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"I have been a blind simpleton,’ 
said he. bitterly. “It'# my folly that 
has brought you all into this trouble. 
I should have remembered that these 
people have long memories for blood 
feuds, and have been more upon my 
guard." 

"What about the other one? 1» 
took two of them to lever that tree 
over the edge." 

"I could have shot hint, but I lei 
hint go. He may have had no part 
in It. Perhaps It would have been 
better If I had killed hint, for lie must, 
as you say, have lent a hand." 

Now that we had the clue to his 

action, each of us could cast back 
and remember some sinister act upon 
the part, of the half-breed—his con 

slant deelre to know our plans, his 
arrest outside our tent when he was 

overhearing them, the furtive looks 
of hatred which from time to time 
one or other of us had surprised. AVe 

■were still discussing It. endeavoring 
to adjust our minds to these new 

conditions, when a singular scene In 
the plain below arrested our atten 
tlon. 

A man In while clothes, who could 
only be the surviving half-breed, was 

running as one does run when Death 
is tile pacemaker. Behind him. only 
a few yards in his rear, bounded the 
huge ebony figure of Zambo, our de- 
voted negro. Even as we looked, lie 
sprang upon the hack of the fugitive 
and flung his arms round Ids neck. 

They rolled on the ground together. 
An Instant afterwards Zambo rose, 

looked at the prostrate man, and then, 
waving his hand joyously to us, came 

running In our direction. The white 

figure lay motionless In the middle of 
the great plain. 

Our two traitors had been de- 

stroyed, but the mischief that they 
had done lived after them. Bv no 

possible means could we get back to 

the pinnacle. AA'e had Iteeu natives 
of the world; now we were natives 
of the plateau. The two things were 

separate and apart. There was the 

plain which led to the canoes. Yon- 

der, beyond the violet, hazy horizon, 
was the stream which led hack to 

civilization. But the link between 
was missing. No human Ingenuity 
could suggest a means of bridging 
the chasm which yawned between 
ourselves and our past lives. One 

instant had altered the whole condi- 
tion# of our existence. 

It was at such a. moment that 1 

learned the stuff of which my three 
comrades were composed. They w ere 

grave, It Is true, and thoughtful, hut 

of an Invincible serenity. For the 

moment w*e could only sit among the 

bushes In patience and wait the com- 

ing of Zambo. Presently his honest 

black face topped the rocks and his 

Herculean figure emerged upon the 

top of the pinnacle. 
"What I do now?” he cried. You 

tell me and I do It.” 
_______ 
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By O. O. M'TNTYRE. 

New York, Feb. 26.—Thoughts 
■while »trolling around New York: A 

flock of collegiate* with raccoon 

coat*. And Basque caps. Aglow with 

youth. A harp in a taxi. Hippodrome 
dancing girls on the fire escape for 

fresh air. And a crowd collect*. 
Gypsy beggar*—tart of speech and 

slatternly dressed. White heads and 

white shtrtfront* In club window*. 

Arthur Train, the novelist. The hotel 
doorman who looks like Secretary 

Hughes. Curbstone comedians around 
the Automat. 

Ed Wynn and A. L. Erlanger And 

why should a clown like Wynn have 

such a seraphlcally studious face? 

A fire In s manicure parlor. White, 

tired faces. Wonder who bricked that 
window? An athletic club with the 

usual crowd of "pork and beauers.’’ 
All the street gamins selling 

parodies of "It Ain’t Goin* to Rain 

No More.” Silly looking synthetic 
dogs. With sillier looking people. 
Whatever became of "Stuffy" Davis! 

A little alley bristling with cobble- 
stones. The only one I know In New 
York. 

An interpretive dancer who does 
those "dryad dancing to the dawn" 
things. And gives corn beef and cab- 

bage dinners to friends. A dull day 
in Tin Pan Alfey—only three pianos 
being thumped. The old Broadway 
Roman—Cap Churchill. 

The White Way’s million dollar 
dance hall. And a flock of dramatic 
schools. Also a tearoom institute. 
AVhere young ladies are taught to 

manage tearoom*. Rut the trouble is 
the most of them don't sell tea. Skirts 
still growing shorter. 

And handkerchiefs smaller. The 

quick, vivid and haphazard life that 
swirl* about the Winter Garden. All 

night boot, hat and clothing shops. 
A chestnut vender nodding over his 
charcoal burner. The most colorless 

type* in all the city. 

A 23-story building at Broadway 
and Exchange place recently sold for 

*5,000,000. It was discovered that 
the property once eold for $*7. Peter 

Stuyveeant's widow sold this prop 
erty to Gerret Eeydecker In 18*3 for 
25 Colonial pounda. And yet an ex 

pert, mathematician ha* discovered 
that what Is known ss the "good old 
six per cent” Jumps faster. At 8 

per cent compound Interest the nr 

count figured Gerrett Heydecker’s 
SS7 would hsve grown In 239 years 
to $37,1*9,741.71. 

A* a matter of curiosity T answered 
In person the following “Help Want 
ed” ad In an office In Thirty-fourth 
street: “Live wires. TIot sales. Quick 
profit*. Here’s your chance for a 

clean up.” A brisk middle aged msn 

examined the applicants. The Job 
was to sell patented pants pressera. 
Me said It was easy to make $50 * 

day. It was Interesting to see the 

type of men lured by the advertise 
ment. They were all well dressed 
and prosperous looking. Tet all were 

evidently Jobless. 

Then there Is the morning picture 
show at 10 o’clock—mostly patron- 
ized by well-dressed men out of work. 

They at* not night workers or they 
Would no doubt he sleeping. When 
the light* are on they study the "Help 
Wanted" columns. 

Mrs. Fanny Menchel Is the East 
Hide Hetty Green. Phe migrated 
America 33 years ago. married a 

butcher who made *8 a week and 
hor* him nine children. To increase 
th* family income she became e |an- 
It res*, rent collector and finally s 

dealer In real estate. Phe cannot rend 
nr write yet she engineers deals In- 

volving many hundreds of thousands 
a year. Her Income Is *ald to he 
more than *«<>0 s week. 

(Copyright, lilt ( 

T* was a question which It was 
easier to ask than to answer. One 
thing only was clear. He was our 

one trusty link with the outside 
world. Uu no account must lie leave 
us. 

"No, no! 1 he cried. "I not leave 
you. Whatever come, you always 
find me here. But no aide to keep 
Indinns. Already thev say too much 
Curupuri live on this place, and they 
go home. Non you leave them me 
no able to keep them.” 

It was n fact that our Indians Iind 
shown In many ways of late that they 
were weary of their journey and anx 

lous to return. We realized Hint 
Zambo spoke the truth, ami that it 
would be Impossible for him lo keep 
them. 

•'.Make them wall till tomorrow. 
Zambo,” I shouted; "then 1 can scud 
letter back by them.” 

“Very good, sarr! 1 promise they 
wait till tomorrow.” -aid tlie negro. 
"But what I do for you now?” 

There was plenty for him to do. 
and admirably the faithful fellow did 
it. First of all, under our directions,! 
he undid the rope from the tree stmrri 

and threw one end of it. ae(oss to us. 

It was not thicker than a clothes 
line, hut it was of great strength, 
anti though vve could not make a 

bridge of it, vve might find it Invalu- 
able if wr Had any climbing to do. 
He then fastened hi* end of the rope 
to tiie package of supplies which had 
been carried up, and we were aid' 
to drag it across. This gave tis the 
means of life for at least a week, 
even if vve found nothing else. Finally 
he descended and carried up two otlier 
packages of mixed goods—a box of 
ammunition and a number of other 

'things, .ill of which vve got across by 
throwing our rope to him and hauling 
It hack. It was evening when he at 
last climbed down, wilh a final assur- 
ance that lie would keep the Indians 
till next morning. 

And so it Is that I have spent near- 

ly the whole of this first night upon 
the plateau writing up our experi 
elites hv tiie light of a single candle 
lantern. 

We supped anil camped at the very 
edge of the cliff, quenching our 

thirst with two bottles of Apoilinatls 
which were in one of Hie cases, it is 

vital to us to find water, hut 1 think 
even Lord John himself had had ad 
ventures enough for one day, j!tid 
none of us felt inclined to make Hie 
first push into the unknown. \Ve 
forbore to light a fire or to make any 
unnecessary sound. 

On the morning after our being 
trapped upon tiie plateau hv- tiie vil- 
lainous Gomez, Hist of all it was 

necessary to make our arrangements 
with 1 he faithful negro, w ho appeared 
present]} on the pinnacle with a num 

her of tins of cocoa and biscuits, 
which he tossed over to us. Of the 
stores which remained below he was 

ordered to retain as much as would 
keep him for two months. The In 
dlans were to have the remainder as 

a reward for their services and a*- 

payment for taking our letters hack 
to the Amazon. Some hours later we 

saw them In single file far out upon 
the plain, each with a bundle on his 
head, making their way hack along 
the path we had come. Zomha occu- 

pied our little lent at the base of 
the pinnacle, and there he remained, 
our one link with the world below. 

And now vve had to decide upon 
Immediate movements. We shit 
our position until we came to a sir.,, It 
clearing thickly surrounded hv tr-e, 

on all sides. There were some Hat 
slabs of rock in the center, with an 

excellent well close by. and there w-e 

sat in cleanly comfort while we made 
our first Ilians for the invasion of 
tills new country. 

It was midday before vve had made 
ourselves secure, but tiie heat was 

not oppressive, and the general char- 
acter of the plateau, both in it* tem- 

perature and in its vegetation, was 

almost temperate. The beech, the 
oak and even the birch were to be 
found among the tangle of trees 

which girt us In. One huge gingko 
tree topping all the others, shot its 
great limbs and maidenhair foliage 
over the fort which we had construct- 
ed. In Its shade vve continied our 

discussion, while Lord John, who 
had quickly takkn command in the 
hour of action, gave us his views. 

"So long as neither man or beast 
has been or heard us. we are safe.” 
said he. “From the time they know 
we are here our trouble* begin. There 
are no Btgns that they have found us 

out as yet. So our game surely is 
to lie low for a time and spy out 
the land. We want to have a good 
look at our neighbors before we get 
on visitin' terms. By the way, what 
shall vve Call tills place? I suppose 
It is up to us to give it. a name?” 

There were several suggestions, 
more or less happy, but Challengers 
was final. 

"It can only have one name," said 
he. "It Is called after the pioneer 
who discovered it. It is Maple AVIilte 
land." 

Maple White Land it became, and 
so it is named in that chart which has 
become my special task. So it will. 

r t ii«' appear in the atlas of the 
future. 

The peaceful penetration of Maple 
White |.and was the pressing subject 
before us We had the evidence of 
our eyes that ilie place was inhibited 
by some unknown creatures, and 
there was that of Maple While s 

I' sketch book to show that more dread- 
ful and intu-e dangerous monster.- 

might still appear. That there might 
also prove to be human occupants 
and that they were of a malevolent 
character was suggested by the skele- 
ton impaled upon the bamboos, which 
could not base g»»t there had it not 

been dropped from above. Our situa 
tlon. stranded without possibility of 

escape in such a land, was elearh full 
uf danger, and our reasons endorsed 

ever> measure of caution which Lord 
John's experience could suggest. Yet 
!t was surely Impossible that we 

should halt on the edge of this world 
of mystery when our very sotris were 

tingling with impatience to push for- 
ward and to pluck the heart from If. 

We therefore blocked tbe entrance 
to our carelitt l»v tilling It up with 
several thorny bushes, and left our 

rump with the store entirely stir- 

mumlert hv this protecting hedge. We 
then slowly and cautiously set forth 
Into the unknown, following the 
course of the little stream which 
flowed from our spring, as It should 
always serve us ns a guide on our 
ret urn. 

Hardly had we started when we 

came across signs ttint there were 

Indeed wonder* awaiting us. Sudden- 
ly l,ord fohn. who ya« walking first, 
halted with uplifted hand. 

"book at this" said he. *'H> 

Oenrge., this must lie the trail of the 

father of all birds?" 
,\u enormous three toed track "as 

Imprinted in the soft mud before U“ 

Tile ereftture. whatever il was, had 
crossed the swamp and had passed on 

Into the forest. Wo all stopped to 

examine that mot.strous spoor. If H 

were Indeed a bird ami what animal 
could tear e such a mark?—Its foot 
was so much larger than an ostrich a 

that its height upon the same seal** 

must ho enormous, lea d John loot ed 

eagerly round him nml slipped two 

cartridges Into his elephant gun. 
(To Itr* C onUnio il 1 omorrow.) 

THE NEBBS parting is such sweet sorrow. 
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( \ OUESS THIS OMH BELONGS TO 
1 MV BROTMER-IN- l_AW. I DON'T 
TUINK IX LOOKS GOOD ON MINI, 
BESIDES I CiOT A. SHIRT THAT JUST 
MATCHES IX, AND l WONT WEAR 
IT WHEN RUDOLPH IS 

AROUND. 
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JERRY ON THE JOB from the sublime to the practical. Drawn for The 0maha Bee b*Hoban 
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TILLIE, THE TOILER By Westover 

r p'M mad at you, fueD-you 
\ SAID VOU'D R-lKKs UP AT TEM 
O'tfLOCIi UHARP-AWD »T'S> THREf 

| MIWUTBS AFTER KAO. t'M Aid 

j-TiLUE CEftTAlWLY 
TOLD THAT QUV WHAT'S 
WHAT \ VmOMOEHE WHOJ 

The Days of Real Sport By BRIGGS 
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v OH Shorty 

| Pipe--side j £>h Shorty 
COM-PMNJ-j SHORTY 
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whe fN she gave 
You the rare 
PRIVILEGE OF _„ 

tightening her [!- 
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ABIE THE AGENT Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hershfield 
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