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The Unspeakable Turk.

§ 1

By GEORGE HORTON.

Synopais af Preceding  hapters,

(Copyright, 10, by George Horton.)
Joihn Curtls, & voung Ametican, who
haneen Lo be In ther i the cuthreak of
he Groco-Turkish war, jJoins w flibustering
wpadition to Uret The fti's veusrel In
reeked, but Curtls, accompanied by Lieu-
nant Lindbohm, a roldler of fortang, &nd

n natdve Cretan, Michall, resch the imland

Wy, They artlve nt o n VIllage and are |
! 1; for

by the Inhabltant C'urtin has

juredl his foot on a sea urchin He ia
iraed hy Panayvoin, the priest’'s daugiler,
g few days word comes of the afdvance
the ‘furks under Kostakes foward the
wha., The Cretans gither in the pa=ss, the
n fghting and the women and glirls
coping up beacon fires. Thifty Turks are
led, but Michall is badly wounided and
nayoln in capturid by Kostakes .

——

CHMAPTER XIL
CHArkK!" sald Curtis, who wans altting In
door of the parsonage. “What's that?"

{ dldo’t hear anything,” replled Michall
[ did. 1 believe It was & gun. It was
& falpt throb in the alr. There 1L goes

s, There they go!™

Mo wiintnke was posnible this time. ¢

“Phey're coming through.” sald Michall,

Ing upon hin elbow. *“‘The Turks wiil be

ro pretty quick, now, | think.”

Healio,” crled Curtls, “there comes the
¢ march. There he goes Into that house.
yw he comes out—there he goes Inlo an
¢ yer—whit's up, 1 wonder? Here he
¢ mos!"

Kur' Nikolakl looked |n at the door. His
fame was flabby with fatigne anM his under
1 1 had deopped peresptibly, enlarging the
194 pite beneath hig eyes into gomicireles.

What {& 1t What Is it?" suked Cdrtie,
v ho had not clearly understoad the few
]

reled words addressed by the demarch to

hli

They're nearly out of cartrldeon, They
¢ 't hold the pase over an hour longer.
1 oy're going to gend the flocks and the

men and chlldren down to the sea. The
Aoage owna @ lot of ealques there, Then
{0 men will eetrent last, fighting, ehooling
a1l the time.*

‘Aut whit are vou quarrelling about?”

“0, nothing. Nothing at il

it did not tuke the Ambellakians long to
g k up. The most tronsured  helongings
wi s thrown ot blankets, which word
! A inte houlas or bundles, and then
gw.y for the ravine and the sea!

A mother dashed by the house with a
$at o under her left arm and a hundle aver
he  tight shounlder, Another dragged two
¢l htoned chilldren along the stony streat,
clvishing tght a tiny wrist with each hand,
An aged couple doddered by, the man with
geel o wnd palsied hand striving to support
the ~oman, who clung to o frame eontains
fng  wo bridal wreaths, From amid the
tad | orange hlossoms amiled the une
wrl iled eyes of a shy mountain girl and a
no pallkarl—mun's work lasts so much
Bottor than man himself—and these hridal
were: s are saved for a lfetime o Crete.

T - confusion grew to fronzy. A parrof-
ke hatter and sereaming of women flled
the (ir. A florid housewife stumbled and
whe: ted down the street, carrying a pair of

fong andled coffes stew pang. She did nat
kunv what they were, hut had selzed them
thror “n force of hahit, Angiher hore @
chea chromo, representing ekin-clad hunt-
ers | custlng spenrd into A number of co-
fossa’ npolar bears. She fell and Jabhed her

%nee through the pieture, hut pleked up the
gram: onA ran on with that.  Scrips, or bage
uf pl1 and brightly .eolored wool, af which
two oF more are to be found in every Cretan
penen- s houae, were hanging from the arms
and souldern of many of the fugitives

The demarch eameo in agaln. accompnnied
by L ndbohm and a stinlwart mountaineer
Tho (weds had & gun In his left hand. 1In
the r-ime of hiz powder-blackened face his
eves | ioked connaturally blue. Fut they wers
no longer ehildiike. It was rather the blue
of 4n "UETY sen

Sy qayota’e taken,"” he suld to Curlls,

1 Lnow I

Pt ore's nothing to be done now except
to relly the men and rescus her'' The
Bwede did not talk lke a4 man in despalr.
$o seemed, an the contrary, exalted by a
Ereat resolve

CWe will get together and fall upon Kos-
takes llko n thunderboll, We'll not let him

go fur. And if he Harms a halr o1 her
head He doubled his ponderous flat and
shook it. Then he whirled about briskly

and pared at Michali

“Weo take vou someliow,” he sald. “We'll
he as careful as we can, They'll kill you if
you stay here”

1 rot g0, replled Michall, *'1 have sald
it to the domarch. Take two strong men 10
ecarry me, They better be fighting. lLeave a
gun with me. When they find me I kill two,
thiree Turke. 10a' ha! ha! By God, 1 sur-
s prive tham! So I die!™

“Clome, no more of this d—d4 foallshness,'
sald Lindbohm. 1 take him on my back,
and the ghepherd bhere take you,” turnlng to
Curtis

But Curtls had been thinking very fast,
and the bright image of his beautiful and
hight-spirited hostess in the hands of the
Turks had sharpened his wits 1o an extraor-
dinary degree

“Lock here, Lindbohm." he sald, spenking
wory tapidly., “I'll stay here and look out
for Panayolis. They won't kill me, I'm a
nencombatant, and the Turks won't be a0
apt to abwse the girl whey there's a for-
elgaor aniong them. Help me Lo the wine
eave, T'H hide there til) the right moment
and then LIl give myself up.*

Lindbohm saluted,

“1 would not have asked 11" he sald, “bhut
it 1s the bhiave thing to do. Ah tell the
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| bohm, holding out his

eifully fainted, and remaloed uncons qunl
wntil  the Swxde, panting with exertion,
| bounded through the arbor into the dim

eorrespondent,

officer you'ra A& newspapar
Thnt's the safest thing'

The firing had ceased entirely for several
minutes. Now rapld foolateps were heard
Looking toward the door Curtis saw & Cretan
ghepherd fling by, He was running low to
the ground, carrying his gun horizontally
like & man hunting--or belng hunted. An-
other and another passed.

“We have Nive minutes pnow,”’ said Lind-
arma to Michall
“They have glven up the pasy. Come! Must
1 take you or will you come on my back?"

“1 come,’”” replied Michall, “to the wine
cave,"

Lindbobhm kneeled by the divan and Mi-
chall put hls arms about his neck. The
Bwedo arose, wrenching from the Crefan's
throat & groan that ended in a low, sharp
shriek

“O<h-h-ah-h!"

Lindbohm strode from the door, followed
by the demarch and the shepherd, the lust
mentioned carrying Curtis.

Five or six shots, followed by a numerous
and pereistent fueilinde, were heard,

“"Now | think they come through,'” miut-
tered Lindbohm, breaking into a run. Mi-
chall was breathing o tremulous, fajut
gronng hetween His get teoth, Then he mer-

cave,

The demarch ran to his wine harrels, and
pulling an empty on around parallel with the
will, smashed {n its end with butt of A mus-
ket, using the weapon as though It .were a
battering rim. Michall was shoved in the bar-
rel as tetiderly an possible and the broken
pleces were laid in beslde him. Then they
pushed the tun back into place, with the
apen end agalost the wall.

YAnd you?"' sald Lindbohm, turning to
Ourtis, wha was sitting upon the table
whore the shepherd had dropped hlm.

“Save yourselves!' erled the Americuan,
pointing to the door. A shepherd, standlng
behind the plantain tree, was alming at
something above him. He fired, and, jerking
the empty shell from his smoking plece,
relonded. Three Cretans darted to the rear
of the cafe, trailing hlus ropes of amoke
from the muzzles of their guns The man
behind the tree started after them, but
stopped at a erash of munketry and dropped
his gun with n ching! among the rocks.
His legs broke at the knees as though some
one had playfully jabbed them from hehind
Aa he instinctively threw forward his arms
to save himeelf from falllng his elbows
collnpsed and hie hande fell Hmply at his
wriet, llke penguln's wings. He was dead
before hls body reached the ground. |

Lindbohm enatched his musket from the
table und ran from the cafe, followed by
the demarch and the shepherd. Curtls |
slipped into a corner hohind the huge oil
eorook. The sound of firing continued, but |
no one came into the cafe. Ten minutes, |
twenty minutes, passed by, They scemed |
houtrs to the American. Occasionally tml
heard a sput, sput against the outside of
the soft wall. Once a ftha! like the hissing
of a eat, was followed by a humming sound,
ue a bullet, slightly flattened by the sand,
sang in through the open door.

It dld not ecour to him that these things
wore dnngerous,

“f must ses what they are daing,’ he sald
“It's & good fight! It's n good fight!"

He slld around the smooth, cool erock
#nd leaned out from his hiding place. He
rould aee nothing but a strip of the open
door and a huge vine, sturdy as the trunk
of u lree. He jumped back just in time
to aave himself. The ciafe w & poured full
of Turks, bringing Panayota .od her father.
An officer, young, slender and wvery hand-
some, dropped Into a chalr and lald his un-
shenthed sword befors him on o table. Thﬂ'
soldlers fell respectfully back, leaving the
girl and the priest standing facing the
ofMoer Ampates slunk in the background
with Panayota's Cretan knife in his hand.
It was he who had led the way to the
women, by a round-about path.

A long conversation ensued, In which
Kostakes offondl spoke with Insinunting
swoelness, smiling continually and accasion-
ally twirling the ends of hin small, dark
moustache, His intentlons with reference
ta Pannyota were honorable, he sald., The
priest begun In o pleading tone and ended
with a fiery denunciation Onoe or twice
a  soldier stepped threateningly toward
him, bt  Kostukea waved the would-be
murderer back with & slight gesture or nls
most {mpercoptible movement of the head.
Panayola was magoificent. She seemed at
no moment to have any doubt of herself.
She stood erect, pale, calm, contemptuous,
until near the end of the Interview when,
with an Incredibly qulck movement, she
anntched the sword from the table and, turn
ing the hilt toward her father, threw back
her head and closed her ayes, The ofMicer
with a loud ery sprang to his feet, tipping
over the table, and a soldier knocked the
weapon harmlessly Into the air. All the
Turks in the room leaped upon Papus-
Malecko, who fought like a cornered cnt,
wounding one, two, three of his assailants,
The Turks did not dure shoot for fear of
killing thelr oMeer and the girl, Curtls
came from his biding place. crying hoarsely
In English:

“"T'anayotn! For God's sake! For God's
sake! Panayota!' and then: “Dan’t shogt!
Don't el You'll Kill Panayota!"

But it was no part of Kostalkes effendi’s
plun to kil Panayoia's farker in her pres-
ence, ns will be soon heréufter, A Turk,
cooler than the rest, reaching over the
heads of his comradew, dropped the butt of
& rifie on the brave man's skull and he sank
to the ground. Panavota fell on her kneos
bealde him, fumbling Iu his halr sod sob-
bing. “Papa! Papa'"

The heart bas & little vocabulary of Its
own, which It has spoken from the begiuning
of the world, the same for all peoples, un-
chauged In the confusion of tongues. Curtls
was not notlced lo the tumult untll he had
forced his way into the officer's very pres-
ence, where he stood, shaking his fret and
shouting, «till In his own tongue:

"This (s a 0—d ghame! Do you hear
me? A d—A4 shame! You're a scurvy hlack-
guard to treat a girl In tMat way, 1f 1 had
you alone about five minutes 1'd show you
what 1 think of you!"

Two or three soldlers sprang forward and
a petty officer halt drew his sword, but
Kostakes, mstonished st hearing a language
which he did not understand, but which
he surmised to be oliher German or English,
motioned them back

“Qui etes vous, monsleur, et que faites
vous Lef?" he asked In the French which
he had learned at the High school at Canea,

“Je suls Americaln, correspondent du—du
—New York Age," replied Curtis

“Ah, ebarme! charme! Comment dites
vous en Anglals? Welcome, Je suis Kos-

takes effend|, capitaine de cavalrle, a votre
service!"

CHAPTER X111,

Curtis did not find It 50 easy to BApross
bln feellngs in French to this smiling ofMcer
with the atralght. large nose, duzzling white
teeth and cordial muanner, whe wore an
inverted réd fower pot for a hat. French 1

no lapguage for & solf-respecting man to

swear in, anyway. Desides, one doesn't

learn A& vocabulary sultable te eritical orea-
wlone In Ollendorf All Curtle could think
of was “Iache" sacrs Bl And enram-
ba.”"  The firee 4ld nol seem appropriate
tho second loet its force by truns!ating ftaef
in his mind into Eaglish, and he wasn't
certaln whetber the last was Fretnch, Span-
lah or Iialian, so he arked:

“Is this lady a prisoner of war?' And
Kostaken answered

“Monsleur (s as gallant as he l8 brave
I give you my word of honor that nelther
the lady nor her father shall vome to Any
harm. s that sufMclent?”

It had to be, 6o Curtls, belng anything but
a fool, replied

A gentleman’s word of honor is always
sufMelent.*

“And now,”" continued Kostakes, "bheing a
non-cotmbutant, you are at perfect liberty 1o
follow your own wisles, Wil you retaln
hore or go with us We shall be charmed
I assure you, charmed to hiva your soclety.”

““How long will you stay here™"’

“About an hour Just long enough o
aolect any gpolls of war and burn the town.'

“*Burn the town?"

SUNDAY,
absolitely sure that the skull wss not frac-
tured

UNOS Be replied, ‘it 1e tiot broken."
Fhank Goda! Thank Cod'"” cried
Prunayoln

The priest put hla hiand on hls dsughter's
rhoulder and shufed to his feet, He stux-
gered & little and caught his head o his
bands -

A, papa! papa'" eried the girl, throwlog
| her arma about his neck.
“Bah! I'm all right.

that's all."

“Nothing broken. Nothing broken,'® re-
iterated Curtis. “The blood is from the—"
he dld not know the word for skin, so he
Mfted up a MHitle tent on the back of hia
jeft hand with t(he finger and thumb of
his right.

“Nothing, nothing at all,” sald the priest.
Patayota turned her eyes toward the smoky
!nnd cobwebbed rafters and crossed hereelf.
The sateel cro#s in the door leaped to n

I was a Hitle dizsy,

parallel of presented muskeds, and Kostakes
(offendi reappenred.
{he gazed perplexedly at

Twirllog his mustache,
the group withla

“I AM AN AMERICAN CITIZEN. Do

NOT LET ME (G0, YOU WILL 8UFFER FOR 1T."

“Cortainly, this s war. and war. even
for & natlon so highly civilized as Turkey
ponsists in dolng your enemy ns much bharm
as poseible.” -

Curtls glanesd uneasily at the row of bar.
rels in the eave Here wis a now dilemma
Should he glve up the brave Cretan and
appeal to Kostakes' manliness and chivalry?
He looked at the Turk shrewdly somehow
he did not have confidence In him

Besldes, Michuli could understand French
It he were connclous he could eall out and
give himeelf up, If he thought It were anfe

“1 would stay here. ' thought Curtis, “and
ask him to leave me the cafe as a shelter.
But there'sa Panayota, | mustn't desert her.”

The firlng hnd ceased and the loosting had
bpegun. Turke darted by the door In the
abandoned glee of destruction, or pussed
more slowly, draggiog bedtleks, doors,
pleces of furnlture and other inflammable
artlcles, which they were casting upon a
great boanfire in the equure, A wave of
ribald mughter, that started somewhere In
the distance and ran nearer and louder,
eplashed I(nto the cpen door. A soldler
danced In with an elkon of the holy virgin
und held it up for the guard to spit upen
ft.  Then he tossed It into the firea.  The
priest, who was silting on the floor, sup-
ported by the kneeling Panayota, covered
hig eyes with his hande and ehnddered with
horror. ‘The (rellls for the demarch's grape
arbor came dgwn with & ¢rash and wos
wrenched loose from the grip of the despair-
Ing vines. The benches whereon the gossip
shepherds had been wont to sit and sip thelir
coflee bore company o the fire with the

| only rocking chalr in the village, In which a

very old lady had used to sway to and fro
and sing lullabies of her forgotten childhood.
A enldier selzed one of the talilea within the
cnfe and tosged It through the open door
Then he dragzed out & long bench, that
seraped and epluttered on the floor of bhard-
beaten earth, Two othets braced them-
yelves between the wall and the oll erock,
An Inspiration fashed through Curtls' mind

“Stop! stop!™ he shouted. It & full of
Qil the Indy on the floor.”

“Mulss certninment,'” eried Kostakes, and
he #ent the soldlers from the room.

“The same argument will apply to the
wine barrels,” _reflected Curtls. “They
would have been at them In a minute more.*

“Doe® monsleur elect to stay with us or
with the Greoka?' asked the captain, “"We
must leave here immedintely, b®ore the
Greeks return with reloforcement and selze
the ravine.' v

“It T might be permitted to go with you?
But 1 am lame; | hpve hurt my foot.™

“1 regret greatly to hear 1t.  Not serlously,
I hope?"

Y'No, 1 stepped on a—a thorn:" he did
not know the French ward for sea urchin,

“1 will glve a horse—my own, If neces-
mary. I shall be charmed, charmed, And
now, perhaps you will excuse me one mo-
ment whilp I marshal the force?  Perhapes.
algs, you will look at the priest's head. |
regret that our surgeon was killed in the
attack."

Riging, he saldl a few words In freek to
Panayotn, bending deferentially  with his
hand cn his heart.  His tonea wora musical
and earnest and Curtis understond him al-
ment porfectly.  He spoke high Greek vory
distinotly. © He expréssed regret for Papas-
Malocko's hurt, and assured the girl of his
undying love.

“You are the cause of all this ruin, fairn
sronture,” he murmured earnestly, “My
love for you brought me here, Have uo
fonrs.  You shall be treated lke n queen,
Not & huir of your head nor of your father's
ghall be harmed. AL T ask (s & litle love
in return.’

8he made no reply. Bhe 14 not even
ook up. Curtls felt a groat apasm of rage
contrnet his heart aAnd & queer slckness
swoop down upon him, He wanted to kill
Kowtakes, he did not know exactly why.
The man certalnly had n right to love the
girl; it is any man's inaltennble right, es-
tablished from the beglnning of the world,
to love any girl: and the protestations of
protection were ¢xactly what Curtls wanted,
but somehow they made him sick and mad.
In the tnidst of all this kllling, why couldn’t
he do a litle for himself? Then Kostakes
beut lower and attempted to 1ift Panayota's
honds to his lips. She threw his arm frony
her with horrer, and, shrinking back, with
double fists, looked at him with such an
ague of open-mouthed, staring Jdlsgust as no
Digse or Bernhardt ever dreamed of,  Curtls
folt quite friendly toward Kostakes, who
bowed solemuly, with hand upon heart, and
strode from the room. Two sentinels took
thelr places inside the open door and closed
it with erossed bayonets,

CHAPTER X1V,

Curtls parted the long hale earofully on
Papas-Malocko's head with his fAogers and
looked for the wound

“1 ought to have heen a doctor,” he sald
to Panayc a,

8he smiled, a little fleeting smile thut was
sadder than tears, Her hale, that had
been wound Into a greai coll at the bagk of
her head, had slipped partly loose. Even
as she looked up at Curtis the glossy rope
writhed like o lving thing and & massive
loop dropped down upon her temple
Though her cheeks ware pale, her lips were
still  red—Curtls had never noticed till now
how red und velvely they ware,

“Is he badly hurt?* she asked.

Papas-Malecko's  hair was elotted with
blood from the broken skip, buteCurtis made

YOU SEE THAT? VOILA! [IF YOU DO

the ¢afe, but recovered himself In a moment
and advanced smiling.

“Ho his reverence {8 quite well again! 1
am glad to see It, very glad. I feared that
his skull wne fractured. A musket butt ls
no plaything."”

The Turk assisted Curtls to the door and
into a cavalry saddle on the back of a re-
gpectable looking horse,

“It Is the horse of my sous lleutenant,’
explained Kostakes, “who really prefers to
wilk—Lieutenant Gadben, monsieur—hut 1
have not the honor of knowing your name."”

“Curtin "

“M. Curtls, American journallst.*

Holf an inch of saber cut disfigured the
| Nentenant's left temple. Curtls wondered
at firet glance how far it extended under
the fRower-pot hat, The possessor of the
cut wns o grizzled man of 60, with a short
pointed beard and a mustache, into the left
glde of which clgarettes had burned a seml-
elreular holee. The Turkish troops were
drawn up in marching order, dirty, dust-
stnined, faded, some of them shoeless, but
there was something about every mother's
son of them, something in the attitude of
the bhodies and the obedient expectancy of
the countenances, that suggested the gol-
dier.

Curtle was amazed at the amount of
desolution which had been accomplished In
0 short a time. The rufMan hand of war
bnd wrecked the peuceful and Idyllle town
as a digconlented child smites a playhouse
of  bloeks. Everything combustible had
been aet on fire, and oven from the stone
houses smoke was pourlng. 1t & wonderful
whit o bright and persistent blaze can be
ignited in a seemingly fireproof striacture,
Doors  had been torn from the hinges,
windows smashed in. arbors pulled down.
The fire in the square filled the nostrils
with the famliliar odor of burning olive oll.

pour on thelr bonfire,” remarked Kostankes
judiclally, The mound of duil blows saused
the oaptaln to bend and look In a: the door

“Hey! Hey'" he abhouted, and gave an
order. "1 told them not to apill the wine,
|lull to roll the full barrels close to the fire
he expinined to Curtls. ""There In sure to
|t one of two of thems Olled with brandy,
and their loud explosion does tnore execu-
tion than half a doten axes'

Michall's barrel waa fourth from this end

“Why the devil wasn't 1 born with some
bralns In my head! groaned Curtls, In-
wardly. "Why ruu’l you think of some-
thing, blockhead ' He was selzed with an
(almost uncontrollable desira to butt his akull
meninst the stone wall of the cafe. He kboew
that a bappy thought would save poor
Michall, and he realized also that undue ex-
citement on his part would betray every-
thing. The picture of his friend belng
drageged from his hiding placoe by his broken
leg acd thrust through with bayonets leaped
hefore his tmagioation with the suddenness
of convicilon of & revelatlon by lighining
flaah.

“Monsteur,” he sald, "'l beg grace for the
eafe. Stop the soldlers one mowment and I
will explain.*

Kostakes onlled to the four vandals and
they desisted,

“1 bheg of you, he sald Inquiringly to
Curtls, “but pray be brief.'”

“1 am the correspondent of the New York
Age. 1 am pelther Greek nor Turk, 1 as-
sure you. 1 wish to write glowing accounts
of your herolsm—and your magnanimity, 1
have a sentiment connected with the cafe.
It Is g0 beautiful. 1 have written a little
poem about it. It begine thus:*

“The Asayrian came down like a wolf on
the fold,

And his cohorts were gleaming with purple
and gold,”

Curtls beat off the waltz time of the meter
with great snergy.

‘It sounds very beautiful, What a pity
that I do not understand English! monsier's
septiment shall be respeoted. He shall
write for lle paper that Kostakes effendl
Is only & mugnanimous soldier, bit & patron
of letters. ™

The four vandala took thelr places agaln In
the ranks, Kostakes, waving his sword the-
atrienlly, gave the order to march, and
they were off up the rocky, winding sireots,
with the little army pattering behind As
they passed the parsonage Curtie noticed
thnt it was in ruins, but the festal wreath
of yesterday hung brave and bright above
the blackened door,

CHAPTER XV,

The prieat strode by his daughter's side,
his hand still Iying upon hers. As the
eavalcade started he shuddered, and, look-
ing at Panayota, sobbed:

"0, my daughter, my daughter! Would
to God you were in your grauve beside your
mother!"

She put out her white arm and lald it
around his neck.

“l am my mother's child,’” she replied,
plously. I shall find death somehow
sooner than dighonor.”

An occasional corpse lay In thelr path
Curtls observed with pleasure that wooden
flower pots were beside two of the bodies,
but a wave of Indignation and pity passed
over him as his horse shied from a corpulent
body, bent horribly over a asharp-backed
bone: of rock. The head lolled Adownwurd
and the puplls of the eyem were rolled up-
ward out of sight. Thera were two red
pits beneath the eyes, that made the whites
ook doubly ghastly.

Curtle 1ifted his hat,

“Why o you do that?' asked the eaptalin,

‘‘Because he died like a brave man,' re-
plied the American, shuddering wns he
thought of the jolly and hospltable demarch,
who, llke & herole captain of a ainking ship,
had remalned at his post of duty untll es-
vape became impossible.

“1 feny you ltke the Greeks betfer than
you do the Turks,” observed Kostakes. **You
do not know us yet. You will like us bet-
ter when you have been with us a few daye."

Curtis was determined to be politic. Only
thug, he foresaw, could be hope to bey of
any help to Panayotn

“He stayed behind to fight, when he
might bave escaped. Had he been a Turk,
1 should have taken off my hat just the
same.'

They were sbout to enter the ravine
From thelr wolevated position the whole

town was visible. The American turned

The houses with their denuded window holes
rominded Curtls of men whose eyes had
been ruthlessly gouged out.

Licutenant Gadben brought the hilt of his
saword to his forchead and sald something
to the captoin in Turkish. The Iatter
glanced at his lttle army and Curtls fol-
lowed his eye. The men Involunturily
stralghlensd up, stift as posts.

Turning in hie snddle Curtls cast a furtive
glance at Panayota, She wuas sitting on a
mule, looklpg sadly to earth, One white
hand rested caressingly on the wrist of her
father, who stood by, holding 1o the
pommel of her high pack-gnddle. She had
tied n handkerchief about his wound, He
was a4 manly and appealing, albelt extra-
ordinnry BEuresy as he stood there erect, his
dark eyes flashing scorn und deflance, His
billowy, spade-shaped beard covered his en-
tire  breast, He wore mno cont and the
enomnous Cretan breeches afd yellow hoots
seemed to take on added proporitons for that
renson. An empty cartridge belt, passed
under his right arm and over his left
sghoulder, bore strange comradeship with the
cross that hung from hie neck. His dark
brown halr, that any woman might have
envied, fell qulte to his walst and rippled
In the brecze Even ws Curtis looked
Panayota gathered It in her hands and
hastily twisted It loto a4 knot, The cap-
taln sald & fow words to the lleutenant, who,
turging to the ranks, pointed to four of the
men nearest bim with bhis sword and traos-
mitted the order to them. They maluted,
and, stacking thelr muskets, ran nto the
cafe, Instantly  the huge oll crock fell
across the door, and, breaking, gave up Its
inofMensive, golden contents.

“"Monsleur, you will destroy the cafe!™
erled Curtls in alarm,

Over went the bar with a pound of smash-
lng xldes.

“It will take but & moment,” replied the
captain, apologetically. The tables and
beaches were now golug Into the plle In
the middle of the fleor

"The rascals sbould have saved the oll to

SHE THHREW HIS ARM FROM HER WITH HORROR.

in his saddle and cast a glance backward,
The smoke from a score of fires tumbied
heavenward until, commingling, It formed
a somber roof above the town, supported
by trembling and bending pillars, There
was the distant pea—the very spot whers
the “Holy Mary'' had been sunk. The little
stream, whose course they had followed 1o
the ili-fated town, looked no larger than a
sliver thread. There was the square, end-
Ing in the ledge upon which he hud first
seen Panayota with the water jug upon her
shoulder. It had been but a short time
Ago, & few hours comparatively, and there
she sat now a captive,, being led away, in
ull probabllity, to a shameful fate, Curtis
geemed to have lived ages In the last few
days, and yet thelr whole history flashed
through hig mind during the brief moment
of this parting glance. Thers was the girl,
beautiful, desolate, deflant, pure as snow:
her hand rested on the shoulder of her
father, In one of those pitiful, yet sublime
feminine caresses that cry ‘‘courage” when
even God himsell seems to fall. Bhe was
a Christlan, the fother & Christian priest,
aud this was the ninetesnth century of our
blessed Lord, and there, but a few miles
away, Iny the great battleships of  the
Christian powers of Burope, defending the
lntegrity of the Turklsh emplre! -

Curtls gave such @ violent start that he
nearly fell out of his saddle. Great heay-
ens, was not that the cafe on fire? The
cafe, where he had left hidden his comrade
and friend, Michall, the brave, the boyish,
the noble-minded ?

“Monsleur!" he cried, “the cafe!
burning!"’

“Oh, 1 think not," replied Kostakes,

“But 1t is. 1 can wee It plaloly; ‘you must
send people btk to put It out.*

Kostakes took a palr of fleld glasses fro
the hands of an orderly. and, calinly ndjust-
Ing the focus, looked down the hill, while
the little army, escorting *Papayota and her
father, marched rapidly past and were
swallowed up lu the ravine,

"Ygu are right,” he sald, “It is Indeed the
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“But you are not sending anybody back
to put it out!"

“Mansieur could hardly ask me to do that
much for sentiment. Some of my rascals
‘must bave eluded my vigllance. They shall
be punixhed.”

Curtis whirled his horse around, urging
It with bis Asts and his foot, started back
toward the town. But the way was stesp
and rough aud the animal bad not gune ten
paces orq two soldlers sprang to fts head
anid selzed the bridle on elther slde, Curlja
Klcked und siruck ot them. and, wuddenly
overcome with o paroxysm ol rage, awore
at them. but all to no avail. They turned
the horse around agaln and led it back fo
Kostakes.

“Monaleur's sentiment must be very
stroug,’’ suld the captaln, smiling sweetly

“Phere's & wounded man in that bullding,
A wounded man, 1 tell you, and he'll burn
up allve!"

Kostakes shrugged his shoulders,

It ennnot bo belped,” he replled, “In war,
what e & man more or lees? But we must
rot delay. Allons, monaleur.”

And he spurred his horso to & brisk walk,
while & stout Turk, throwing the bridle rein
of Curtls' animal over his shoulder, Lrotyed
along ufter.

The American looked back

“p'il siip off and run to the cafe,” he
thought, “footor no foot—d—u the foot, any.
way!" Hut another soldler with a loaded
musket wus following close bebind. In his
despalr the thought of his passport occurred
to him. He pulled It from his pocket ‘with
teverish haste. It was badly damaged by
water, but it held together and the big seal
win still thers. Urging his harse forward
he flourished the document in Koatakea'
face and shoutes:

“l mm an Ameriean citizean, Do you mee
that? Volla! 1f you do not let me go you
will suffer for it"
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