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CHAPTER XV.

Julla’s Romance.
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not let herself think what that might

mean.
“Robert's mother, you know, is my
closest friend. His father was one of

Hle dines with_the the witnesses of my marriage. | feel
ac and meets -\‘11:: that 1 have brought yp Robert .
‘Sedmond. Ameri:f“nh h;::ﬁ:fj that | it would have been so perfect.” She

sighed

“Ma tante!” warned Miss Redmond,
with a note of pain In her voice

“Yes, yes,"” accepted the marquise,
“l know, my dear, I know. But you
cannot escape from the yacht except
in a lifeboat, and if you did it would
be ome of Robert’s lifeboats! You
must not be too formal with him.”
She tapped the nose of her Pekinese
dog. “Be still, Mimi, that 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.

its delicate white body, the
glistened like glass. The sailor at
whom Mimi had barked passed out of
sight, and far up in the bow Tremont,
in white flannels, stood smoking.

“l had to be very circumspect, my
dear Julia, when-l talked with Robert
You see you are not engaged to Mon-
sieur de Sabron.”
“The sentimental woman in me,” her
| aunt went on, “has responded to all
| your fantasies, but the practical wom-
an in me calls me a romantic goose."”

“Ah,” breathed Miss Redmond, open-
ing her book, “ma tante, let me read.”
| “Nonsense,” said the marquise affec-
tionately. “The most important part
of the whole affair is that we are here
—that we are en route to Algiers, is it
not?"

The girl extended her hand grate-
fully.

“And thank you!
you say to him?"
| The marquise hummed a little tune,
| and softly pulled Mimi’s ears.

“Remember, my child, that if we find
| Monsjeur de Sabron, the circumspec-
tion will have to be even greater still.”

“Leave that to me, ma tante.”

“You don’t know,” said the de-
| termined lady quite sweetly, “that he
| has the slightest desire to marry you
Julia.”

Miss Redmond sat up in her chair,
and flamed.
| “Do you want to make me miser-
| able?”

“I intend to let my worldly wisdom
equal this emergency, Julla. 1 want
Robert to have no suspicion of the
facts.”

“How can we prevent it, ma tante?”

“We can do so if you will obey me.”

The girl started, and her aunt, look-
ing up at the Duc de Tremont where
he stood in the bow, saw that he
showed signs of finishing his smoke
and of joining them.

“Ma tante,” 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.”

“But 1 would never, never .

“Petite sotte,” cried the marquise.
“then you would never have been on
this yacht.”

Intensely troubled and annoyed.
Julia asked in a low tone:

“For heaven’s sake, ma tante, tell

Tell me, what did

»

i To avoid the possibility of quenching

the flames, Mr. Hammond said he had
| equipped the projectile with a chamber
| 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-
marine torpedoes.

Why Shave?

The Crimean war brought a revo-
lution. “Why shave?” asked House-
hold Words, and shortly after 1855
the razor was given the cut direct.
At this period the onmly public man
of note to wear a mustache 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 committee there passed a reso-
lution permitting the local force to
“wear a beard and mustache if they
think fit.” The Mstache had won
the day!

Wild Muscovy Duck.
The muscovy duck is found wild in

The boat cut the azure water with |
decks |

The girl colored. |

me what the Duc de Tremont thinks!"

Her aunt laughed softly. “The in-
Ilrigue and romance of it all enter-
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

moment, to ve 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:
:u little eccentric and that you have a

“You Must Not Be Too Formal With
Him.”

|
| strong mind. He thinks you one of

the most tender-hearted and benevo-
lent of girls.”

“Ma tante, ma tante!”

“He thinks you are making a little
mission into Algiers among the sick
ard the wounded. He thinks you are
going to sing in the hospitals.”

“But,” exclaimed the girl, “he must
think me mad.”

“Young men don't care how mildly
mad a beautiful young woman is, my
dear Julia.”

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

“No,” said the marquisge, “that he
will not. 1 have attended to that. He
will not leave his boat during the ex-
cursion, Julia. He remains, and we
go on shore with our people.”

“How splendid!” sighed Julia Red-
mond, relieved.

“I'm glad you think so0,” said her
aunt rather shortly. “Now I have a
favor to ask of you, my child.”

Julia trembled.

“Ma tante!”

“While we are on board the yacht
you will treat Robert charmingly.”

“I am always polite to him, am 1
not?”

“You are like an irritated sphinx
to him, my dear. You must be dif-
ferent.”

“I thought,” said the girl in a sub-
dued voice, “that it would be like this.
Oh, I wish 1 had sailed on any vesel,
even a cargo vessel.”

Looking at 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
charming head. “You are not called
upon to tell Robert de Tremont that
you are in love with a man who has
not asked you to marry him, but you
are his guest, and all 1 ask of you is
that you make the voyage as agree-
able to him as you can, my dear.”

Tremont was coming toward them.
Julia raised her head and murmured:

he
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IMPRESSIONS OF A HINDU

Learned Eastern Visitor Frankly Con-
fesses That He Is Unable to
Understand Americans.

Not seldom | feel among Americans
as the Egyptian is said to have felt
among the Greeks, that | am moving
in a world of precocious and inexpe-
rienced children, bearing on my own
shoulders the welght of the centuries.
Yet it is not exactly that Americans
strike one as young in spirit; rather
they strike one as undeveloped. It is
as though they had never faced life
and asked themselves what it is; as
though they were so occupied in run-
ning that it bhas never occurred to
them to Inquire where they started
and whither they are going. They
seem to be always doing and never ex-
periencing. A dimension of life, one
would say, is lacking, and they live
in a plane instead of in a solld. That
missing dimension | shall call religion.
Not that Americans do not, for aught
1 know, “believe” as much as or more
than Europeans; but they appear

N. LOUISIANA

{ be sure to be discovered at tha right !

-legs, and there seems to be a certaln'

“¥ think you for everything. | shalt
do what | can” And to herse!f sha
said:  “That is, as far as my honor
will lot me.”

!

CHAPTER XvI, *

The Duke in Doubt.

The short journey to Africa—over
|a calm and perfect sea, whose waters
were volces at her port to solace her,
and where the stars alone glowed
down Iike 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,

Tremont 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 Alglers, indeed,
until the night before they disem-
barked, he had not said one word to
her which might not have been sh> 1
by her aunt. In accordance with the
French custom, they never were
alone. The marquise shut her eyes
and napped considerably and gave
them every opportunity she could, but
she was always present.

The Duc de Tremont had been often

in love during his short life. He was
a Latin and thought that 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 taste to tell them
| this as soon as possible.
i He was a thoroughly fine fellow.
{ Some of his forefathers had fought
and fallen in Agincourt. They had
been dukes ever since. There was
something distinctly noble in the
blond young man, and Julia discov-
ered {t. Possibly she bhad felt it
from the first

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

“Julia Redmond is a great catch,
my dear boy. 1 should like to have
you marry her,” her son answered:

“Bien, ma mere,” with cheerful ac-
quiescence, and Immediately consid-
ered it and went to Tarascon, to the
Chateau d’'Esclignac. When  his
mother had suggested the visit he
told her that he intended making up
a party for the Mediterranean.

“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 dihiner he had refused on the
day his mother suggested the Chateau
d’'Esclignac. The comtesse was a
widow. It is not very, very comme
il faut to marry 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 2t all, but that was the
American of her.

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

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Japanese Entertainments.

Stage management in Japan s
somewhat eccentric. When an actor
is killed during the play a man in
black rushes ¢on and holds a large
cloak before the supposed corpse, who
rises and runs off the stage. The
gcenes 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-
other act. The performapce begins
at 10 a. m., and the audience pro-
vision themselves for 24 hours, curl
ing themselves up on mats and smok-
ing.

religiously. . . . But even in Europe—
and far more in !ndia—there has al-
ways been, and still is, a minority who
open windows to the stars: and
through these windows, in passing, the
plain man sometimes looks.—Rabin-
dranath Tagore.

The Old and the New.

Inventions have a remarkable knack
of repeating themselves. Among the
more interesting patents for 1914 is
a specification for a wheelless motor
car, propulsion being by means of
gkids, which are alternately lowered
and ralsed. In the early days of loco-
motive history many inventors did not
believe that sufficient adhesion was

operating on a smooth rail, and weird
and wonderful were the devices for
overcoming this supposed defect. One
ingenious engineer went so far as to
design a contrivance in which jointed
metal bars worked up and down on,x
the rails after the fashion of a horse's

affinity between this device and the

it strikes. |

South America.

meither to believe mor to disbelieve

motor car referred to above.

to be attained by a smooth wheel |.

Bur Husband Tried to Be Discreet in
His Remarks, to the Discomfitur_
of the Guest.

They wera a newly-married couple.
The wife, though a fair cook, did not
know how to make things bis moth-
er had prepared. And this vexed the
husband, although he was disposed to
be indulgent for the sake of harmony.
But there was one point upon which he
sorrowed not a little. His wife could
not make edible 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 iovitation to stay amd eat it with
tha uewlyweds. The husband arrived
and the guest and he took their places
at the table while the wife went to the
kitchen to bring some forgotten dish.

Before his plate was the husband s
corn bread, but it was a miserable fail-
ure, sickly yellow, flat and heavy. He
became confidential.

“There is one of the trials of a hus-
band whose wife can't cook,” he said
apologetically to the guest. “Just bave
a look at that corn bread. But you
mustn’t let the wife know what 1 said,
for 1t would hurt her feelings.”

When the wife entered the room a
few moments later she noticed that &
deep blush suffused the guest's face.

“Why what s the matter, dear?”
she asked.

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

An hour later, after the husband
had gone to the office the chorus of
two laughing women's voices merrily
resounded through the housebold of
the newlyweds.

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

Buy vunk, Get Famous Bell.

One of the most historic bells of the
South American churcltes was discov-
ered and brought to San Francisco by
two Oakland junk dealers, William
Rosenthal and Lewis Rothenberg, who
have just urrived fror. L(outh America
on tge steamer Cuzco. They have been
on a buying trip in Peru and Chile for
two yeu.s.

The bell 18 325 years old and hung
in the cathedral of San Augustiro at
Lima for more than two centuries. In
the revolution of 197 the cathedral
was wrecked and the bell disappeared.

The tw- Oaklanders bought the
debris of tha cathedral and in excavat-
ing among the ruins found the bell. It
was thought in Lima :hat i{ had been
stolen twenty years before.

Peruvian: wished o buy the bell,
but the new owners thought it would
be worth more in this country and re-
fused to sell. 1'he relic weighs 500
pounds and is of broaze, with inscrip-
tions in gold.—"an Francisco Chroni-
cle. .

Building Great Warship.

The new dreadnaught California, to
be completed in February, will meas-
ure 642 feet in length and for a few
months will be the largest craft in the
world. England s building one 800
feet long.

The California is the first American
naval vessel to be bullt with its bow‘
curved aft below the water. The bowy'.
of the older boats curved forward b
low the water, so that they forme
rams, which were formidable weapons}
They are ohsolete now because thei
high power of the modern naval guns®
makes it impossible for war vessels to
come close enough together to ram |
each other.

The armature of the California is
thicker than that of any other boat in
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
$7.000.000. but her equipment of guns
and ammunition will increase the
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, when presi-
dent, the colonel rewarded 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-
ture president let go with hic ritle.
The stag ran a little way and
dropped.
“You've got him! You've got him!'"
shouted Sewull, as he ran forward to
investigate. “Hoy did it happen?”
+ “Why,” replied young Roosevelt,
drawing himself up proudly, “l aimed
for bis breast.”
“You done well,” sald Bill. “You
done well. You hit bim in the eye.”

Their Status.
“The girls refused to have anything
to do with the military landed from
the ships.”
“| suppose they belopg to the saub

marine corps.” :

CORN BREAD WAS A FAILURE
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