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m« what the Duc de Trem ont th inks!”
Her aunt laughed softly. ‘T h e  In

trigue and romance of it all en ter
tained her. She had the sense of hav
ing made a very pretty  concession to 
her niece, of having accomplished a 
very agreeable pleasure trip  for her
self. As for young Sabron, he would 
be sure to be discovered a t the right 
moment, to ne lionized, decorated and 
advanced The reason that she had 
no wrinkles on her handsome cheek 
was because she went lightly through 
life.

"He thinks, my dearest girl, that 
you are like all your countrywomen: 
a little  eccentric and that you have a

T  ttiink you for everything I shall
do what I can." And to herself she 
said: "That is. as far as my honor
will let me."
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gubron. captain  o f  F r e n c h  
his quarters to  ru b e  b> 

u .< £ 2 r i*  Irish terrier pup und 
‘ ■S S w u n e  H e d ines w ith  th e  

j ir f t S X p U C  and m e t i s  M s s  
American h e ire ss , w ho 

‘ t f w »  a« E nglish  b allad  th a t  
i Ç Æ ’iJ n o r y . Sabron Is o rd ered  
• i V T S t  a llow ed  to  ta k e  
»  F"L Miss Redm ond offers to 
' V S e  dog during Ida m a s te r 's  

tat Pltchoune. h om esick  fo r Ma 
from her. T he M ar- 

■ i i  tt  marry Julia  to th e  Duo de 
’ î n i n o w n  to Sabron. P ltc h o u n e  

J L  » “ î fe r s .  Hog and  m a s te r  
-J T V fc-n  gets perm ission from

“LïltaUW  to keep his dog w ith  him
him that P ltchoune h a s  ru n

ÏTher He w rites J u lia  of P it-  
*The Duc de T rem ont finds th e  
I Mress capricious. A n ew sp a- 

that Sabron is a m o n g  th e  m isa -  
t S g a i  engagement w ith th e  n a t iv e s  
i f j X  (OMOfeaa to  her a u n t  th a t  
o Ja  him. Sabron. w ounded In an  t n- 
LiL. fills Into the dry bed  of n 
Tui Is watched over by P ltc h o u n e  
* s horrible night and d ay  ^  
a Ur. Julia goes In search of ••'J- 
inisned missing.

CHAPTER XV.

Jolla'* Romance.
■  her iteamer chair the Mar- 
ilbellfBae asked: 
n yoa absorbed in your book.
r
• Bedmood faintly smiled as she 

IXAnra She was absorbed in but 
illdag, morning, noon and night. 

t<r sleeping: when and where 
lid find him; how he was being 
Hid he been taken captive? 

liotdsad, of that she was sure.
! flit is the book. Julia?”
: 1a Goats d on Spahl.”

I It down and let me speak to 
lof Bobert de Tremont ”

isdmond, being bis guest and 
to him for her luxurious 

could not in decency 
I th* request
bows nothing whatever of our 
l M i.”
than, what does he think?" 

i Bedmond on the arm of her 
l«rp cost wore a band of white.

i enter of which gleamed the 
iûna The marquise, wrapped in 

iribng, held a small Pekinese lap- 
I ander ber arm, and had 

ft» appearance of a lady of leis- 
i a pleasure excursion. She 

st a rescuing party in the

not let herself think what th a t might 
mean.

"R obert's mother, you know. Is my 
closest friend. His father was one of 
the w itnesses of my m arriage I feel 
that I have brought vip Robert 
it would have been so perfect.” She 
sighed

“Ma ta n te !” warned Miss Redmond, 
with a note of pain In her voice.

“Yes. yes," accepted the marquise. 
“ I know', my dear, I know. Hut you 
cannot escape from the yacht except 
in a lifeboat, and if you did it would 
be one of R obert’s lifeboats! You 
must not be too formal with him.” 
She tapped the nose of her Pekinese 
dog. “He still, Mimi, th a t man is only 
a sailor! and if he were not here and 
at his duty you would be drowned, you 
little goose!”

The Pekinese dog was a new addi
tion Julia tried not to dislike her; for 
Julia, only Pitchoune existed. She 
could not touch Mimi without a  sense 
of disloyalty.

The boat cut the azure w ater with 
its delicate white body, the decks 
glistened like glass. The sailor at 
whom Mimi had barked passed out ot 
sight, and far up In the bow Trem ont. 
in white flannels, stood smoking.

"I had to be very circum spect, my 
dear Julia, when 1 talked with Robert 
You see you are  not engaged to Mon
sieur de Sabron.” The girl colored. 
“The sentim ental woman in me,” her 
aun t went on, “lias responded to alh  
your fantasies, but the practical wom
an in me calls me a  rom antic goose .”

“Ah,” breathed Miss Redmond, open
ing lier book, “ma tante, let me read .’

“ Nonsense,” said the m arquise affec
tionately. "The most im portant part 
of the whole affair is tha t we are  here 
—that we are  en route to Algiers, is it 
not?”

The girl extended her hand grate 
fully.

“And thank you! Tell me, what did 
you say to him ?”

The m arquise hummed a little  tune, 
and softly pulled Mimi’s ears.

"Remember, my child, that if we find 
Monsieur de Sabron. the circum spec
tion will have to be even g rea ter still."

"Leave th a t to me, ma tante."
“You don 't know,” said the de-

f\\\
“You Must Not Be Too Formal With 

Him."

term ined lady quite sw eetly, “th a t he 
Bar Jaunty hat was enveloped has the sligh test desire to  m arry you 

vail; her hands were in- j ^u*'a - ’ 
fc tag white gloves. Now th a t!  ÄIi8s Redmond sa t up in her chair, 

and flamed.
"Do you w ant to m ake me m iser

able?"
“I Intend to let my worldly wisdom 

equal th is emergency, Julia. I want 
Robert to have no suspicion of the 
facts.”

“How can we prevent it, ma tan te?” 
“We can do so if you will obey me ” 
The girl started , and her aunt, look 

ing up a t the Duc de Trem ont where 
he stood in the  bow, saw that he 
showed signs of finishing his smoke 
and of joining them.

“Ma tan te .” said the girl quickly, 
"have you brought me here under 
false colors? Have you let him 
think . . .”

“Hush, Julia, you are indebted to 
him for accomplishing your own de
sire.”

“Hut I would never, never . . 
“Petite  so tte ,” cried the m arquise, 

“then you would never have been on 
th is yacht."

Intensely troubled and annoyed 
Julia asked in a low tone:

“For heaven’s sake, ma tante , tell

[mouraged her energetic niece 
this decisive step, she re- 
bund what pleasure she

Ik tbs voyage
s ws came on board last night, 
’.Wu »member that I sat with 

tk  the salon until . . . well,

' midnight?"
Pj*hlr; but I am fifty and he Is 
TV Marsorer. I am his godmother, 
' ■ ■ “ anting, Julia, spiritual and 

1 confeg8' “ y dear, that

r^bkD kim ^*ler a t a *0S9 as to 

J fchsfaond listened politely. She 
■mmy Indifferent as to what 
I told to her host. This was 

^Jhey should reach Algiers 
■«T  «  the latest What news 
"«them  there? She held in 
«JM  last dispatch from the 
■  Supposing the Cap-

iTÜ? been taken captive 
■waudlng tribe and was be-

Thls was the
' ta h i#  * inc 

*w * ransom!
j.^*>tt*»8pthl. in 
i"*** Taken . Which she was 

T“ W| c»Ptive! She could

1 T0  WAR’S H O R R O R S j 

i Ä i ^ ! ve ,nve"t*d «
1  Scattering

“ •Run Steel.

J! Projectile which
__ I * ,v tthhot raixture of

*tWuT,, ,Lhe obJect of attack 
Ik» S ,  J“ * Pfrmeate the at-

■ • i s  It ij!e&d,y Ba*> wh,ch
S b t t BÏ J . K ^ 88,bIe for A™
JskM U ^H .m ®  beeD invent' k k .  "»œmond. Jr.. ac-

m ade by h , in -
Iff'k the wn... 8 8ay8, may soon 

i ir . 'T —rppean war

\ . ‘V,d*8!5ned for UM
l.dlH»ikia d J n destroying 

I «oÜ uÜ 6 h*1'0009- Mr.
“ «t the projec-

L .“  aluminothermie mlx-
«Rer the pro-

■ “Mrriî!?' rou,d turn th®
i ^ \ ™ ' hot mixture at 
i i L z l ,  degrees Fahren- 
^  Projectile hits the tar- 

ltW* R explodes, Ita 
atttlng fire to what- 
■•^ r ta l tt strikes.

To avoid the possibility of quenching 
the flames. Mr Hammond said he had 
equipped the projectile with a  cham ber 
filled with hydrocyanic acid, the fumes 
of which are  deadly.

The inventor is a  son of the fa
mous engineer. John Hays Hammond. 
He invented wireless control of sub
m arine torpedoes.

Why Shave?
The Crimean w ar brought a  revo

lution. “Why shave?” asked House
hold Words, and shortly a fte r 1855 
the razor was given the cut direct. 
At th is period the only public man 
of note to wear a  m ustache was 
George Muntz. M. P. for Birmingham, 
and his pluck offended his constitu 
ents. In 1859, however, the police 
stepped in. Hull took the lead The 
watch com m ittee there  passed a  reso
lution perm itting the  local force to 
“wear a  beard aad  m ustache if they 
think fit.” The M ustache had won 
the day!

strong mind. He thinks you one of 
the most tender-hearted and benevo
lent of girls ”

“Ma tante, ma ta n te !”
“He thinks you are  making a little  

mission into Algiers among the sick 
ai.d the wounded. He thinks you are  
going to sing in the hospitals.”

“But,” exclaimed the girl, “be must 
think me inad.”

“Young men don’t care how mildly 
mad a beautiful young woman is, my 
dear Ju lia .”

“But, he will find out . . .  he 
will know."

“No,” said the m arquise, “tha t he 
will not. 1 have attended to that. He 
will not leave his boat during the ex
cursion, Julia. He rem ains, and we 
go on shore with our people.”

“How splendid!” sighed Ju lia  Red- 
■ mond, relieved.

“I’m glad you think so,” said her 
aun t ra th er  shortly. “Now I have a 
favor to ask of you. my child.”

Ju lia  trembled.
“Ma ta n te !”
“W hile we are  on board the yacht 

you will trea t Robert charm ingly.”
“I am always polite to him, am I 

not?”
“You are  like an irrita ted  sphinx 

to him, my dear. You m ust be dif
ferent.”

“I thought,” said the girl in a sub
dued voice, “th a t It would be like this. 
Oh, I wish I had sailed on aDy vesel, 
even a cargo vessel.”

Looking a t her gently, her aunt 
said: "Don’t be ridiculous. I only 
wish to protect you, my child. I think 
1 have proved my friendship. Re
member, before the world you are 
nothing to Charles de Sabron. A 
woman’s heart, my dear, has delusions 
as well as passions.”

The girl crimsoned and bowed her 
charm ing head “You are  not called 
upon to tell Robert de Trem ont that 
you are  in love with a man who has 
not asked you to m arry him, but you 
are  his guest, and all 1 ask  of you is 
th a t you make the voyage as agree
able to him as you can, my dear."

Trem ont was coming toward them, j 
Ju lia  raised her head and m urmured:

IMPRESSIONS OF A HINDU

Wild Muscovy Duck.
The muscovy duck U found wild in 

South America.

Learned E astern Visitor Frankly Con
fesses That He Is Unable to 

Understand Americans.

Not seldom I feel among Americans 
as the Egyptian is said to have felt 
among the Greeks, th a t I am moving 
in a world of precocious and inexpe
rienced children, bearing on my own 
shoulders the weight of the centuries. 
Yet it is not exactly th a t Am ericans 
strik e  one as young in sp irit; ra ther 
they strike  one as undeveloped. It is 
a s  though they had never faced life 
and asked them selves what it is; as 
though they w ere so occupied In run 
ning th a t it has never occurred to 
them  to inquire where they started  
and w hither they are  going. They 
seem to he alw ays doing and never ex
periencing. A dimension of life, one 
would say. Is lacking, and they liva 
in a  plane Instead of in a  solid. T hat 
m issing dimension I shall call religion. 
Not that A m ericans do not. for aught 
1 know, “believe” as much aa o r more 
than  E uropeans; but they appear 
neither to believe nor to disbelieve

CHAPTER XVI. ”

The Duke in Doubt.
The short journey to Africa—over 

a calm and perfect sea, whose w aters 
were voices at tier port to solace her. 
and where the sta rs  alone glowed 
down like friends upon her and 
seemed to understand—was a torture 
to Julia Redmond. To herself she 
called her aunt cruel, over and over 
again, and felt a prisoner, a caged 
creature.

Trem ont found her charming, though 
in this role of Florence Nightingale, 
she puzzled and perplexed him. She 
was nevertheless adorable. The 
young man had the good sense to 
make a discreet courtship and under
stood she would not be easily won. 
Until they reached Algiers, Indeed, 
until the night before they disem 
barked, he had not said one word to 
her which might not have been ehe 1 
by her aunt In accordance with the 
French custom, they never were 
alone. The m arquise shut her eyes 
and napped considerably and gave 
them every opportunity she could, but 
she was always present.

The Duc de Trem ont had been often 
in love during his short life He was 
a Latin and thought th a t women are  
made to be loved. It was part of his 
education to think this and to tell 
them this, and he also believed it a 
proof of his good tas te  to tell them 
this as soon as possible.

He was a thoroughly fine fellow. 
Some of his forefathers had fought 
and fallen in Agincourt. They h ad 
been dukes ever since. T here was 
som ething distinctly noble in the 
blond young man, and Ju lia  discov
ered it. Possibly she bad felt it
from the first.

From the moment that the old duch- 
ess had said to Robert de Trem ont:

“Julia Redmond is a great catch, 
my dear boy. I should like to have 
you marry her,” her son answ ered:

“Bien, ma m ere,” with cheerful ac
quiescence, and Immediately consid
ered it and went to Tarascon, to the 
Chateau d'Esclignac. When his
m other had suggested the visit he 
told her th a t he intended making up 
a party  for the M editerranean.

“Why don’t you take  your godmoth
er and the American girl? Miss Red
mond has an income of nearly a mil
lion francs and they say she is well- 
bred.”

“Very good, ma mere."
When he saw Miss Redmond he 

found her lovely; not so lovely as the 
Comtesse de la Maine, whose invita
tion to dihner he had refused on the 
day his m other suggested the Chateau 
d’Esclignac. The com tesse was a 
widow. It is not very, very comme 
il faut to m arry a widow, In the Fau
bourg St.-Germain. Miss Redmond’s 
beauty was different. She was self- 
absorbed and cold. He did not un
derstand her a t all. but tha t was the 
American of her.

One of his friends had m arried an 
American girl and found out after
ward th a t she chewed gum before 
breakfast. Pauvre Raymond! Miss 
Redmond did not suggest such possi
bilities. Still she was very different 
from a French jeune fille.

(TO HE C O N T IN U ED .)

Japanese Entertainm ents.
Stage m anagem ent in Japan is 

somewhat eccentric. When an actor 
is killed during the play a man in 
black rushes Qn and holds a large 
cloak before the supposed corpse, who 
rises and runs off the stage. The 
Beenes are  never shifted, but the whole 
stage revolves upon wheels; while be
tween the acts the children among 
the audience rush behind the curtain 
and play until the drum beats for an 
o ther act. The perform ance begins 
a t 10 a. m., and the audience pro 
vision them selves for 24 hours, curl
ing them selves up on m ats and smok 
ing

religiously. . . . But even in Europe— 
and far more in India—there has al
ways been, and still is. a minority who 
open windows to the sta rs ; and 
through these windows, in passing, the 
plain man som etim es looks.—Rabin
dranath Tagore.

CORN BREAD WAS A FAILURE

But Husband Tried to Be Discreet in
His Remarks, to the Discomfiture 

of the Guest.

They were a newly-married couple. 
The wife, though a fair cook, did not 
know how to make things his moth
er had prepared. And this vexed the 
husband, although ho was disposed to 
be indulgent for the sake of harmony. 
Hut there was one point upon which he 
sorrowed not a little. His wife could 
not make edihle corn bread, and corn 
bread was the food upon which he 
was reared.

One day a girlhood friend of the 
wife visited her and, after assisting in 
the preparation of luncheon, accepted 
an invitation to stay and eat it with 
the newlyweds. The husband arrived 
and the guest and he took their places 
a t the table while the wife went to the 
kitchen to bring some forgotten dish.

Before his plate was the husband a 
corn bread, but It was a m iserable fail
ure. sickly yellow, flat and heavy. He 
became confidential.

“T here is one of the tria ls  of a hus
band whose wife can 't cook,” he said 
apologetically to the guest. “Just bave 
a look at that corn bread. Hut you 
m ustn 't let the wife know what i said, 
for It would hurt her feelings.”

When the wife entered the room a 
few m om ents later sht> noticed th a t a 
deep blush suffused the guest's face.

“Why what Is the m atter, dear?” 
she asked.

“It's nothing,” the guest replied hur
riedly.

An hour later, a fter the husband 
had gone to the office the chorus of 
two laughing women's voices m errily 
resounded through the household ot 
the newlyweds.

But the wife has not yet told the 
husband tha t her guest made the corn 
bread on that day she stayed for 
luncheon; in fact, asked the privilege 
because she considejed herself an 
adept a t making corn bread.

Buy j-n k , Get Famous Bell.
Ono of the most historic hells of the 

South American churcffes was discov
ered and brought to San Francisco by 
two Oakland Junk dealers, W illiam 
Rosenthal and Lewis Rothenberg, who 
have just arrived frop ^outb America 
on tke steam er Cuzco. They have been 
on a buying trip  in Ueru and Chile for 
two yew s.

The bell is 325 years old and hung 
In the cathedral of San A ugustlro  a t 
Lima for more than two centuries. In 
the revolution of I89>’ the cathedral 
was wrecked and the bell disappeared.

The tw- O aklanders bought the 
debris of tha cathedral and in excavat
ing among the ruins found the bell. It 
was thought in Lima that K had been 
stolen twenty years before.

Peruvian» wished to buy the  bell, 
but the new ow ners thought It would 
be worth more In th is country and re
fused to sell, i'he relic weighs 500 
pounds and is of bronze, with inscrip
tions in gold.—San Francisco Chroni
cle.

The Old and the New.

Inventions have a  rem arkable knack 
of repeating them selves. Among the 
more Interesting patents for 1914 is 
a specification for a wheelless motor 
car, propulsion being by means of 
skids, which are  alternately  lowered 
and raised. In the early days of loco
motive hlBtory many Inventors did not 
believe th a t sufficient adhesion was 
to be atta ined  by a  smooth wheel 
operating on a  smooth rail, and weird 
and wonderful were the devices for 
overcoming th is supposed defect. One 
ingenious engineer went bo far as to 
design a  contrivance In which Jointed 
metal bars worked up and down on, 
the rails a fte r the  fashion of a  horse's 
legs, and there seems to be a  certain 
affinity between th is device and the’ 
motor car referred  to  above.

Building Great W arship.
The new dreadnaught California, to 

be completed in February, will m eas
ure 642 feet in length and for a few 
m onths will be the largest craft In the 
world. England is building one 8U0 
feet long.

The California is the first American 
naval vessel to be built with its bow»1 
curved aft below the water. The bowwL 
of the older boats curved forward bed 
low the water, so th a t they formed! 
ram s, which were form idable weapons f 
They are  obsolete uow because thsj, 
high power of the modern naval g u n s ' 
m akes it impossible for war vessels to 
come close enough together to ram ', 
each other.

The arm ature of the California Is j 
th icker than that of any o ther boat in J 
the world. She will have a speed of 21‘* 
knots an hour and can carry 1.056 
men The cost of the boat alone is 
$7,()fto,000. but her equipm ent of guns 
and am munition will increase th« 
value to $15,000.000.

Teddy’s Good Shot.
One of Colonel Roosevelt’s first 

hunting instructors was old Bill Sew- 
all, a Maine guide, whom, wheti presi
dent. the colonel rew arded for years 
of friendship and advice by an office.

When he was a boy the colonel went 
into camp with Sewall Deer season 
came along, and they went out to give 
the  youthful Nimrod his first chance 
for a shot. After a time, the colonel 
says, they saw a stag.

"Shoot!” shouted Sewall, and the fu
tu re  president let go with hie rifle.

The stag ran a little  way and 
dropped.

“You've got him! You've got him !" 
shouted Sewall. as he ran forward to 
investigate. "H oy did It happen?"
• “ Why,” replied young Roosevelt, 
draw ing himself up proudly, “I aimed 
for his breast ”

“You dont well," said Bill. “ You 
done well. You hit him in the  eye."

Their 8 tatus.
“T he girls refused to have anything 

to  do with the m ilitary landed from  
th e  ships."

“1 suppose they belong to the  su n k  
m aria« corps.”


