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SBYNOPSIS.
-—]18—
8ylvia Ompeey, ber lover, Hlchard Far-
quliar, finde, has fallen In love with Cap-
teln Arnisud of the Foyelgn Loglon, Far-
qulinr forcen Bower to have Preston's 1.0

U's raturned to him. Sower fore

gubar (o redlgn his commibglon. Gal 10
gaves Farqubar from sulelde, ‘To ahleld
Artinid, Bylvia's Hanve, Farguhar pro-
fesuod (o have stolen war plang, As
Richard Naméless he jolns the Forelgn
Legion. Farquhar meets Sylvin nnd Ga-
brielle, Arnaud becomds n drunkurd and
opium smokar, Syivia becomen friendly
with Colonel Dentinn,  Arnnud  becomes
ealous of Farqubiar and Is shot down by
m. Arngud goes to n danving glel who
Joves hlm for comfort. Gabrielle moots
Lowe. for whom she had sacrificed posl-
tlon and reputntion, and tells him she ls
fres from him, Sylvia meely Destinn be-
hind the mongue. Arnnud becomes 111 bug
Sylvia will ot halp him, nor interfers for
Farquhar, Gabrieile, alding Farquhor,
who '|s under punishiment, Is mistaken by
him In s delirlum for Byivia.  Fargquhar
dolivering ® mespage (o Destinn. ot
night fnds B8ylvin with Wm. He learns
that It was Gabrielle who alded him. Gi-
brielle ledves Bylvia and goea to Far-
quhar's mother, who has coma to Alglers
in an elfort to seve her son. While on &
march Farqubar saves Destinn's life. Ar-
naud brings relief to the column sttacked
by Arabe. Farquhar s tried for mutiny.

Suppose that you had saved
the life of another and that he
realized his obligation, and sup-
pose that he was glven the op-

portunity of saving your life
and refused to do so—could you
die serenely, with faith in the
Justice and goodness of God?

CHAPTER XIX—Continued.

“Leglonnry, you are charged on your
own confession. Do yon still insist
that you were the sole lustigntor and
leader of the mutiny?"

“Yes, my colonel”

“You have no statement to make, no
explanation to offer?’

“None,"

Colonel Destinn leaned forward on
his elbow. And suddenly It seemed
to the man beside hlm that he bad
ceased to Interrogate—that he was
plending with a smothered passlonate
energy.

“Captaln Arnaud, you were with me.
You wete the sole survivor of my ataff.
Have you anything to say for this
mani"

There was a brief silence. Tt seemed

though Arnaud had not heard He

as still staring in front of him, and a
full minute passed before he lfted
his eyes slowly, reluctantly to Des-
tinn's face.

417" And then suddenly be half
arose, bls hands gripping the edge of
the table, “I—I—have—" He stopped.
His blank gnze had passed on. It rest-
ed on the prisoner’s gaunt untroubled
features and It up with a flume of
awnkened recollection. He relapsed.
“No, 1 have nothing to say,” he sald
slowly and distinetly.

It seemed that the heat Dbeeame
denser, more stifiing, There was no
gound but the soft maddening buzs of
the flles in the cirele of sunshine
Colonel Destirin drew himself up stily,

“rhen 1 have no optlon but to pass
the highest sentence on you., Le-
gilonary," he said. “There ls only one
mitigation whish lies In my power. I
kpow that you are a brave man—you
ghall dle as one. You will e shol—
unbound—at daybreik—by your comm-
rades.”

“f thank you, Colonel Destinn.”

The major looked up shyly. Through-
out he hnd been consclots of something
unseen passing between these two
men; he saw now that they gazed at
each other uynflincliingly with that In-
tensity which seeks below the surface
for the inexpiicable.

The sergennt came forward and
touched the condemned man on the
ghounlder, He turned at once with a
little whimsical shrog of apology,
bowed ceremoniously to the whole
court, and to his own horror the major
renlized that he had returped the sa-
lute, He glanced anxiously around
him, and recognized on the faces of his
companions the same uncertainty and
bewllderment. Destlon Jooked at no
one,

Richard Nameless was led ount Into
the sunshine. With his pnssing the
splrit of tension passed also; there re-
turned the old torpor, touched with the
petulant leritation of exhausted nerves
that buve heen too highly strung,
Colonel Destinn pleked up his kepl
and, without greeting, strode out of
the ecourthouse, The rest followed. But
as they reached the door they lesl
tated. Homeone had laughed. It was
po usonl sound; in the heavy etillness
{t rang shrill and unnatural. They
turned and saw that Desire Aroand
bad not moved. He sat at the table
with hls hands spread out before him
and laoghed.

The major shrugged his shoulders.

“f huve soen It coming,” be said re-

gretfully. *1 have séen it coming a
long time, Ah, ihis terrible country—
this terrible, beautiful country! It I8

pitiable—and his peor wifel Well, I
ghall glve our friend, the doctor, a hint.
He will know bettar—"

He too went ott, but the laughter
followed him. It drifted out on to the
eourtyard, nnd rose with the stifting
waves of heat to the windows of the
whitewashed room where Colonel Des-
tinn sat with his forshead pressed
agolnat hig clenched hands, listening.

r-|

1t stopped at last, abruptly, traglceally,
and Destlnn 1ifted his head ns though
| relensed from a hypnotle trance, A
| Uttle group of men in white drlll ol
forms were crossing the courtyard.
They were carrying something between
them—something that fought and
struggled,

Colonel Destinn’s eyes were fixed
on the broad red lne which ran from
north to south, past carefully -marked
towns and villages, throngh white
gpaces of open plain, skirtlng broad
waterswayg and low-ridged mountains,
to the lmmense yellow bank where it
ended abruptly, llke some proud
thought that had come to nothing.
Colonel Destinn bent lower, his brows
contracted In  impatlent Dbltterness,
With a red pencil he struck off an inch
of the great line and marked It with a
cross. The place of the seven hundred
dead.

The door opened ngaln. He did not
Leatr it, His knuckles were pressed
agnlnst his forehead, as though crush-
ing buek an intolernble recollection.
Only as he was addressed by name he
started and glanced back over his
shoulder,

“1 must #pologlze, Colonel Destinn
I ventured to come In unannounced.
The sentry appears to regard me as
one of the family with the right to
come and go ns 1 plensg,”

“You have earned the privilege
Pray be seated.”

The vlsitor came slowly, haltingly
neross the room, He cande to the table,
but did not accept the proffered chalr.
He stood in an attitude of listless ex-
haustion, his bands clasped on the
heavy walking-stick, his face with ita
almost unearthly transparency balf
turned to the inpouriig sunshine.

“I was In the Arab quarter last
night, Colone! Destinn, All-Mahomed'a
brother heads a fresh rising. There
will be an attack from the north. The
Arabg In the town are arming stealth-
{ly, but they will only move If there
has been success outside.”

Colonegl Destlnn nodded,

“That {s Interestlng, If your Infor-

mation I8 correct, we ghall have further
cause to be grateful to you, Mr, Lowe."

“Tt I8 probably one of the lnst serv-
‘ loea T shall be able to render, Colonel

“You Wil Be Shot, Unbound, at Day-
break, by Your Comrades."

Destinn. 1 sm retiring from the—
service,”

“France will be the loser.”

Btephen Lowe dld not speak for a
moment. He was gazing fixedly and
apparently indifferently at the great
map spread out on the table before
him.

“I wish to retire a rich man, Colonel
Destinn.”

Desting Jooked up Into the keen slg-
nificant eyes.

“You are very persistent, Mr, Lowe,"
he said.

Stephen Lowe leaned forward; his
frill body emanated a sudden power
| and the knowledge of power.

“1 do not know, XMy offer Ia not the
old offer, Colonel Destinn. It's not
money., As n French officer and a
natorallzed Frenchman, you never can
offer your loventlon to another na-
tlon."

“There 18 a man who will Inherit it
—my son.”

“Tamarrow you may have no son."

Destinn made a single gesture—the
{natinctive, upward movement of a
man secking to protect the face from
a sudden blow.

“My son |8 In England; he Is with
his regiment.”

“1f you had aecepted my second offer
yon would know that he reslgned his
commission over a year ago. He did
go at Rower's request—to save your
honor.” He walted a moment, study-
ing the lvid {mmoblle features with
& pitying Interest. The iron mask was
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down. It was a curlous, terrible thing
to see this man, who had brazened
out denth and every law of humanity.
reel with the shaking foundations of
hls gecret temple. “You gave your son
his life,” Lowe went on quletly. “Youn
have ruined 1t. In a few houra It may
finally be taken from him, It les In
your power to give him back that life
and the conditions which make It
worth the living. Have you not—as I
have—some sense of atonement?”’

“Atonement—you?"

Lowe bowed his head in grave depre-
catlon.

“1 am a blackmalllng scoundrel, and
quite ruthless—as you bave been and
are, But I understand afonement.
Moreover, you kmow that I am not
lylng—and that what I promise to do
1 will do.”

Colonel Destinn turned and crosssd
the room. Lowe wnlted composedly,
without triumph. He saw Destinn take
o key from the inner pocket of his dol-
men und Insert .t In the lock of the
small iron safe let Into the wall. He
eame back 8 moment lnter with a sheaf
of transparent paper ln his hand. He
swayed slightly.

“These are—the plana®

Lowe made a llitle movement of as-
RuUranee,

“Qanslder! A friendly power—"

Destinn luughed under his breath.
Very dellberately he tore the delicate
paper neross and across, “Not that”
he said under his breath, “not that. My
son—would not desire that.'"

There was & sllence, Stephen Lowe
glateced curlously and a little bitterly
at the white shreds fluttering through
the sunlight, and then for the last time
at the peaceful face of the man beslde
him,

“You mnay be right he sald, "It is
quite possible that you are right. But
1 am not made ke that, Colonel Des-
tinn."

Ho went out, closing the door softly
after him.

CHAPTER XX,
Fate Decides.

Destiny had decreed that Desire Ar-
peud should dle. He was in his room
now, dylng quietly and unostentatious-
ly, “from the brain downward," ns the
doctor had explained to Madame Ar-
nand with extreme gentleness, and had
been desply moved by the manner of
{ta réception, She had not erled or
fainted. She had looked at him with
heér warm brown eyes, and bad glven
him her hand with & quiet dignity.

“It {a the wil) of God, doctor.”

He had admired ber lmmensely, and
ghe had ndmired herself. "“The will of
God!" It was beautiful and slmple,
and It wns wonderful to find that in
spite of modern akepticlam &1l things
work out for the best for those who
surrender themselves to the unseen
guldance,

And now this womin was here—this
woman In the pale gray dress, with
the brown hair and small dead-white
face, out of which the eyes burned
with a flerce consuming energy and
purposa,

“Mrs., Farquhar lles strlcken with
total paralysis,” Gabriells Smith safd.
“@he eannot speak to me, but I can
rend her eyes, Bhe Is asking for her
gon. Madame Arnaud, you have [nfiu-
ence with Colonel Destinn, You ean
sef Richard Farquhar free, You can
atone."

“Atonel” Tt seemed incredible,
ridleulons. It was tactiess. Above all,
it brought storm into her peace. Yet
ghe remalned gentle—very calm.

“You usk me to intervene at a
strange moment for 4 strange cnuse,
Miss Smith," she sald, *My husband
ia dylog."

“And the man who saved him?"

Bylvia glanced toward the curtained
doorway and luld ber finger gently to
her Hpa.

“Hush, you must not talk so loud,
My husbaud is sleeping, And then—
I am sorry—I can do nothing. Should
I be justifled in trylng? Your—fealing
blinds you, Miss 8mith. I cannot, even
for the memory of a girlhood’s friend-
ship, take up nrms—risk perhaps hu-
millation and misunderstanding for a
man who sold his country for a
woman,"

“Mr, Preston is in Sidi-bel-Abbes,"
was the answer. "Mr, Preston knows
that Richard chose the appearance of
dishonor to save your husband—your
happiness, Madame Arnaud.”

Sylvle recolled the step she had
taken. Her hands were pressed to her
face,

“If that were true—" But she did
not usk a guestion, She knew that it
was true. It was pitlable—terrible—
beautitul. Her whole soul seemed to
expand beneath its beauty. There had
been no “other woman" in his life—
only the one—Sylvig Arnnud, for whom
he had sacrificed hig honor, his name,
his place, Aud now It was for ber to
act and to use her power nobiy—to re-
galn the ground lost on that fatal eve-
ning—to win baclk the holy place In his
jife. Suddenly she held out her handa.

“Gabrielle, forglve me!™ she sald
gently, and there were tears gatherlng
on her long lashes. "I moust have
geemed hard—wicked. I did not un-
derstand. T had not your love—or the
falth that love glves. [ saw only dls-
honor—and sometimes we who stand
outside the stress of life judge very
harshly."

“But you knew him,"” was the stern
reproach.

“T was o ¢hlld, Gabrielle.
understand? Wil yon,
hinrshily ¥

Can't you
ton, Judge

But will Sylvia plead for the i

life of Richard If she learns $i
that Colonel Destinn will ex- ¥
% pect her to sacrifice her honor
$ to him for the sake of the con-
demned man?
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(TO BE CONTINUED)

ONTRARY to popular bellef,
the Isonzo river, along which
the Italinps made theie fivst
attack agninst Austrin and
where thelr Hnes held firmly agolnst
the vigorons Teutonle offensive, |8
not the boundary* line hetween the
two countries, but lles wholely with-
In  Austrian territory, from two to
twelve miles frow the border. Its
source 1s near the juncture of the
Cuarnle and Jullan Alps, on Mount
Terglou, the loftlest penk of the Intter
runge, and It follows a tortuons chun-
nel for 75 miles, emptylng Into the
Gulf of Trieste, says the Natlonal Geo-
graphle soclety bulletin, So turbulent
nre the Isonxo's waters that the rlver
I8 practieally unnavigable, except for
the few miles of {ts estunry where it8
course |8 through a rapldly extending
della, On Its way through the alluvi-
al plain it Is known as the Sdobbn,
whose month 15 less than 20 miles
from the important Austrinn port of
Trieste lylng to the southenst,

The Isonzo 15 the principal river of
the country and crown-land of Gorz
und Gradisea, which have an area
about equal to that of Rhode Islind.
This princlpality wsnd two other
crown-lunds, Istrin and Trieste, constl-
tute Austrin’s kostenland  (coast
land),

' Was Highly Productive Valley.

Before the devastution wrought by
the war, thé valley of the Isonzo wus
a highly productive reglon, agricul-
ture and vine-growlng beélng the chief
occupations of that part of the popu-
latlon (malnly Ttallan) whlch was not
engaged In sllk-worm culture,

The leading clty of the Isonzo val-
ley Is Gorltz (Corz), with 30,000 In-
hubltants, known as the Nlce of Aus-
tria on account of Its popularity us
o fashlonable resort. Its growth co-
Incides with the decline of Aquileln,
now an Inglgnificunt town of less than
3,000 people, situated to the sputh-
west, six miles from the ses, bub
which was reckoned the ninth city of
the Roman emplre and a great seaport
durlng the closing yeurs of the fourth
century.

It I1s ahout 20 miles from CGorlts to
the Ttallan frontler, The plnce is
a center of trunkllne rallways to the
Itallan clities of Yenlee In the south-

SUBURBS

west and Undine In the northwest,
and to the Austrian cltles of Trleste
ln the southenst and Klagenfurt in
the north, The shtuation of Goritz is
a pleturesque one, greatly enhanced
by the rare pleasure goredens  that
have been enlled luto being by the
winter guests, It is bullt on the left
bunk of the Isonzo river. The worn
rorks of the old ¢nstle rulns of the
counts of Goritz dominnte the clty
from the hillside. The cnstle §s now
psed portly o8 n barrocks and partly
nd un arsennl, The enthedreal, bollt
In the fourteentl century, I8 anuther
Interesting  monwnent to  the
pust,

Where Theodorle Defeated Odoacer.

The fighting which 1s now octurring
on the Tsonzp recills the gredt boatle
of the Isontius (Isonzo) 1o the fifth
century, where the Rpmnn emperor
(doneer met  slgnil  defeat ot the

clty's

huads of Theadorie, the Ostrogoth,
| The vangquighed lduder was driven
lmek to Rovennn, where, after a pro-
trneted slogo o troce wos ngrecd upon.
Diring the parley Odoacer Tell Lefore
| the trencherous Ostrogoth, who elove

Iis etiemy from shoulder to llank with
a brondsword.

One of the most int
phetomenn of the Is
the shiort Tlmnvus rl hich etop-
tles into the Gulf of Trieste five miles
from the mouth of the lnrger witers

‘eating nintural

distrier In

| comirse.  The Timuvus gushes from n
mountalnsgide, fullformed, In  three
| strenms of sufliclent volume to float
smnll vosgels at the very soures; In
Yirgil's day. decording to the dewcrip-
tlon In the Aeneld, the Timavus

rushed from the rocks In nlne streams,
The river I8 supposed to be a conting-
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atlon of the equally unigue Neka,
whose waters disappenr In the grot-
toes of Sankt Kavzlan, some 20 miles
southenst of the mysterlous Timavns,

MAZATLAN IS A BUSY PORT

Rich Products of Mexico Are Shipped
From the Pacific Coast
Metropolls.

Mazntlan, Mexico's metropolis of the
Pacific const, reported to have been
the sceme of an unprovoked attnck
upon officery and men from the Amer-
fenn gunbhoat Annapolis, is thus de
seribed in the Natlonal Geographle so-
clety's war geographle bulletin:

The north entrance to Its harbor,
marked by a Hghthouse perched on the
crest of an eminence enlled Cerra del
Creston, making 1t one of the loftiest
guldes to puvigution In the world, Ma-
zatlan 18 the chlef entrepot for one of
the richest mining sections of the
southern repubile. It not only exports
the gold and silver from Its own lm-
mensely wenlthy state of SBinaloa (estl-
mated by gome experts to hnve the
most valunble mineral deposite In
Mexico) but It also handles the ore
shipments by sea of Zpcatecns und
Durango,

The city, which has a population of
20,000, 1g sltusted on e small peninsuln
opposite the Bay of Olas Altas (High
Waves), and Is surrounded by cocos
nut groves. It I8 n six duys' voynge
by stenmship from here to Ban Fran-
elgeo, the Mexiean port belng 225
miles east of the southern tip of Low-
er Californin. The distance from Hi
Pnso, due south, to Mazatlnn is about
the same nd from 8t Louls to New
Orleans,

The nspect of the territory adjncent
to Mozatlan is Mttle affected by the
prosperity of the report. The Indians
llve In the gpme type of huts which
they have occupled slince the Spanish
conquest and perlaps for centurles be
fora that. The strip of lowland nlong
the shore has a troplenl ellmate, with
an abhundance of raln,  Beyond this
verdant margin to the East rises the
towering, thiekly wooled Sleren Madre
range, extending for hundreds of

miles to the north and south,

Among the rieh produets of Moex-
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lear's fortlle flelds, undersen cuves aml
riven hills which find thelr sway to the
outslde world through  the Mnzutiin
gntewny are rubboer, gums, dyewonds,

gllver, copper, gold, Tend, pedrls, tor-
tolseshell, salted  fish, and  cabinet
woolld, The elty's mannfuctoring ne-
tivities Include saw mills, cotton fae-

tories nnd rope works,

Fourteen years agoe Mazatlan wns
nlmost depopulated by s feightful epl
itemle of buhonle plagoe which sur-
pnsspd In severity gome of the oot
tereible ravnges of the “hlaeck degth”
I Europe during the middle nges,
Avcording to ong wuthority only @000
poapile ont of n totnl of 15000 wars
spoved, and more than o thousand
houses were burned In an eford to
stay the march of the disease. Dor
ing the lust decide sanltory  condl
tlons have been hmproved greatly.

Strategy.

“Nora bas  Just dropped
plate sald Mrs, Twohlle,

“Well, my dear ropiied Mr. Twob-
ble, Msuppose you go iito the kitehen
und drap a hint to that effect that
sho must not hrodk any woare chion?"

“Heldently you don't know how to |
nge Nora. If 1 lend hor to be
Heve thnt we ritthor enloy lnving her
hieenk noplte oceastonntly, T think she
will be more cureful”

another |

it

Can't Tell,
Animals ore ko différent,” gald the
clity boy in the country.
“How so¥" anked the farmer,
“Well you wee when the dog wogs
hig tall he's pleasedl, hut when the eow
wags her tall I ean't tell It she s

plensed or It's only flles."

DADDY'S EVENING

EJFARY TALEE
b MR GRAHAY BOVER

FROG FAMILY HISTORY.

“Mr. Frog had been boasting” said
Duddy, "and thly was what he said:

"Iy the future | want to be called
Mr, Pond Frog. [ don't want to e
mixed up with Grandpa Frog, or Mr.
Bull Frog. 1 always want to bo ealled
by niy name, Now you all know that
it you looked up in & book n pleture
of me you would find out that Pond
Frog 18 my name, and that {8 what
you must call me
—not just plain
Mr., Frog. You
don't pay me
onough respoct—
Mr. Pond Frog is
80 noble as &
name!’

“rWell!  sald
Grandps  Frog,
‘we ull know you
are one of the
Pond ¥rog fam-
lly—s0 why need
we say It every
time, And I've
heard that {n that
book you apeak
of they don't call
us anything
friendly ke Mr,
] or Mra. or Grand-
pa or Grandma. They simply call us
Frogs and then glve our family
names. The only way I know that la
because 1 heard a little Boy say so
who was weding in our Pond not long

“Well" sald Mr, Pond Frog, 1 am
sure they'd call me Mr. Pond Frog
in the book If I aeked them to, Books
are very obliging 1 imagloe and not &
bit llke Frogs,'

“'‘But snid Grandpa Frog, 'you're
talking a lot of nonsense about some-
thing you don't know a thing about,
You've nover read a book, have you?
Ot course not, neither have 1. And
what's more I have no desire to. It
would hurt my eyes and make them
water, Water should be in the Pond
and not in my eyes. And why should
I read in a book what I already know?
I know I'm a Frog and 80 are you.
What's more atill, you don't know
whether books are friendly or not.
They may be awful snobs—we can
never ba sure untll we know nnd we
naver ean know as I don't suppose any
of our family would ever care to send
their Children to a book Bchool when
there are so many other more impor
tant things to learn.

“"What's mora important,” sald Mr,
Pond Frog, ‘than famfly history?

“'But we all can learn family his.
tory from each other.'

“'Same of us won't bothar to tell.
I should think you'd know a Profos-
sor when you saw one.

“Grandpa Frog opened his mouth
vary wide with surprise. While 1t
wag open he swallowed n very nice
bug and when ha had blinked with
pleasure over that he sald:

“'At last T see. You want lo bae
called Mr. Pond Frog to add dignity
to your appearancs. That's quite noble
I will admit, And you want to he a
Profegsor In the new Pond School
down by the creck of which T am the
chlef head, Um-um, Gro¥rr, 1 ghall
think about It Yes, now I'va thought!*

" What, what? croalked Mr. Pond
Frog,

“‘You may ba the new Professor in
our Mchool, and you may teach Fam-
ily History. From now on wa'll all
enll you Mr, Pond Frog, the now Pro-
tessor of Famlly Hlstory.'

“Oh, how happy Mr. Pond Frog wis,
ond the next morning ho wag fn his
plice on top of a stump in the creek
at the end of the pond.

"All the little Frogs gathered
around soon after, and School began.,
Of coursa thers were other clnsaes
und lossona for the Froge, but Mr.
Pond Frog had o class every half hour
in Family History. He tasught them
of the different kinds of Frogs, and of
all thelr cousins,
uncles , aunts,
and Just what
they were famous
for. He told
them of all the
grent happenings
in days gone by,
and of the won-
dorful things that
had been done by
thelr Erandpns,
grindmas, and
roat, Eroat,
groat, grent-
grandpas and
grandmas,

“The

And School Began

1ttle
Frogs Umuuht“'
Fumily History
wis a flne study,
and they enloyed
henring all the Palry storiea too that
Mr. Pond Frog told thom at rocess,
"And when |t ecsmtns tHme for the
Summer vacation thers wns an ex-

Want to Be
Called Mr. Pond
rog.

nmination in Family Fliatory., All the
little Frogs got ‘one bundred' as they
couldn’t make a mistake when Mr,
Pond Frog had made It so interest-
Ing for them,

“And the Frogs decided It had been
a greal auccess and were vory grate-
ful to Mr., Pond Frog for suggesting
It and to Grandpn Frog for allowing
It. As for Mr. Pond Frog he was
the happlest Frog you can lmagine
and croaked and croaked with joy for
Girandpa Frog had asked him to teack
Family History in the School agaln
In the falll™




