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BEtsIX BKKK TODAY
Tlie sssan of tbe story Is laid

to I'rasrs dartag tha ~sb_b of
lisbb- XV. Arsbar Shea af turn
Irtish Brigade, flsslsj tbraagh the
Macs of tlie allies at night after
fighting a dual, seecaas a hcnutl-

- ful girl. (amille d'Eaville. frosa
(ha Knglu.li Later she is rersp
•ured sad borne to a rained castle
where Shea again finds tier.

< amille Is captures* the second
tline by ihe Hukr de Haiile. favor.
ste of Hie king, who reveals hlro-
setf as the long unknown leader
•f a Into.l of dee>|ieradoeß that fur
years has terrorised all France.

It happens that Shes did n«»t
hill d'Envllle la the dnel, bat only
Wounded him. The latter Is later
•ewu oat to he cantorsd by Ila
ftaule. the plot Iwing that If
Camille still refuses to marry the
"lake she will be forced to do so
to ssve her brother',, life. ( 'auiille
and Sites find d'Knville alive to
tbe castle, and all flee to the root
through a secret passage to escape
Us Sen lev hand. Here for the
time being they are safe.
"NOW CSO OB WITH THE STORY

(Continued From Yesterday.)
CHAPTER XVIII.

The Attack.
The Chevalier's presence in the

castle was easily enough explain-
ed He had been sent afield and
captured by 1_ Porte's gang. As
we pieced his story and that of
Mademoiselle's together there was
little doubt that his capture was
also a part of the plot. To serve
what purpose we could not decide,
unless as s last resort to make
the girl yield to de Saule to save
her brother's life. There was al-
ao little doubt that l.ouls knew
and approved the entire dastardly
•lan.

D'Knville had escaped hla
prison by overpowering the guard
who brought him food. The man
was evidently only stunned, for he
had disappeared when the dwarf
and I reached the cell. This prob-

,' ably accounted for de Saule's
knowledge of d'Enville'a escape.
Tbe jailer had told.

The Chevalier had donned the
armor to frighten the ruffians by
playing ghost, but had avoided all
of them and succeeded In fright-
ening only us. He had not known. of de Saule's Identity until we
told htm, but he had recognized
tbe castle and knowing Its his-
tory bad put it to account.

Tha two tales pieced together,
I began to plan for some further
action, for It must be now near
dawn. There waa little doubt
that Uospele would be discovered
and released. He knew the secret
door and paaeage and would lead
the group thither.

I glanced at Mademoiselle, the
outline of her sweet face barely
visible.

"You say, d'Envllle, there Is no
other way down?"

"Only that I frujnd none, and I
searched as best I could."

"There may be a secret way Dot
to ba uacovered In tha dark.— Twaa mere luck that revealed the
other, the stone left ajar. How-
ever, It is plain there Is but one
plan left us. Chevalier, and that Is
to defead thoae stairs yminder un-
til daylight gives us a chance to
search."

He glanced about uneasily.
"You believe they may discover

the passage?"
" Ti» my reasoning that de

Saule will prowl about until he
finds that rascal of a dwarf lock-
ed up where I left him. The fel-
low undoubtedly knows the secret
of those stairs. The rest Is plain.
Monsieur, for you know de Saule.
Are you armed?"

He laughed, and stooped down
to grasp the ancient broadsword

\u25a0 at his feet.
"Only with this neat weapon."
We ware careless, I admit. Idl-

ing there In talk, when our effort
should have been to make secure
our defense against those villains
below. Yet there was nothing to
cause alarm, no sound even of
voices tn tbe still night. The
thought that Ooapele released
might know the secret of tha
\u25a0tons door, and lead de Sauls to
tha roof, was no more than a sus-
picion, snd. If tbe men did not
discover the stair, their advance
upward would surely never b* a
silent one.

Besides* the reckless aature of
d Ksvlile had effect aa me He
was aa older naaa. a more ci
pcrleaced soldier, aad officer of
higher rank To my saggastloa
thst we stand on guard, ha bat
laughed, and whtap«red sons
\u25a0ssasgs to Mademoiselle, which
might hsve haen reflection on my
courage. At least the supoeittoa

served to heat my blood, sad
silenced my tongue.

Had two naaa haen alone words
might have led to quarrel. for
there was aa Insolence sbout the
fellow thst rasped me. My head
gripped ay sword hilt, s hot re-
tort on my lips—but she was his
sister, aad I loved her.

I walked away from them lato
the deeper shadow of the wall.
She must have understood, for a
moment later her shadow left his
side, and came silently tewsrd
me.

••Monsieur," she sstd softly.

"It is only his way; he was ever
careless of speech, and he is my
brother."

"I shall not forget, but it Is a
mystery how you two are of the
same blood. Surely he has no
more cause for arrogant pride
than you?"

"I ant of the court: he. the
camp—an environment develops

different characteristics Mon-
sieur."

"True enough, no doubt: yet
never did I suppose the court of
Louis to be overstocked with
modesty, or a school for gentle-
ness."

"Nor Is It, Monsieur," she re-
turned, soberly. "Nor am I a
flower of such rare excellence. I
am uot devoid of pride, perchance
even arrogance. 'Tls not sa
angel, but a woman Monsieur
whom you have succored, a woto-
an of moods. Tonight lam your
friend—tomorrow —"

She paused, and I bent down,
and kissed her hand

"Tomorrow you will still be to
me, at least. C'amllle d'Envllle. 1
am not afraid.'

"Tomorrow will be a new day.

What I am tonight. I am — to-
morrow, what I may be. There
Is In the simps of Paris a change-
able weave of silk called Camille
at night It Is rose timed, and by

day a golden brown. I am
Camille d'Envllle: to those whu
know me well that Is answer
enough."

"But do they know you?"
"They think they do, Monsieur.

The truth ta for you to learn, yet

Charles has always called me a
will o' the wisp, snd one's brother
should know, Monsieur."

1 glsnced at the dimly revealed
figure of the silent chevalier,
whose very presence I had forgot-

ten. Ha was sppsrently kneeling
on the roof, although 1 could not
determine what it was that oc-
cupied his stteation so closely.
Indeed I had no time In which to
discover, for even as 1 glanced
that way I beheld a moving figure

behind him then another, and a
third.

CHAPTER XIX.
The Fight for Mfe.

At first glimpse I failed to
sense the reality of those spec
trsl figures, half believing them
visionary.

Then Mademoiselle gave utter-
ance to a gasp, grasping my arm
In terror, and I saw d'Knvillprise
to bis feet, the great broad-sword
lifted in both hands. The situa-
tion came to me In a flash—they

had discovered the mechanism of
the secret door. De Soule was
among them, and Gospele, and
the giant Ouleteau, no longer

fearful of ghosts, and dragging

their cowardly crew along by

threst and promise.
"Bsck here. d'Envllle!" I cried

desperately, thrusting Mademoi
selle behind me. "Not In the
open' you have so chance there;
come hack here."

I could see the turn of his head,

the swift glaace be cast toward
where I stood shielding tbe girl

"Ay! la a minute, bat not till
1 leave my mark. AM I see you

\u25a0ow, yon black renegade "
It was such swift action I could

scarce tell what hapeaed. Had
I daunted best I could scarce hsve
\u25a0sen of aid. but my plsla duty
was to remain where I was.
crouched In the angle of the wall.

SIIK POINTED TO THE SOI Til WARD—A SHORT COI.IMN OF
HORSEMEN WAS RIDINIj TOWARD THE CASTLE.

the girl behind me, my sword
blade ready.

D'Envllle cut and thrust like a
demon, wielding his ancient weap-
on with both hands. The great
two-banded sword crashed and
fell, rose again and was swept
down with remorseless power.
Twice the dark shadows of bodiea
on the roof broke before him.

He killed, but he paid. I saw
the flash of a knife burled In his
sloe, s glare of flame lit the hor-
rid scene as a pistol flared, a
dying man clung to blm In fren-
zied agony. Onre more tha huge
ss ord swept in deadly circle-
then be tottered and went crash
lag forward, his head against the
at airs.

And now it wss I—l alone' I
was not meeting thst onrush like
a mad fool, where they must front
me. 'Twould be a fair fight, and
they held me a swordsman even
in the army of France.

"Here, take this." I said to
Mademoiselle, thrusting my pistol
into her haads. "There's but one
shot —keep It to the last."

"Yes, Monsieur," the voice
firm, assured. "Are we left alone?
is Charles dead?"

"He fell; and whether dead or
alive, la out of it. They are com-
ing now."

I could see the fellows, yet they
were so bunched, the dim light

confused my vision, and 'twas
hard to guess how many held
their feet. I made It four, be-
sides the leaders.

That which followed wss so
swift of action, so Jumbled and In-
distinct ss to seem more dream
ll.an reality. It was. as desper-
ate fighting always Is, a mad.
fierce, hedless struggle, where In-
stinct takes tha place of thought.

There wss a blind ruah for-
ward, a gleam of weapons in the
starlight I touched stael with my
blade, warned snd lunged under
the first fellow's gtinrd. There
wss a cry of agony, a toppling
back of his body, tha clatter of a
falling sword, and I stood over
him thrusting and hacking, care-
less of my own hurt, the Joy of the
fighting turning my Mood to fire.

Suddenly out from the confused
murk, a blade struck mine—a
blade with a wrist behind it. I
\u25a0vit the djffiir——, and stiffened
to the fight. It was Ouleteau.

Katth. he was no swordsman. 1
knew that before ws had parried
twice, but tbe giant strength of
his arm bore down my guard,
forced me to desperate defense.

Kero'a work before you not "
advaared sa Inch, two laches.
Has la deadly aaraast. T»ie
clrelad. strlvtag valaly to

Hs eras tas stronger man ay!
aad lac greater skilled est I
had youth, racklaasosss, breath,
•ad a _ors sabtla wrist Mr
toaght like a dssaoa, yet I wore
Mai duwa. His sworn fell clatter-
lag at my feet, aad] bis body
•rampled Into shsitslsssaeas, oh
aasp ii[ihk bis death aote

< HAPTKR XXI
Tha MBsrbt of Tiianmm.

I nut alowly back to co«-
--srtoiisaess. to see golden sunllgni
reflected oa tha atoaas of the
wall, aad Msdsssalsslla's sweet
tare besdtag above.

Her hands hald mine, sad as I
sadea sored to smile, the words of
iaipiilse dropped frost her lips

Oh. Monsieur' It has terrified
sse so to sett >ou. I kaew not
What to do There are wounds,

i bleed."
"Mere at-ratrhes, Msdemolsella

lo ba healed by s dsah of water.
Your hand attain till I K.tin my
feat ah' see, the old. strength
Will he mine presaall> !"

She i luns to me. sad I reeled
a bit unalesdll.v, constions of pain,
mv mind still dated and uncertain
Yet i thrill stirred m> blood _»!
it bud been a finht worth* any soi-
diei, a tale of arms worth teUlus
la camp or court.

liKnville had left his deadly
mark ere he fell, and I had liurue
M> port well.

'Your brother. Mademoiselle ?"
I asked, my lips trembling. "Does
he still live?"

"I know not. Monsieur I
think Charles Is dead he lies
\u25a0ii iunless."

He rested with face hurled on
one arm. the very posture expres-
sive of desth. yet I crossed the
\u25a0arrow space between, stepping
Over a ragged peasant. sad
looked rloselt

"ll« Is /dead, Monsieur?"
"Yes," soberly "But ss he

'Would hsve wished to die "
She was staring st him, leaning

.forward, her face white, her
[hands shsdlng her syes. Then
she crossed before me aad knelt
down, making the symbol of the
Hem s.

It was an still shout us I could
the thudding of my heart,

snd the ghastly forms lying hers
snd there wers grim reminders of
the horror of s moment before. 1
could scarcely believe tha testl-
nioin of my owns eyes, that these
men were actually dead —»\u25a0 that
d'Knvllle and I had met them
sword to sword snd conquered.

A shudder ran over me, sad my
head throbbed with s dull pain.
Then t mecsme conscious that
Mademoiselle had risen from her
knees.

Monsieur — what — what are
we to do now?"

"In truth," I replied, ashamed
of myself, snd seeking for words
of encouragement, "you sre the
soldier, I the girl. It would seem.
I wsg moping here with a brain
paralyzed. What shall we do.
Mademoiselle' Why, we must find
our way out before mora villains
har the passage."

"You thing thsrs are more?"
That I do aot know. Ay!

there must be, unless they have
fled, for a larger number than
those who lis dead here were on
guard in that lower hall. You
\u25a0aw them."

"Yes, Monsieur; there were
others, four or five, perhaps "

"That waa my memory: no
douht the cowards slipped away
unseen, sfrsld to follow. Well,
such as they wll not serve to
halt ua. You fired your plstal,
Mademoiselle. I had better load
ft again before we go."

While I was engaged st this
task she moved nearer the wall,

as though seeking to srold the
bodies Suddenly she gave a lit-
tle arjr of surprise.

"Moasiear —who are they ?"
She poiated to tha southward,

and. with a step, I stood beside
her sharply gsstag serosa tha
marsh toward the distant forest.
A short column of horsessea waa
riding toward tha caatls.

That they were soldiers was
evident to roe at a glance, yat tha

Ws fought long and denperately
hut at last I opened my guard and
he struck. By a quick tura o<
the arm. my hilt caught the de
mending blads, snd I Isspad
straight at him, tsking the one
chance, snd driving my point st
his huge body.

It struck, but we want down to-
gether, my leg caught under htm.
There wss sn Instant of struggle;
aomeossy loomed above us with \u25a0

drnwn sword then a flash ol
flame spilt the darkness and the
fellow fell with s crash I wrig-
gled loose from tbs desd weight,
my sword still gripped in my fin
gers, and staggered to my fast.

CHAPTER XX.
Crossed Swords With Ise Saule

Dazed as I was I realised whst
had happened how my life had
been saved. Mademoiselle had
fired her one shot; had sacrificed
her only defense to protect me
from thst sword thrust. Breath-
ing heavily, my wounds burning,
my eyes blinded with blood., the
thrill of knowing whnt she hsd
done brought bsck Instantly say
strength, my seat for battle.

There were but two left, so far
as I could see—one back close hy

the steps, ss though ready to
flee; the other fronting me, with
sword poised for attack. There
waa no mistaking who he was——
de Saule! My blade flew ap eager-
ly aad tbe steel met with a shsrp
clang.

"Stay where yon are. Made-
moiselle'" I called. In fesr of
whst she might venture. "En
guaide. Monsieur le Duke."

Wa were at It furiously, yst

with no such recklessness aa
marked the bout with Ouleteau.
Here wss s master of fence; I
knew his skill before, but now I
becsme doubly assured his waa
no common hand

There was a faint gleam of light
in the eastern sky, sufficient to
reveal tbe man's fare

"Royal Irlandata." he mocked
Insolently, "s fine name for a lot
of beggarly bog trotters. No
doubt you rsme over sess to sell
your sword with not so much aa
a rag to your back. A rare joke
oa the king. that. Aad now yos'rs
squire of dames' And to what
reward? a kiss from Mademoi-
selle's red lips? Bah, you'll have
none of it—there's a man seeking
that honey—•"

"Ssve your breath. Monsieur."
I broke In coldly, tha hot blood
boiling through my veins.

distance pievented my eyaa from
distinguishing tha uniform.

"Ay! they ara soldiers, and
coming hare, hot 1 caaaot tall if
they be anemias or friends. ' I
said at last. "This is sen trsl
grouad, scouted over hy detacb-
nieutH from both camps."

"Yt»n caneat tall' you do aot
see!" her dark eyes shone, aa they
mat mine. "Why. Monsieur, I
tan distinguish tha uniform of
the oflfcer la front It It to Ilka
the one you wear; they ara of the
Irish Brigade."

I leaned out over tbe wall, aad
looked again. They wars ladeed
Royal li'landatt, - and ws were
\u25a0ate!

My one thought was regret —
It would mean our laV'ting never
to meat again! Tha barrier- of
raak rose inevitably between us.
enforcing separstloa sad a life
apart She. the dsugbter of the
Marqula d'Envllle. would go bsck
lo tbe court, leaving me to tbe
old lite of camp and field. The

PORTE'S LIFE DEPENDS ON TINY COMPASS SAYS AN EXPERT

IF*INSTRUMENTS* FAIL HE AND ASSISTANT ARE BOTH DOOMED

NOTED AEROPLANIST TELLS ABOUT DANGERS OF EXPEDITION

Tuning up the engines for trial flight of "America." I.leui Porte ta the central flgwrc tec-
lag the camera, and Is seen directing his worhmea.

drssm wss dons.
I felt tha light touch of hat

haad on my siesta, aad lifted my
eyes to bar faca.

What it is. Msaatear? You
are not glad."

"For your daar sska, yas,
Mademoiselle," I answered grave
I) "1 rejoice at yonr safety. Bag
surely you must realise what thla
will mean? You will return to
Psrls, and resume yoar position.
Laoula will never dars avow hla
roanectto* with this diabolical
plot of de Sauls's. Hs will smile
sad dlsHsu Is ss s monarch can
And I well, sll I shall retain of
yon will be tbe memory that oace
I wss of service."

"And why, Monslsiir"" her
voice earnest aad sincere. "Shell
I not still remain Camilla dEn
Wlle'"

"Of whose aature you have told
a creatine of moods, change-

able as the strange weave of silk
given your name. Think you I
have so soon forgotten the warn-

BY NORMAN R4>SE.
OAKWOOI) 11 Kit"UTS. N. T..

July 1 1 If the America' falls
to fly across the herring pond,'
It will be becsuse of just one
thing, snd one thing ealy—tha
aarat] st'lENTlFic MFFIOU—TY
OF IIUIiAMK' There, to my
mind. Is the big problem, which
only the artual flying test by
l.ieut, Porte can solve'

This is the opinion of liable
man yon Figyelnessy. who is both
an experienced snd daring avia-
tor, aad also one of the country s
foremost experts in aeroplane me-
chanics.

"Here Is the question ss
It preterafs itself to my mind,
after careful observation
snd study of the Wnnsataker
airship—AßK ITS N *. \ If;AT-
OHs l.nlVi TO II\\ t si r -
FICIENT AMI *.«-« I RATI'
Gl IDANCIK FROM THE I*-
-BTRI Ml VTS IPO\ M HICH
THll MIST DEITKNII TO
OIVE Till M THEIR
10l USE IX THE TKACh-
11^ WAftTKM OF AIR
WHICH THEY Ml ST TRAY-
EWE?

Ing of what s difference tha dawn
of s morrow might briag*"

There waa aa tnatsat of si-
lence. Thaa—"This Is tha mar-
row. Monsieur "

And yoa?"
I 1 have aot changed "

Incredulously, scarraly usiler-
atsadlag, 1 could but grasp bar
extaaded beads.

"Look at ana," I cried asgariy.

1 would see yoar eyas. Yaai
msan—"

Ths long lashes lifted shyly, •sweat sintls tn ths depths of tha
eyas suddenly revealed.

"That I love you. Moaatonr '
c c c

'Tis tha end of a \u25a0•Idler's
story , Just s rhspter or two torn
from out the history of a fight-
ing race The auaahtne waa em
our fares, the light of love la oar
hearts, and down below my isa-
ra tee rude steadily to ths rascaa.
Fi : me tha world was woa.

THE KNII

"For oae thiag. will the
nilItIMb- of the America he
given with sufficient pie«i-
atoa by the two aeraotda to
mshe the iwe of the sextant
ef value?

"For "mot l"cr. villi the
i oiii|ishh 11111:1111 true, and
trustworthy, la «4''tc of the
insnlatlng pre* tiiliiin. which
have been taken, snd whtrh
may he the caase of serious
deviation 7

"These, in my estimation.
an the great questions of
the flight, and the whole fa-
ton- of trsn«-oceani<' sem-
nsntic* may almosit be s-ild
to rest npon the manner In
which flu--, will l»e an—nered
ta Till-* ONK UtHHWIK-
I\«. t-oMHA T 'Mltteri uitti

Ingenuity aad Hie mighty
forces of nature.

"The machine Itself, with Us
huge translucent wings and por-
poise-like body, is in all ways per-
fect -a little alow to answer the
controls. It to true, ss are all ma-
chines with large spread, but
with aa inherent stability which
should enable it to forge ahead.

shaking off aerial currents \u25a0\u25a0
an acetn liner disregards the
w ultotapa ef the —•\u25a0"

Better telephone Main 13
and order the Times to

come to your home regu-
larly. You'll get four high
class novel- complete, with
the Times, each month
hereafter. A novel will
start each Monday aad
finish each Saturday. No
long waiting. You get a
complete novel each week.

tejrtlsl, Clot-Jag Cr H__~
VYomea aad Chlldrwa
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Between tha Caetae.

I Who is the Author of "Overland Red" 1
I THE BIGGEST ANONYMOUS SUCCESS IN YEARS 1

Published in March of 1914. this whimsical story of a poet tramp and California'-* gold and sunahnie has already run through edition after edition. THK TIMFN has setKired this latest popular book \u0084

as a special treat for its Novel a Week readers, and it will appear in The Times—serialized for the first fime -during th»? week of July X*, starting Monday, ending Saturday. Also THE TIMES has ' in- j|
dueed the publishers to satisfy the curiosity of thousands by allowing the name of the author to be published. . .

The Times Makes the First Announcement of the Author on Page 1 Today I
Don't miss this lpvable story, and when everybod- '* talking about it be able to say that yon. too, have read "OVERLAND RED/ WATCH FOR THE NAME OF TH I A I THOR OF THIS LEADER Y<

OF THK SIX BKST SELLERS. W

The Novel a Week for July Thirteenth Is "OVERLAND RED"!
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