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SYNOPSIS.

The story opens with the shipwreck of
tie wteamer on which Miss Geneyvieve
Loelle, an Amotlean helrens, Lord Wine
thiope, an Englishman, and Tom Rlake,

brusgue  Amerionn, wore PRNAPHEErE,

1 three were tonsed Upon an uninfisbe
el lsiand and were the unly ones not
drowned, Blake recoverad from a drunk-
ot stupor, Blake, shunned on the boat,
hecnnre of hin roughitess, becume & hero

preseiver of the helpless palr. The
| nglishman was sulng for the hand of

Mige Lestlie, Binke started to swim back
1o the ship to recover what was left
Minke returned safely, Winthrope wasted
his Met mateh on a clgarette. for which
he was seored by Blike. Thely firsk moeal

wos o dead Nish. The trlo started & ten
mile hike for bigher land Thirst at-
tacked them Blake was compelled to
carry Miss Leslle on account of wenrl-
noRs e tnunted Winthrope. They on-
tered the jungle, That night was passed

auUng Ma:h In 0 tree, h- uf"(l morns
ing thoy desoonded (0o the Wn " mn
Al threo uvlmlun ted hals to n leld v

u‘\: # from the sun. They then l'mmtu'l

enooanuts, the only rrm urable food
\I na Lenlle showed a lking for Blake,
hut detested his roughness, Tad by Blake
they established o home In some clffn,
Hinke found a fresh water llmlnr Mins
Laewlle  faced an uppleasant tuation
They plannad thelr campalgn

—_—

CHAPTER IX.~—~Continued,

Ilake and Mise Leslle turned to
stare at the droves of anlmals mov-
ing about between them and the bor-
of the tall grass, Miss Leslle was
tha first to speak. “They can't be
eattle, Mr. Winthrope, There are some
with siripes. [ do belleve they're
gebrnp!”

“Get down!” commanded Blake,
“They're all wild game. Those big ox-
ke fellows to the left of the zebras
are eland, Whee! wouldn't we be In
it If we owned that water hole? I'll
bet I'd have one of those fat beeves
inslde three days.”

“How 1 zhould enjoy a juley steak!”
murmured Miss Leslie,

“Raw or jerked?" questioned Blake

“What Is ‘jerked?'"

ey

“Dried.”

“Oh, no; I mean brolled—just red
inside.”

“1 prefer mine quite rare,” added
Winthrope,

“That's the way you'll get It, damned
rare—Deg your pardon, Miss Jenny!
Without fire, we'll have the cholee of
raw or jerked.”

“Horrors!"”

“Jerked ment is all right,
vour game In strips—"

“With a penknife!” luughed Miss
l.eslle,

Make stared at her glumly, “That's
a0, You've got it back on me—DButch-
er 4 beef with a penknife! We'll have

You cut

to take It raw, and dog-fashlon at
that.”

“Haven't I heard of bamboo
knives?" sald Winthrope,

“Bamboo?”

“tm sure 1 ean't say, but ns I re-

member, it seems to me that the var-
nisl:like glaze—"

“Slllea? Say, that would cut meat,
Nut where in—where In hades are the
bamboos T

“I'm sure I-oan't say. Only 1 re-
member that I have seen them In oth-
er tropieal places, you know.'

“Meantime 1 prefer cocoanuts, untll
we have a fire to broil our steaks,” re-
marked Miss Leslie,

“Ditto, Miss Jenny, long's we have
the nuta and no meat, I'm a vegetarl
an now—but maybe my mouth ain't
watering for something else. Look at
a1l those chops and roasts and stews
running around out there!”

“They are making for the grass”
observed Winthrope. “Hadn't we bet-
ter start?”

“Nute won't welgh so much without
the shells. We'll eat right here.”

There were only a few nuts left
They were drained and cracked and
scooped out, one after another. The
last chanced to break evenly acroas
the middle,

“Hello,"” sald Blake, "the lower part
of this will do for a bowl, Miss Jen-
ny. When you've eaten the cream,
put it In your pockel, Say, Win, have
vou got the bottle and keys and-—"

“All safe—everything."

“Are you sure, Mr. Winthrope®”
asked Miss Leslie. "Men's pockets
seem so open, Twlee I've had to plck
up Mr. Blake's locket.”

Locket? echoed Blake

“The ivory locket. Women may be
ecurlous, Mr. Blake, but | assure you,
I did not look Inslde, though—"

‘L&t me—give It here—quick!"
gusped Blake.

Startled by his tone and look, Miss
Leslie eaught an oval shaped objeet
from the side pocket of the coat, and
thrust it into Blaka's outstretched
hand
unable to belleve his eyes; then he
jeaped up, with a yell that sent the
droves of zebras and antelope fiylug
futo the tall grass,

“Oh! oh!'" screamoed Miss Lesiie,
“1s it @ snake? Are you bitten?"

“Bitten?—Yes, by John Parleycorn!
Vust have been fuzzy drunic to put It
in my coat, Always carry it In my
fob pocket, What a blasted infernal
idlot I've been! Kick me, Win —kick
we hard!”

“1 gay, Blake, what is it? T don't
quite take you. If you would only—"

CPire! —fire! Can't you see? We've
got all hell beat! Look here.”

For & moment he stared at it, |

He snapped open the slide of ihe
supposed locket, and before either of |
bis companions could realize what he |

would be ahout, was focusiug the
1eng of a surveyor’s magnifylng glass
upon the bhack of Winthropa's Land

| NORAR,

[

“Bitten?

Yes, by

The Eupglishman
uwuy—-

“Ow! Theat burns!™

Blake shopk (he glass in their be-
wilderad faces,

“Look there!" he shonted, “there's
fire; there's water; there's birds'
egge and beefeteaks! Here's where we
trek on the back trall. We'll smoke
out that leopard in short order!"

“You don't mean to say, Blale—"

“No; 1 mean to do! Don’t worry,
You can hide with Miss Jenny on the
polnt, while I engineer the deal. Fall
in'"

The day was siill fresh when they
found themselves back at the foot of
the cliff. Here arose a heated debate
hetween the men, Winthrope, stung |
by Blake's jeering words, Inslsted
upon sharing the atlack, though with
no greal enthusiasm, Much (o Blake's
surprise, Miss Leslie camo to the sup-
port of the Englishman.

“Puat, Mr. Blake,” she argued, “you
say it will be porfectly safe for us
here. [If go, It will be safe for mysell
nlone.”

“1 ean play this game without him."

“No doubt. Yet if. as you say, you
expect to keep off the leopard with a
toreh, wouid it not bhe well to have
Mr. Winthrope at hand with other|
torches, should yours burn out?”

“Yeg: If 1 thought he'd be at hand
after the first scare.”

Winthrope started off almost on a
run. At that moment he might have
faced the leopard single-handed, Dlake
chuckled as he swung awuay after his
vietim. Within ten paces, however, he
paused to eall back over hils shoulder: |
“Got around the point, Miss Jenny, |
and If vou want something to do, try
bralding the cocoanut fiber.”

Miss Leslie made no response: buot
she stood for some time gazing after
the two men, There was ao much that
was characteristlie aven In rhis rea
view. For all his anger and his haste, |
the Englishman bhore himself with an

jerked e hand

alr of wellbred nleety, His trim,
erect figure neaded only u fresh sull
to be frreproachable, Onp the other
hand, a earcless obsérver, et flrsl
glance, might have mistaken Rlake
with his flannel shirt and shouldered |
club, for a hulking navvy. But there |

wis nothing of the navyy in his swing
Ing stride or in the resolule polse of
his head as he enme up with Win
thrope,

Though the girl was not given to re
flection, the contvast between (he two
could net but Impress her. How well
her countryman—couarse, unenltured,
but full of brute strength and courage
—fitted in with these primitive sur
roundings, Whereas Winthrope—and
herself—

She fell into a kind of disquleted
brown study. Her eyes had an odd
look, both startled and meditatlye—
such a look as might be expected r.\l‘i
one who for the first time s peering |
beneath the surface of things, and
seen the naked Realities of Life, the
real values, bared of masking conven-
yons, It may have heen that ahe was
secking to ponder the meaning of her |
own exlstence—that she had caught a !
gllmpse of the vanity and wasteful: |
the utter futllity of hay life. At

| cloft

John Barleycorn!”

the best, {t could only have been n
glimpge. But was not that enongh?

“Of what use are such people as 17"
she crled. “That nan may be rough
and coarse—even a brute; but he at
loast doos things—I'1l show him that
1 can do things, too!"

8he hastened out around the corner
of the cliff to the spot where they had
spent the night. Heore she gathoered
together tm cocoanut husks, and seal-
ing herself In the shade of the over-
hanging ledges began to pick at the
coarse fiber, It was cruel work for
her soft fingers, not yet fully healed
from the thom wounds, At times the
pain and an overpowering Sense of
injury brought tears to her eyes; still
more often she dropped the work In
despair of her awkwardness, Yet al
wiays she returned to the task with re.
newed enoergy,

After no tile

pergeverance, she

| found how to twist the fiher and plait

It Into cord. At
work, and she did
should ever make enough cord for n
fish-line, Yeot, as she caught the knack
of the work and her fingers became
more nimble she bogan to enjoy the
novel pleasure of producing something

Shoe had quite forgotien to feel injured,
anil wns learning to endure with pa.
tience the rasping of the fiber between
her fingers, when Winthrope came
clamibering around the corner of the
cliff

“What ig 1t?" she exclaimed, spring.
ing np and hurrying to meet him,
was white and quivering, and the look
in his eves Alled her with dread,

Her volce shrilled Berenm:
"He's dead!"”

Winthrope shook his head.

"Then he's hart!—he's hurt by that
suvage ereature, and vou've run off )
and left him—"

“WNo, no, Mlss Genevieve,
slst! The fellow I
seratehed.”

Then why—7"

‘It was the horror of 1t
ally made me 11"

“You frightened me almost to death
Id the beast chase vou?

“That waould have been hetter
way Really, It horrible!
itill wick over it, Miss Genovieve,"

“But fell me about . Did you sot

bost It was slow
not see how she

o i

I must in
not even

all. 1l actu

wias

Are to the hushes in the eloft, as M)
i”.’l’{l‘-- '
“"Yos: altory we had feiched what we

| could carry of that long grass—tiwo big

trusges. It grows 10 or
gnd Is now quite dry. Part of it Blake
made into torches, and we fired the
bush a1l across the foot of the cleft
Realiv, one would not have thought
thera wis that much dry wood In ko
green a dell. On either side of the
il the grass and brush flared like
tinder, and the flames awept up the
far guicker than we had ex
pected. We could hear them corackling
and roarlog louder than ever after the
smoke shut out our view
“Surely, there is nothing =o
herrible In ihat”
oh, no; |t was not that
the beast—the leopard!
heard one roar; then |t
dreadfal snarling and
awful squalling!

8 foal tall,

vary
No, But
At first wo

wan that
yelling—monst
The wrotched thing

Hn‘|

in mnl
I'm |

' eame leaping and tumbiing down the
| path, all singed and blinded, Blake
fired the blg truss of grass, and the
| brate volled vight Inte the flames. It
was  whocking—dreadfully shocking!
The wretehed creature writhed and
leaped about till it plunged Into the
pool. When it sought to crawl out,
all bluck apd hideous, Hlake went up
and killed it with his elnb—crushed in
s skull Ugh'™

Miss Leslie gazed at the unnerved
Englishman with ealm serutiny.

“But why should you feel so about
T ghe asked. “Was It mnot the
heast's life agalnst ours?”

“Hut g0 horrible a death!”

“I'm osnre Mr. Blake would have pre.
ferred to shoot the ereature had he
o gun. Having nothing #lse than fre,
I think It was all very brave of him,
Now we are sure of water and food.
Had we not best be golng?™

“It was to feteh yon that
sent me,”’

Winthrope spoke with perceptible
stiffness. He was chagrined, not only
by her commendation of Rlake, bLut
by the Indifference with which she had
met his agitation,

They started a1 once, Miss Lealle
in the lead. Ag they rounded the polnt
ihe caught sight of the smoke still
rising from the cleft, A little later
she noticed the vultures which were
‘stroaming down oul of the sky from
nll quarters other than seaward. Thelr
foeal point seemed to be the trees at
the foot of the cleft, A nearer view
ghowed that they were alighting ia the
thorn bushes on the south border of
the wood.

Of Blake there was nothing fo be
gean until Miss Leslle, still fu the
lead, pushed In among the trees. There
they found him ecrouched beside a
small fire, near the edge of the pool.
He did not look up. His eyes were
riveted In a hungry stare npon several
pleces of flesh, suspended over the
flames on splts of green twigs,

“Hello!™ he sang out, as he heard
thelry footsteps. “Just in time, Miss
Jenny. Your brolled steak’'ll be ready
in short order.”

“Oh, bulld up the fire! ‘I'm simply
ravenous!"” she exclalmed, between im-:
patience and delight.

Winthrope was hardly less keen;
yel hls hunger did not altogether
blunt his curlosity.

“I say, Blake,” he inguired,
did you get the meat?"

“Stow it, Win, my boy. This aln't
a packing house. The stuff may be
tough, but It's not—er—the other
thing, Here you are, Miss .Jeany.
Chew 1t off the stick.”

Though Winthrope had his suspl
clons, he took the plece of half-burned
flesh which NMake handed him In turn
and fell to eating without further gues
tion, As Hlake had surmised, the
roast proved far other than tender.
| Hunger, however, lent it o most ap
petizing flavor, The repast ended
when there was nothing left to devour
itlake threw away his empty spit and
rose (o stretch. He waited for Mias
Leslle to sawallow her last mouthful
and then began to chuckle.

Blake

“where

“What's the Joke?" nasked Win-
| thrope,
{  Nlake looked at him solemnly,
| "Well now, that was downright

mean of me,” he drawled;
hing them, to lnugh at ("

“"Robbing who?"

“The buzzards."

“You've fed us on
IUs—{t's disgusting!"”

“1 found it flling.
Miss Jenny?"

Mlss Leslie did not know whetlier to
lnugh or to give way to a feeling of
nauses, She did nelther

‘Can we not find the spring of which
| you spoke?’ she asked. "I am thirsty

“Well, I guess the fire Is about burnt
aut,” assented Blake. "Come on; we'll

goe"

“after rob

leopard meat!

How about yon,

The clefl now had a far different as
peel from what it had presented on
thelr firet visit. The lairgest of the
trees, though scorched about the bage,
stlll stood with unwithered follage
little harmod by the fire. Rut many
of thelr small compunions had been
killed and partly desiroyed by the heat
| and fiames from the burning brush, Io
places the fire was yet smouldering.

(TO BE CONTINUEDY)

“Navigates” His Farm,

A story which almost parallels that
told of Capt, Gray, the sallor-farmer
of Toddy Pond, who is sald to carry a

| compass on his plow to run the fur
|rnwa stralght, comes from Cranberry
Isles. One sea captaln, who enjoys
the proud distinetion of ownin; one
[ of the very few horses on the island,
| got mlarmed for fear that he would
lose his bearlugs in the recent smoke,
and on the veraclous accounts of sober
citizens took the binnacle from the
vessel and strapped It alongside the
| went of his wagon, fearing that the
weather might become so thick that
we would lose his bearings and have
to puvigate In what was worse than a
fog. It is currently reported that he
shouts at his team to turn to star
hourd or port, instead of the more
{ conventional landlubber terms usual
'ly  employed — Kennehee (Me.)
Journal,
I

I 1 love you"
grows from

lasts longer whes It
T ke you.”

Our mistakes of yeslerdny are te
sponsible for our worries of (oday.

Many ‘hﬂ Iﬂd to smoke 10¢ cigars are mn\- '
swmoking

' Siongle Binder straight

Whet a woman gets really sick she

begins to wonder If ahe will look good |

in a halo,

re. Winslow's Saothing l
l Mldnn u:n + softens the gums,

vigres wind colle
Life's Unequal Combat.

nf..m

+ e .!-rﬂ.l.

You, & river, are contending with |

the ocean —Latin

Ask Your Druggist for Allen's Foot Eass.

"1 tried ALLEN'S FOOT-EASE recent-
Iy, and have just bought snother supply.
It has cured my corns, and the hot, burn-
Ing and ftehing senaation in my feel which
wes almost unbearable, and I would not
be without It now.—Mrs, W. J. Walker,

Camden, N. J." S8old by all Druggists, 35c. |

Practical Device.
“"Why don't you mend that
hole In your umbrella?
“1 keap It to put my hand through
to see I 1L I8 still raindog.""—Meggon
dorfer Binetter,

large

A Financial Epigram,
“H. H. Rogers,"
broker, “always advised young men
to get hold of capital. He used o
point out to them that without capl
tal & man could do nothing, nothing
He used to pack this truth into a very
neat eplgram.
“‘Fortune,’ he used to say, ‘can’t
knock at the door of m man who has
no bhouse'"

And Ma Fainted,

“Why did she refuse you?"
asked her son, with fine scorn,

“Well," the boy replied botween his
gobs, “she objecia to our famlly. She
says pa's a loafer, that you're too fal
and that everybody Inugha at Dayse
Mayme because ahe's a fool and talks
about nothing but the greatnesa of
her family.,” (Chauncey threw waler
In hls mother's face, but at throo
o'clock this afternoon she was still

she

in & swoon, with four doctors working |

on her.)=—Atchison (Kan.) Globe.

GAVE HER AN IDEA.

sald n New Yurhl
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Nehraska Directory

TAFT'S DENTAL ROOMS
(517 Douglas St., OMAHA, NEB,

Rollabia Dautlstry at Modomte Pricos.

M. Spletbarger & Son Co.

| Tha Bost In the West OMNAHA, 'Il

MARSEILLES GRAIN ELEVATORS

ave the Best | Inslat on having | hem.
Aak vour looal deisler, o
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The Reof with the Lap
All Neil Meade Protected

CAREY’S ROOFING

Hail and Fire Resisting
| Adk your dealer or

| | SUNDERLAND ROOFING & SUPPLY €O,

i Omala, 1 1 3 t t  Nebraska.
Positively cored by

these Little Pills.

They also rollove Diss
tress from Dyspepain, Ins
digestion and Too Henrty
Eating. A perfect rems
edy for Diesiness, Naws
men, Drowsloness, Dad
Tenteluihe Mouth, Cont=

CARTERS

I.LE
fHlde, TORTID LIVER.

They regulnte the Dowels. Purely Vegetable.

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.

| Genuine Must Bear
CA b Fac-Simile Signature

SHewiR ol

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

FREE SAMPLES

£ Chnmplon Washl hlota
'{\ uuﬁntlrn‘::rl l’l?l?lli ::: “Wll.ll'“
wondoere, w

ARk your mw-r T W
STASMOR AL, (1 T e LAND, OAL

Cyecle Dealer—Here I8 a eyclometer
I can recommend. It Is positively ac-
curate; not at all llke some cyclome-
ters, which register two mliles, per-
baps, where you have only ridden one,

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

THE SECRET OF HAPPINESS.

Unselfishness in Life Is the One Thing
That Wil Transform All
Things to Gold.
The moment we sct about the task
making every human belng we

ot

come in contact with better for know: |

ing us—more cheerful, more coura-

geous and with greater faith In the |

kindness of God and man-—that mo-
ment we begin to attain the third pur
poee of life-—pergonal happlness,

Would you possess the magic secret
of the alchemist which transforms all
things to gold?

It |2 unselfishness
ter word, sclflessness,

He who goes forth bent upon being
always kind, always helpful, in the lit.

or, to use a bet-

tle dally events of life, will find all |

skles tinted with gold, all his nights

set with stare and unexpected flowers |
up in his path. |

of pleasure springine
wAay.

And all his tesrs shall turn
smiles. —Brooklyn Haygle.

Ready

into

= ———ee e

Ald Flght Againnl Tuborcululc.

At the recent meeting of the Na-
tionn! Associntion of Bl Posters, held
In Atlanta, Ga., It wos decided to do-
nate to the nllupnhm ngainst tuberous
losla $1.573,000 worth of publicity.
The LIl pusters In all parts of the
United States and Canada will fill
the vacant spaces on thelr 3,600 bl
boards with Iarge posters Hustrating
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 campalgn of bill.
board publicity will be conducted un-
der the direction of the Nulional As-
gocintion for the Study and Preven-
tlon of Tuberculosls In eooperation
with the Natfonal Bill Posters’ asso
¢intlon,

They Were Good Mothers,
Ellzabeth Cady Stanton Is quoted as
gnying thnt a womnan's firet duty s to
develop ull her powers and possibill
ties, that she may better gulde and
serve the next penerntion. Mra. Stan.
ton ralsed seven uneommonly healthy
and handsome children, says an ad
mirer of hors, nnd the children of Mrs,
| Julin Ward Howe testify to the vir
tues of the noted womnn as a moth:
er, The eugle may be as good a

wother as the hen or the goose.

Selt-Made.

“I might say (o you, young men,
that I am n solf-made man,”
| "In what respect?’ usked an lm-
pertinent youth.

“In thia respeet, If you must know,”
replled the orntor. 1 mndo myselt
popular.with men who had o pull and
tlus obtnlned my presont lafty posl
tlon,"

| The greatest evils ave from within
ug, nnd from ourselves also we must
look for our greatest good —Joeremy
' Taylor,

Cooked.

The crisp, brown flakes of

Post
Toasties

Come to the breakfast table

right, and exactly rieht from

the package—no bother; no delay.,

They have body too; these Post Toasties are firm enough
to give you a delicious substantial mouthful before they melt

away.

Sold by

“The Taste Lingers.”

Grocers.

Made by POSTUM CEREAL CO,, LIMITED.

BATTLE CREEK,

FICHIGAN,
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