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brought some little comfort to my
heart, I was not absolutely alone in
the world, Down at the bottom of
the cliff and within call of me, was
waiting the faithful Zambo. I went to
the edge of the plateau and looked
over. Sure enough, he was squatting
among his blankets beside his fire in
hig little camp. But, to my amagze-
rient, a second man was geated in
front of him. For an instant my
heart leaped for joy, as 1 thought
that one of my comrades had made
hig way safely down. But a second
glance digpelled the hope. The rising
sun shone red upon the man's skin,
He was an Indlan. 1 shouted loudiy
and waved my handkerchlef. Pres-
ently Zambo looked up, waved his
hand, and turned to ascend the pin-
racle. In a short time he was gtand.
ing close to me and listening with
deep distresd to the story which I
told him,

“Devil got them for sure, Massa
Malone,” sald he., “You got into the
devil's country, sah, and he takes you
all to imself. You take advice, Massa
Malone, and come-down quick, else he
gel you as well"

“How can I come down, Zambo?"

“You get creepers from trees, Mas.
ma Malone, Throw them over here,
I make fast to this stump, and so
you have bridge."

“We have thought of that. There
are no creepers hers which could
bear us."”

“Send for ropes, Massa Malone."

“Who can I send, and where?"

“Send to Indlan village, sah, Plenty

biderope in Indian village. Indian
down below; send him."

“Who {8 he?”

“One of our Indilans. Other ones

heat him and take away his pay. Ie
come back to us, Ready now to take
letter, bring rope—anything."

To take letter! Why not? Der
haps he miEht bring help: but in any
case he would insure that our lives
were not spent for nothing, and that
news of all that we had won for
science should reach our friends at
home, I had two completed letters
already walting. I would spend the
day In writing a third, which would
hring my experiences absolutely up
tn date. The Indian could bear this
back to the world, I ordered Zambo,
therefore, to come again in the eve-
ring and 1 spent my miserable and
lenely day in recording my own al
ventures of the night before, T also
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. for the first time during a winter

season. It Is as entrancing, rippling
and gay as it was last summer. The
kiosks bloom wth flowers and neatly
folded journals sold by brisk little
women, The chauffeurs are as ca-
priclous in defying all traffic laws as
ever,

The ornamental gendarmes pre-
serve thelr same alir of detachment.
They stand about the streets with
their neatly, folded capes thrown over
{heir shoulders as thoush disin-
terested spectators. They are lithe of
fizure and gentle of manner.

Parie has long since shed the
chrysalls of bereavement ‘and each
season finds it brightening up. The
large flcating population of the sum-
mer months is not here. The crowids
are typleally Parisian. It was noon
when T left the Ritz for a stroll.

Shops wers cloging for tha two
hour siesta. The sidewalks of the Rue
de la Paix were gay with midinettes
lika 80 many chattering magples.
The only touch of the war |8 seen
here and there with ghastly disfig-
urements,

1 think the most
about Paris and one of the chief
reasons for my love for it is. the
childlike slmplicity, Perhaps this lit-
tle trivial Incldent will explain what
1 mean. 1 dropped Into one of those
cireular little bars for a cup of hot
chocolate,

A cocotte came in, U'nder her arm
gha carried a clock encased In glass.

impressive thing

She was taking it to pawn. The
harman looked it over and turned a
key, A spring snapped. Wild ges-

tures and gesaticulations, Business |n
the place stopped.
Everybody gathered

clock, They peeped In
utreete, It was the most curlously
interested crowd I ever saw. After
ahout 20 minutes the eclock began to
tick again. Then they laughed, slap-
ped  shoulders and moved away.
Strangely enough I was just as in-
terested as the rest, Paris has a way
of doing that,

around the
from the

Then again I dropped Into a book
shop. Madam was at her little
cashier's desk with her Slamese cal.
All small shopkeepers have a _pet
of some sort—a dog, bird or l"ﬂ}. I
showed Interest In the pet and she
immediately lost interest "in a sale.
That could walt for another day,

The sidewnlk cafes do a brisk
winter business. Men and women =it
for hours in their heavy coats sip-
ping steaming hot drinks. It glves
them the opportunity to Indulge
thelr curloalty te study passers-by.
Wea of Amerlca would rather resent
the closa scrutiny of the Parisians
who mean na discourtesy, They will
walk up to you and look you over
from head to foot as Impersonally
ax they would study a painting. Then
they move on.

This nalvate of the French express-
es itgelf {n many ways. Customs
cling. If you go to buy stamps in a
hotal or postoffice you must walt
for the ceremony of taking the

. stamps out of a leather back folder

and the stamps are only handed to
vou after the folder Is closed and put

ay., Stamps were first sold in this
way and will be so’long as France
survives,

The vne thing the Amerlcan miss
en Merg In the land where cooking
{8 an art 1s good coffee, They serve
a chicory concoctlon that is Innoc-
uonus and tasteless, Louls Sherry has
bullt up a big business smerving the
kind of coffee we get back home,

1 tendered a few sous to the head
porter for a trifling service, Basil
Woon, an Ameriean correspondent,
wha was with me smiled, Then he
told me that this conclerge was one
of the chief stockholders In the hotel
and is enormously rich yet dally he
dons his gold bralded coat and pre
sldes over the head porter's desk.
The conclerge s the chief point of
eontact with the patrons, One rarely
sees the clerks.

i

boal whom the Indian could find, im-
prloring them to see that ropes were
sent to us, since our lives must Je-
pend upon it. These documents I
threw to Zambo in the evening, and
also my purse, which contalned three
English sovereigns. These were to
be given to the Indian, and he was
romised twice as much if he returnecu
with the ropes.

Just as the sun was seiting upon
that melancholy night I saw the lone-
ly figure of the Indian upon the vast
plain beneath me, and I watched hin,
sur one faint hope of salvation, unril
he disappeared in the rising mists of
even ng which lay, rose-tinted f{rem
the selting sun, beiween the far-off
river and me,

It was quite dark when I at last
turned back 1o our stricken camp,
and my last vision as 1 went was the
red gleam of Zambo's fire, the one
point of light in the wide world be-
low, as was his faithful presence in
my own shadowed soul.
felt happier than I had done wince
this crushing blow had fallen upon
me, for {t was good to think that the
world should know what we had done,
so that at the worst our names should
nol perish with our bodles, but should
go down to posterity assoclaied with
the result of our labors.

It was an awesome thing {o sleep
in that {ll-fatad eamp; and yel it was
even more unnerving to do 8o in the
lungle. One or the other it must be.
Prudence, on the one hand, warned
me that I should remain on guard,
but exhausted nature, on the other
declared that T should do nothing of
the kind, I climbed up on to a limb
of the great gingko tree, but there
was no secure perch on its rounded
surface, and I should certainly have
fallen off and broken my neck the
moment [ began to doze, 1 got down,
therefore, and pondered over what
I should do, Finally, I closed the door
of the zareba, lit three separate fires
in a triangle, and having eaten a
hearty supper dropped off into a pro-
found eleep, from which I had a
strange and most welcome awaken-
ing. In the early morning, just as
day was breaking. a hand was laid
upon my arm, and starting up, with
all my nerves in a tingle and my
hand feellng for a rifle, 1 gave a cry
of joy a= in the cold gray light 1 saw
Lord John Roxton kneeling beside
me.

1t was he—and wyet it was not he.
T had left him calm in his bearing,
correct in his person, prim in his
dress. Now he was pale and wild-
eved, gasping as he breathed like one
who has run far and fast. His gaunt
face was scratched and bloody, his
clothes were hanging In rags, and
his hat was gone. I stared in amaze.
ment, but he gave me no chance for
questions, He was grabbing at our
stores all the time he spoke,

“Quick, young fellah! Quick!" he
erled. “FEvery moment counts, Get
the rifles, both of them. 1 have the
other two, Now, all the cartridges
yvou can gather. Fill your pockets.
Now, some food.” Half a dozen tins
will do. That's all right! Don't wait
to talk or think. Get a move on, or
we ara done!”

Still half-awake, and unahla to
Imagine what it all might mean, 1
found myself hurrying madly after
him through the wood, a rifie under
adch arm and a pile of various stores
{h mv hands. He dodged in and out
through the thickest of tha scrub
until he came to a densa clump of
brushwond, Into this he rushed, re
gardless of thorns, and threw him-
egelf into the heart of it, pulling me
down by his side

“Thera!" he panted. T think we
are safe hers, They'll made for the
camp as sure as fate, It wlill be
their first idea. But this should puz-
zle ‘em."”

“What {a It all?" I asked, when 1
had got my breath. ““Where are the

professore? And who is it that s
after us?”

“The apemen,” he cried, "My
God, what brutes! Don't ralse yow
volee, for they have long ears—sharp
eyves, too, hut no power of scent, so
far as | could judge, so T don’t think
they can sniff us out Where have
you been, young fellah? You were
well out of it.”

In a few sentences T whispered
what 1 had done.

“Pretty bad,” sald he, when he had
heard of the dinosaur and the pit. "It

i=n’t quite the place for a rest cure,
What? But T had no ldea what Its
possibilities were until those devils
got hold of wus, The man-eatin’

Papuans had me once, hut they are
Chesterfields compared to this crowd.”

“How dld it happen?” 1 agked,

“It was in the early morning’, Our
learned friends were just stirrin’,
Hadn't even hegtim to argue yet, Sud-
denly It ralned apes. They came down

as thick as apples out of a tree. They
had heen assemblin’ In the dark, 1
suppnse, until that great tree ovVer

our heads was heaw with them 1
shot one of them through the belly,
but hefore we knew where we were

And vet T
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