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SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER 1.—The story opens with the

shipwreck of the steamer on which

tienevieve Leslie, an American heiress,
hman, and Tom
1, Were passen-
#ers. The three were tossed upon an un-

lord Winthrope, an Kn
Blake, a brusque Americs

inhabited Island and were the anly

not drowned. Blake recovered from

sirunken stnnor

CHAPTER 1I.—Blake, shunned on the
hoat, because of his rougliness, became
a _hero as preservers of the helpless palr
The Englishman was suing for the hand
of Miss Leslie. Bluke siarted to swim
back to the ship to recover what was

left,

CHAPTER II1.—Blake returned safely
Winthrope wasted his last mateh on a
cigarette, for which he was scored
Hlake, Their firet menl was a dead fish

CHAPTER IV.—Tnhe trio started a

miile hike for hi
tacked them: F-’
1

land, Thirst

€58, He taunte I Win
CHAPTER V.—Tliey

rope,
itered the

# e, That night was pusseid roosting high

Yioa fprae

CHAPTER VI.—The next morning they
lescended to the open again,  All three
constructed hats to <hield themselyes

trom the sun. They then feasted

cocoanuts, the only procurahle food.

Leslie showed a liking for Blake, but de-

lveted his rounehness

CHAPTER VIL—Led by Blake they es
tablished :tkhum-- in some cliffs, Blake

found a fresh water sprine.

CHAPTER VIIT.—Miss Leslie faced an
impleasant situation, They planned thelr

,.m(mil.'n.
G \I"]"I- R IX.—RBlake recovered

aveyvor's magnifyving glass, thus hlﬂllll'
tng fire. He started a jungle fire, killing
large leopard and smothering several

They started at once, Miss Leslie
1. the lead. As they rounded the point

ube caught sight of the smoke

rigsing from the ecleft, A little laler
«ne noticed the vultures which were
streaming down ont of the sky from
nll quarters other than scaward. Their
fncal point seemed to be the trees at
‘e foot of the cleft., A nearer view
vhowed that they were alighting in the
‘tiorn bushes on the south border

e wood,

Of Blake there was nothing to he

seen until Miss Leslie, still in

iad, pushed in among the trees. There
they found him crouched beside
#mall fire, near the edge of the pool.
He did not look up. His eyves were
riveted in a hungry stare upon several

pieces of flesh, suspended over
fiames on spits of green twigs.

‘Hello!" he sang out, as he heard

iheir footsteps.  “Just in time,

tenny.  Your broiled steak’ll he :--ady

v short order.”

“0Oh, build up the fire!  ‘I'm simply
ravenous!” she exclaimed, between im-

patience and delight

Winthrope was hardly less Keen:
t  his hunger did not aliogether

biunt his cariosity,

| sayv, Blake,” he inquired, “where

il vou get the meat?”
Stow it, Win, myv boy This

hew it off the stick

Thongh Winthrope had his suspi-
rions, he took the piece of half-burned
flesh which Blake handed him in turn
and fell 1o eating without furthoer gues
1ol A Blake had surmised,
[RVHLE ]rl'll\"'| fiir olher than tender
Flunger, howeve) lent it a most

petizing flavor. The repast  ended
when there was nothing lelt to devour.

Plake threw away his empty spit
J0se 1o sirefeh He waltedd for
reslie to swallow her last mouthful |

and then began to chuekle
What's the jole ;o aslied

il L3 ¢l

Hlake looked at him solemnly
Well now, that wis  dow
wmof me.” he dreawledd; HERHAEY
g them, to laugh at it!"
Robhing who
I'he buzzards.”

Y [ ug on leppard m

in
] 1in How about

Miss Leslie did not know whether t
igh or to give way to a feeling

1sea, She did neither

(*an we not find the spring of which

poke?" she asked, I am thirsty.”
Well, T guess the fire is about burnt
" assented Blake, “Come on:

The eleft now had a far different

cct from what it had presented
eir first wvisit. The largest of
008, though scorched about the bage,
I stood with unwithered foliage,
tiJe harmed by the fire. But many

? their small companions had

led and | EH

lake picked a path along the edge
the rill, where the moist vegetation,
ongh scorched, had refused to burn. |
iter the first abrupt ledge, up which
ag his companions,
But as they climbed

e had to dr
€Nt was «
viind  an

jutting corner of

reep right wall of the cleft Blake
ittered a earse of disappointment,

e could now see that the eleft
ot run to the top of the eliff,

throngh it, like a ftiny box canvon
"he gides rose sheer and smooth
I1s. Midway, at the highest point of

¢ cleft, the baocbab towered

ove the ridge crest, its gigantie
nk filling a third of the breadth of

the little gorge. Unfortunately
tood elose to the left wall.

"

“Here'z luck for you!’ growled |

o wias compelled
carry Miss Leslic on nccount of wearl-

packing house,  The staff may
1z but it's not—er-——the other |
Here you are, Miss  Jenny,

destroved biv the heat
nd flames from the burning hrush.
aces the fire was yet smouldering.
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Blake. “Why couldn’t the blamed old
tree have grown on the other side?
We might have found a way to elimb
it. Guess we'll have (o smoke out
another leopard. We're no  nearer
those hirds' nests than we were yes
terday.

“By Jove, look here!” exelaimed
Winthrope, *“This iz our chance for
antelope! Here by the spring are
bamboos—real bamhoos—and only
half the thicket Lurned.”

“What of them?" demanded Blake.

“"Hows—arrows—and did vou not
agree that they would make knives?"

“Umph—we’ll see, What Is it, Miss
Jenny

“Isn’t that a hole in the big tree?”

“Looks like it. These baobabs are
often hollow.™

“Perhaps that is where the leopard
had his den.” added Winthrope.

“Shouldn’t wonder., We'll go and
SaE

“Buat, Mr. Blake,” protested the girl,
“may there not be other leopards?”

"Might have been; but I'll bet they
lit out with the other. Look how the
tree is scorched,  Must have been
stacks of dry brush around the hole,
‘nough to smoke out a fireman. We'll
look and see if they left any soup
bones lyving around. FFirst, though,
here's your drink, Miss Jenny.”

As he spoke, Blake Kicked aside
some smounldering branches and led
the way to the crevice whence the
spring trickled from the rock into a
shallow stone basin. When all had
drunk their fill of the clear cool water
Blake took up his elub and walked
straight across to the baobab, Less
than 30 steps brought him to the nar-
row opening in the trunk of the huge
tree. At first he could make out noth-
ing in the dimly lit interior; but the
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| One Moment After Another Passed,

and He Stood Poised for the Shock.

fetid, catty odor was enough to con-
vinee him that he had found the
leopards' den

e eanght the vagne onllines of a

long body, crouched five or six vards

away, on the fa idee of the hollow
He sprang back, his elub bhrandished
1o stril Iat the expected attack did
not follow Hlake glaneed about as |
thoungh consgidering the advisabllity of
i retreat Winthrope and Mi lL.oslie
wiore staring at him, white-faced. The

shit of their tervor seemed to spar
himy (o da tevil hravado: thooeh his
actions may rather hay beon due 1o
the faet that he realized the fmility of
ight, and =0 [ » the requiremepts
ol th ituntion 1 int need to
tand and tiaee

“Gel  behing ¢ hamibtos™ he
called, and (0 AN v e,
he caught up o stone and flung it in at

the crouching beast

He heard the missile strike with a

soft thud that told him he had not

| missed his mark, and he swung up his
| elub in both hands. Given hall a
| ehance he would smash the skull of
the female as he had ecrushed her
| blinded mate., One moment after an-
other passed, and he stood poised for
the shoeck, tense and scowling. Not
80 much as a snarl eame from within,

The truth flashed upon him.
“Smothered!" he yelled.
The other saw him dart in through

the hole. A moment later two limp
grayvish bodies were flung out into the
open, Immediately after Blake reap- |

peared, dragging the body of the moth-
er leopard.

“It's all right; they're dead!"” cried |

Winthrope, and he ran forward to

look at the bodies.

Miss Leslie followed, hardly less
trious.

“Are they all dead, Mr. Blake?" ghe
inquired,

“"Wiped out—whole family. The old
cat stayed by her kittens, and all
smothered together—Iluecky for us! Get
busy with those bamboos, Win. [I'm
going to have these skins, and the
sooner we get the cub meat hung up
and curing, the better for us.”

“T.eopara meat again!”  rejoined

Winthrope

“Spring leopard, young and tender!
What more could yon ask? Get A

move on you.'

“Can 1 do anvthing, Mr. Blake?
agked Miss Leslie,

“"Hunt & shady spot.”

“But 1 really mean it"

“Well, if that's stralght, you might
2o on along the gully, and see i
there's any place to get to the top.

You counld pick up sticks on the way

hack, if any are left. We'll have to |
fumigate this tree hole before we

adopt it for a residence.”

“Will it be long before you finish

with your—with the bodies?"

“Well, now, look here, Miss Jenny;
it's going to be a mess, and T wouldn't
mind hauling the carcasses clear down
the gully, out of sight, it it was to be
the only time. DBut it's not, and you
have got to get used to it, sooner or

later. So we'll start now.”
“I suppose, if 1 must, Mr. Blake
Really, 1 wish to help.”

“Good. That's something like!

o

Think you can learn to cook?
“See what 1 did this morning.”
Hlake took the cord of cocoanut fi

ber which she held out to him, and

lested its strengith

“Well, I'll be Dblessed!” he sald.
"This is something like, If you don't

look out, you'll make quite a camp
1

miate, Miss Jenny But now, trot
along., This is hardly arcetie weather,

and our abattoir don't include a cold

storage plant, The sooner these

lambs are dressed, the better,
CHAPTER X.

Problems in Woodcraft.
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sun-rays,

Miss Leslie would have slipped into
the hollow of the baobab with  her
armful of fagots and brush; but Blake
waved a bloody knife above the body
of the mother leopard, and beckoned

the girl to come nearer,

“Hold on a minute, please,” he said.

“What did you find out?"

Miss Leslie drew a few sleps near-
er, and forced herself {o look at the
revolting sight. She found it still
more difficult to withstand the odor of
the fresh blood. Winthrope was pale
and nauseated. The sight of his dis-
tress caused the girl to forget her own

loathing. She drew ‘a deep breath,

and succeeded in countering RBlake's

expectant look with a half-smile,

“How well are youn getting along!”

she exclaimed.

“Didn't think vou eounld stand it, But
vou've got grit all right, if you are a
lady,” Blake said admiringly. “Say,
you'll make it yvet! Now, how about

the gully?"

“There Is no place to climb up., It
rung along like this, and then slopes
down. DBut there is a ¢liff at the end,

as high as these walls.”

“"Twenty feet,” muttered Blake,
‘Confound the luck. It isn't that
jump-off; but how in—how are we
going to get up on the eliff? There's
an everlasting lot of omelettes  in |

those birds' nests. If only that bloom

in"—how's that, Win, me bI'v?—that
Hloomin®, blawsted Laobab  was  on
t"'other side. The wood's almost soft

punk. Ve could drive in pegs
and climb up the trunk.”

“There are other trees bheyond it,”

remiarked Miss Leslie.

“Then maybe we can shin up

"1 fear the branches that overhang

the cliff are
woleht,”

“And it's too infernally high to
clinib up to this overhanging baohal
Hmh."

I say.”" ventured "\‘».I-I]H'an'_ “If wa
had an ax, now, we might eut up one
of the trees, and make a ladder'

“"Oh, yes; and Il we had a ladder
we right elimb up the el

“But, Mr. Blak« e there not somé
wav to ent down one of the {rees
The tree itsell wonld be a ladder If it
fell in such a way as to lean against
the eliff.'

“There's only the penknife,’ un
swered DBlake, “So I guess we'll have
to serateh eggs off our menu card
Spring leopard for onrs! Now, if you
really want to help on micht serap
the soup bones ont of your boudoir
and fetch a lot more brush, It take

a big fire to rid the hole of that cat

sme]l!

“Will not the tree hurn?”

“NO these hollow baobabs have
green bark on the inslde as well
out. Funny thing, that! We'd hay
to keep-a fire going a long time i
burn through.”

“Yet it would burn in time?”

"Yes: but we're nol going to

“Then why not burn through the
trunk of one of those small trees, in
stead of chopping it down?
By—hoeck, Miss Jenny

An American headpiece! Come on.

Sooner we get the thing started, the
better

Nelther Winthrope nor Miss Leslie |

was reluciant to leave the vicinity of

the carcasses They followed close
after Blake, around the monstr
bole of the baohab., A little beyvond it

stood a group of slender trees, whose
trunks averaged eight Ilnches at the
base Blake stopped at the second

one, which grew nearest to the sea
ward side of the cleft,

“"Here's our ladder,” he said., “Get
gome firewood. Pound the bushea,

1" WAS no pleasant sight
""""%.T that met Miss Leslie's
gaze upon her return, The
neatest of butchering can hardly be
termed aesthetic; and Blake and Win-
thrope lacked both skill and tools, Be-
tween the penknife and an improvised
blade of bamboo, they had flayed the
two cubs and haggled off the flesh.
The ragged strips, spitted on bamboo
rods, were already searving in the fierce

o slender to bear any

you've got

185

tnough, before yvoun go poking into
them May be snakes heore

“SnakesT—oh!" eried Miss Leslie
and she stood shuddering at the dan
goer she had already Ineurred

The fire had burnt ftself ont on a
bare lodge of rock between them and
the baobab, and the clumps of dry
left standing in this end of the
cleft were very suggestive of snakes,
now that Blake had ealled attention
to the possibility of their presence,

brush

He launghed at his hesitating com
panions. “Go on, go on!  Don't squeal
il you're bit, Most snakes hike out,
if vou give them half a chance, Take
a stick each of vou, and pound the
bushes."”

Thus urged, both started to work
But neither ventured into the thicker
clumps.  When they returned, with
large armfuls of sticks and  (wigs,
they found that Blake had used his
glass to light a handful of dry bark,
out in the sun, and wasg nursing it in-
to a small fire at the base of the tree,
on the side next the cliff.

“Now, Miss Jenny,” he directed,
“vou're to keep this golng—not too big
a fire—understand?  Same time von
can keep on fetching brush to faml
qte vour cat hole. It needs it, all
right.”

“Will not that be rather too mueh
for Miss Leslie?" asked Winthrope

‘Well, if she'd rather ¢come and rub
brains on the skins,—Indian tan, yon
know,—or—"

“How can you mention such things
before a lady?” protested Winthrope

“"Heg yvour pardon, Miss Leslie! yon
see 'm not much used to ladies’ eom
pany. Anyway, vou've got to see and
hear about these things., And now I'll
have to get the strings for Win's
bamboo bows, Come on, Win, We've
got that old tabby to peel, and a lot
more besides,”

Miss lLeslie's first impulse was to
protest against being left alone, when
at any moment some awful venom
ous serpent might come darting at her
out of the hrush or the crevices in
the rocks. But her half-parted lips
drew firmly together, and after a mo-
ment's hesitaney, she forced herself
to the task which had been assigned
her. The fire, onee staried, required
Httle attention. She could give most
of her time to gathering brush for the
fumigation of the leopard den.

She had collected guite a heap of
fuel at the entrance of the hollow,
when she remembered that the place
would first have to be ecleared of its
accumulation of bones, A glance at
her companions showed that they
were in the midst of tasks even more
revolting, It was (f-rluinI\ disagree-
able to do such Il:lllg*z vet, as Mr,
Blake had said, others had to do them,
It was now her time to learn.  She
could see him smile at hep hesitation.

Stung by the thought of his half-
contemptuous pity, she caught up a
forked stick, and foreced hersell to en-
ter the treccave, The stench met her
ke a blow. It nanseated and all bui
overpowered her.  She stood for sev-
eral moments in the eenter of the cav
fty, slek and faint, Had it been even
the previous day, she wonld have run
out into the open air.

Presently she grew a little more ae
customed to the stench, and began
to rake over the softs dry mold of
the den floor with her forked stick.
Boneg!—who had ever dreamed of
such a mess ol bones? big bhones
amd Jittle bones and skulls; old bones,
dry and almost buried; moldy bones:
hones «till hall-covered with hits of
flesh and gristle—the remnants of the
leopard family's last meal
At last all were scraped out and
flung in a heap, three or four vards
away from the entrance, Misg Les
e looked at the pesult of her luhor
with a satisfied elanee. Tollowed by
siegh of relief. Between the heat and
her unwonted exercise, she was greal
Iy fatigued., She stepped around (o a

shadier gpot to re:

With a start she remembeved the |

fire . .
When she reached it thera woere

only a few dying embers left, She |
cathered dead leaves and shreds of
fibrous inner bark. and knelt beside

the dull coals to blow them inta 1ile

She could not bear the thought of hav
ing to confess he carelessnes 15
Rlake,

The hot ashes flew up in her face

_!;ul'si] |u--\-.|":"|| her halr with their gra

| dust: vet she persisted, blowing stead
Iy until a shred ol bark eanght thy
sparks and flared up in a tiny flame
| A Hittle more, and she had a strong
fire blazing against the tree trank,
She rested a short time, relaxing

| hoth mientally and physically in the
gatisfying consclousness that Blake |

.rn‘\'r‘! ghould know how near she had

come to athng in 1St
Soon she became aware of a keen

feeling of thirst and hunger she

rose, piled a fresh supply of sticks on |
the fire, and hastened back through
the cleft toward the pring. Around
the baobab she eame upon Winthrope,
working in the shade of the great tree,
The three leopard skins  had  been

treteched upon bamboo frames, and

he was resignedly scraping at their

| inner surfaces with a smoolh-edged

| gtone.  Miss Leslie did not look too
closely at the operation,
Where i he?" she asked
Winthrope motioned down the
eleft
“I hope hehasn't gone far, I'm half
| famished Aren't von?"
"Really, Miss tieneyieve, it Is odd,
vou kKnow Not an hour sinee, the

very thought of food

“And now you're as hungry as I am.
Oh, 1 do wish he had not gone off just
at the wrong time!

“"He went to take a dip In the sea

You know, he got so messed up over |

the nastiest part of the work, which |

I positively refused to do—"

“"What's that beyond lhlI pamboos? | P

There's something alive!

Nothing else, | assure you,”

He also sald
1o Tl"l \n|| that the entlets were

ordering yvon
Miss Genevieve
should be pleased to take your place,
told to keep to this, !
take orders from a low |

since she could not
have conceived of their being so rough
and scratched and divty,

tively ungualitied,
something to show

JUosald Winthrope,
“Tust look at my

leallit shoeking, Miss Gen-
It is simply vile that people of
should be compelled to
do sueh menial work,
" romances about
I fafl to see the romance In seraping

Blake calls it

member how much Mr. Blake Is doing
of the situation.”

“It has no best.
complained Winthrope,
resumed his nervous scraping al
the big leopard skin,

The girl studied his face for a mo
,and turned away.
trying so hard to forget.

He heard her leave,
without looking up:
He gald to ecook some meal,"

She did not answer,
fied her thirst at the spring, she took
one of the bamboo rods, withits hageled
blackening pleces of flesh,

She had been

and called after,

Having satis-

experimenting, she contrived a way to
support the rod beside the fire so that
all the meat would roast without burn-

keen as was her hunger,
she turned with disgust from the flab-
by sun-seared flesh; but as it began to

the odor restored her appetite
It seemed as though Winthrope
volees, and took the bam-

boo gpit from the fire for the meat to
Still they failed (o appear, &

to the second
Lwo men :inpr‘:ll'vl!

She had helped hoerself
piece hefore the

tooting the dinner-horn,
That smells mighty

caught at the hot meat

By Evening She

b"l’nl-: inves
Iion of the prospec-

| While it's burning out you can put fn

time gathering ring grass and leaves

| for a bed.”

“Would yon and Mr. Winthrope
|:|||||I breaking off some bamboos for
me

*What for?

Miss Leslle colored and hesitated.
“l—I should like to divide off a corner
of the place with a wall or sereen.”

Winthrope tried to eateh Blake's

| @ye: but the American was gazing ab

Miss Leslie's embarrassed face with a
puzzled look. Her meaning dawned!
upon him, and he hastened to reply.
“All right, Miss Jenny. Youn can
bulld your wall to sult yourself, But
there'll be no hurry over it, Until the
raing begin, Win and I'll sleep out in

| the open, We'll have to take turnabout

on wateh at night, anyway. If we don't!
keep up a fire some other spotted kitty
will be sure to ecome nosing up the
gully."

“There must also bhe llons in the v
cinity,” added Winthrope.

Miss Leslle sald nothing until after
the iast pleces of meat  had  been
handed around and Blake sprang up
o resume work

“Mr. Blake,” she called, in a low
tone; “one wmoment, please.  Would (€
save much bather if a door was mads
and you amd Mr. Winthrope should
sleep inslde?

“We'll see abont that later,” replied
Rlake, carelessiy

The girl bit her Jip, and the tears
started to her eyes. Fven Winthrope
had started off without expressing his
appreciation.  Yet he ot least should
have realized how mueh it had cost
boer to make such an affer.

Hy evening she had her treecave—
house, she preferred (o name it to her
self—in a habitable condition. When
the purifying fire had burnt itself out,
leaving the place (ree from all odors
aother than the wholesome smell ot
wood smoke, she had asked DRlake how
she could rake out the ashes. Hig
adviee was to wet them down whera
they lay,

This was easier sald than done.
Fortunately the spring was only a few
yards distant, and after many trips,
with her palm-leaf hat for bowl, the
glrl ecarried enough water 1o sprinkle
all the powdery ashes.  Over them
she strewed the leaves and grass which
ghe had gathered while the fire was
burning. The driest of the grass, ar-
ranged Inoa far corner, promised a
more comforteble hed than had beea
her lot for the last three nights.

During this work she had been care-
ful not to forget the fire at the tres,
Yet when, near sundown, she called
the thivd meal of leopard meat, Blake
grumbled at the tree for being what he
termed such a confounded tough prop-
osition,

“Good thing there's lots of wood
here, Win,” he added. “We'll keep thig
fire going (il the blamed thing top-
ples over, If it takes a vear."

“Oh, but yon surely will not stay
g0 far from the bhaobab tonight!" ex
clnimed Miss Leslie,

“Hold hard!"” soothed Blake, “You'va
no license to get the jumps yet a
while,  We'll have another fire by the
baobab., So you needn’t worry."”

A few minutes later they went back
to the haobab, and Winthrop began
helping Miss Leslie to construet a
bamboo sereen in the narrow entrance
of the tree-cave, while RBlake built
the second fire,

As Winthrope was unable to tell
fime by the stars, Blake took the first
wittch, At sunset, following the en
gineer's advice, Winthrope lay down
with hisg feet to the small wateh-fire,
and was asleep hefore twilight had
decpened into night Fagged out by
the mental and bodly stress of tha
day, he slept so soundlve that it seemed
to him he havdly lost consciousness
when be was vonsed by a rongh hand
on his lorehead

“What is it?” he mumbled,

Bout one o'clock." said Blaks.
“Wake up! I ran overtime, 'causae
e morning wateh is the toughest

But 1 can’t keep "'wake any longer."”
“T suy, this is a4 beastly bore,” re
varked Winthrope, sitting up.

Ui, grunted Dlake, who was al

roeady on his bael

Winthrope rubbed hiz eves, rose
wourlly, and drew a blazing stick from
the fire, With this npraised as a toreh
he peercd around into the darkness
and advanced towards the spring.

When, huving =atigtied his thirst, ha
relurned somewhat hurriedly to the
fire, he was startled by the sight of a
pale face gazing at him from between
the leaves of the bamboo screen.

“My dear Missz Genevieve, what is
the matter?” he exclaimed.

“Hush! 1Is he asleep?”

“Like a top.”

“Thank heaven! Good-night.”

“Good-night-—er—1 say, Miss Gen-
evieve—"

But the girl disappeared, and Win-

ithrope, after a glance at Blake’s placid

| face, hurried along the cleft to stack

e other fire, When he returned Le

| noticed two bamboo rods which Blake
! had begun to shape into bhow staves

He looked them over, with a sneer al
Ilake's seemingly unskillinl workmat

ship: but he made no attempt to finisa

[ the bows:

Continued next week

fire business
, It'll go faster this after-
1 wood is killed and s |

id won't last long at |
of consumption,
Il need the eggs to keep us golng

till we get the r of our bows."”

Mml r!u- l‘nu dm«u Hu» m-ra haa t~pr1mg

tr s vour fumigation.
of brush on hand, so I heaved
Ju. Into the
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