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SYNOPSIS.

Tha story opens with the shipwreck of
the steamer on which Miss Genevieve
Leslie, an American heiress. Lord Win-
thrope, an Knglishman, and Tom Blake,
? brusque American, were passengers.
The three were lusted upon an uninhab-
ited island and were the only ones not
drowned. Blake, shunned 011 the boat,
because of his roughness, became a hero
as preserver of the helpless pair. The
Englishman was suing for the hand of
Miss Leslie. Winthrope wasted his last
match on a cigarette, for which he was
scored by Blake. All three constructed
hats to shield themselves from the sun.
They then feasted on cocoanuts, the only

firoctirable food. Miss Leslie showed a
Iking for Blake, hilt detested his rough-

ness Led by Blake, they established a
home in some cliffs. Blake found a fresh
water spring. Miss Leslie faced an un-
pleasant situation. Blake recovered his
surveyor's magnifying glass, thus Insur-
ing lire. He started a jungle tire, killing
a large leopard and smothering several
cubs In the leopard's cavern they built
a small home They gained the cliffs by
burning the bottom of a tree until it fell
against the heights. The trio secured
eges from the cliffs. Miss Leslie's white
Wirt was decided upon as a signal. Miss
t.cs!le made a dress from the leopard

? kin Overhearing a conversation be-
tween Blake and Winthrope, Miss Leslie
became frightened. Winthrope becameill with fever. Blake was poisoned by a
fish and almost died. Jackals attacked
the nip that night, but were driven off
by (> nevieve. Blake constructed an ani-
mal trap. It killed a hyena. On a tourthe tiio discovered honey and oysters.
Miss 1.. Hi" was attacked by a poisonous
in <: !\u25a0. Blake killed it and saved its poi-
H"U to kill game. For the second time
V inthrnpo was attacked by fever. lie
H id lilake disagreed. The latter made a
Btt'H " door for the private compartment
of Miss Leslie's cave home.

CHAPTER XlX.?Continued.
'Mr.?Mr. Blake, pray do not got

excited? I?l mean, please excuse me.
I'm?"

"You're coming down sick!" he
said.

' N'o, no! I have no fever."
"Then it's the sun. Yet you ought

to Keep up there where the air is
freshest. I'll make you a shade.'"

She protested, and withdrew, some-
what hurriedly, to her tree.

In the morning Iliake was gone
again: but instead of a note, beside
the fire stood the smaller antelope
skin converted into a great bamboo-
ribbed sunshade.

She spent the day as usual on the
headland. There was no wind, and the
sun was scorching hot. liut with her
big sunshade to protect her from the
direct rays, the heat was at least en-
durable. She even found energy to work
at a basket which she was attempting
to weave out of long coarse grass; yet
there were frequent intervals when
her h'tnds sank idle in her lap, and she
gaxe.i away over the shimmering
gin:- v expanse of the ocean.

In (he afternoon the heat became
oppressively sultry, and a long slow
swell began to roll shoreward from
beyond the distant horizon, showing
no trace of white along its oily crests
until they broke over the coral reefs.
There was not a breath of air stirring,
find for a time the reefs so checked
the rollers that they lacked force to
drive on in and break upon the beach.

Steadily, however, the swell grew
heavier, though not so much as a cat's-
paw ruffled (he dead surfaces of the
watery hillocks. By sunset they were
roiling high over both lines of reefs
an I racing sh ire ward to break upon
the beach and the cliff foot in furious
surf. The still air reverberated with
the booming ol the breakers. Yet the
giti, inland bred and unversed in
weather lore, sat heedless and indif-
ferent, her eyes fixed upon the hori-
eoii in a vacant stare.

Her reverie was at last disturbed by
the peculiar behavior of the seafowl.
Those In the air circled around in a
manner strange to her, while their
mates on the ledges waddled restlessly
about over and between their nests.
There was a shriller note than usual
In their discordant clamor.

Yet even when she gave heed to the
birds, the girl failed to realize their
alarm or to sense the impending dan-
ger. It.was only that a feeling of dis-
quiet had broken the spell of her rev-
erie; it did not obtrude upon the field
of her conscious thought. She sighed
and rose to return to the cleft, idly
wondering that the air should seem

more sultry than at mid-day. The
peculiar appearance of the sun and the
western sky meant nothing more to

her than an odd effect of color and
light. Slit; smilingly compared it with
an attempt at a sunset painted by an
artist friend of the impressionist
school.

Neither Winthrope nor Blake was in
eight when she reached the baobab,
and neither appeared, though she de-
layed supper until dark. It was quite
possible that they had eaten before her
return and had gone off again, the
(Englishman to doze and Blake on an
evening hunt.

At last, tired of waiting, she covered
the lire and retired into her tree-cave.
The air in the cleft was still more
stifling than 011 the headland. She
paused, with her hand upraised to
close the swinging door. She had
propped It open when she came out In
the morning. After a moment's hesi-
tation, she went on across the hollow,
leaving the door wide open.

"I will rest a little, and close it
later, she sighed. She was feeling
weary and depressed.

An hour parsed. An ominous still-
ness lay upon '.he cleft. Even the
cicadas had hushed their shrill note
The only sound was a muffled re
??rberatins echo of the surf roaria*
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"I Know Already?l Know All."

upon the seashore. Beneath the giant
spread of the baobab all was black-
ness.

Something moved in a bush a little
way down the cleft. A crouching
figure appeared, dimly outlined in the
starlight. The figure crept stealthily
across into the denser night of the bao-
bab. The darkness closed about it like
a shroud.

A blinding flash of light pierced the
blackness. The figure halted and
crouched lower, though the flash had
gone again in a fraction of a second.
A dull rumbling mingled with the
ceaseless boom of the surf.

A second flash lighted the cleft with
its dazzling coruscation. This time the
creeping figure did not halt.

Again and again the forked light-
ning streaked across the sky, every
stroke more vivid than the one before.
The rumble of the distant thunder
deepened to a heavy rolling which
dominated the dull roar of the break-
ers. The storm was coming with the
on rush of a tornado. Yet the leaves
hung motionless in the still air, and
there was no sound other than the
thunder and the booming of the surf.

The lightning flared, one stroke upon
the other, with a brilliancy that lit
up the cave's interior brighter than at
mid-day.

In the white glare the girl saw Win-
thrope, crouched beneath her upswung
door; and his face Was a* the face of
a beast.

CHAPTER XX.

The Hurricane Blast.

K, ok a moment that seemed
a moment of eternity she
lay on her bed staring into

the blank darkness. The storm burst
with a crashing uproar that brought
her to her feet with a shriek. Her
giant tree creaked and strained under
the impact of the terrific hurricane
blasts that came howling through the
cleft like a rout of shrieking fiends.
The peals of thunder merged into one
continuous roar, beneath which the
solid ledges of rocks jarred and quiv-
ered. The sky was. a pail of black
clouds, meshed with a dazzling net-
work of forked lightning.

The girl stood motionless, stunned
by the uproar, appalled by the blinding
glare of the thunderbolts; yet even
more fearful of the figure which every
flash showed her still lurking beneath
the door. A gust-borne bough struck
with numbing force against her up-
raised arm. Hut she took no heed. She
was unaware of the swirl of rain and
sticks and leaves that was driving in
through the open entrance.

On a sudden the door shook free
from its props and whirled violently
around on its balance-bar. There was
a shriek that pierced above the shrill-
ing of the cyclone?a single human
shriek.

The girl sprang across the cave.
The heavy door swished up before her
and down again, its lower edge all but
grazing her face. For a moment it
stopped in a vertical position and

hung quivering, like a beast about to
leap' upon its prey. Too excited to
comprehend the danger of the act, the
girl sprang forward and shot one of
the thick bars into its socket.

A fierce gust leaped against the out-
er face of the door and thrust in upon
it, striving to bodily from its
bearings. The top and the free side
of the bottom bowed in. But the
branches were still green and tough,

the bamboo like whalebone and the
shrunken creepers held the frame to-
gether as though the joints were
lashed with wire rope. Failing to
smash in the elastic structure or to
snap the crossbar it were as if the
blast flung itself alternately against

the top and bottom in a fierce attempt
to again whirl the frame about. The
white glare streaming in through the
interstices showed the girl her oppor-

tunity. She grasped another bar and
shot it into its socket as the lower
part of the door gave back with the
shifting of the pressure to the top. It
was then a simple matter to slide the
remaining bars into the deep-sunk
holes. Within half a minute she had
made the door fast from the first bar
lo the sixth.

A heavy spray was beating in upon
her through the chinks of the frame-
work. She drew back and sought

shelter in a niche at the side. Nar-
row as was the slit above the top of
the door, it let in a torrent of water,
which spouted clear across and
against the far wall of the cave. It
gushed down upon her bed and was
already flooding the cave floor.

She piled higher the cocoanuts
stored in her niche, and perched her-
self upon the heap to keep above the
water. But eevn in her sheltered cor-
ner the eddying wind showered her
with spray. She waded across for her
skin-covered sunshade, and returned
to huddle beneath it, in the still mis-
ery and terror of a hunted animal that
has crept wounded into a hole.

During the first hurricane there had
been companions to whom she could
look for help and comfort, and she
had been to a degree unaware of the
greatness of the danger. But in the
few short weeks since she had caught
more than one glimpse of Primeval
Nature?she of the bloody fang, blind,
remorseless, insensate, destroying,
ever dest;t>ying.

True, this was on solid land, while
before there had been the peril of the
sea. But now the girl was alone. Out-
side the straining walls of her refuge,
the hurricane yelled and shrieked and
roared ?a headless, formless monster,
furious to burst in upon her, to over-
throw her stanch old tree giant, that
in his fall his shattered trunk might
crush and mangle her. Or at any in-
stant a thunder-bolt might rend open
the great tower of living wood, and
hurl her blackened body iuto the pool
on the cave floor.

Once she fancied that she heard
Blake shouting outside the door; but
when she screamed a shrill response,
the blast mocked her with echoing
shrieks, and she dared not venture to
free the door. If it were Blake, he
did not shout again. After a time she
began to think that the souud had

been no more than a freak of tlie
shifting wind. Yet the thought of him
out in the full fury of the cyclone

served to turn her thoughts from her
own danger. She prayed aloud for his
safety, beseeching God that he be
spared. She sought to pray even for
Winthrope. But the vision of that
beastly face rose up before her, and
she could not ?then.

Presently she became aware or a
change in the storm. The terriflo
gusts blew with yet greater violence,
the thunder crashed heavier, the light-
ning filled the air with a flame of
dazzling white light, nut the rain
no longer gushed across on the spot

where her bed had been. It was en-
tering at a different angle, and Its
force was broken by the bend in the
thick wall of the entrance. After a

time the deluge dashed aslant the en-
trance, gushing down the door in a

cataract of foam.
Another interval, and the driving

downpour no longer struck even the
edge of the opening. The wind was
veering rapidly as the cyclone center
moved past on one side. The area of
the hurricane was little more than
thrice that of a tornado, and it was
advancing along its course at great
speed. An hour more, and the out-
ermost rim of the huge whirl was
passing over the cleft.

Quickly the hurricane gusts fell
away to a gale; the gale became a
breeze; the breeze lulled and died
away, stifled by the torrential rain.

Within the baobab all was again

dark and silent. Utterly exhausted, the
girl had sunk back against the friend-
ly wall of the tree, and fallen asleep.

She was wakened by a hoarse call:
"Miss Jenny! Miss Jenny, answer
me! Are you all right?"

She started up, barely saving her-
self from a fall as the big unhusked
nuts rolled beneath her feet. The
morning sunlight was streaming in

over her door. She sprang down ankle-
deep into the mire of the cave floor,
and ran to loosen the bars. As the
door swung up, she darted out, with
a cry of delight: "You are safe ?safe!
Oh, I was so afraid for you! But
you're drenched! You must build a
fire?dry yourself?at once!"

"Wait," said Blake. "I've got to tell
you something."

He caught her outstretched hands,
and pushed them down with gentle

force. His face was grave, almost sol-
emn.

"Think you can stand bad news?a

shock?"
"I? What is ft? You look so

strange!"

"It's about Winthrope?something
very bad ?"

She turned, with a gasp, and hid
her face in her hands, shuddering with
horror and loathing.

"Oh! oh!" she cried. "I know al-
ready?l know all!"

"All?" demanded Blake, staring
blankly.

"Yes; all! And ?and he made me
think it was you!" She gasped, and
fell silent.

Blake's face went white. He spoke
In a clear, vibrant voice, tense as an
overstrained violin 3tring: "I am
speaking about Winthrope under-
stand me? Winthrope. He has
been badly hurt."

"The door swung down and struck
him, when he was creeping in."

"God!" roared Blake. "I picked
him up like a sick baby?the beast!
'stead of grinding my heel in his face!
God! I'll?"

"Tom! don't ?don't even speak ol
it! Tom!"

"God! When a helpless girl?when
a?!" He choked, beside himself with
rage.

She sprang to him, and caught hit
sleeve in a convulsive grasp. "Hush,
for mercy's sake! Tom Blake, remem-
ber?you're a man!"

He calmed like a ferocious dog at
the voice of its master; but it was sev-
eral minutes before he could bring
himself to obey her insistent urging
that he should return to the injured
man.

"I'll go,"he at last growled.
"Wouldn't do it even for you, but he's
good as dead?lucky for him!"

"Dead!"
"Dying. You stay away."

He. went around the baobab and a
few paces along the cleft to the place
where a limp form lay huddled on the
ledges, out of the mud. Slowly, as
though drawn by the fascination of
horror, the girl crept after him. When
she saw the broken, storm-beaten
thing that had been Winthrope, she
stopped, and would have turned
back. After all, as Blake had said,
he was dying?

When she stood at the feet of the
writhing figure, and looked down inte
the battered face, it required all hei
will-power to keep from fainting.
Blake frowned up at her for an in
stant, but said nothing.

Winthrope was speaking, feebly and
brokenly, yet distinctly: "Really, I did
not mean any harm?at first?you
know. But a man does not alwayi
have control ?"

"Not a beast like you!" growled
Blake.

"Ow! Don't 'ft me! I say BOW, I*ai
done for! My legs are cold already*?"
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MORE
PINKHAM

CORES
Added to the Long List due
to This Famous Remedy.

Oronogo, Mo.?"l was simply a ner-
voua wreck. Icould not walk across

. I the floor without
my heart fluttering 1
and Icould not even
rece ivo a letter.

3 Every month I had
**\u25a0 such a bearing down

& sensation, as if the
\ -r=r Jf

" lower parts would
f:l " out. Lydia E.
Pinkham's Veget.i-
bit; Compound has

''Zy-iry done my nerves a
XJ great deal of good

?'' _ land has also relieved
the bearing down. I recommended it
to some friends and two of them havo
been greatly benefited by it." Mrs.
Uai: McKnigjtt,Oronogo, Mo.

Another (irateful Woman.
St. Louis, Mo. ?"I was bothered

terribly with a female weakness and
had backache, bearing down pains and
pains in lower parts. 1 began taking
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound regularly and used the Sanative
Wash and now I have 110 more troubles
that way." Mrs. Al. Hkuzog, 5722
Prescott Ave., St. Louis, Mo.

Becauso your case Is a difficultone,
doctors having done you 110 good,
do not continue to suffer without
giving Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound a trial. 1t surely has cured
many cases of female ills, such as in-
flammation, ulceration, displacements,
fibroid tumors, irregularities, periodic
pains, backache, that bearing-down
reeling, indigestion, dizziness, and ner- (
vous prostration. It costs but a trifie
to try it, and the result is worth mil-
lions to many suffering women.

Your Liver
is Clogged up
Thnt'a Why You're Tired?Out of
Sorts?Have No
CARTER'S i
UVEK PILLS & 8 "

will put you right QnTCpcf
to a tew days. I Llw

They do
their duty. SjIVER

C"E ! §S PILLS.
Ciinitipa. [ JnraroCi
iousnest, Indigestios, and Sick W-»dache.

SMALL PILL. SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE

GENUINE must bear signature:

DR BURKHARTS WONDERFUL OFFER,

mjOMPauND*
If you are suffering with any of the following
symptoms: pains in side, back, under shoulder J
blades, sick sour bloated stomach, headache,
constipation, catarrh, liverand kidney disease,
rheumatism, neuralgia, palpitation of heart,
bad blood, RO to to your drugstore and get a
30 days treatment of Dr. Burkhart's Vegetable Cum- 1
oound and t>a cured.

WESTERN CANADA
Senator Dclliver, of lowa, says:
"Tho stream of emigrants from tho United Sbftra

Cauadii wilicontinue."
I>olliver recently paid n
vUU to Western Cuuc.<la a

rmi ' 1 lend hun«*in the hearts
2 | rv I ofEnglish *t>cnkinK peo-
-1 wT'l I thin willaccount for

9 * 1 * \u25a0 flyVW I l'lo removal of bo many

1 J Our neoi>lo aro pleased
?5 ZIP A I withit« Government amiMwiyf>( tho excellent ad ruin in-

Vf *1 tration of law, and they?

IAIAZSS% are coming to you in
aJf 7 iSstftjEq tens °f thmu»ana§, nud

1 \u25a0 iltiWffilPll T *" r t:" ' !|"l ' "' HK£sSSSB9OR9HH lowa contributed lark*-
112 J* -/ l.v to tho 70,000 Ainerl-

their liomc during 1009.
Srir\K/>' Field crop ro( uriiHnlon r,

' *K)* I during yeur added to the wealf h
of tliocountry upwards of
$170,000,000.00
Grain mixed fnrm-

* i
,l,s "eattlo raising and dairying

'a Y ar" "H profitable. I-'ree ilonio.
Mteads of 160 acres aro to l»o

«, /XwT: had In tho very best district*,
nri-^'Tt __.jJhW acre pre-emptions at

per acre within certain areas.
Bchools nn<l churches In every

4r settlement, climate unexcelled,
soilthe richest, wood, water and
building muterlal plentiful,

y
?

1 or particulars as to location, low
& settler*' railway rates and dcncrip-

<fi£± t'1' tivo illustrated i,ainphlet, "Last
fcß%|ffyP Jiest Went," ana other informn-#y 'dj tion, write to Hup'fc of Iramifcra*

lit" /rfVfk tion. Ottawa, ('an., or to Canadian
ovwrumeut A.4jent.

;*Aj H. M. WILLIAMS

TBB '"aw Building Toledo, Ohio
(Uso address nearest yon.) C3)

Bad Breath
' 'For month 9 Ihad great trouble with my
stomach and used all kinds of medicines.
My tongue has been actually as green aj

grass, my breath having a bad odor. Two
weeks ago a friend recommended Cascarets
and after using them I can willinglyand
cheerfully say that they have entirely
cured me. Itherefore let you know that I
shall recommend them to any one suffer,
ing from such troubles." ?Chas. H. Hal-
pern, 114 E. 7th St., New York, N. Y.
CUT THIS OUT, mall It with your ad-
dress to Sterling Remedy Company, Chi-
cago, Illinois, and receive a handsome
souvenir gold Hon Bon FREE. 923

Shoe Boils, Gapped Hock, Bursitis
ARE IIAItl)TO I'tKE,yet MSH 1

no blemishes, jjotsWot 1,1in- Iflk.-.'. ?SUft#
tfr or ixTilove tlio hair, (.lures
any pull or swelling, llorso can bo
worked. 12.00 per bottle. I took © K mJM&mfree. AHSOKBINK, Jit., (man- fcvS<tfkind, SI una S2 per bottle.) Kor Bolls, ||X>l
Bruises, Old Soros, Swellings, Goitre. WmmM

Varicoso Veins, Varicosities. Allnvs Pain. Yonrdnigglstcan supply ami give references. Will tellyon more ifToll write. Manufactured only by
I W. I, lUI.Mi, I*. P. t., IIIU 11'uijiIt- hu, Sprloglli'lJ, lliai,

FOR SALE
First notes netting good interest, on
approved Texas real estate. Also 5,000 acres
land, Kant Texas, $3.50 per acre. 732 acre fann,
Brazoria County, $15.50 per acre. 200 acres,
unimproved, near Houston, $25.00 per acre. 40
uere improved farm. mile from Missouri
City, Texas, $2,000. Write us for reliable infor-
mation concerning Texas investments.
UANKKKS TRUST CO. Houston, Texas.

DR. J. D. KELLOGG S

ASTHMA
Remedy for the prompt relief of
Asthma and Hay Fever. Ask your
druggist for it. Write for FREE SAMPLE.

NORTHROP & LYMAN CO. Ltd., BUFFALO, N. Y.

CALIFORNIA S^JS^oJWKSSSSJPE:
vest every month in i In* year. THE (iATKWAY
<; AZETTk,a liv»» California weekly, keeps you in
fort h. Price If 1 ~riU per year. Four months' trial

; subscription onlv twcniv-livocents,
i;ATI-;WAV <» AZI:TTI:, lieuumont, Calif.

MAKE HEN I.AY
more eggs C\ cry day this winter. 11l tell you free by
M-ulingmy own poultry method. Write to
MRS. L. ALLEY, NEW MADRID, MO.

SA Hook and Adviee FRKK. Jiruos,

S& LA h Kni B 1-Vnwlrh K La»r«are, \VashinKt«»n,
B rt B 8 IMJ.Est. 4Uyra. Best references.

I\u25a0\u25a0 . 1
W. N. U., CLEVELAND, NO. 5--1910.

Neuralgia
Pains

The shooting, tearing pains of neuralgia are caused
by excitement of the nerves. Sciatica is also a nerve
pain.

Sloan's Liniment, a soothing external application, *

stops neuralgia pains at once, quiets the nerves, relieves
that feeling of numbness which is often a warning of
paralysis, and by its tonic effect on the nervous and
muscular tissues, gives permanent as well as immedi-
ate relief.

One Application Relieved the Pain.
Mr. J. C. LEE, of 1100 Ninth St., S. E., Washington, D. C., writes:

" I advised a lady who was a great sufferer from neuralgia to try Sloan's Lini-
ment. After one application the pain left her and she has not been troubled
with it since."

Sloan's flLiniment n
is the best remedy for Rheumatism, Stiff I I
Joints and Sprains and all Pains.

At All Druggists. Price 20c., 50c. and SI.OO. H I
Sloan's Treatise on the Horse R*>nt Free. Address IUSagSSbIT I

DR. EARL S. SLOAN, BOSTON, MASS.
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