" SYNOPSIS.

The story opens with the shipwreck of
the steamer on which Miss Genevieve
Leslle, un American heiress, Lord Win-
thrope, an Englishman, and Tom Blake,

a brusque American, were

The three were tossed upon an

ited island and were the only ones not

drowned. Blake, shunned on boat,

:amorhhmch?‘mbmn?nm
Ppreserver o e helpless .

Englishman was su the hand of

Misn Leslic. Winthrope wasted his last

urable Tood. Leslie -
ing for Blake. but detested his
nese. Led by Blake, they established a
home in some cliffs. Blake found a fresh
water =pring. Miss Leslie faced an un-
pleasant -ltunﬂm;.ﬂlihke
surveyor's magnifying glass,
ing fire. He started a jungle fire, kill
nd smothering sev
rd's cavern they built
yorlnﬂ! the ciiffs b
a tree until it fe
The trio secu

a small home.
burning the bottom
against the helghts.
vgg* from the fis. Miss Leslie's white
=kirt was declded upon as a signal. Miss
leslic made a dress from the leopard
#kin. Owerhearing a conversation be-
tween Blake and Winthrope, Miss Leslie
became  frightened. Winthrope became
ill with fever. Blake was poisoned by a
fish and almost died. Jackals attacked
the camp that night, but were driven off
by Genevieve., Blake constructed an ani-
mal trap. It killed & hyena. On a tour
the trio discovered honey and oysters.
Miss Leslic was attacked by a poisonous
snake. Bilake killed it and saved its pol-
son 1o kil game. For the second time
Winthrope was attacked by fever. He
and Bluke disagreed. The latter made a
strong door for the private compartment
of Miss Leslie’'s cave home.

CHAPTER XIX.—Continued.

“Mr.—Mr. Blake, pray do not get
excited— 1—I1 mean, please excuse me.
I'm—" .

“You're coming down sick!” he
saild.

“No, no! 1 have no fever.”

“Then it's the sun. Yet you ought
to keep up there where the air is
freshest. I'll make you a shade.”

She protested, and withdrew, some-
what hurriedly, to her tree.

In the -morning Blake was gone
egain: but Instead of 28 note, beside
the fire stood the smaller antelope
skin converted into a great bamboo-
ribbed sunshade.

She spent the day as usual on the
headland. There was no wind, and the
sun was scorching hot. But with her
big sunshade to protect her from the
direct rays, the heat was at least en-
durable. She even found energy towork
at a basket which she was attempting
to weave out of long, coarse grass; yet
there were frequent intervals when
her hands sank idle in her lap, and she
gazed away over the shimmering
glassy expanse of the ocean.

In the afternoon the heat became
oppressively sultry, and a long slow
swell began to roll shoreward from
beyond the distant horizon, showing
no trace of white along its olly crests
until they broke over the coral reefs.
There was not a breath of air stirring,
and for a time the reefs so checked
the rollers that they lacked force to
drive on in and break upon the beach.

Steadily, however, the swell grew
heavier, though not so much as a cat’s-
paw ruffied the dead surfaces of the
watery hillocks. By sunset they were
rolling high over both lines of reels
and racing shoreward to break upon
the beach and the cliff foot in furious
surfl. The still air reverberated with
the booming of the breakers. Yet the
girl, inland bred and unversed in
weather lore, sat heedless and indif-
ferent, her eyes fixed upon the hori-
gon in a vacant stare.

Her reverie was at last disturbed by
the peculiar behavior of the seafowl.
Those in the air circled around in a
manner strange to her, while their
mateg on the ledges waddled restlessly
about over and between their nests.
There was a shriller note than usual
in their discordant clamor.

Yet even when she gave heed to the
birds, the girl failed to realize their
alarm or to sense the impending dan-
ger. It was only that a feeling of dis-
quiet had broken the spell of her rev-
erie: it did not obtrude upon the fleld
of her conscious thought. She sighed
and rose t2 return to the cleft, idly
wondering ihat the air should seem
more sultry than at midday. The
peculiar appearance of the sun and the
western sky meant nothing more to
ker than an odd effect of color and
licht. She smilingly compared it with
an attempt at a sunset painted by an
artist friend of the impressionist
echool.

Neither Winthrope nor Blake was in
sight when she reached the baobab,
and neither appeared, though she de-
layed supper until dark. It was quite
possible that they had eaten before her
return and had gome off again, the
Englishman to doze and Blake on an
evening hunt

Ad Jast, tired of waiting, she covered
the fire and retired into her tree-uva.1
The alr in the cleft .was still more
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its dazzling coruscation. This time the
creeping figure did not halt. ]

Again and again the forked light-
ning streaked across the sky, every
stroke more vivid than the one before.
The jrumble of the distant thunder
deepened to a heavy rolling which
dominated the dull roar of the break-
ers. The storm was coming with the
on-rush of a tornado. Yet the leaves
hung motionless in the still air, and
there was no sound other than the
thunder and the booming of the surfl.

The lightning flared, one stroke upon
the other, with a brilllancy that Iit
up the cave's interior brighter than at
midday. .

In the white glare the girl saw Win-
thrope, crouched beneath her upswung
door; and his face was as the face of
a beast.

CHAPTER XX.

————
=

“ﬁ’ OR a moment that seemed
e a moment of eternity she
lay on her bed staring into
the blank darkmess. The storm burst
with a crashing uproar that brought
her to her feet with a shriek. Her
giant tree creaked and strained under
the impact of the terrific hurricane
blasts that came howling through the
cleft like a rout of shrieking fiends.
The peals of thunder merged into one
continuous roar, beneath which the
solid ledges of rocks jarred and quiv-
ered. The sky was a pall of black
clouds, meshed with a dazzling net-
work of forked lightning.

The girl stood motionless, stunned
by the uproar, appalled by the blinding
glare of the thunderbolts; yet even
more fearful ‘of the figure which every
flash showed her still lurking beneath
the door. A gust-borne bough struck
with mumbing force against her up-
raised arm. But she took no heed. She
was unaware of the swirl of rain and
sticks and leaves that was driving in
through the open eatmance.

On a sudden the door shook free
from its props and whirled violently
around on its balance-har. There was
a shriek that pierced above the shrill-
ing of the cyclone—a single human
shriek.

The girl sprang &cross the cave.
The heavy door swished up before her
and down again, its lower edge all but
grazing her face. For a moment it
stopped in a vertical position and
hung quivering, like a beast about to
leap upon its prey. Too excited to

| _mmprehend the danger of the act, the

girl sprang forward and shot one of
the thick bars into its socket.

A flerce gust leaped against the out-

it; striving to burst it bodilv from its
bearings. The top ahd the free si
of the bottom bowed in. But
branches were still green and
the bamboo like whalebone
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Nar-
row as was the slit above the top of
the door, it let in a torrent of water,

shelter in a niche at the side.

which spouted clear across and
against the far wall of the cave. It
gushed down upon her bed and was
already flooding the cave floor.

She pilled higher the cocoanuts
stored in her niche, and perched her-
self upon the heap to keep above the
water. But eevn in her sheltered cor-
ner the eddying wind showered her
with spray. She waded across for her
skin-covered sunshade, and returned
to huddle beneath it, in the still mis-
ery and terror of a hunted animal that
has crept wounded into a hole.

During the first hurricane thére had
been companions to whom she could
look for help and comfort, and she
had been to a degree unaware of the
greatness of the danger. But in the
few short weeks since she had caught
more than one glimpse of Primeval
Nature—she of the bloody fang, blind,
remorseless, Iinsensate, destroying,
ever destroying.

"True, this was on solid land, while
before there had been the peril of the
sea. But now the girl was alone. Out-
side the straining walls of her refuge,
the hurricane yelled and shrieked and
roared—a headless, formless monster,
furious to burst in upon her, to over-
throw her stanch old trec giant, that
in his fall his shattered trunk might
crush and mangle her. Or at any in-
stant a thunder-bolt might rend open
the great tower of living wood, and
hurl her blackened body into the pool
on the cave floor.

Once she fancied that she heard
Blake shouting outside the door; but
when she screamed a shrill response,
the blast mocked her with echoing
shrieks, and she dared not venture to
Aree the door. If it were Blake, he
did not shout again. After a time she
began to think that the sound had
been no more than a frras of the
shifting wind. Yet the thougkt of him
out in the full fury of the <zyclone
served to turn her thoughts 1 om her
aown danger. She prayed aloud for his
safety, beseeching God that “e be
pared. She sought to pray esen for
Vinthrope. But the vision of that
seastly face rose up before her, and
she could not—then.

* . Presently she became awars of a
change ‘in- the storm. The terrific
gusts blew with yel greater violence,
the thunder crashed heawvieér, the light-
ning filled the air with*a flame of
dazzling white light. ‘But the rain

k. o

where her bed had been. It was en-
tering at a different aungle, and its
force was broken by the bend im the
thick wall of the entrance. After a
time the deluge dasbed aslant the en-
trance, gushing down the door in a
cataract of foam.

Another interval, and the driving
downpour no longer struck even the
edge of the opening. The: wind was
veering rapidly as the cyclone center
moved past on one side.. The area of
the hurricane was little more -than
thrice - that .of .2 tornado, and it was.
advancing along its course at great
speed. An hour more, and the out-
ermost rim of the huge whirl was
passing over the cleft.

Quickly the hurricane gusts fell
away to a gale; the gale became a
breeze: the breeze lulled and died
away, stified by the torrential rain.

Within the baobab all was again
dark and silent. Utterly exhausted, the
girl had sunk back against the friend-
ly wall of the tree, and fallen asleep.

She was wakened by a hoarse call:
“Miss Jenny! Miss Jenny, answer
me! Are you all right?”

She started up, ‘barely saving her-
self from a fall as the big unhusked
nuts rolled beneath her feet. The
morning sunlight was streaming in
over her door. She sprang down ankle-

and ran to loosen\the bars. As the
door swung up, she darted out, with
a cry of delight: “You are safe—safe!
Oh, I was so afraid for you'! But
vou're drenched! You must build &
fire—dry yourself—at once!™

“Wait,” said Blake. “I've got to tell
you something.” : \ 9

He canght her outstretched han
and pushed them down with gentle
force. His face was grave, almost sol-
emn.

“Think you can stand bad news—a
shock?”
“f—
strange!”

“It's about
very bad—"

She turned, with a gasp, and hid
her face in her hands, shuddering with
herrer and loathing.

“Oh' oh!” she cried. “I know al-
ready—1 know all!”

What is it? You look so

Winthrope—something

“All?" demanded Blake, staring
blankly.
“Yes; all! And—and he made me

think it was you!” She gasped, and
fell silent.

Blake's face went white. He spoke
in a clear, vibrant voice, tense as an
overstrained violin string: “I am
speaking about Winthrope — under-
stand . me? . — Winthrope. He bas
been badly hurt.”

“The door swung down and struck
him, when he was creeping in.”

“God!” roared Blake. *“I picked
him up like a sick baby-—the beast!—
‘stead of grinding my heel in his face!
God! I'll—"

“Tom! don’t—don’'t even speak of
it! Tom!™

“God! When a helpless girl—when
a—!" He choked, beside himself with
cage.

She sprang to him, and canght his
sleeve in a econvulsive grasp. “Hush,
for mercy's sake! Tom Blake, remem-
ber—you're a man!”

He calmed like a ferocious dog at
the voice of its master; but it was sev-
eral minutes before he could bring
himself to obey her insistent urging
that he should retnrn to the injured
man.

“I'il' go,” he at last growled.
“Wouldn't do it even for you, but he’s
good as dead—Ilucky for him!"

.‘M!"

“Dying. You stay away.”

He went around the bacbab and a
few paces along the cleft to the place
where a limp form lay huddled on the
ledges, out of the mud.
though drawn by the fascinatiomn of
horror, the girl crept after him. When
she saw the broken, storm-beaten
thing that had been Winthrope, she
stopped, and would have turned
back. After all, as Blake had said,
he was dying—

When she stood at the feet of the
writhing figure, and looked down into
the battered face, it required all her
will-power to keep from (fainting.
Blake frowned up at her for an in-
stant, but said nothing.

Winthrope was speaking, feebly and
brokenly, vet distinctly: “Really, 1 did
not mean any harm—at first—you
know. But a man does not always
have control—" ;

“Not a beast like you!" growled
Blake.

“Ow! Don't it me! [ say now.,T'm
done for! My legs are cold miréady—"

ro longer gushed across on the spot

(TO BE CONTINUED) ' °'

A Matter on Which All Sueccess In
Life is Dependent.
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deep into the mire of the cave floor, |:

Slowly, as |.
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for somebody.”
proceeded to his seat. There, to his
great astonishment, was his overshoe
A look of intense disgust came over
his face, but he did not hesitate.
Quickly picking up the lone arctic, he
nurried to the platform, threw the
shoe as far as he could back toward
the other one, and shouted: “By
jimminy, there is a pzir of overshoes
for. samebody!”

Lost in Antiquity.

A little fellow who had just felt the
hard side of the slipper turned to
his mather for consolation.

“Mother,” he asked, “did grandoa
.Lrash father when he was a little

answered bis mother, Im-
pressively.

“And did his father thrash him
when be wag little?”

“Yu-ll :

“And did his father thrash him?"

“Yes.”

A pause.

“Well, who started this thing, any-
way ?"—Cassell’'s Saturday Journal.

¥. J. CHENEY & CO.. Toledo, O. |
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Pilis for coustipation. |

Sing Sing to Be Removed.
Sing Sing prison is to be removed
across the Hudson river 15 or 20
miles northward, just eight miles
south of West Point, where a large
tract of land has been purchased and
a gang of several hundréd convicts
has been working for two years.

The present prison was also built by
convicts in 1826, with material found
on the groumds, but, although it has
been enlarged every few years, and is
now one of the largest penitentiaries
in the world, it is not large enough.

important to Mothers.
Examine carefully every botitle of
CASTORIA, asafe and sure remedy for
infants and children, and see that it

Bears the
Signature of

In Use For Over 30 Years.
The Kind You Have Always Bought.

Ruled by Kindness.

Lucy Burd’s success with boys at
the reform school in Bucks county.
Pennsylvania, she thinks, is due sim-
ply to kindness. She has reformed
more than 100 boys in her term of
five years as superintendent. Some of
her boys are in the navy some on
farms. Few have gone back to their
old ways after coming under her in-
fluence.

Take =2 hint, do own mixinz. Rough
on Rats, pt,.nyoﬂ_r o:;xigc‘boxwdl
spread ar 50 to 100 little cakes that

will kill 500 or more rats and mice. It's

When a man tells a young widow
that she is the only woman he ever
loved she is' sure he is eligible for
membership in an Ananias club.

Strong Winds and Sand Storms

u?. tion of the eyelids. PETTIT'S
EY ALVE soothes and quickly relieves.
All droggistsor Howard Bros., Buffalo, N. Y.

Happiness is increased, not by the
enlargement of the possessions, but of
the heart.—Ruskin.

DON'T NEGLECT THAT OCOUGH
I ceriainly racks your sysiem and may rum into
rﬂbj" .=nwul. l“ﬂl,!' li::‘-'ile‘lai-:lll :ﬂlmt
We judge ourseives by what we feel
capable of doing, while others judge
‘us by what we have already done.

Snufhuﬂ:bo Ii;e l'ft'il’ Single Binder
pilﬂ - 1= never M—
ﬁoﬁhewr in its natural state.

cigar
only

or bis burns the golden thread

Ohlo.=Mrs. . B. Smith, ] | 8
Mn.-' Mrs. J. P. B nr.iln.
Beaver Nh‘ Pa.= Mrs. P

Mosler, Nis.wMrs. Mary Ball. . P.
. Ind.=Mrs. Elims Wood, B.P.D. Xo. 4. vene. .ot
bowrne, fowa = Mrs. Glara Watermauss | Fort Hunter, Pa.—Mra. Mary Jase
wa, K7.=Mra. Joseph Hall e s Wi, .+
Lewiston, Mrs. Heary Cloutier, 58 | Vienna, W. : |
inn.=Mrs. John G. Moldan, | Oronogo, Mo.=Mrs. Mas MeKnight.
wm x. Camden, N.J.=Mrs, Tillle Waters, &2 Liber-
Shamrock, Mo.=Jjosie Ham, R.F.D. No 1;

ty Bireet.
Oregon.=Mre. Allee Huffmen.
ME“KJ.-“G.&M.MS-& m.h-hhh.l_.’ !

Btreet.
Sy B et i ek |
'xw:';ﬂhm. MMﬁm &
’mesewomnamﬂa few of thousands of living witneésses of
the power of Lydia E. 's Vegetable Compound to cure female

diseases. meof&mmerh /
g;mtmﬂwmot the:fx;mmthu . —but are

we should refer m because good they
do other i wmentopmvothatlydhll’hi;

Vegetable is a reliable and honest medicine, and that the
statements hm:drsermmnmﬁsmb
truth and nothing but the truth.

that ties their hearts together.
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Difference That Ten

Minutes Make ‘g

From 3S degrees to 70 degrees—
from an unbearable cold to 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
Oil Heater

(Equipped with Smokeless Device)'

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

Impossible to turn the wick too high or ©00 low—impossible
to make it smoke or emit disagreeable odor—the seif-locking

Automatic Smokeless Device

absolutely prevents smoke. Lighted in a second—cleaned in 2 minnte
—burns Nine Hours with one filling. Rustless brass font.
Automatic smokeless device instantly removed for cleaning.
Highest efficiency in heating power—Beautifully finished =
Japan or Nickel—an ornament anywhere—a necessity everywhere.
Variety of styles.

Every Dealer Everywhere. 1f Not At Yours, Write for Descsiptive Cirenlar
to the N Agency of the

STANDARD OIL COMPANY
(Encerperated) :

— e iy . ——

The Wizard of Horticulture
Hon. Luther Burbank

says: “Delicious is a gem—the finest apple in all the world.: It is the best in
quality of any apple I have so far tested,”—and Mr. Br knows.
Delicious is but one of the hundreds of good things in Stark Trees—the good
things you should know about before you plant this fall or gext spring.
Let ns tell about them by writing today for our complete, illustrated price-

Wanted-—-A Bright, Capable Man

in each county of this state to sell Stark Trees on commission. No previcus ex-
perience necessary. The workis pleasant, clean work, highly profitable, and the
positions are permanent to the right men. who apply immediately.

Maay of our salesmen are earping 8§50 to $80 per munth and expenscs; some
are making more. You can do as well or better if yow've a bustier and trymg
to succeed. ot A

No investment called for; we furpish complete onder-getting outfit free and
the most liberal contract. b AL R

For complets ivformation address the Sales Manager of
STARK BRO'S NURSERIES & ORCHARDS CO., LOUISIANA, MO.
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1 TM 'y " CAREY ACT LANDS
X -r 3 _—
e T S i Tk B s W ot Tew
You sreo astomished to learn that they are arriving daily. ' Write for bookiet ““Whese
. mother end deughter, and you realize that to Live i
& womaen et forty or ﬁuh BURTNER IRRIGATED LANDS CO. d
ot her finest and fairest. Why it oo? :
The jeneral health of women is s0 in- .
timately dssocisted with the local hesith k
of the esseaticlly fecisime orgess thet .
thive can be mo rod cheaks and rousd 2
. focm whers there s fomple weaknsss, :.
who bave siférved froms
selied and cure in disVee of Dr.
| Pieree’s Feor . h .
.. oufams of womenbood. It clears
sye: e=d reddens the cheeks.
eloohol,
DEFIANGE STARGE =T
| If affictéd whin)
sore eyes.uew §




