!

_ Off. Jump up now .n« we'

qt color In her cheeks. With
an idea dction would further her
recovery rew her to a sitting posi-
tion, step; 1" quickly behind. and, with

. bls hanis her elbows, lifted
ber wpright. But sbe

90
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SYNOPSIS,
The story opens with the shipwreck of
the stearor
Leslle, an Amerd »1
thrope, an hn(li-lmmn
a Trusaus Americ
The' thr

e cliffs.
1ded upor

ade . dress
..\‘ rhearin,

overed o
m.. ‘Tealle was attacked py
v, M Wied it and saveld it ol ’

for the time
He

Kill
Winthrope wan attacked by
and Blake disagre

CHAPTER XXIV.—Continued.

i

| darted be
halt

ot all night—"
! 1 qgite understand,
Mr. Thomas Blake!~ Now sit_down
and eat thid luncheon.

“Can’t. Haven't time. - I've ;&
get to the. river-4fid’ set to work. VIl
get some jerked beef and egt it on the
way. You s
" she pvr)l@!((‘dv

“It's for you" he rejolned, and his
llp\ closed together resolutely.

He was stepping past her, when
over the seaward edge of the cliff
there eame a kound like the yell of a

shouted Dlake, whirling |
about.

The cloud of smoke beyond the clift
end was now rolling up more to the
left. He dashed away towards the
north edge of the cliff as though he
intended to leap off Into space. The
girl ran after him as fast as she could
over the loose stones. Before she had
covered half the distance she saw him
halt on the brink of the cliff |
and begin to wave and shout like a
madman. A few steps farther on she |
caught sight of the steamer. It was
lying close in, only a little way oft

ver:

* north point of the headland
Even as she . its siren
{ responded gestures

with a se sams. There

could He had bes
o were letting go
| anchor, and there was a little crowd
of ‘men gathering about one of the
boats. Blake turned and started on a
run for . But Miss  Le

re him, compelling bim to

The lion stilled his roars nnd “Wait!" she cried, her eyes spar-
crouched as if (o spring, snarling und | kling with happy tears. “Tom, it's
grinning with rage nd uncertaipty. | come now. You needn't—"

His eyes, unaccustomed to th Let me by' I'm golng to meet
of the midday sun, blinked ind them. I want to—"

13, though e followed thie man's every But she put her hands upon his
movement, his sna benlug into | shoulders

growls at the slightest change of at To she whispered, “let it be
ttude. now, before any one—anything can

In his blind animal rage Bla had possibly come between us! Let 1t
forgotten that the purpose of his| be a part of our life here—here, where
lateral advance as to pla as grea I'v learned how brave and true a
a distance as possible between mml “The Man I Lovel” real man can be!
and the girl before the clash. Yot in Al then base him prove bimsclt
stinet kept him novin along  bis| weak and giddy to stand alone As | No, you shall’not— You shall not a sneak'" he cried No; I won't,
spiral course, on the chance that he [ he released his grip she swayed and| 50 off and leave me, andund risk Jenny! I've got sou to think of. wait
might catch his foe off his guard | would have fallen had he not caught | your life! 1 can't bear to think of it Ul I've seen yonr father. Ten to

uddenly the lon  balf roge and | her Stay with me, Tom—dear!  Even it af ooy o008 S0 e cut you
stretched forward, sniffing. There was | he admonished Brace | ship never came oft without a cent. Not but what I'd
an uncasy whining note in his growls. | up; vouwre all rlght,” | He turned resolutely, so as not to| | o self; but you're used to
Bluke let the club slip from beneath | by jut 4 litle dizzy,” she | ® h girlie. and I'm a poor man.

his arm and drew bis bow untl he | o0 M OSBRSS e sald | give them to you
ad lay upon s thuwb.  HI8 | i¢ wip pags in a minute. 105 so silly t make it so lald & hand on his mouth and
m was righd as a Bariyug o that way—Tom, 11 think you senstble, and b up e bim fn tender mockery
nd alert were all | ot i IS RV ROm, ! nds on 1t like two real com-| iy ! \r. Blake: youre not
nerves that he knew he mum 05, yes—b s not the po | After surviving
tve homo both arrows and stil have | | o Ve ¥ oout Wat's not the polnt » struck frantically ut his out- eeks, dont you
to swing his club before the | 10 EY T B8 | stretched hand . a pinch, for a

st was upon him He drew himself free, and without | cep away—I hate you'™ she erivd

A puff of wind struck against his | 2 glance 'n'r M”\m"_""p ’wl“\ Before he could speak she was run 0, Jenny!" he protested. trying
back and swept on the nostrils of the 'I”" catlior xab thele g fa omegie | BinE U the « to draw back. “You oughtn't to de-
lion, ladets with the odor of man. The | o KERGE D thele seaston \ghted 11 —— cldg now. When you get back amons

ast ;l;hml a short, startled rogr, | down with the coce s tossed | CHAPTER XXV. your friends things may Jook different
and, whirling about, leaped away into . . Y e ned | - Think of your soclety friends! Walt
the Jungle so quickly that Blake's af- :::: ',',:I, ';',:“,,'l"“ m,“ ;,’,:T}.,‘.‘: In’.‘.‘.mxfl\‘n::{ In Double 8alvation. | till you see me with other men—gen.

row flashed past a full y behind

The second arrow was on the string
before the first had struck the ground
But the lion had vanished in the grass.
With a' yell, Blake dashed on across
to the nearest point of the jungle. As
he ran he drew the burning glass fram
bis fob and fipped It open ready for |
use. If the lion had turned behind the |
sheltering grass stems he was too
cowardly to charge out again. Within
& minute the juagle border was a wall
of roaring flame.

The grass, long since dead,
bone-dry with the days of tropical
sunshine since the cyclone, flared up
before the wind like gunpowder. Even
sgainst the wind the fire ate Its way
along’the ground with fearful rapidity,
trailing behind it an upwhirling vor-
tex of smoke and flame. No living
creaturo could have burst through
that belt of fire. .

A wave of flerce heat sent [Hﬂ&!
staggering back, scorched and blid-
tered. There was no exultance in m.[
bearing. For the moment all thought
of the lion was awallowed up In awe
of his own work. He stared at the
hell of leaping, roaring flames from be-
neath his upraised arm. To the north
sparks and lighted wisps of - grass
driven by the gale had already fired
the jungle balf way to the farther
ridge.

Step by step Blake drew back. His
heel struck against something soft
He looked down and saw Miss Leslie
lylng on the sand, white and still
She had faluted, overcome by fear or
by the unendurable heat. The heat
must have stupefied him as well. He
stared at her, dulleyed, wondering if
she was dead. His brain cleared. He
sprang over to where the flask lay be-
side the remnants of the lunch.

He was dashing the last drops ot
the tepld water in her face when she
moaned and her eyelids began to flut-
ter. He flung down the flask and fell
to chafing ber wrist.

and

“Tom!” she moaned.

“Yes, Miss Jenny, I'm here.. It's all
right.” he answered.

“Have { had a sunstroke?’ Is that
why it seems so— can  hardly

breathe—"

“IUs all right, ! tell yous Only a
little bonfire I touched off. Guess you
must have falated, but it's all right
now."”

t.was silly of me to falnt. But
when I saw that dreadful thing leap—""
She faltered and lay shuddering. Fear-
ful that she was about, to swoon again
Blake slapped her hand between his

ith that fire_te head him
el do a Jig
on the strength of i

She attempted a unlle. and a trace

was still top

far down over his
fetched his club he walked back p.h(
the girl with his cyes averted.

“Come on,” he muttered

The scarlet in the girl
swept over her whole face
ing wave, which ebbed slowly and lef
her colorless. Blake had started o

without a backward glance. She gazed |
about with a bewlildered look at the |
palms and, the barren ridge and the |
flery tidal wave of fla Her ,mu‘
came back o Blake, and she followed |
him. |

Within a short distance she found
herself out of the sheltering lee of m-\
ridge. The first wind gust almost |
overthrew her. She could never have
walked agalnst such a gale; but with |
the.wind at her back she was buoyed
up and borne along as  though on
wings. Her sole effort was to keep
her foothold. Had it been their morn
ing trip she could have cried out with
Joy and skipped ajong before the gusts |
like a schoolgirl. Now she walked as |
soberly as’the wind would permit, and |
took care mot to lessen the distance |
between herself and Blake.

Mile by mile they hastened back |
across the plain—on their right the
blue sea of water, with lts white
caps and spray; on their left the yel ‘
low sea of fire, with its dun fog of
smoke.

Once only bad Blake looked bac
to see If the girl was following. After |
that he swung along, with down-bent
head, his gaze upon the ground. Even |
when he passed in under the grove |
and around the pool to the foot of the |
cleft he began the ascent without
Walting to assist her up the break in |

|
cheeks |
in a burn-

|
f
|

the path. The girl came after, her
lips firm, her eyes bright and ex-
pectant. She drew herself up the

ledge as though she had been bred to
mountain climbing

Inside the barricade Blake wa: s |
walting to close the opening. She
crept through and rose to cuch him
by the, sleeve.

“Tom, look at md,~ she ‘.m “Once
I was most unjust to you In my
thoughts. I wrosged 'you. Now 1|

must’ tell you that I think you are|
lhu bravest—the noblest man—"
ho exclalmed, and he |
~!muk off her hand roughly. Donl‘
You, don’t  know  what |
)nu re talkifg about.” |

“But I do, Tom. 1 believe that you
are—"

“I'm a blackguard—do you hear?

“No blackguard is brave. The way |
you facéd that terrible beast—"

“Yes, blackguard—to've gone and
shown to you that I—to've let you say
a sifgle word—Can't. you see? Eve
if I'm not what you call a gentleman, I
thought 1 knew how any man ought to
treat a woman—but to go and let you
know, before. we'd got back among
people!™

“But—but, Tom, why not, if we—'

“No!™ he retorted, harshly. “I'm go- |
ing: now to pile up wood on the elifr |
for a beacon fire. In the morning “l

start making that catamaran— [P

| this,

| the only sign of Blake that she could

| u ndxnx

n hour or mor
dawn the next morning,
the girl slowly drew open

ber door and came out of the cav
Blake was nowhere In sight
sighed, vastly relleved, and nmn»nul

across to bathe her flushed face in
the spring. Stopping every few mo
ments to listen for his step down the |
cleft she kathered up a hamper of
food and fled to the tree-ladder.

As she drew herself up on the clift
she noticed a thin column of smoke |
rising from the -last smouldering
brands of a beacon fire that had been |
built in the midst of the bird colony |
on the extreme outer edge of the |
headland.  She.did not, however, ob.
serve that, while the smoke column
streamed up from the fire directly |
skyward beyond it there was a much
larger volume of smoke, which seemed |
to have eddied down the cIfff face and |
was now rolling up into view from out |
over the sea. She gave no heed to|
for the sight of the beacon had
instantly alarmed her with the pos-
sibility that Blake was still on the
headland, and would imagine that she
was seeking him.

She paused, her cheeks aflame. But
see was the fire itself. She reflected
that he might very well have left be-
fore dawn. * As likely as not he had
descended at the north end of the
cleft and had gone off to the river to|
start his catamaran. AU the thought |
all the color ebbed from her cheeks |
and left her white and trembling.
| Again she stood hesitating. With a
sigh she started on toward the signal
staft.

ShC was close upon the border of
the bird colony when Blake sat up and

she found herself staring into his
blinking eyes.
“Hello!" he mumbled, drowsily.” He

sprang up wide awake, and flushing |
with the gullty, consclousness of what |
he had done. “Look at the sun—way
up! Didn't mean to oversleep
Leslic. You see I was up pretty |
the beacon. But of cour
S no excuse—" -
“Don’t!"” she exclaimed. There were
tears in hé yet she smiled as|
be spoke w what you mean
by ‘pretty You've been up al
‘.Ighl -

Miss

1 kn
late."

| to put

tlemen!  I'm just a rough, uncultured,
ordinary

Hush!” she cried, and she again
plad her hand on his mouth. “You

sha'n’t_say such cruel things about Tom
—my Tom—the man I trust—that 1—"
Her arms slipped about his neck and

| her eyes shone up into his with tender

radia;
“Don't!”  he

begged hoarsely.

"Taln't fair 1—I can't stand 1t

“The man I love!" she whispered.

He, crushed her to him in his great
arms.

"My little
he repeated,
to her hair.

She snuggled her face clos
his shoulder and replied
small volce: “I—I suppose you know
that ship captains can m-marry peo

le

“But I haven't even a job yet!" h
exclaimed uppose your father—

“Pleage listen!" she pleaded. The
was a sound like suppressed sobbing.

“What is it?" he ventu . and he
listened, ~ greatly perturbed. The
muffied volce sounded very meek and
plalntive:  “I'll try to do my part,
Mr. Blake—really 1 will! I—I hope
we can manage to struggle ‘along—
somehow. You know, I have a little
ot m 1t's only three—three mil
lion; .

“What!" he demanded, and he held
her out at arm’s length, to stare at her

girl! —dear “little girl!"
and he pressed his lips

fn frowning bewilderment. “If I'd
known that, I'd—"

“You'd never have given me a
chance to—to se to you, you

i
dear old ,silly!" she cried, her eyes
ing  with tender mirth. “See

turned from him, and back
and held up a withered, crum-
He looked, and saw that

agair,
pled flower.
It was the-amarylils blossom.

“You—kept {t!”
“Because — beca even then,
then, down n the bottom of my heart,
I had begun to realize—to know what
you were like—and of course that
you

s? Do you
one to—to—"
He paused:|

a finger under her chin and
her downbent face. His eyes
- was a twin

“Blame you!

ralse
w

yes;

Tpchen]

Speaking of Clubs.

Redd—Have you any Esperanto
clubs in your town?

Greque—No; I think all those m-l
oMce carry are of locust—Yonkers
Tatesman,

Trying.
I there Is anything on earth that
will try all the Christian graces of the
Average man, it is w crawl Into a
union suft on a chilly morning only
to discover that the washerwoman has
turned It wrong side out.

Y| ‘about' signaling Mars,

1t was -

MONEY PUT TO
ISTRIA.

Millions That Gladys Vanderbiit Hand-
od Over to Titled Husband Are
Devoted to Rehabilitating His
Ancestral Home.

The fortune which \the former

used to build up one of the greatest
estates in that empire. This fact was
learned from Morris Cukor, an attor-
ney, and Intimate friend of the count
while the latter was a visitor In New
Youk

Already hundreds of acres of land
bave been added by the countess to
the family estate of her husband. Mr

Cukor stated he had learned that the
| real estate was being purchased by
| the Szechenyis for investment pur-
| poses. Most of the land is best sulted
| for agriculture.
‘ The count’s love fér large estates
was made known during his visit to
| New York in He found fault
with Newport bu‘lusp the estates are
too close together. He was quoted as
saylng: “If Marble house had been
erocted in  Hubgary it would have
been surrounded by acreage as large
as half the state of Rhode Island, in
stead of being wedged into a village

stréet.” |

The anclent seat of the Szechenyl |
| family at Horpacs is surrounded by a |
| beautitul park of more than elghty |
;.rm. while in the entire domain of

the family gstate there fs over 20,000
Ia(‘n-s It s one of the finest estates
in Hungary.

Castle Oermezoe,
| took his bride immediately after th

is situated on a pictuesqu
'he grounds about it wre
densely wood A large slice of the
was spent in fit
with modern
of the bride -

Mr. Cukor does not attach much
Importance to the report that the
Countess Szechenyl has begun to in
vest in_gawmills. This announcement
was xﬁ a few days ago In a ds
patch from Budapést. It was &ated

that the nobility of Hungary was

| shocked- to learn that the countess
had’let Jer American business enter

rise get the better of her judgment |

as a member of the aristocracy.

“The sawmill,” said Attorney Cukor,
“probably just happened to be on the
estate that the countess bought. She
purchased the land and took the saw
mill with it. Many of these blg es
tates in Hungary are like old time
plantations in this country They
have on them factories to supply peo-
ple on the estate with needed articles.
The surplus Is sold. 1 think this will
be found to be the explanation of the
much talked of sawmill purchase.”

| where the

count |
r

d
| Vanderbilt fortune

old
for the use

tng up the astlc

convenience

Methuselah's s Age

e most astonishing news Is every |
now and then cabled or
clal correspondents from Europe,

Christian Register Some anclent

bit of speculation comes for the first

time to the no n ambitious
correspondent, and forthwith he fm- |
parts Lis knowledge to the world. The |

| latest from London, as special tq a
Sunday newspaper, relates to an

ancient speculation that the great age |
of the antediluvlans may be account. |
ed for by the discovery that the years |

spokn-n of In Genesls were not anhr‘

ars, but lunar months. In this way |
ll)L 969 years of Methuselah are re- |
duced to 80 years and nine months. |

| The enterprising correspondent and |
the editor of the Sunday paper ap-

plied the rule to the great ages, but |
| not to the less. For instance, Me- |
| thuselah was born when his father

* | Enoch was 65 years old—that s, ac |

| dording to this reckoning, five yenu]
| and five months. Ais grandfather was |
| also five years old, as was his great |
| srandfatber, when his first child was
rn. Adam was ten years and ten
| months old when his third son, Seth;
|| wan born. This is the Kind of careless,
editing that gives currency to stories
photographing
‘ thought and welghing the soul.

The Condescending Tone. |
re may be little use i pointing |
le absurdity of the condescending |
h general.” A man may be cured |
truction, or experience, of some
ular national or sectional preju
dice, but the tone of condescension |
toy:ard some other nation or section is
Ukely to be substituted. Hoswell was |

le to eradicate Johnson's antip
athy efther for the Scotch or lh&‘
Awerican, and if be had been able tc |
Ac o, the BIg Bear would have |
g1owled at other bugbears. And New
Yorkers as a rule, that Is, New York
| ers who have the proper civic spirtt, |
| are too busy to bother much about the
prejudices of thelr neighbors. A good |
art of their industry fortunately goes |
{0 the attempt to scrub out those |
fpots on the clty's escutcheon which |
«xcite just criticlsm. Especially o |
every local political campaign they get |
extremely busy In this laudable enter |

e

nrise —The Century. |

- |

His Sudden Inspiration. |

All at once the after-dinner speakes |

found his ideas deserting him |
He had not used .up half his time
but he could think of nothing more tc

say

“My friends” he sald, I presume—

I er-
balf-formed

idea oc

He grasped it as a drowning man

grasps at a straw
1 rearcely need mention to this in
,mwnv company,” he said, “the
er of the

ou all know, it {s--*

2 broke loose, and he

sat down.
Unwilling to Quit.
| “George,” sald Mrs. Bibbleson, “1
bave just been reading that the monks
of St Bernard nearly always find
| empty whisky bottles clutched in the
hands of people who perish in Alpine
snow. Wou't you promisc me mever
© 4,;“ another drop"

be

replied, “I'm not
thinkin’ ul doin’ any Alp climbin’, ind
any way what's the use of takin' s
bottle when a fellow starts on one of
them kind of trips? What you need
D there's & keg.”

Lo

! In a month I was cured,
| Smith, Mt. Kiséo,

at least

twice a day
S s Lo 3
A-' .uuhn.mn;ﬁ-mnp
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uses. thereby aating you

10 per cent id Vet w1 Wrle toe Price Lisk
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THE REASON .‘

Weary—Ge wonder wot dat |
dorg bit me on the foot for?

His Friend—I suppose it's cause he
couldn't reach no higher.

ally
violnity. sad to .
|yl
ECZEMA COVERED HIM. | *—ﬁm
Itehing Torture Was Beyond Worde— | x.‘.::n:".';m"“i'}"
Slept Only from Sheer E-nmnlw‘;
—Relieved In 24 Hours, and KSIGK “EA Ae“E
Cured by cuucuu In a Month, Poctctval
y cured by
“I am seventy-seven years old, and cAmRs these Little Pills.

o They alao reliévé Di-
some years ago I was taken with ec- treas from Dyspepaia, Ine

zema from head to foot. I was sick gestion saa o Bonrey
for six months und what I suffered Eating. A perfect reme
|tongue could not, tell. 1 could not edy for Dissiueas, Xau:

or fight because of that
it
was

sleep day
dreadful itching; when I did sleg
was from sheer exhaustion. I Side, TORPID LIVER.
one mass of irritation; it was even Ip 7 regulate the Bowela. Purely Vegetable

They
my scalp. The dodtor's medicine . SMALLPILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,

seemed to make me worse and I w
almost out ot my mind, T got A Genuine Must Bear
set of the Cuticura Soap, Qintment and Fac-Simile Signature
Resolvent. I used them persistently
for twenty-four hours. That night T
slept like an infant, the first solld
night's sleep I had had for six momh-
W. H;
N. Y, Feb. 3, 190!"
Eouer Lrug & Choa. cnmanhrmp..lu-; m..y.u,“
hort and Ugly. will cure all forms of Piles.
“Professor, what, is the latest word 5=nld your “r'a:;[“sd l:dﬂt.]f:“ and we will
¢ sclence as to there, being inhabt. | ™3l you a
ants on Mars?" asked the reporter. | F.J.Curxzv&Co.,1225 Adams St Toledo,0,
‘Rot!" answered the eminent a
tronower on the other side of the con- ‘
troversy.

Tasteint
ed Tougue, Pain in the

Zoonl
REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

A sample will reliovs aod
monstrate to you that

Manufacturers of Hall’s Catarrh Cure

DrJ.D. Kﬁuﬂﬁi

PWOMPT R!IJ!F OF
HAY FEVER

e n NEREY D rwr\nmur
a1 po Mialite

107 Theumats

ol any wrt

U

Procrastination Is the thief of many
a good time. Wm P
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PILLS i

|sTomACH SUFFERERS

I suffered fptenso agon h my stomach,
Iwill tell you what cured me,/now I can eat
anything { want. Addres)

IRA BENTLEY  BENTLEY. MICHIGAN
IIEFIIIGE STARGH—..7
“DEFIANGE" 18 QUALITY.

1 amicied with
sore e7es, use |

Difference That Ten
=

Minutes Make

From 35 degrees to 70 degrees—
from an unbearable cold«o a glow=
ing heat that contributes the cheery
comfort you want in your home is
the ‘difference that can be made in
10 minutes when you have the

PERFECTION
0il Heater

(Equipped with Smokeless Device))

‘I’Innpu s

to do your heating. It is unrivaled.
for quick work—and effective, clean-
ly work.

Impossible to turn the wick too high or too low—impossible
to make it smoke or emit disagreeable odor—the self-} -locking -

Automatic Smokeless Device

absolutely prevents smoke. Lighted in a second—cleaned in a minute
—burns Nine Hours with one filling. Rustless brass font. o

Automatic smokeless device instantly removed for cleaning.

Highest efficiency in heating power—Beautifully finished " in
Japan or Nickel—an ornament anywhere—a necessity everywhere,
Variety of styles.

Every Dealer Everywhere. | 11 Not At Yours, Write for Desript

« Nearest Ageacy of the

srmm OIL COHPA’Y
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The Perfect *
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