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aelven from the sun. They then foasted
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CHAPTER XIil.—Continued.
."The one difficully was to reach’ the

er branches. She could hardly
touch them with her finger-tips
her barbaric costume must have
spired her. She listened for a mo
ment, and hearing o sound,to indicate
4he return of the men, clasped the
upper side of the trunk with her
bands and knees, and made an en-
ergetic attempt to climb. The posture
was far from dignified, but the girl's
eyes sparkled with satisfaction as she
found herself slowly mounting.

When, flushed and breathless, she
Fained a foothold ariong the branches,
she looked down at the gréund, and
permitted hersell a merry little giggle
such as she had pot indulged in since
Jeaving  boardingschool. She  had
actually climbed a tree! She would
sbow Mr. Blake that she was not so
Ihelpless as he fanc
& At the thought, she clambered on
wp, finding that the branches made
convenient_steps.  She did not_ look
back, and the screen of treetops be
meath saved her from any sense of
giddiness. As her bead came above
the level of the clift, ske peered
through the follage, and saw the sig-
malflag far over near the end of the
beadland. big plece
duck stood out bravely
blue sky, all the more consp
the flocks of frightened s
wheeled above and around it.

Surprised that she ‘did not see the
men, Miss Leslie started to draw her.
selfl up over the cliff edge. She
heard Winthrope's voice a few yards
away to her left. A sudden realization
that the Englishman might consider
her exploit ill-bred caused her to -‘Ank
back out of sight.

She was hesifaiing whether to -de
scend or (o climb on up, when Win-
thrope's peevish whine was cut, short
by aloud and angry retort from Blake.
Every word -came to the glrl's cars
"with the forge pf a blow.

“You do, do you? ' Well, I'd like
know where In hell you come in. S|
not your sister, nor your mother, nor
your aunt, and if she's your sweet-
heart, you've both been damned close-
mouthed over it."

There was an irritable,
murmur from Winthrope, and again
came Blake's loud retort ok here.
young man, don’t you forget you called
me a cad once before. I can stand a
good deal from a sick man: but I'll
give it to you straight, yow'd better cut
that out. Call me a brute or a sayage]
1€ that'll let off your stean )
derstand, I'm none of your
kinds."—

Agsin Winthrope spoke, his time
n a fretful whine.

Blake repligd with less anger:
“That's s6; and I'm going to show you
that I'm the real thing when It comes
to being a sport. Give you my word,
T make no move till you're through
the fever and on your legs again
‘What-I'll do then depends on my own
sweet will, and dan’t you forget ii. I'm
mot after her fortune. It's the lady
hersell that takes my fancy. Remem:
ber what I said (o you when you called
me a cad the other time. You had
your turn aboard ship. - Now I can do
as | please; and that's what I'm going
to do, If I have to kick you over the
liff end firat, to shut off your pesky
interference.”

The girl crouched back into the
withered follage, dazed with terror,
Again she heard Blake speak. He had
dropped. Into a bitter sneer.

“No chance? It's no nerve,
. You ‘could brain me,

gh, any night—just walk up’ with
a club when I'm asleep. TProudle is,
you're like most other under dogs—
“frald that if you lcked your boss,
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“Now, Don't Get Mad.

had time todraw a second breath, she |
cinght a glimpse of Blake's palm-leaf
hat, near the crown of the ladder tre

“O-0h'—he didn't see me!”
murmured. Her frantic strength
ished, and a deathly sickness w;
upon her. She felt horself going, and |
sought to kneel to case the fall

She was roused from the swoon by |

he |

resonant shout: “Hey, Miss

where are you? Wé've got

your laundgy on the pole in fine
shape!”

The ri's flaccid limbs grew se,

a shudder |
set her |

and forced herself,

and her body quivered with

t she

teeth,

littl
to rise and gq out to face the men

“White

Hoih met her look with a blank stare |

of consternation. |
“What is It, Miss Genevl
“You're white

v
Winthrope.
1

the fever growled

“She’s in the cold stage. Get a pot on. |
we'll—"
“No, no; M's not that! Is only—

I'vo been frightened!”
Frightened?”

“By a dreadful beast!'™”
repeated  Blake,
pale eyes flashed as he spra
to where his bow and arrov
club leaned against the baobab.
have no bezsts nosing around

and his
g across |
and his
8l

I'll show him
weapons and stalked off |
|

caught up his
down the cleft

“By Jove!" exclaimed
“the man really must be
him back, Miss Genevieve.
thing should happen to him—

If ouly there might!” gasped the
&irl

Why, what do you mean®"

She burst Into a hysterical laugh
“Oh'! oh! it's such a joke—such a jok
,u least he's not a hyena—oh, no; a |

ave beast! Hear him shout! And |
n. actually thinks it's a lion; But 1:
{sn't—it’s himself! Oh, déar! oh,
dear! what shall I do?"

“Mjss Genevieve, what do
mean? Be calm, pray, be calm'”

‘Calm!—when I heard what
sald? Yes; I heard every word!
the top of the tree—"

“In the tree?" Heavens!
—Miss Gehevieve!™ stammered
thrope, his face .paling: “Did
did you hear alj?"

“Everything—everything . he sald!
What shall 1 do? 1 am so frightened!
What shall T do?”

. “Everything he sald?”
thrope.

“You spoke too low for me to lea
but I'm sure you faced him like.a gen-
tleman—I must belleve it of you—

Winthrope drew In a deep breath.

.\h ves; I did, Miss Genevieve—I as-
ou. The beast! Yet you ses the
Dlishi 1 am in. It is & nasty moddle
—indeed it is' But what can.l do® He
is strong as a gorflla. Really, there is
only one way—no doubl you heard
him taunt mie over It. I assure you I
should not be afrald—but it ‘would be
so horrid—so cold-blooded. As a gen-
tleman, you know—'
“No; it is not that!'™

sirl. “Ho 18 right. Neither of us has'
the Gourage—even when he Is asleep.”

“My dear Miss Genevieve; this beast
instinet to kill—"

“Yes; but think of him. .If he is ‘a
beast, he s at least a brave one.
While we—we baven't the courage of
rabbits, I thought you called yourself
an English gentleman. Are you golng

Winthrope;
mad. Call
It any

you

he
In

Miss—er
Win-
you—

echoed Win-

broke in  the |

i
P
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Worst Thing

n-fman to risk.

.u\v

)

in the World for Malaria.”

sure T shall go mad! If only I had
ben drowned!”
‘Ah, yes, to be sure. But really

now, what you ask is a good deal for
The fellow might wake
up and murder me! Should I take
the risk, might I—er—expect some
manifestation of your gratitude, Miss
Genevieve?

“0f course!

of course! I should al

refer to the—the
of your hand.”
“My hand? “T—
for my esteem?
tleman!”
To be sure

Woitd you bargain
1 thought you a gen

to be sure!  Who says

| T am not? But all is fair in love and

war, you know.
free. 1 e it

Your choice is quite
you will mot consider
But if you do not
wish my aid, you have dnother way of
st other women

her
she realized |

girl gazed at him
dilating with horror as
his meaning.

“No, no; not that!" she
to live—I've a right
. I'm only just 22—]—"

Hush!" cautioned Winthrope.
coming back. Be calm! There will be
time until I get over this vile malaria.

ey

gasped. 1
to live!

It may be that he himself will have
the fever.”

He will not have the re
plied the girl, in a hopele and
she leaned back listlessly against the
baobab, as Blake swung himself p
frowning and sullen, and flung hi

| weapons from him.

“Bah! grulnbled, “I told
that brute a sneak. I've cb
clean down Yo the pool and
open, and not 4 smell of him
have hiked off into the tall
minute Le heard me.”

“If only he had gone off for good'"
murmured Miss Leslie.

Maybe he has: thoygh you never
can count on a sneak. Even you might
| be able to shoo Fm off next time: but,
like as not, he'd come along when we
were

he

rass the

run up a barricade down there where
the gully 1s. narrowest. These're
shoals of dead thorn-brush to the
right of the pool

“Ah, yeg: 1 fancy the vultures will

be 80 vexcd when they find your hedag |

In the way." remarked Winthrope.
“My! how smart we're getting!” re-

torted Blake. “Donm’t worry, though

We'll stow the stuff in Miss .Yonﬂ)"lj

{ preceded by a chill

bestowal

“He's |

.n:kuur calling, and_clean out |
our comtiissary. Guess I'lllset to and |

boudoir, and I guess the blrdle-ll be
polite enough to keep out.”

“I must say, Blake, I do not see why
il to dragyus away lmm

see, Win, my b'y—jokes, for instance.
But what could you _expect?—you're
English. Now, don't get mad. Worst
thing in the world for malaria.

“One wauld fancy-you could see
that I am not angry. I've a splitting

headache, and my back hurts. 1 am
g
Blake looked him over critically,

and nodded. “That's no lie, old man
right. Miss Jenn:
chief nurse. Make him comfortable as
you can, and give him hot broth when-
ever he'll take it. You can do your |
sewing on the side. Whenever you
need help, call on me. I'm going to be
gln that barricade.”

CHAPTER XIV.

Fever and Fire and Fear.

Y nightfall
tossing and groaning on the
bed of leaves which Miss
Leslie had heaped beneath his canop:
Though not delirfous, his high tempera-

ture, coupled with the pains which
racked every nerve and bone fn his
body." rendered him lightheaded. He

would catch himself up in the midst of
some rambling nonscnse to Inquire
anxiously whether he had said any
thing silly or strange. On being reas
sured upon this, he would relax again.
and, as likely into a
babyish wail over his aches and pains

Blake shook his head when he
learned that the atiack had not been

Guess he's
sald. “There
malarial fever.
like typhus.”

is morem ‘ane kind of
Some are a whole lot

“Typhus? What {s that?" asked
Miss Leslie. '

Sort of T double action
typhoid. Not that I think Win's got it

| —only malaria. What gets me is that

we've only been here these few days,
| and yet it looks like he's got the con.
tinuons, no-chill kind
| “Then yeu think he will be e
| “Well, T guess hell think so. It
ought to run out in a week or ten
days, though. We've had good wate
d it usually takes time for malar

to soak in deep. Now, don't worry
Miss Jenny. 11 do hini no good, and
you a lot of harm“Take things easy
as you ot to keep up
r 1t you don't, you'll be
n yourself hefore Win is up.

1t waile e and
| abte—on cannot
| must not give o the
until—

| Don

un
vl
fever

i5 helpless
that
way

be

no.

You'll et
“ oft for 2 couple of weeks You're
lively vet, and that's a good sign. I
| knew Win was in for it when he be
gan to grouch and loaf and do the
baby act. 1 haven't much for
| dudes in
in particular; but
| while Win's soft eno
| not all mush and milk
“Thank you, Mr. Blake
| “Youre welcome. 1 couldn’t say
less, secing that Win can't speak for
| hln\«l( Now you tumble in and get a
| Bood sleep. Tl goron as night nurse
| and work at the barricade same time.

worry Kely

nse

and English dudes
T

admit  that
fn spots, he's

| You're n going to do any night

| nursing. T can gather the thorn-brush

| in the afternoons, and pi up at

| night /‘

1 In the morning Mi S| found
that Blake had built

| canopy over the invalid,

the first ramshackle strugture
1 It's best for him to be out in the
alr,”he_explained; “so | fixed th
| to keep“oft the dew. But wh
| rains, we'll have to tote him insid

Ah i to be sure. How Is he
murmured the girl

“He's aboat the same this morning

ut he got a littde sieep. Keep him
| dosed with all the hot broth he'll take
And roust mic aut at noon. I've
| had my breakfast. Now [ll have a
| snooze. So long!”

He nodded, and crawled ubder the
shade of the nearest bush, too drowsy
rve vhur look of dismay
| (TO BI TINUED)

say.

O

Introspegtion Not for All
Solitude can be delightful only to
the innocent.—Leszczynski.

Says Oxen Lald Out London

| Swayed as They Plowed, Hence the

Crooked Streets.
. Lord Avebury has suggested an ex-
planation of the crooked streets which
have puzzied so many visitors to Lon-
don. Presiding at the first of a series
of ‘addresses on the history of this

] Longacre « curved of the
| strips abutted at right on Hyde
park, and the fact that they did not
:nd In one line sugges:« ! r
the singular irregularity of the line
of houses forming Park lane. The dip
in’ Piceadilly, added Lord Avebury

clty, he said it was how
the London of to-day bore traces of its
anclent history.

Between London aud Westminster
there were formerly open flelds di-
vided into long strips of an acre each.
These strips, he said, had a tendency
to curvature owing to the way in

Wood Consumption Increasing.
Dering 1907 there was a consump-
tion of wood in pulp making greater
by 301,484 cords than in any pnvh-u
year. There was also an I
186,500 cords in the imports, of nlr

“There's Iots of ‘ihings You dont 3

You're entitled to a hospital check all |
we'l appoint you |

Winthrope was |

was the site of the old stream, part of |
which formed the Serpenilne. [

AQUEBNOF‘IEMS

QESIGNATION WELL FITS DOW-
AGER EMPRESS OF RUSSI/

Well Loved in Her Adopted Land, She
Has Had Few Bright' Moments
Since Her Marriage to
Late Cuar.

. No other royal lady in Eurvpe has
more claim to the title “A Queen of
Tears,” than the Dowager Empress of
Russia, and the brightest moments of
her life now are during her yearly
visits to England as the guest of her
sister, Queen Alexandrg.
- She was.little more than a child
when she 7frsame hetrothed - to” the |
2 nv cgaréiteh, but before the mair |
riake could take place her flance was
stricken down with a. mortal fllness
He summoned the princess and his
| younger brother to his bedside.
," he sald to his broth-
their hands. “It is my dy-

Tidings Borne ly
ficient to Lead Hearers to Ex-
- pect u. Worst,

The Shakespeare club o N--‘OL

leans used to give amateur theatricy
that were

for the local prominence of the actors.
Once a social celebrity, with a. go
geous costume, as one of the lords ip
waiting bad only four words to say|
“The queen has swooned.” As h
stepped forward his friends applauded
vociferously. Bowing his thanks, he
faced the king and said, in a high.
pitched voice: “The swoon has
queened.”

There was a roar of laughter; but
be waited patiently, and made an-

her attempt:
he sween has cooned.” !

Again the walls trembled and the
stage manager said in a voice which

ing request. And you, my dearest,
you will be empress of Russia all the
same. Your destiny yill be accomp- |
lished."”

A few years after this marriage had |
aken place her fathernlaw, tite Em- |

t

peror Alexander II, was blown al-

| most to pleces in the streets of St.
| Petersburg. This horrible tragedy

| brought home to her the daily, almost
hourly, danger in which she and ber |

husband lived .

She resolved, therefore, never to al
low her husband to appear in public |
it she could possibly help it without
being herself at his side. She felt |
that her best way of shielding him |
from assassination was to give him |
| the protection of her presence |

And, indeecd, she is regarded with |
superstitious reverence by the Rus. |
sian any of the poorer classes are |
firmly convinced that she is surround- |
ed by a host of guardian angels, Bud‘
she has been spoken of as ;The bomb- |
proof empress.” i

The emperor's nerves had been

shattered and his health so und
mined by the shock of his father's |
assassination that his reign was prac- |

tcally a slow death. The nnhappy
empress was in despair. Hoping that
a change of air might do good she hur- |
ried her husband off to the palace at |

|

Livadia in the Crimea.
At the same time arrangements were
hastened for the betrothal of the still |
unmarried Cazarevitch Nicholas. The |
Princess Alix of Hesse was chosen as

the future empress, and a few days
after the dying emperor had received
her he breathed his last, and the

brave empress was a widow

The next great horror that engulfed
her took place at the coronation of
her son, the present Emperor Nicholas

An imperial dole of food was ta be
distributed among the poorer classes
[ Moscow, where t bnation took
Fager crawds. began to a
previous night on the Khodin
sky plain. Dy the next wmorning the |
crowds had assumed enormous pro-
portions, and through the broken
.,m-um and the faulty arrangements
became up-onuollable, and a
L.nul panic ensued.  Nearly fiftec
hundred people were crushed to death
and many hundreds were injured
The dowager empre
now hurried from |
onation festivities and went round the
different hospitals to relieve, by her
charity an gentleness, the sufferings
of the victims.6f this awful calamity

place

ble the

becon:

ame cvening a much-tytked
took  pla at \ the
French embassy and, instead of re

qui

ting that it should be postponed,
the new emperor and empress attend.
ed in full state

This callous indifference made them |
very unpopular, while the tender care
the dowager cmpress took of the sur- |
vivors produced an impression.

She has now no fears for herself,
but few can know the agonies she
suffers on account of her son and his

wife and t

hildren.

Individuality.

Individuality 15 the only real life
It is breathing the ozone of wental,
woral, spiritual freedom. Al other
living i$ an excuse, a substitute, a
uear thing. Nature put her stamp of |
individyality on every man.  Some
people seem to spend most of the
time trying to soak off the stamp
They wear a uniform opinion, they
to keep in step with the line,

march in 50
+ comtortably
people’s thinking
e as an individual
ent for each man
vitual olution
Individuality  means
cidge, 1 sellconfidence,
self-poike, self-control, self-conquest
It meane the fullest, freest expression |
of our finest self, as the most perfect |
represvnts the plant. It fsy
plete, sclfacting unity of
| man’s whole mind, nature, heart and |
life.- It is moved ever within, not
. The automobile is a
ality—it  is  neither
! pushed nor propelled by out
| sige forces; it is celtinspired; self-
dirccted and self-moving.—The Circle,

id sameness along
paved road of other
Nature intended
problem. differ
wants an {ndi

as

self-know!
self-rellanc

Motor Boats Deliver Groceries.
engineer who has recently made |
of the middle west to gather
to proposed
nts informs
find what
eighting is dun
al storekeepers and

country

banks of the

v e
the

1strib

holes

it

s fact a sugge:
future usefulness  for  abandoned |

in which the
ntific American

raft is liited.

Great Writer's Prayer.
The service of the day ls over, and
| the bour come to’ rest. We resign
ato thy bands our sleeping bodies,
sur cold bearths and opem doors.
ive us to ke with smiles, give us
o0 labor smilizz. As the suu returns
n the e 2 let our patience be re-
Jewed with n: as the sua light
ns the world, s0 let our lovisg-king/
make bright this bouse of our
abitatirns.—Robert Louls Stcvenson.

| was afraid

| wide-open

swaencd."—Succe &lasanne

IN AGONY WITH ECZEMA

 Whole Body a Mase of Raw, Bleéding, |
Torturing  Humor — Hoped
Would End Fearful Suftering.

In Despai

Cured by*Cuticura,

“Words cannot describe the terrible
eczema I suffered with. It broke out
on my head and kept spreading until
it covered my whole body. I|
was almost a solid mass of sores from |
head to foot. I looked more like &
plece of raw beet than a human be-
ing. The pain and agony endured
seemed more than I could bear. Blood
and pus oozed from the great sore on
my scalp, from under my finger nalls,
and mearly all over my body. My |
cars were so crusted and swollen I |
they would break off.

Every hair in my head fell out. I
could not sit down, for my clothes

would stick to the raw and bleeding

flesh, making me cry out from the
pain. My family doctor did all he
could, but I got worse and worse. My
condition wasawful. I did not think

I could live, and wanted death to
come and end my frightful sufferings.

“In this condition my mother-in-law
begged me to try the Cuticura Rem-
edies. I said I would, but had no hope
of recovery. But oh, what blessed re-
“liet 1 experfenced after applying Cutl-
cura Ointment. It cooled the bleeding
and itching flesh and brought me the |

first real sleep I had had in weeks. It

was as grateful as ice to a burniug
tongue. I would bathe with warm
water and Cuticura Soap, then apply
the Ointment freely. I also took Cutl-
cura Resolvent for the blood. In &
short time the sores stopped running, |
the flesh began to heal, and I knew I |
was to get well again. Then the hair |
on my head began to grow, and in a |
short time I was completely cured. |

I wish I could tell everybody who has |

eczema to use Cutleura. Mrs. W, |

Hunt, 135 Thomas St., Newark, N. J,, |

Sept, 28, 1008.”

Fotier Drug & Chem. Corp., Sole Propay Boson. |

Had Strange Idea of Fun.

Two strangers  alighting from a
train were injured in Washington, P4., |
in a panic which ensued when a large
brindle dog ran through tho streets
with flecks of foam fiying from hls
mouth. The canine made
its appearance in a residence ctign
of town and, pursued by a howliug
mob, hurling stones and clubs, ran
r through the business section. A3
it_passed the station, where a tradn
was pulling in, two men stepping_from
a car were caught in"the mad whifl
and hurled to the ground and tram-
pled. As/soon as they could escape
the men-agaln boarded the train. The
dog was pursue by the mob two
miles, when it took refuge under a
vorch.  George Eagleson secured a
' long pole and went after it, and ft
was riot long until he discovered lll*l
the supposed mad dog was merely |a
harmless brute which had been lat
ered about the mouth with soap sud
The perpetrators of the practical joke

|

have so far escaped
" Could She?

“When women get to voting,” sald

the man, “they will have a great]

many more calls than they now have |

| to put their bands in thelr pockets

and give money to further important |
causes. |

| tinued the

anno;
L LN iment. I got
doclqt- failed to help. B

Remember the m&—boln'n.
by all dealers. 50 cents a bo:
ter-Milburn Co., Buffilo, N. Y.

-
Cycle Dealer—Here Is a cyclometer
I can recommend. It is positively ac-
curate; not at all like somg cyclome-
ters, which register two files, per-
hans, 'where you have only ridden one.

.diss de Byke—You haven't any of
that kind, have you?

Ald Fight Against Tubetculosis.

At the ‘recent meeting of the Na-
tional Association of Rjll Posters, held
in ‘Atlanta, Ga, it was decided t¢ do-
nate to the campaign against tubercu-
losis $1,200,000 worth of publicity.
The bill posters in all parts of th
United States and Canada will fill
the vacant spaces on their 3,500 bill
boards with large posters illustrating
the ways to prevent and cure con-
sumption. The Poster Printers’ asso-
clation has also granted ~$200,000
worth of printing and paper for this
work. This entire campaign of bill-
board publicity will be conducted un-
der the direction of the National As-
soclation for the Study and Preven-
tion of Tuberculosis in co-operation
with the National Bill Posters' asso-
clation.

. eallst.

“I am a mm. belle\er n ruu-m,
remarked the poet.

“Yes?" we queried with a mlu in-
flection, thereby giving him the desired
opening.

“I sometimes carry my Ideas of
realism to a ridiculous extreme,” con-
t

“Indeed!” we exclalmed ~inanely,
somewhat Impatlent-to reach the ppint

| of his witticism,

“Yes,” continued the poet, “the other!
day 1 wrote a sonnet to the §as com-
pany and pyrposely made the .oeter
defective.”

At thig polnt we fainted.

Look at the Names.

In 4 A. D. Fearaldhach-Flonfashtna
was an Irish king, a “most just and
good prince,” who was, slain by his
successor, Fiachadh-Fion, who was
treated to a simflar fate by Finchadh-
Fionohudh, “the prince with the whitey
cows,” who died at the hands of “the
Irish plebeians of Connaught.” Boch-
alrh-Moldmeodhain was one of the
half dozen who died of natural causes,
and Flaithheartagh was one of the

two to resign the monarch’s scepter
for the monk's cowl—New York
Press.

o |
+hey Were Good Mothers.
Elizabeth Cady Stanton is quoted as
saying that a woman's first duty is to
develop all her powers and possibili:
ties, that she may better guide and
serve the next generation. Mrs. Stan.
ton raised seven uncommonly healthy
and handsome children, says an ad-

< mirer of hers,and the children of Mrs.

Julla Ward Howe testify to the vir-
tues of the noted woman as a moth-
er. The eagle may be ‘good &
mother as- the hen or the goose. |

The woman looked |

“I'm always willing, of course,” stle |
said, “tv give money for a gogd causp, |
but as for putting my hapd 1o my |
pocket—" |

Ready

A Green One, |

“Do you look for news of Howard's

hununs trip In the sporting column?!
“No, in the obituaries.”—Life,

Cooked. .

| The crisp, brown flakes of

Post .

Toasties

tor boat at | Come to lh(‘ breakfast table right, and exactly right from
’ 2«3 bother; no delay.

the package
They have body too; these

away.

. Sold by Grocers.

' Made by POSTUM CEREAL CO., LIMITED.
BATTLE CREEK, MICHIGAN,

Post Toasties are firm enough

[to give you a delicious substantial mouthful before they melt
“The Taste Lingers.”

o




