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8YNOPSIS.

The story opena ot Monts Carlo with

ol Terance O'Rourke, & millitery fren
jance and somothing of a gambler, In his
hotel, Leaning on the bhalcony he neas a
beautiful mirl who asuddenly enlers  the
plovator and passes from sight. At the
gaming table O'Rourkae notlces two mon
wuh-hrnr[ him One I8 the Hon, #Hertds
Glynn, while his companion s \l'll!\'-llsl
Tea Trobes, n dusliat, The viscount tells
bim the VFrench governmeont has dire Lt
him to ‘l'llnr;rlg- an & man who would
undertake u secret misslon. At his apart
ment, O'Rourke, who hiad agree d to un-
dertake the misslon, finds & mysterious
letfer. The viscount arrives, hands a

ponlad package to O'Rovrke, who Ia not
o uptmpl.r until on the ocean. A pair of
Aainty slippers are scen protruding from
under a doorway curtaln, The Irlshman
finds the owner of the mysterious feat to
be his wife, Heatrix, from whom he had
run awiay o vear previous. ‘They are
reconclled, and opening the letter be Mnds
that & Rangoon law fArm offers  him
100,000 pounds for m jewal known as ihe
ool of Flame and laft to him by a dy-
ng friend, but now In kesping 'nf one
named Chambret in Algeria O Rourke
worsts the nobleman In a dugl.
blds O'Rourke farewell and he promises
10 soon return with the reward. Ho dis-
covers both (llynn and the viscount on
board the ship.

CHAPTER VIl—(Continued.)

By dawn they were ready to start]
and 8o, in the level rays of a sun that
)aemd a dazsling sphere of Intoler-
able llght, polsing Itself in the eastern
rim of the world am If undeclded
whether or no to take up lts fight
across the firmament, the little cara-
van rocked out into the fastness of
the desert, the Irishman in the van
sitting a blooded meharl as one to the
wilderness born.

On the geventh night they bivouack-
ed hard on the heels of the flying col-
umn, having for seven days pursued
it this way and that, zigzagging Into
the heart of the parched land,

Now, when they were come within
gix hours of their goal, reluctantly,
long after nightfall, O'Rourke gave
consent to halt, eonceding the ne-
cesslty; for wearluess welghed upon
their shoulders a great burden, and
the camels had become unusually sul-
len and evil tempered; If rest were
denfed them presently they would
become obstinate and refuse to follow
the road.

O'Rourke cloged his eyes and loat
consclousness with a sensation of fall-
ing headlong Into a great plt of ob-
Uvion, bottomless, eternal. Yet |t
seemed no more than a moment ere
he was sliting up and rubbing sight
into his eyes, shaken out of slumber
by his guide.

He stumbled to his feet and lurched
toward the camels, stlll but half
awake, When his genses cleared ir
ritation possessed him, His gulde had
been overzealous, He turned upon the
man and selzed bim roughly by the
arm.

“What the divvle!" he grumbled an-
grily, between a yawn and a chatter
of teeth—for the alr was bitter cold.
“The moon's not yet up!"

“Hush, Sidi!" Something in the
gulde's tone stilled his wrath. “The
Touaregg atre all about us, They have
been passing us throughout the
night—"

“Ye koew this and did not wake

me?"
I "There was no nead; we could not
have moved ere this without detection
Now, they are all astlr, and we in
the night, may pass for them—until
moon-up.”

The gulde turned away to rouse the

mehara, prodding them up, mutlnous,
snarling and ugly. In another fve
aninutes they were ngnln moving for-
ward. By the time the sllver rim of
the moon peered over the edge of the
et they were pelting on at full speed,
@an yet, apparently, undetected by the
flouaregs.
i An hour passed, and the chill In the
alr became more Intense; dawn was
at band, A sense of security, of dan.
gera left behind, came to the Irish.
man; he begnn to breathe more free
1y, though still the polished butt of a
repeating rifle swinging from the sad.
dle remained a comfort to hia palm,
He grew more confident, mentally at
euse, seeing the desert take shapo
in the moonlight and show itsell deso-
late on every hand

Even aa he galned assurance from
this thought, the guide turned In his
saddle and orled a warning: “The Tou-
aregg!" From that moment on both
wielded merclless whips. For out of
the moonlit wastes behind them had
shrilled a volce, cruel and wild, an-
nouncing discovery and the Inception
of the chase, The fugitivea had need
of no sharper spur,

A rifle shot rang sharp on the echoes
of that cry, but the bullet must have
fallen far short. A moment later, in:
deed, they opened a brisk, scattering
fire—naturally lneffectual, though the
bullats dropping right and left in the
sand proved that the chuse had got
within range.
¢ Kven with that warning, the end
iwis pesrer than he had dreamed or
‘hoped. It came In & twinkiiog and as
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sky: a flash of Nre ahead, a spitful
gnap and-—pttt! —the song of a bullet
gpeeding past his head.

The gulde pulled up with a jerk
O'Rourke, relnlng In  desperately,

swung his camel wide to avert the
threatensd eolliglon. Simultaneously
the sharp “Qul vive? of & Freach
gentry rang out, lond and swaest to
hear,

“Thank God!"™ sald the adventurer
in his heart. And aloud, "Friends!”
he cried, driviog past the sentry in &
eloud of dust
Hy a blesged miracle the man waa
quick of wit, and swift to grasp the
sltuation—of which, however, Lwl
must have had some warning from !
the rattle of firlug He screamed
something In O'Rourke’s ear as the
latter passed, and turning threw him-
gelf flat and begnn to pump the trig-
ger of his carblue, emptying the maga-
gine at the onsweeping llne of Tou-
ATeKE.

The alarm was hardly needed;
O'Rourks and the gulde swept on
over the sllp of a depression In the
desert and halted in the midst of a
camp already quickemed and alive
with shadowy figures running method-
feally to thelr posts, carbine and ac-
contrement gleaming In the moon-
light: men of the camel crops, hard-
ened to and famillar with thelr work.
They buckled down to It in a busi-
ness-llke way that thrilled the heart
of O'Rourke. In a trice they were
doubling out past lines of tethered
mebara, past the white hlllocks of
the officers’ shelter-tents and, like the
gentry, throwing themselves down
upon the ground to take shelter of
whatever Inequalities the face of the
desert offered; and thelr firing ringed
the blvoune with a fringe of flame,
O'Rourke slipped from hls camel
and turned to watch the skirmish.
Massed, the Touaregg, In strength
greater than the adventurer had be-
lleved—somethlng llke two hundred
mounted men, in all—charged down
upon the camp as If to over-run and
stampede It

Yet at the critical moment, when
it seemed that of a surety there was
no stopplong them, they divided and
swung round the camp In two wide
clrcles, scattering Into open order and
firing as they scattered. Here and
there a horse fell, a rider threw out
his hands and toppled from his sad-
dle, n camel soemed to buckle at full
tilt ke a faulty plece of machinery;
and so gaps appeared In the flying
wings.

For the men of the flylng ealumn
were ploked shots. They had need to
be, who had such tasks us this to cope
with,

Nor—for that matter—were the Tou-
aregg the only sufferers. Here and
there In the camp a man plunged for-
ward In mid-stride, and on the firlng
line beyond the tents now and agaln
a sharpshooter shuddered and lay still
upon hls arms. Even at O'Rourke's
side an officer was shot as he ran to
the front, and would have fallen had
not the Irlshman caught him with
pady arms and let him .easily to the
earth. As he did so the stricken man
rolled an agonlzed eye upward.

“"O'Rourke!” he sald between a
Eroan and a slgh.

And O'Rourke, kneeling at his side
and peering loto his face, gave a bit-
ter cery. For bhe had found Chambret

CHAPTER Vil

Preparations for breakfast were to-
ward; an aroma of coffes and bacon
hung In the still, erlap alr. The troop-
ers were bustling about as If noth-
ing had happened, laughing and jok-
lng, clenning rifles, feeding the me-
hara, striking tents, drawing water
from the palm-ringed well round
which the camp had been made,

Out of sight beyond the edge of the
sunken oasls & detachment was dig-
ging shallow trenches for the dead.

In the open Chambret lay dylng, a
stark grim figure io the growing
light. O'Rourke sat by his side, near
the head of the improviséd litier, el-
bow In knee, chin In hand, eyes Oxed
on the face of his friend.

Just before sunrise the man on the
litter stirred, moaned, opened his eyes
and turned his head to see O'Rourke.
He smiled wanly. “Mon aml"” he sald
in tones falnt yet thick,

The Irishman rose, “Don't talk.,”
sald he. "I'll be calllng the surgeon.”

But Chambret stayed him with a
gosture. “Has he not told you, dear
friend?* he asked.

O'Rourke hesitated.
what?"*

“That my wound was futal—mortal?
» Surely he must bave told you.
it Is wo. Presently | dle Con-
tent. Let him be—this sur
geon: 1 mm beyoud his ald., Attend
to me, In my last moments, O'Rourke,
my friend."”

The adventurer vaclilated, torm by

“Told me

an agony of compassion, “I must do
something for ye,” he sald miserably.
OiLh “I must do eomething,
What can 1 do?”

"Comfort me.” The dying man
clogad his eves and lay still for n It-
tle. “"You are not gone, O'Rourke?”
ho asked presently,

“I'm here, be your glde, mon ami"”

“Tell me . . . of madame , .

your wife. She 18 well?"”

“She {8 very well, Chambret,”

"You have scen hor recently 1™

"Within ten days.,”

“You have
her?"

“No—and yes, 'T'was not for lack
of love for her that 1 gave her yp—"

“Yes,” sald Chambret Impatiently.
“That I understand. . , . 1 com-
prehend utterly your feeling, . . .
But you owe her happiness, though
yon sacrifice your own—everything—
to glve it her. She loves you . , .
as she might have loved even me had
you not come Into her life.”

Irus. o

“You are about to pocket your
scruples that she may have her due
portlon of happiness?"

“I've promised, Chambret.”

«“l am glad. But you—what
has brought you hither?”

“I—1 wished to see ye,”

But the dylng are oftentimes and
strangely endowed with curious in-
sight Into matters beyond their ken.
Without perceptible hesitation Cham-
bret made thls apparent.

returned to

sald with conviction.

“"How did ye know?"

“It I8 true, then? . I fancled
80; I knew that some day you would
come to claim It, Hend neaver
to me, . . The Pool of Flame is
In the keeping of my good friend, the
Governor-General of Algeria. It is all
arranged. When I am gone, take my
slgnet ring, tell him your name, and
demand the package—a small morocco-
leather box, wrapped in plaln brown
paper and superseribed with my name
and yours. He knows nothing of its
value, save that it s great, and will
deliver It to you and only you without
question, That is all"”

The hand that clasped O'Rourke’s
was like ice.

“Chambret!”™

*Bestrixs. . . 0"

The cold fingers relaxed. Gently
O'Rourke dlsengnged his hand and put
It to the pitiful, torn bosom of the
man who had dled with his wife's
name upon his lips,

CHAPTER IX.

Shortly before midnight the tri-
weekly train from Constantine to Al-
glers pulled up over an hour late at
the town of El-Guerrah. It took up a
single passenger, discharged nouve, and
presently thundered .on westwards,
rocking and jarring over a road-bed
certalnly no better than it should have
bean. Buch, at least, was the passen-
ger's critlclsm, as, groaning In an-
ticipation of the long night of discom-
fort ahead of him, he disposed himself
and his belongings about the cushlons
of the firstclass compartment which
ha occupied In solltary grandeur.

O'Rourke had no intentlon of leay-
Ing anything undone that might tend
to mitigate the terrors of the journey.

Five days had elapsdéd since that
morning in the oasis, In the Interval
he had ngain dared the danger of the
desert, returning to Riskra alone by 2
route more direct than that which had
brought him up with the flylng col-
umn. Discharging the guide with a
gratulty larger than his ebbing means
warranted, he had proceeded to El-
Guerrah by the first dally train, and
80 pow found himself on the .direct
line of communication with Alglers
and the Governor-General.

Hia chiefest concern now lay with
the future and the Pool of Flame;
both bulked large upon the horizon
and were at once the architects and
the nuclel of a thousand diferent
plans of action.

So far, the affalr had worked
smoothly; he anticipated Httle trow
ble.

8o thinking he drowsed, and In the
course of time lulled by the hammer-
Ing of a flat-whee! at the forward epd
of the coach, fell asleep. He waken-
ed suddenly after a nap of some two
hours or so, to a conlusion of impres-
slons: that the traln had stopped;
that some one had luvaded his com-
partment; that n cold blast was blow-
Ing across his wrists. Hewlldered and
pot half master of his senses, he start-
ed up and fell back with a thud, as-
slsted to resume a recumbent position
by a heavy blow upon his chest, deliv-
ered by some verson for the moment
unknown., Simultaneously be was
aware of a cllcking sound, followed by
the sensation of being unable to move
his feet; and then, the clouds clearing

from his understanding, he realized

“You have come for the ruby,” he |
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that the cold upon his wrists was that
of steel. With handeuffs also on his
ankles, he lay helpless, unable even
to protest because of a cloth wadded
tightly Into his mouth and a firm hand
that proevented ejection

Other hands were rifling his pock-
ots, swiftly but after a bungling fash-
lon, The train, having paused briefly
at Setif (he aftorwards located the
station by conjecture), began to
move Rgain, was presently in
full thundering flight. Abruptly the
examination of his person—which
| was s0 thorough that It Included
| the opening of his shirt to as-
| sure the thieves that he carried noth-
ing In the shape of a money-belt—
was concluded and the adventurer
was roughly Jerked into a sitting po-
sltion, At the same time his gag was
removed.

He gasped, blinked, coughed, and
rolled a resentful eye around the com-
partment. “Ha the powers!” he sald
huskily; and no more. At first glance
it became apparent that he had mis-
caleulated the audaclty and resource
of the vicomte and Mr. Glynn. They
had lterally eaught him napping.

The Honorable Bertle, O'Rourke dls-
covered kneeling In the act of turning
the adventurer’'s travellng gear inside
out; at least, he seemed to be try-
Ing to do so. Monsieur le Vicomte
des Trebes on the contrary was seat-
ed at ease, facing O'Rourke, a revolver
on the cushion beslde him, his In-
terest concentrated not upon his cap-
tive, upon his collaborator. O'Rourke
remarked an expression on the Prench-
man’'s face, a curious compound of
eagerness, triuvmph and apprehension.

Without notlng the Irlshman’s ejec-

ulation, he addressed Glynn: “Find
t?"

“No—worse luck!"” grumbled the
Englishman, rising and kicking the
hand-bag savagely., “There Isn't so
much as a scrap of paper anywhere
about him.”

The vicomte favored O'Rourke with
a viclous glance, muttering something
about a thousand devils. The Irish-
‘man, quick to grasp the sltuation and

—

opificantly he clinked the Bundouffs un
til they rang on wrist and ankle.

“Answer me!"” anarled the vicomta,
picking up his revolver.

“Divvle a word,” observed O'Rourkas,
“will yo get from me If yeo shoot me
dead, monsleur le vicomte. Put down
your pistol and be sensible.”

Den Trebes' face darkened, wsuf-
fused with the blood of his rage. Yet
the man asserted that admirable con-
trol of self which he was able to em-
ploy when it sulted his purposes. Evl-
dently, too, he recognized the cold
common-gense of the wanderer's re-
mark, At all events he put aside the
weapon,

“Where's the letter?” he demanded
agaln, more pacifically.

Agaln O'Rourke yawned with mal-
ice prepense, yawned deliberately and
exhaustively and dlsgpassionately.
“Not a word,” he volunteered at
length, "until ye loose me hands and
feet. Which," he added, “ye need not
hesitate to do, for 1'l1 not strike back
~—unless ye crowd me'"

The vicomte scowled darkly for a
moment, plainly dublous. Then pre-
sumahly upon the consideration that
he could trust O'RHourke’'s word and
that most assuredly he would learn
nothing from him untll his request
was compllied with, he growled an or
der to Glvnn to unlock and remove
the handeuffs, The Englishman obey-
ed,

Free, O'Rourke strelched himsefl,
rubbed his wrists, and observed a
collection of his pocket hardware ly-
Ing upon the seat by him, thrown
aside by Glynn In his disgust at not
finding what he sought.

“Ye'll not be wantilng to deprive
me of there few trifles. me gay high-
waymen, I'm thinking?" he,Inquired
placidly of the palr. “If ye've no ob-
jectlion I'll make so free as to take
back me own,”

“Take what you want,” returned
Des Trebes In an ugly tone. “But—
I give you three miuutes to tell me
where you have putl that letter.”

“Indeed? Your courtesy overpowers
me,” The Irishman took up his wateh
and calmly made a note of the hour—
hard upon three in the morning; then,
with easy nonchalance stowed it away
with tlee rest of the miscellaneous col-
lection—the knlves, colns and keys,
his wallet, tickets and so forth,

"“Your time,” the wvoice of the vi-
comte Interrupted this occupation, “is
up.” He fingered hls revolver “Where
is that letter? I am losing patience.”

“Where rust nor moth cannot eor-
rupt nor thieves break in to steal”
O'Rourke misquoted solemnly.
“Steady. Don't call names—or I'll
forget meself. 1 mean that the letter
is In fragments, scaitered to the four
winds of heaven, destroyed. There ye
have your answer. Ye fools, did ye
think I would earry it about me?”

"By God!" said Glynn tensely. “No
—fon't shoot him, Des Trebes! He's
telling the truth, Make him tell what
was In the letter”

“I'm afrald 'tis useless,” O'Rourke
mocked them. *“I have forgoiten the
contents. What use to me to re-

member?” he demanded, inspired.

-

They Had Literally

Inwardly exulting, acknowledged Des
Trebes' attentlon with & winning
smile.

“Ouod evening,” he gald, and nodded
amiably.

“Oh, shut up!” snapped tha Honor-
able Bertls, unhandsomely. “Where's
that letter?”

O'Rourke chuckled, “Ye're a hard
loser, me bright young friend" he
comwented. *I though Eoglishmen
always played the game as It lald.”

Glynn grunted and flushed, shame-
faced, but the Freochman cut short
the retort on his lips by a curt repe.
tition of Glynn's own question:

“Where's that letter, monsieur?

O'Rourke glanced at Lim languldly,
yawned, and smiled an exasperating
strictly personal smlle. Then sig
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Caught Him Napping.

“What made ye think I would have
It at all? Sure, and the letter was
properly Chambret's,. Why would I
not turn It over to him?"

“Oh, cut 1t!" Giynn interrupted im-
patlently. “We know he's dead. The
news was hellographed In from the
column day before yesterday.”

“Qulite so. Yet, If ye know so much,
if—as 1 gather—ye suspect that Cham-
bret turned over this preclous jewel
to me, why do ye not demand it as
well as the letter? Not that 1 have

elther.”

“Because we jolly well know you
haven't got the ruby,” blurted the
Englishman,

“Be qulet,” smapped the vicomie

HOW GIRLS
MAY AVOID
PERIODIC PAINS

The Experience of Two Girls
Here Related For The
Benefit of Others,

Rochester, N. Y.—“I have a daugh-
ter 13 years old who has always been
very healthy until recently when she
complained of dizziness and cramps every
month, so bad that I would have to keep
her home from school and put her to bed
to get relief.

“After giving her only two bottles of
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-

nd she is now enjoying the best of
ealth, I cannot praise your Compound
too highly. I want every good mother
to read what your medicine has done for
my child.”” —Mrs, RiceARD N. DUNHAH,
811 Exchange St., Rochester, N.Y.
Stoutaville, Ohio.~**1 suffered from
headaches, backache and was very irreg-
- = ular. A friend ad-
vised me to take
4 Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Com-
pound, and before I
had taken the whole
of two bottles I
found relief. I am
only sixteen years
T, | old, but 1 have bet-
A \\\\t\\} | }!| ter health than for
"\ '\ "/ I /] two or three years.
- I cannot express my
thanks for what Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound has done for me.
I had taken other medicines but did not
find relief.'’—Miss Cora B. FosNAuGH,
Stoutsvilla, Ohio, R.F.D., No. L

Hundreds of such letters from moth-
ers expressing their gratitude for what
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
ﬁmnd has accomplished for their daugh-

rs have been received by the Lydia E.
Pinkham Medicine Company, Lynn, Masa.
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Reading maketh a full man. So does
the wine when It's red.

l For yeara Garfleld Toa has besn on the mare

kot. This must mean a remedy worth while

\ Perhaps Lot's wife was turned to

salt because she was too peppery.

It Does.
“Dio you find this presidential pref-
erential primary pugzling?”
“Well, it makea you mind your p's.™

The Worst of It,
“Do you keep a cook, Mrs. Subub *
“Madam, I not only keep the cook,
but also her entire family.”

Only Thinking.
“Where are you thinking of golng
this summer?"”
“I'm thinkiog of England, Norway,
and Scotland, but I'll probably go to
Punk DBeach.”

How He Got Them.

“Dat feller 'Rastus 8Skinah done
bin talkin® a powahful lot 'bout how
he's a-ralsin’ chickens.”

“Sho! He doan' mean 'raisin’, he
means ‘Hitin’"—Catholle Standard
and Times,

Tne Worm's Way.

“The Hon, Stephen Coleridge, the
English antl-vivigsectionist,” sald an
anti-vivisectionlst of Philadelphia, “Iy
delighted with the recent English vivi-
gection report, which promises to
abolish even the use of the live balt in
fishing,

“Mr, Coleridge once argued here In
Philadelphia about the cruelty of fish-
ing with worms.

*“'0b, his opponent pald, ‘the mere
fact that a worm writhes and wriggles
when impsled on a hook iz no proof
that it is actually suffering pain.

**No, oh, no!' sald Mr., Coleridge,
sarcastically, ‘Beyoud doubt that is
just the worm's way of laughing at
being tickled." ™

rIn the Growth
of Corn

there's a period when the
kemels are plumped out with
a vegetable mik, most putn-
tious.

1.

the

nally

As the corn ripens
“milk" hardens, and £

becomes almost fliaty.

Post
Toasties

Are made from this hard pan
of choice selected com.

carefully cooked; treat-
sugar and sal; rolled
into thin bits; then toasted 1o
an appetizing brown—with-

out a hand touching the food.
It has been said that Post

Toasties are the most de-
liciously flavoured particles of
cereal food yet produced,

One can render an opini
upon trial, .

“The Memory Lingers”
Sold by Grocers

Postum Cereal Company, Lid
Battle Creek, Mich,

(TO BE CONTINUEDY
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