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LUTTIATIONS BY JAY WAL TLRS
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SYNOPIIB.

The story opens wm‘
the steamer on which
Tamlle, an Americun helress
thrope, an Kngllshiman,
n lll‘lltl'll.lu American, wern pagsengers
The three were tossed upon an unin-
habited inland and wera the oply ones

Arawned Hinke recovoered from a
drunken stupor. Blake, shunped on the
boat, boeauss of his roughness. became

A hord an proserver of the helpls pair
Tlm Finglishman was suing for the hand

Miss Leslie
CHAPTER Il,—Continued.

“Ob, but Mr. Blake, T am sure It
must be a mistake; I am sure that if
it Is explained to papa—"

“Yes; wa'll cable papa tonight.
Meantime, we've gomoething alee to do
Suppose you two get a hustla on your:
#elves, and scrape up something to
enl. I'm going out to sea what's left
of that blamed old tub”

“Suraly yvou'll not venture to awim
ont so far!” protested Winthrope. 1
paw Lthe sleamer sink as we east off.”

“Looks ke a mast stieking up out
there,
laose."

“But the sharks! ‘These walers
swarm with the vile ecrestures. You
must not risk your life!"

“'"Cause why? If I do, the babes in
the woods will be left without even
the robing to cover thom, poor things!
BPut ¢heer up!—maybe the mudhens
will do It with lovely watorilles."

“Plense, Mr. Blake, do not he so0
crual!l” gobbed Miss Leslle, her tears
slarting afresh. "“The sun makes my
head ache droadfully, and I have no
hat or shade, and I'm becoming so
thirsty!™

“And you think you've only to walt,
und half a dozen stewards will come
running with parasols and fco water.
Nelther you nor Winthrope seem to
'vo gol your eyos open. Just suppose
you get busy and do something, Win-
thrope, chase yourself over the mud,
and get together a mess of flah that
are not too dead. Must be dozens, aft-
the blow. As for you, Miss Jenny, I
guess you can plek up some reeds and
rig -a headgear out of this handker-
chlef— Walt & moment. Put on my
coat, If yeu don't want to be brolled
;Iln through the holes of that peek-a-

mil

“But 1 say, Blake—" bhegan Win-
thrope,

“Don't say—do!" rejolned Blake;
snd he started down the muddy shore.

Though the tkde was at flood, there
was now no eyclone to drive the sea
above the beach, and Hlake walked a
quarter of a mile before he reached
the water's edge. There was little
surf, and he paused only n few mo-
menta to peer ot noross the low
swells before he commenced to strlp,

Winthrope and Miss Leslle had heen
walching his movements; now the
girl rose In a little flurry of haste,
and set to gathering reeds, Winthrope
would have spoken, but, seclng her
embarrassment, smiled to himaell, and
bogan strolling about {a search of fAsh.

It was no diffieult wsearch. The
marshy ground was strewn with dead
sea-crontiures, mnay of which were nl
roady . shrivellng and drying in the
gun, Somae of the fish had a familiar
look, and Winthrope turned them over
with the tlp of his shoe. He oven
went o far a8 to stoop to plek up o
Iarge -mullet; but sbrank back, re-
pulsed by lts stiffness and the unnat-
ural  sh into which the sun was
warplng It. '

He found Mmselt near the beach,
and gtood for half an hour or more
watching the black dot far out in the
water—all that wag to be seen of
Rlake, The Amerlcan, after wading
oftsllore another quarter of a mile,
had reached swimming depth, and was
heading out among the reefs with
sltoady, vigorous strokes. Hall a mile
or so beyond him Winthrope could
now make out the goal for which he
was aiming—the one remaining top-
mast of the steamer,

“By Jove, these waters are full of
gharks!" murmured Winthrope, star
ing at the steadlly receding dot until
it disappearad bokind the wall of surf
whioh spumed up over one of the outer
reofs.

A eall from Miss Leslie interrupted
his watch, and he hastened to rejoin
her. Alter several fallures, she had
contrived to knot Riske's hundkerchief
to threo or four reeds in the ferm of a
little sunshade. Her shoulders were
protected by Blake's eoat, It made a
heavy wrap, but it shut out the blis.
tering sun rays, which, ns Blake had
foreseen, had qulckly begun to burn
the girl's delicate skin through her
open-work bodice,

Thus protected, she was falrly safe
from the sun,.
means the worst feature of the situa-
tion. While Winthrope was yet severnl

the shipwredk of
Misn Geneyieye
, Lord Win-
and Tom Blakes,

yards distant, the glrl began to com-

“I'm so thirsty, Mr,
Where ls thera any wa-

plain to him.
Winthrope!

ter?
Mr, Winthrope!"

“But, my dear Miss Leslle, there is
These pools are all sea-

no water.
water, I must say, I'm deuwegd dry
myself.
ghould go off and leave us like this,

“Indoed, it 18 & shame—Oh, I'm so
thirsty! Do you think It would help
it we ate something?"

“Make it all the worse,
how ocould we cook anythlng?
{hese mda are green.

- —

Resldos,
All

Maybe some of the rigeing Is

But the sun was by no

Please get me a drink al once,

I eap't see why that cad

Two or Thres Small Fish Lay Faintly Wriggling on the Surface.

“But Mr. Blake sald to gather some
fish. Had you not best—"

“He can pick up all he wants, 1
ahall not touch the beastly things.”

“Then 1 suppose thaere 1s nothing to
do but walt for him,"

“Yes, If the sharks do not get him."

Miss Leslle uttered a little moan,
and Winthrope, seeing that she was
on the verge of tears, hastened to re-
assure her. “Don't worry about him,
Misa Genevieve! He'll soon return,
with nothing worse than a blistered
back. Fellows of that sort are horn
to hang, you know."

“But if he should be—If anything
should happen to him!™

Winthrope shrugged his shoulders,
nnd drew out his sliver cigarette case.
It wns more than half-full, nnd he was
highly gratified to find that neither the
clgarettes nor the vestn matches in the
cover had boen reached by the wet,

"By Jove, here's luek!™ he ex-
claimed, and he bowed to Miss Leslie,
“Pardon me, but If yon have no ob-
Jections—"

The girl nodded as o matter of form,
and Winthrope hastened to lght the
clgarette already In his fingers. The
smoke by no means tended to lessen
the dryness of his mouth; yet it put
hm In a reflective mood, and In think-
Ing over what he had read of ship-
wrecked parties, he rememberod that
a pebble held in the mouth I8 supposed
to ease one's thirst.

To be sure, there was not a sign of
a pebble within miles of where they
sat: but after gome reflection, it oo
curred to him that one of his steel
keya might do as well, At first Mlss
Leslie was reluctant to try the ex-
perfment, and only the increasing dry-
ness of her mouth foreed her to seck
the promised rellef. Though It falled
to quench her thirat, she was agrie
ably surprised to find that the llttle
fint bar of metal eased hor craving to
a marked dogree,

Winthrope now thought to rig a
shade as Miss Leslie had done, out of
reeds and his bhandkerchief, for the
sun was scorching his unprotected
hoad. Thus wheltered, the two
crouched as comfortably ns they could
upon the halfdried crest of the hum.
mock and waited impationtly for the
return of Blake,

CHAPTER 111,

The Worth of Fire,

llul‘uli the sen wilhiu the
reefs was fast smoothing
to a glassy plain o the
dead ealm, they did not seo Rlake on
his return until he struck shallow wa.
ter and stood up to wade ashore, The
tide had begun to ebb before he
started landward, and though he was
a powerful swimmer, the long pull
against the current had so tred him
that when he took to wading he
moved st a tortolsedike pult

“The bloomin' loafer!”™ commented
Winthrope. He glaneed quickly about,
and at slght of Miss Laeslie’'s arching
brows, hastened to add: “Beg pa

Miss Leslle made no reply,

Al Iast Blake was out of the water
and tolling up the muddy beach to the
apot where he had left his clothes.
While dressing he seemed to recover
from his exertions in the water, for
the moment he had finished he sprang
to his feet and came forward at a
brisk pace.

As  he approached, Winthrope
waved his fifth clgarette at him with
languld enthusiasm, and called out as
heartily as his dry lps would per-
mit: I say, BDlake, deuced glad the
sharks didn't get you!"

“Sharks?—hah! All you have to do
is to splash a Httle, and they haul oft.”

“"How nabout the steamer, Mr,
Blake?" asked Miss Leslle, turning to
face him,

“All under but the malntopmast—
curse  Jt!—wire rigging at that!
Couldn't even get a bolt,”

“A holt 7"

“Not a bolt; and here we are as
good as paked on this Infernnl—Hey,
you! what yon doing with that match?
Light your clgaretto—light 1t!— Dam-
nation!"

Hoedless of Hlake's warning ory.
Winthrope had struck his last vesta,
and now, angry and bewlldered, he
stood staring while the little taper
burned itself out. With an oath, Hinke
sprang to catch it as It dropped from
botween Winthrope's fngers. But he
wns too far away. It fell among the
damp rushes, spluttored, and flared
out,

For a moment Hlake knelt, staring
at the rushes as though stupefied:
then he sprang up before Winthrope,
his bronzed face purple with anger.

“Where's your matchbox? Got any
more?" he demanded.

“Last one, 1 fanoy-—yes; last one,
and there are still two clgareties. But
look here, Blake, 1 can't tolerate your
talking so deucedly—"

“You Wiot! you—you— Hell! and
every one for clgarettes!”
From a growl Hlake's voice burst

into & roar of fury, and sprang upon
Winthrope llke a wild beast, His
hands closed upon the Englishman's
throal, and he began to shake him
about, paying no head to the blows
hia vietim showered upon his face and
body, blows whieh soon begnn to les
sen In foree.

Terror-stricken, Miss Leslie put her
hands over hoer eyes, and began to
seream-~the plereing shriek that will
unnerve the strongest man. Blake
pauged as though transfixed, aml as the
half-suffocated Englishman struggled
in his grasgp, he ftung him on the

ground and turned to the screaming

Elrl,

“Stop that squawking!"” he sald. The

girl cowed down. "So; that's better,
Next time keep your mouth shut*

“You-—youn brute!"

“(jood! You've got n lttle spunw.
ah?™

*You coward—to atiack & man not
half your strength!"

“Stendy, steady, young lady!
warm enough yet; U've stlll
mind to wring his fool neck.”

I'm
half a

“Hut why should yon be go angry?

What has he done, that you-
“Why-—why? Lord! what hasn't he

don! He—ah-—reminds me so much | done? This coast falrly swarms with
of n navyy, you know."” beasts. Wo've not the smell of a gun;
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and now this (dlot—this dough-head—
has gone and thrown away our only
| ehanoa—— ﬂrﬂ—m‘ul on his meansly ciga-
Cretton!”  Blake choked with returning
rage.

Winthrope, stlil panting for breath,
‘ began to ereep away, at the same time
unclasping a small penknife, He was
white with fear; but his gray eyes—
which on shipboard Blaks had never
seen other than offensively superclll-
ons—now glinted In a manner that
served to alter the Ameriean's mood,

“That'll do,” he sald. “Come hara

and show me that knife"

“I'll show {t you where it will do the
| most good,” muttered Winthrope, ris-
| Ing hastlly to repel the expected at-
| tack.

“"So you've got a little sand, too,”
sald Blake, almost good-naturedly.
"Suy, that's not so bad. We'll call It
quits on the matches. Though how
you could go and throw them away—"

“Deonee take it, man! How should 1
know? I've never before been in a
wreok.”

“Neither have I-—this kind. Dut 1
tell you, we've got to keep our think
tanks golng. It's a guoss if we see to-
morrow, and that's no joke, Now do
vou wonder I got hot?"

“Indeed, no! 1've béen an ass, and
here’'s my hand to It—if you really
mean it's quits.'”

“It's quits all right, long as you
aon't run out of sand, responded
Hlake, and he gripped the other's soft
hand until the Kngllshman winced.
“So; that's settled. “I've got a hot
temper, but I den't hold grudges. Now,
where're your fish?"

“l—well, they were all spolled.”

“Spolled?”

“The sun had shriveled them."

“And you call that spoiled! We're
like to eat them rotten before we're
through with this plenie, How about
tha pools?”

“Pools? Do you know, Blake, 1 never
thought of the pools. [ stopped to
watch you, and then we were so anx-
lous about you—"

Blake grunted and turned on his
heel to wade Into the half.dralned pool
in whose midst he had been deposited
by the hurricane,

Two or three small fish lay faintly
wriggling on the surface. As Blake
sp!ashad through the waler to selze
them his foot struck against a liviog
hody which floundered violently and
flashed a brilllant forked tall above the
muddy water. Blake sprang over the
flah, which was entangled In the
reeds, and with a kick flung It clear
out upoy the ground.

“A coryphene!” cried Winthrope,
and he ran forward to stare at the
gorgeously colored prize.

“Coryphene?” repeated Blake,
lowing hla example.

“Fine as salmon.
small one, but—"

“Fifteen poundsz if an ounce!” erled
Hlake, and he thrust hizg hand in his
pocket, There was a moment's sl
lence, and Winthrope, glaneing up, saw
the other staring In blank dismay.

“What's up?' he asked.

“Lost my knlfe™

“When?—in the
about—""

“No; aboard ship, or in the surf—"

*Here Ia my knife.”

“Yes: almost big enough to whittle
a mateh! Mine would have done us
some good."

“It is the best steel'

“All vight; let's see you cut up the
fish,"”

“But yon know, Blake, | shouldn't
know how ‘o go about it. 1 never did
such a thing."”

“And you, Mlgs Jenny? Girls are
supposed to know about cooking '

“1 never cooked anything In all my
life, Mr. Blake, and it's allve—and-—
und I am very thirsty, Mr. Blake!™

“Lord!" commented Blake. “Glve
me that koife,"

Though the blade was so small, the
American's hand was strong. After
some lttle haggling, the coryphene
was killed and drossed, Blake washed
poth it and his hands in the pool, and
began to cut slices of flesh from the
fish's tall.

“We have no firs,” Winthrope re-
minded him, fluddng at the word.

“That's true,” assented Nlake, in a
cheerful tone, and he offered Win-
thrope two of the pleces of raw flesh.
“Here's your breakfast. The trimmed
pleen 18 for Miss Leslle”

“But it's raw' Really, I could not
think of eating raw fish, Could you,
Miss Leslje?”

Miss Leslie shuddered. *Oh, no!-—
and I'm so thirsty 1 could not eat any-
thing." '

“You bet you can!" replled Blake.
“Hoth of you take that fish and go to
chewing. It's the stuff to ease your
thirat while we look for water. Good
Lord!—In n week you'll be glad to eat
raw snake. Flunicky over clean fish,
when you swallow canvas-back all but
raw, and beef runnlng blood, and raw
oysters with their stomacha full of dis-
integrated animal matter, to put ft
politely,  You couldn't tell rattiesnake
broth from chicken, and dog makes
first-rate voal—when you've got to est
it I've had (0 stralght from them that
knows that over In France they eat
upails and Ash.worms. Ite all &4 mat-
ter of custom or the style™

(I'0 BE CONTINUVED,)

fol-
“Good to eat?
This is only a

pool? It we felt

ABHINGTON, — The Roosevelt
“tennis cabinet” a8 to make one
more bid for public recognition before
it takes permanently to the shelf
where It was Iald upon the departure
of ita chief from the White House.
Two of Its most prominent members
in the persons of James Rudolph Gar-
fleld, late secretary of the Interlor,
and Gifford Pinchot, chlef forester of
the department of agriculture, have
put thelr heads together and the
fraits of thelr conniving will be a
Inrge and intéresting volume entitled
“Roosevelt's Administration™
It s whispered about Washington
that other members of the now fa-
mous aggregation of comparatlvely
young federal officeholdera and all
around hustlers from all walks of
life whom Mr., Roosevelt invited by
successive stages to his council room,
luncheon table and tennls court, are
preparing to glve the public some In-
slde facts concerning the great seven
years of the adminlstration recently
closed. Mr, Garfield and Mr, Pinchot,
however, are the first to be actually
digcovered at thelr task,
The work of directing the conserv-
ing of the forests of the country has

Roosevelt History to Be Published Soon

been lald aglde for several days while
the chief of the forestry bureau Is la-
poring with might and main with the
late secretary of the Interior In writ-
Ing the accomplishments of the Roose-
velt regime for the printer,

The book will contaln a completa
and detalled account of the things
done at the White House the last four
years of Mr. Roosevelt's occupancy of
the office of president, There will be
a falrly definite account of what took
place In the Inner counclls of three
years previous, for although the “ten-
nis eabinet” did not get well along
in Its organization untll some time
after Mr. Roosevelt's presidential ca-
reosr started, owing to the tenacity of
Prosident McKinley's so-called “kitchs
en cabinet,” consisting of Henry Ca-
bot Lodge and others, ltsa members
were not long kept in the dark as to
what had gone on before thelr ad-
vent to Roosevelt Intimacy.

Hurdles which the beef trust Inves.
tigators were compelled to take, inner
talks at the White House during the
brewing of the Russo-Japanese war,
the coup which made Roosevelt a
great peacemaker, hia wrestles with
congress over the rallrond rate Dbill,
the knocking out of the Northern Be-
curities merger, the growth of the
policy which blanketed groat stretches
of western country with forest reserve
rule, and many other Interesting
things will be set forth for the coun-
try's contemplation by those persons
who knew much concerning them, now
that the Injunction of secrecy has
worn away

Congressional Club Losing Members

LTRASMART women in the con-

gressional set In Washington have
virtually withdrawn thelr support
from the Congressional club, and the
organization faces elther extinction or
humdrum monotony, which nobody
dared to predict when the club was
formed just before the close of the
last gesslon of congress,

Trouble has been brewing in the
¢lub these many months, but it was
formally brought before the body only
at the last meeting, just before many
of the officers were about to leave the
eity for the summer. It came . to a
erigls when certaln members [alled to
pay their annual dues, As the club has
ieased a fashionable home In K street
and the rent man and the grocer have
to be dealt with before long, dues are
a matter of vital impo®ance.

Hehind this practioal phase of the
glitnation Hes another, which 18 casting

Sartoris Resigns; Fa

LGERNON SARTORIS
slgned as secretary of the United

has re:
Statea legation at Guatemala, While
il health is given as the reason for
his action, It I8 rumored that a fam-
il¥ squabble is the direct cause for
his getting out of the diplomatice
service,

There I8 a story that Secretary Root,
who |8 connected by marringe with
the Grant famlly, was opposed to Mr,
Sartorls’ appointment to the diple-
matie corps, but that President Roose-
velt was responsible for the young
man receiving the post at Guatemala.

Mr, Sartoris, at the breaking out
of the Spanish war, showed that he
carried the blood of hils fllustrious
grandfather, Gen., U, 8. Grant, and
jolned the volunteers for service, He

gloom into the hearts of the “would
be's” who have lately come to Wash-
ington to preside over congressional
homes and had been led to believe
that membership in the Congression-
al club would fling open to them the
doors of every smart housebold io
Washington.

It Is a matter of the club's history
that the yltra-smart women in the con-
gregsional set joined the club in tha
beginning because they were persist-
ently urged to do so In order that
thelr names might glve the organi-
zatlon something of the soclal stand-
ing 1t needed. These women freely
pald the $10 entrance fees, with mani-
festly no intention of hobnobbing with
the women who came from many
rural districts throughout the coun-
try and jumped at the chance to be-
long to the club,

That the really smart women in the
congressional set at Washington do
not care a rap for the Congresslonal
club or Its success has been made
plain. True, they have been induced
on rare oceaslons to vislt the club-
rooms, but only when some particular-
ly important affair has been glven—
as, for instance, a tea in honor of
the president and %ve. Taft, shortly

before Mr. Taft was inaugurated.

mily Feud Is Rumor

was chosen an alde de camp by
Maj., Gen. Fitzhugh Lee, and had
become a eaptain  when honorably
mustered out of the Third United
States  volunteer infantry, at the
end of the war,

In June, 1904, he married Mlle.

Germalne Ceclle Noufflard, a grand-
daughter of Sir Charles Hulle, a dis-
tinguished English musiclan. Before
the marriage Mr, Sartoris joined the
Catholle ehurch,

The origin of the feud in the Grant
famlly Is not related by those of thoe
ex-president’'s descendants who admit
its existence, It is nsserted, however,
that the gquarrel has been on for some
years, and that the family Is divided
into two bltterly hostlle camps, At
the head of once faction s Mrs. Nellie
Grant Sartorls, favorite daughter of
Presldent Grant and almost Idolized
by the American public at the tlme
of her marriage to Sartorls, the Brit-
ish diplomat, during her father’'s stay
ut the White House. The other fac-
tion I8 led by Gen. F. D. Grant, whose
popularity with the Ameriean publio

I8 a matter of more recent growth.

Interesting Pair of Glaring Senators

S
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S%:NATORS ALDRICH and La Fol
lette do the glaring for the senate,
while the tariff fight is on. The Rhode
lsland genator has a cold, glittering
glare, as becomes a man who belleves
in money and lots of it. The Wiscon-
sin senator has a fussy, fighting glare.
It Is both & glare and a gloat, and If
the sepate can stand for the phrase,
it “gets Aldrich’'s goat,” The senate
leader begins to get nervous just the
moment the Wisconsin glare is turned
on him, He tries to glare in return,
but soon leaves for the senate cloak-
room where he sputters, instead. It
ig not dignified to sputter in the senate
chamber, No one who will tell knows
what «'2¢ he does In the cloakroom.
When La Follette sits still
can stand him and glare in return,
These two men are not only on op

Aldrich |

posite sldes of the big guestion, but
they are opposite In temperament,
character, tralning, and cvery other
respect.

Senator Aldrich
streel rallroads

bunched a few
in his native state,
gold and resold them until he can
afford to be United States scnator
as long as he Hves. Senator La Fol-
lette grabbed at fame with one hand
and carved out a lecture carecr with
the other in order to make a llving on
the slde. He wants money ounly to
blow it in on his show,

Senator Aldrich has a sublime faith
In the wisdom of men with money,
and he fights for them as he would
for principles. What Is best for them
he considers best for the whole coun-
wy. If they prosper and are satls.
fled, 1t follows, according to his doc-
tripe, that all must be progperous and
contented. Senator La Follette takes
the other end of the game. He 15 for
the man who has very litlle money,
for the one who lndividually works for
every dollar he gets, And they stand
up o the senate about slx feet apart
and fight {t out along these lines,




