-
er surprised.at the very substantial ap:
poarance of it8 many buildings and
the business activity of Ita streets
The curlous dress of the humbler na:
tives, to be seen to the best advantage
at the central market place, ia espe-
clally Interesting. The pative wares
and merchandise spread upon the
pround offer the curlo hunter and the
craflt student o verled fleld of Inter
est,

Many Fine Residences.

Along with the older life Is scen
the modernizing influence that 1s slow:
ly but surely entering Into conditions
tnd affairs. This s especially notice.
nble in some of the fine residences of
the people of means; many of these
are Marge, with o profusion of flowers
adorning thelr patios, which are most
attractive,

Cuencn's stroets have not yet mod.
ernized Into well-paved bodlevards;
thit cobiblvstone Js still weed, but the
velilcles are made with strong wheels
axpecinlly adapted to service over tho

ntones, The cohblestone 1s sl to bo
sen It many Latin Amerlean cltiey
Lt 15 dedtined Lo Duss awoy

Among e publle Institutions of
Cuened which are rendering important
gervices to the community are tha
eollége and the hoapltal of San Vieenta
e Paull Tm thia elty and vicinity
there wre numerous sughr rofinerion,
for the valley of Yunquills s fertile,
and Sugnr cane I8 grown In many Bec-
tiona.
aury

Gold, silvor, copper and mer
are found in the surrounding
mountalns, but modern mining oporn:
tlons have not yet been largely une
dertnken, The tourist, rare In Cuencs,
on necount of the difficeulty of renching
the city by modern moeans, will wish
to visit some of the notable anelent
rulng which are situated within a short

ir:.iu fram the city.

R

MANY HOLY LAND PILGRIMS

Easy and Cheap Travel Methods
Yearly Increase Number of Pales-
tine's Devout Sojourners.

With the {nerensod ease and cheap-
ness of transportation the number of
pligrims to the Holy Land inereases
yearly.
chiefly from France, but they are few
compared with the multitude of Rus-
plany, nearly all simple peasants,
ready to kiss the stones of every
wpot which they are told that the
presence of the Virgln or & saint has
hallowed. To accommodate those pll-
grim swarms, for besldes the Catho-

The Roman Catholles come |

les and the Orthodox, the other an-
clent churches of the Enst, such as
tha Armeniuns, the Copts, and the
Abvesinlans, are ulgo represonted |
countless monasteries and hosaploss
have been erected st and aropnd Jery. |
salem, Bethlehem, Nazaroth, snd other

sacred spots, and thus the aspoct of
{hoese places hus beep so modernized
thiut Jt §s all the more diffcult to
realize ~hat they wers ke In anclent
days, Jewa have come in large num-
bers, and bave settled In farm colo-
nles, They have bullt np almost a
new guarter on the north slde of old
Jerugalem, But even they are not so
much in evidence as the Christian pli-
grimn,

Presto Change!

“You know CGiblets, the parlor ea-
tertalner? Well, he met & beautiful
girl Just before Easter, made violent
love to her, and at last she gave him
hep hund.”

"Quite & romance, eh?”

“Yout Interrupted me.  Every one
expectid they would be manled in
June, but Giblote broke off the en
gagement.

"I g, another of iy slight of hand
tricks.*

USING THE FRENCH LANGUAGE

Belgian Refuces Pained at Cheera
Glven by Students at His Descrip-
tion of Rulned Leuvain.

Professor: Poussin, the Nelgian refu-
goe professor at Harvard, was palned
ut & dinner In his honor by the ap-
plavae und cheers which greeted hig
description of ruined Louvain and
wreoled Liege. Tut when it wns ax-
plaiied to Professor Poussin that the
Harvard professors nnd students had
o very slight knowledge of Wrench—
he had spoken in Fronch—his perplexs
Ity vanished, and he gmiled,

“1 see,” he enld, “1 see. It is lke
the caso of Mr. Smith. Mr, Smith,
an American, snld to hls wife ot a
Prris restaurant;

“‘Strange! 1 spoke to the pro-
prietor In French, and he dida't uns
derstand me.'

Y Well' gald Mra. Smith, *‘no won-
der. He's a Fronchman.' "

Genulne Art

“That man £ays he wants hia ple-
ture to look perfectly natural sald
the photographer's assistant.

“Make It ag handsome as ponsible,”
replied the proprietor,

“But he Inslsts that he doesn't want
the picture to fiziter him."

"He won't think it flatters him,
He'll think that at last somebody haa
managed Lo eatch the way he reilly
looks."

Nearly Caught Him,

Mre, Bacon—'\Where were you last
night, John?

Mr. Bacon (in alarm)—Why, deor?

“1 heard you talking In your sleep’

“You did? What did 1 say, dear?”

“You sald somebody had ‘cleaned
you up good,' thiat's what you sald”

“On, yen; 1 was down to a Turkish
bath, dear”

No Cocd to Anybody.

“It's an {11 wind that blows nobody
pood,” said the ready-made philoso.
phet,

"I don't exvetly cdateh the drift of
yoir remarke,” repliod the man from
Kansns, "But It #ounds In a general
way ma If yon might have referénco
to a4 regular eyvelone™

Not to Be Thought Of.

“What sart of fellow 18 Dubson?"

“I don't like to eriticlze n neighhor,
but I'd Bate to owe him any money,"

“You menn he would ask you for
| Sa

“Not only that, but he'd ask me for
It in such o way 1 wounld probably get
mud and pay him."”

Why He Was Shy.

“hought you were to have that gec.
ond fnstullment rendy yestenday on
your oar?" gild the colleetor for the
aytomnbile coneern,

"1 did have 16" was the reply, “but
I was wrrested for speoding, and the
Judge geemed to need the money morg
than you did”

GYMNASTIC DANCE,

Mr, Portleigh-
through all
for?

Mra. Portleigh—I'm merely
steps to reduce my wolght.

What are you golng
those oy movements

taking

Indignant Denlal,
“Ara you going to rusticate this
summer, Mrs, Comoup?
"Of pourtie, we're ol going to rust
any way, We are golug to tike n
handsome country place to shine”

Doesn't Want th Find Out,
“The automobile s & constant
gource of expense, lso't it
“1 don't know. 1 nover discuss those
things with the friende who place
theélr cars ot my seryies,”

Where He Can Get Away With It

“Mo has an artistic temperament.”

"What do you mesn by that?"

“He never abuses any but members
of hiw own fhmily."




