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CHAPTER XVIIl.—Continued.

“That's it—do the baby act,” jeered
Blake. “But say, I don't know just
how much eavesdropping yvou did; so
there's one thing I'll repeat for the
special benefit of your ludship. It'll
be good for your delicate health to pay
attention. From now on, the cliff top
belongs to Miss Leslie. Gents and
book agents not allowed. Understand?
You don’t go up there without her spe-
cial invite. If you do, I'll twist your
damned neck!”

He turned on his heel and left the
Englishman cowering.

CHAPTER XIX,

An Ominous tull,

HE three saw nothing more
Q> of each other that day.

Miss Leslie had withdrawn
into the baobab and Blake had gone off
down the cleft for more salt. He did not
return until after the others were
asleep. Miss Leslie had gone without
her supper, or had eaten some of the
food stored within the tree,

When, late the next morning, she
finally left her seclusion Blake was no-
where in sight. Ignoring Winthrope's
attempts to start a conversation, she
hurried through her breakfast, and,
having gathered a supply of food and
water, went to spend the day on the
headland.

Evening forced her to return to the
cleft. She had emptied the water
flask by noon, and was thirsty. Win-
thrope was dozing beneath his can-
opy, which Blake had moved some
yards down towards the barricade.
Blake was cooking supper.

He did not look up, and met her at-
tempt at a pleasant greeting with an
inarticulate grunt. When she turned
to enter the baobab, she found the
opening littered with bamboos and
green creepers and pieces of large
branches with charred ends. On either
side, midway through the entrance, a
vertical row of holes had been sunk
through the bark of the tree into the
soft wood.

“What is this?” she
you planning a porch?”
“Maybe,” he replied.
“But why should you make the holes
so far in? I know so little about these
matters, but I should have fancied the
holes would come on the front of the

tree.”

“You'll see In a day or two.”

“How did you make the holes? They
look black, as though—"

“Burnt 'em, of course—hot stones.”

“That was so clever of you!”

He made no response,

Supper was eaten in silence. Even
Winthrope's presence would have been
a relief to the girl; yet she could not
go to waken him, or even suggest that
her companion do so. Blake sat

asked. *“Are

| of a rhinoceros

Blake was under the baobab, raking
together a heap of rubbish. His hands
were scratched and bleeding. To the
girl's surprise, he met her with a
cheerful grin and a clear, direct glance.

“Look here,” he called.

She stepped around the baobab and
stood staring. The entrance, from the
ground to the height of 12 feet, was
walled up with a mass of thorny
branches, interwoven with yet thorn-
ier creepers.

“How's that for a front deor?” he
demanded.

“Door?”

“Yeu

“But it's so big.
move it.”

“A child could. Look.” He grasped
a projecting handle near the bottom of
the thorny mass. The lower half of
the door swung up and outward, the
upper half in and downward. “See,
it's balanced on a crossbar in the
middle. Come on in.”

She walked after him in under the
now horizontal door. He gave the in-
ner end a light upward thrust, and the
door swung back in its vertical circle
until it again stood upright in the
opening. From the inside the girl
could see the strong framework to
which was lashed the facing of the
thorns. It was made of bamboo and
strong pieces of branches, bound to-
gether with tough creepers.

“Pretty good grating, eh?” remarked
Blake. *“When those green creepers
dry, they'll shrink and hold tight as
iron clamps. Even now nothing short
could walk through
when the bars are fast. See here.”

He stepped up to the novel door
and slid several socketed crossbars
until their outer ends were deep in the
holes in the tree trunk, three on each
side.

“How's that for a set of bolts?” he
demanded.

“Wonderful!
very clever!
to all this
cade—"

“Well, you see, it’s best to be on the
safe side.”

“But it's absurd for you to go to all
this needless work. Not that I do not
appreciate your kind thought for my
safety. Yet look at your hands!”

Blake hastened to put his bleeding
hands behind him.

“Go and wash them at once, and I'll
put on a dressing.”

“No, thank you, Miss Jenny. You
needn’t bother. They'll do all right.”
“You must! It would please me.”

“Why, then, of course— DBut

I could never

Really, you are very,
But why should you go
trouble, when the barri-

fastening the door.
self.”
She obeyed, sliding the bars in and
out until he nodded his satisfaction.
“Good!"” he said. “Now promise me
vou'll slide 'em fast avery night.”
“If you ask it. Iiet why?”
“I want to make you perfeectly safe.”
“Safe? But am I not secure with

Try the bars your-

throughout the meal sullen and stolid,
and carefully avoided meeting her
gaze. jefore they had finished, twi-
HHght had come and gone, and night
was upon theém. Yet she lingered for
& last attempt.

“Good-night, friend!"” she whispered.

He sprang up as though had
struck him and blundered away into
the darkness.
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Satisfied Himself That Miss Leslie Was Well Out Toward the Signal.

“That’s right. But whatever hap-
pens, you'll believe I've done my best,
won't you?—even if I'm not a— Prom-
ise me straight, you'll lock up tight
every night.”

“Very well, I promise,” responded
the girl, not a little troubled by the
strangeness of his expression.

That night Miss Leslie dutifully
fastened herself in with all six bars.
She wakened at dawn, and hastened
out to prepare Blake's breakfast, but
she found herself too late. There
were evidences that he had eaten and

gone off before dawn. The stretching
frame of one of the antelope skins

had been moved around by the fire,
and on the smooth inner surface of
the hide was a laconic note, written
with charcoal in a firm, bold hand:

“Exploring inland. Back by night,
if can.”

She bit her lip in her disappoint-
ment, for she had planned tq show him
how much she appreciated his absurd
but well-meant concern for her safety.
As it was, he had gone off without a
word and left her to the questionable
pleasure of a tetea-tete with Win-
thrope. Hoping to avoid this, she hur-
ried her preparations for a day on the
cliff. But before she could get off,
Winthrope sauntered up, hiding his
yawns behind a hand which had re-
gaine® most of its normal plumpness.
His eye was at once caught by the
charcoal note.

“Ah!” he drawled; ‘“really now, this
is too kind of him to give us the pleas-
ure of his absence all day!"”

“Ye-es?” murmured Miss Leslie.
“Permit me to add that you will also
have the pleasure of my absence. 1
am going now.”

Winthrope looked down, and began
to speak very rapidly: “Miss Gen-
evieve, I—1 wish to apologize. I've
thought it over. I've made a mistake
—I—I mean, my conduct the other day
was vile, utterly vile! Permit me to
appeal to your considerateness for a
man who has been unfortunate—who,
I mean, has been—er—was carried
away by his feelings. Your favoring
of that bloom—er—that—er—bounder
so angered me that I—that I—"

“Mr. Winthrope!” interrupted the
girl, “I will have you to understand
that you do not advance yourself in
my esteem by such references to Mr.
Blake.”

“Aye! aye, that Blake!” panted Win-
thrope. “Don’t you see? It's 'im, an’
that blossom! W'en a man's daffy—
w'en ‘e’s in love!—"

Miss Leslie burst into a nervous
laugh; but checked herself on the in-
g it,
|  “Really, Mr. Winthrope!” she ex-

claimed, “you must pardon me, [—I
| never knew that cultured Englishmen
I 'ever dropped their h's. As it happens,
you know, I never saw one excited be-
fore this.”

“Ah, to be sure—to be sure!”
murmured Winthrope, in an odd tone.
e girl threw out her hand in a lit-
| tle sture of protest.

l “Really, I'm sorry to have hurt—to
have been so thoughtless!”
Winthrope stood silent. She snoke

gl iv it

ves;

again: “I'll do what you ask. I'll
make allowances for your—for your
feelings towards me and try to forget
all you said the other day. Let me
begin by asking a favor of you."”

“Ah, Miss Genevieve, anything, to be
sure, that I may do!”

“It is that [ wish your opinion. When
Mr. Blake finished that absurd door
last evening, he would not tell me why
he had built it--only a vague state-
ment about my safety.”

“Ah! He did not go into particu-
lars?” drawled Winthrope.

“No, not even a hint; and he looked
so—odd.”

Winthrope slowly rubbed his soft
palms one upon the other.

“Do you—er--really desire to know
his—the motive which actuated him?”
he murmured.

“I should not have mentioned it to
you if I did not,” she answered.

“Well—er—" He hesitated and
paused for a full minute. ‘“You see,
it is a rather difficult undertaking to
intimate such a matter to a lady—
just the right touch of delicacy, you
know. But I will begin by explaining
that I have known it since the first—"

“Known what?"”

“Of that bound—of—er—Blake’s
trouble.”

“Trouble?”

“Ah! Perhaps I should have sald

afliction; yes, that is the better word.
To own the truth, the fellow has some
good qualities. It was no doubt be-
cause he realized, when in his better
moments—"
“Better monents? Mr. Winthrope, I
am not a child. In justice both to my-
self and to Mr. Blake, I must ask you
to speak out plainly.”

“My dear Miss Leslie, may I first ask

if you have not observed how strange-
ly at times the fellow acts—‘looks odd,’
as you put it—how he falls into mel-
ancholia or senseless rages? I may
truthfully state that he has three
times threatened my life.”
“]—I—thought hisanger quite natural,
after I had so rudely—and so many
people are given to brooding— But
if he was violent to you—"
“My dear Miss Genevieve, I hold
nothing against the miserable fellow.
At such times he is not—er—respon-
sible, you know. Let us give the fel-
low full credit—that is why he himself
built your door.”

“Oh, but I can't believe it! I can’t
believe it!"” cried the girl. “It's not
possible! He's so strong, so true and
manly, so kind, for all his gruffness!™

“Ah, my dear!” soothed Winthrope,
“that is the pity of it. But when a
man must needs be his worst enemy,
when he must needs lead a certain
kind of life, he must take the conse-
quences. To put it as delicately as
possible, yet explain all, I need only
say one word—paranoia.”

Miss Leslie gathered up her day’s
outfit with trembling fingers and went
to mount the cliff.

After waiting a few minutes Win-
thrope walked hurriedly through the
cleft and climbed the tree-ladder with
an agility that would have amazed his
companions. But he did not draw
himself up on the cliff. Having satis-
fied himself that Miss Leslie was well
out toward the signal, he returned to
the baobab and proceeded to examine
Blake's door with minute scrutiny.

That evening. shortly before dark,
Blake came in almost exhausted by his
journey. Few men could have cov-
ered the same ground in twice the
time. It had been one continuous
round of grass jungle, thorn scrub,
rocks and swamp. And for all his
pains he brought back with him noth-
ing more than the discouraging infor-
mation that the back-country was
worse than the shore. Yet he betrayed
no trace of depression over the bad
news, and for all his fatigue main-
tained a tone of hearty cheerfulness
until, having eaten his fill, he sudden-
ly observed Miss Leslle's frigid po-
liteness.

“What's up now?” he demanded.
“You're not mad 'cause I hiked oft
this morning without notice?"

‘“No, of course, not, Mr. Blake. Noth-
ing of the kind. But I—"

“Well, what?” he broke in, as she
hesitated. “I can't, for the world, think
of anything else I've done—"

“You've done! Perhaps 1 migh!
suggest that it is a question of what
you haven't done.” The girl was trem-
bling on the verge of hysterics. *“Xes,
what you've not done! All these
weeks, and net a single attempt to get
us away from here, except that miser-
able signal; aad I as good as put that

up! You call yourself a man! But I
—J—" She stopped short, white with

a sudden overpowering fear.

Winthrope looked from her to Blake
with a sidelong glance, his lips drawn
up in an odd twist.

There followed several moments of
tense silence; then Blake mumbled
apologetically: “Well, 1 suppose 1
might have done more. 1 was so dead |
anxious to make sure of food and she}

ter. Jut this trip to-day—"
(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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J. F.PARSONS’

LUMBAGO, SCIATICA

NEURALGIA and
KIDNEY TROUBLE

*§.DROPS”' taken Internally, rids the blood
of the polsonous matter and acids which
are the direct causes of these diseases.

DR. 8. D. BLAND

Of Brewton, Ga., writes:

F

f you are nuﬂsrln* with Rheumatism,
Neuralgia, Kidney Trouble or any kin-
dred disease, write to us fora trial
of “6-DROPS," and test it yourself.
*8.DROPS” can be used any length of
time without scquiring & '‘drug habit,”
as 1t is entirely fres of oplum, cocaine,
laudnum. and other similar
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If you are a business man,
did you ever think of the field
of opportunity that advertis-
irg opens to you? There is
almost no limit to the possi-
bilities of your business if you
study how to turn trade into
your store. If you are not get-
ting your share of the business
of your community there’s a
reason. People go where they
are attracted — where they
know what they can get and
how much it is sold for. If
you make direct statements in
your advertising see to it that
you are able to fulfill every
promise you make. You will
add to your business reputa-
tion and hold your customers.
It will not cost as much to run
your ad in this paper as you
think. Tt is the persictent ad-
vertiser who gets there. Have
something in the paper every
no matter how small.
We will be pleased to quote
you our advertising rates, par-
ticularly on the year’s busi-

ness.
MAKE YOUR APPEAL
to the public through the
columns of this paper.
With every issue it carries
its message into the homes
and lives of the people.
Your competitor has his
store news in this issue. Why don't
you have yours? Don’t blame the
people for flocking to his store.
They know what he has.

issue,
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The Home Paper

Gives you the reading matter in
which you have the greatest in-
terest—the home news. Its every

issue will prove a welcome visitor to every member of g.he family.
should head your list of newspaper and periodical subscriptions.

It
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Daily Delivery.
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v HEADQUARTERS FOR

FRESH BREAD,
PIES,
FANCY CAKES,
ICE CREAN,
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CONFECTIONERY

Allordersgiven promptand
skillful attention.

If you are in
business and you
want to make
more money you
will read every
word we have to
say. Are you
spending your
money for ad-
vertising in hap-
hazard fashion
: as if intended
for charity, or do you adver-
tise for direct results?

Did you ever stop to think
how your advertising can be
made a source of profit .to
you, and how its value can be
measured in dollars and
cents. If you have not, you
are throwing money away.

Advertising is a modern
business necessity, but must
be conducted on business
principles. If you are not
satisfied with your advertising
you should set aside a certain
amount of money to be spent

rﬁEnlargiﬂg Your Business

annually, and then carefully
note the effect it has in in-
creasing your volume of busie
ness; whether a 10, 20 or 30
per cent increase. If you
watch this gain from year to
you will become intensely in-
terested in your advertising,
and how you can make it en-
large your business.

If you try this method we
believe you will not want to
let a single issue of this paper
go to press without something
from your store.

We will be pleased to have
you call on us, and we will
take pleasure in explaining
our Jontract for so
many inches, and how it can be
used in whatever amount that
geems necessary to you.

annual

If you can sell goods over
the counter we can alsoc show
you why this paper will best
serve your interests when you
want to reach the people of
this community.

JOB

little cheaper than the other fellow.
sale b

from there.”

PRINTING

We can do the
class of printing,
can do that class just a

Wedding invitations, letter heads, bill heads,
s, cards, etc,, all receive the same careful treatment
just a little better than secems necessary.

Prompt delivery always.




