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SYNOPSIS.

The story open* with the shipwreck of
tho steamer on which Miss (Jenevleve
Leslie, an American heiress, Lord Win-
thrope, an Englishman, and Tom Blake,
a brusque American, were passengers.
The three were tossed upon an uninhab-
ited Island and were the only ones not
drowned. Blake, shunned on the boat,
because of his roughness, became a hero
u preserver of the helpless puir. The
Englishman w is suing for the hand of
Miss Leslie. Winthrope wasted liis last
match on a cigarette, for which he was
scored by Blake. All three constructed
hats to shield themselves from the sun.
They th»n feasted on eocoanuts, the only
procurable food. Miss Leslie faced an un-
pleasant situation. Blake recovered his
surveyor's magnifying glass, thus insur-
ing tire. He started a Jungle fire, killing
a luge leopard anil smothering several
cf.hs. In the leopard's cavern they built
a small home. They gained the cliffs by
brming the bottom of a tree until it fell
atruinst the heights. The trio secured
eg;:* from the cliffs. Miss Leslie's white
C i :t was decided upon as a signal. Miss
1.. i.e made a dress from the leopard
skin. Overhearing a conversation be-
tivc n Blake and Winthrope, Miss I/eslle
beenmo frightened. Winthrope became
>ll with fever. Blake was poisoned by a
Plsl and almost died. Jackals attacked
the camp that night, but were driven off
J.v lienevievo. Blake constructed an ani-
lu:ii trap. It killed a hyena. On a tour
t ?? 'riu discovered honey and oysters.
M ?? Leslie was attacked by a poisonous
eiiile. Blake killed it and saved its pol-
so'i to kill game. For the second time
W nihrope was attacked by fever. He
n" l Blake disagreed. The latter made a

door for the private compartment
<>: Miss Leslie's cave home. A terrible
st- rni raged that night. Winthrope stole
Im ? ? > her room, but she managed to swing
; ? : door closed in time. Wi/ithrope was
.1.?<(!>? hurt. He died the following morn-
-I'irf Ti.e storm tore down their distress
:I so a new one was swung from a
h.'r iioo pole. Miss Leslie helped in cov-
eitue Winthrope's grave with stones.
Genevieve took a strong liking to Blake.

CHAPTER XXlll.?Continued.

Miss Leslie looked away, visibly
distressed. She had not been reared
nicer the French method. Young as
she was, she had fluttered at will
about the borders of the garden of
vice, knowing well that the gaudy

blosr.oms were lures to entice one into
the pitfall. Yet never before had she
caught so clear a glimpse of the slimy

depths.
"That's it!" growled Blake. "Throw

use down cold just because I'm square

enough to tell you straight out. You
make me tired! I'm not one of the
work-ox sort, that can chew the cud
all the year round and cork the blood
out of (heir brains. I've got to cut
loose from the infernal grind once in
a while, and barring a chance now and
then at opera, there's never been any-

thing but a spree?"
"Oh. but that's so dreadfully shock-

ing. Mr. Blake!"
"And then like all the other little

hypocrites, you'll go and marry one
of those swrdl dudes who's made that
sort of thing his business, and every-
body knows it, but it's all politely un-
derstood to've been sub rosa, so it's
all right, because he knows how to
part liis name in the middle and ?"

"Please, please stop, Mr. Blake!
You don't know how cruel you are!"

"Cruel? Suppose I told you about
the millionaire cur that ? Oh, now,
don't, go and cry! Please don't cry,

Kiss .fenny! I wouldn't hurt your
fceliags for the world! I didn't mean
anything cut of the way, really I
didn't! It's only that when I get to
thinking of?of things, It sets me half
crazy. And now, can't you see how
It's going to be ten times worse for
me after ?with you so altogether be-
yond me?" He stopped short,
flushed, and stammered lamely: *'l?l
didn't mean to say that!"

She looked down, no less embar-
rassed.

"Please let us talk of something
«lso," she murmured. "It has been
«uch a pleasant morning, until you?-
(uiuil we began this silly discussion."

"All right, all right! Only mop up
the dewdrops and we'll turn on the
«un machine. I really didn't mean to
rip out I hat way at all. But, you see,
the thing's been rankling in me ever
since we came aboard ship at the
Cape, and Winthrope and Lady Bay-
rose had my seat changed so 1
couldn't sec you? Not that I hold any-
thing against them now?"

"Mr. lilake, 1 suppose you know
that this African coast is particularly
dangerous for women. So far I have
escaped the fever. Hut you yourself
eaid that the longer the attack is de-
layed the worse it will be."

Blake's face darkened and he turned
to stare inland along the ridge. She
hat! flicked him on the raw, and he
thought that Hhe had done so inten-
tionally.

"You think I haven't tried?that I've
been shamming!" he burst out bit-
terly. "You're right. There's the one
chance? But I couldn't leave you till
the barricade was finished, and it's
been only a few days since? All the
\u25a0ame, I oughtn't to 'vo waited a day.
I'll start it to-morrow."

"What? Start what?"
'A catamaran. 1 can rig one up in

\u25a0hort order that, with a skin sail and
an outrigger, will do fairly well to
coast along Inside the reefs ?barring
squalls Worst thing is that it's all
112 guess whether the nearest settle-
ment is up the coast or down."

"And you can think of going and
leaving me all alone here!"

"That's better .ban letting you risk
two-to one chances on feeding the
sharks."

"But you'd be risking it!"
Blake uttered a short harsh laugh.
"What's the difference?" he paused

c u,".meat; tb >a added, with grim
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"Tom!" She Cried, Struggling to Her Knees, ?"Tom!"

humor: "Anyway, they'll have earned
a meal by the time they get me
chewed up."

"You sha'n't go!"

"Oh, I don't know. We'll see about
It to-morrow. There's a grove of co-
coanuts yonder. Come on, and I'll get

some nuts. I can't see any water
around here, and It would be dry eat-
ing, with only the flask."

CHAPTER XXIV.

A Lion Lead* Them.

fIE palm grove stood under
the lee of the ridge on a
stretch of bare ground. Oth-

er than seaward, the open space was
hemmed In by grass Jungle, Inter-
spersed with clumps of thorn-brush.
On the north side a jutting corner of
the tall, yellow spear-grass curved out
and around, with the point of the hook
some 50 yards from the palms. Else-
where the distance to the jungle was

nearly twice as far.
Blake dropped the bag and his

weapons, flung down his hat and
started up a palm shaft. The down-
pointing bristles of his skin trousers
aided his grip. Though the lofty

crown of the palm was swaying in the
wind he reached the top and was down
again before Miss Leslie had arranged
the contents of the lunch bag.

"Guess you're not extra hungry,"
he remarked.

She made no response.
"Mad, eh? Well, toss me the little

knife. Mine has got too good a meat-
edge to spoil on these husks."

"It was very kind of you to climb
for the nuts, and the wind blowing so
hard up there," she said, as she
handed over the penknife. "I am not
angry. It is only that I feel tired and
depressed. I hope I am not going

to be ?"

"No; you're not going to have the
fever, or any such thing! You're
played out, that's all. I'm a fool for
bringing you so far. You'll be all
right after you eat and rest. Here;
drink this cocoa milk."

She drained the nut, and, upon his
insistence, made a pretense at eating.

He was deceived until, with the satis-

fying of his first keen hunger, he
again became observant.

"Say, that won't do!" he exclaimed.
"Look at your bowl. You haven't nib-
bled enough to keep a mouse alive."

"Really, I am not hungry. But I am
resting."

"Try another nut. I'll have one
ready in two shakes."

He caught his hat, which was drag-

ging past in a downward eddy of the
wind, and weighted it with a cocoa-
nut He wedged another nut be-
tween his knees and bent over it,
tearing at the husk. It took him only

a few moments to strip the fiber from
the end and gouge open the germ hole.
He held out the nut and glanced up to
meet her smile of acceptance.

She was staring past him, her eyes
wide with terror, and the color fast
receding from her fae

"What In? Another snake?" he
demanded, twisting warily about to
glare at the ground behind him.

"There?over in the grass!" she
whispered. "It looked out at me with
terrible, savage eyes!"

"Snake??that far off?"
"No, no!?a monster?a huge, fierce

beast!"
"Beast?" echoed Blake, grasping his

bow and arrows. "Where is he? May-

be only one of these African buffaloes.
How'd he look? ?horns?"

"I?l didn't see any. It was all
shaggy, and yellow like the grass,
and terrible eyes?Oh!"

The girl's scream was met by a fe-
rocious, snarling roar, so deep and
prolonged that the air quivered and
the very ground seemed to shake.

"God! ?a lion!" cried Blake, the
hair on his bare head bristling like
a startled animal's.

He turned squarely about toward
the ridge, his bow half drawn. Had
the lion shown himself then Blake
would have shot on the instant. As it
was, the beast remained behind the
screening border of grass, where he
could watch his intended quarry with-
out being seen in turn. The delay

gave Blake time for reflection. He
spoke sharply, as It were biting off his
words: "Hitout. I'll stop the bluffer."

"I can't. Oh, I'm afraid!"
Again the hidden beast gave voice

to his mighty rumbling challenge.
Still he did not appear, and Blake at-
tempted a derisive jeer: "Hey, there,
louder! We've not run yet!- It's all
right, little woman. The skulking

sneak is trying to bluff us. 'Fraid to
come out if we don't stampede. He'll
make off when he finds we don't scare.

Lions never tackle men in the day-
time. Just keep cool a while.
He'll?"

"Look!?there to the right!?l saw
him again! He's creeping around!
See the grass move!"

"That's only the wind. It eddies
down?God! he is stalking around.
Trying to take us from behind?curse
him! Ho may get me, but I'll get

him, too?the dirty sneak!"

The blood had flowed back into
Blake's face, and showed on each
cheek in a little red patch. His broad
chest rose and fell slowly to deep
respirations; his eyes glowed like
balls of white-hot steel. He drew his
bow a little tauter and wheeled slow-
ly to keep the arrow pointed at the
slight wave in tho grass which marked
the stealthy movements of the lion.
Miss Leslie, more terrified with every
added moment of suspense, cringed
around, that she might keep him be-
tween her and the hidden beast.

the boast were indistinct and the
range long. He hesitated, and the
opportunity was lost.

Yard by yard they watched the
slight swaying of the grass tops which
betrayed the cautious advance of the
grim stalker. The beast did not roar
again. Having failed to flush his
game, he was seeking to catch them
off their guard, or perhaps was warily
taking stock of the strange creatures,
whose like he had never seen.

Minute after minute dragged by.
Only a man of Blake's obstinate, sul-
len temperament could have withstood
tbo strain and kept cool. Even he
found the impulse to leap up and run
all but irresistible. Miss Leslie
crouched behind him, no more able
to run than a mouse with which a cat
has been playing.

Ouce thoy caught a glimpse of the
sinuous tawny form gliding among the
leafless stems of a thorn clump. Make
took quick aim; but the outlines of

Now and then there was a pause,
and the grass tops swayed only to
the down-puffs of the heightening gale.
At such moments the two grew rigid,
watching and waiting in breathless
suspense. They could see, as distinct-
lyas though there had been no screen-
ing grass, the baleful eyes of tho huge

cat and the shaggy forebody as the
beast stood still and glared out at
them.

Then the sinuous wave would start
on again around the grass border, and
Blake would draw in a deep breath
and mutter a wor<fof encouragement

to the girl: "Look, now?the dirty
sneak! Trying to give us the creeps,
is he? I'll creeps him! 'Fraid to
show his pretty mug!"

Not until the beast had circled half
around the glade did his purpose flash
upon Blake. With the wariness of
all savage hunters, the animal had
marked out the spur of jungle on the
north side, where he could creep
closer to his quarry before leaping
from cover.

"The damned sneak!" growled

Blake. "You there, Jenny?"
She could not speak, but he heard

her gasp.
"Brace up, little woman! Where's

your grit? You're out of this deal,
anyway. Ile'll choke to death swal-
lowing me? But say; couldn't you
manage to shin up a palm, 20 feet or
so, and hang on for a couple of min-
utes?"

"I?can't move?l am?"
"Make a try! It'll give me a run

for my money. I'll take the next ele-
vator after you. That'll bring the
bluffer out on the hot-foot. I slip a
surprise between his ribs and we
view the scenery while he's passing

in his checks. Come; make a spurt!

He's around the turn and getting
nearer every step."

"I can't ?Tom ?there is no need
that both of us? You climb up?"

He turned about as the meaning of
her whisper dawned upon him. Her
eyes were shining with the ecstasy of
self-sacrifice. It was only the glance

of an instant; then he was again
facing the jungle.

"God! You think I'd do that!"
She made no reply. There was a

pause. Blake?cvouched on one knee,
tense and alert?waited until the
sinister wave w*s advancing into the
point of the incurved jungle. Then he
spoke, in a low, even tone: "Feel if
my glass is there."

Her hand reached around and
pressed against the fob pocket which
lie had sewn in the belt of his skin
trousers.

"Right. Now slip my club up under
my elbow ?big end. Lick on the
nose'll stop a dog or a bull. It's a

chance."
She thrust the club under his right

elbow and he gripped it against his
side.

At that moment the lion bounded
from cover, with a roar like a clap of
thunder. Blake sprang erect. The
beast checked himself In the act of
leaping, and crouched with his great

paws outstretched, every hooked claw
thrust out ready to tear and mangle.

In two or three bounds he could have
leaped upon Blake and crushed him
with a single stroke of his paw. As he
rose to repeat his deafening roar it
seemed to Blake that he stood higher

than a horse ?that his mouth gaped
wide as the end of a hogshead. And
yet the beast stood hesitating, re-
strained by brute dread of the un-
known. Never before had any animal
that he had hunted reared up to meet
his attack in this strange manner.

"Lie flat!" commanded Blake; "lie
flat, and don't move! I'm going to
call his bluff. Keep still till the poison
gets in its work. I'll keep him busy
long as I can. When it's over, hit
out for home along the beach. Keep
inside the barricade, and watch all
you can from the clilfs. Might light a
fire up there nights. There's sure to
bo a steamer before long?"

"Tom!" she cried, struggling to her
knees ?"Tom!"

Hut lie did not pause or look
around. He was beginning to circle
slowly to tlie left across the open
ground, in a spiral curve that would
bring liiin to the edge of the jungle
within 30 yards of the lion. There was

red now showing in his eyes. Ilia
hair was bristling, no longer with fear,
but with sheer brute fury; his lips
were drawn back l'rom the clenched
teeth; his nostrils distended and quiv-
ering; his forehead wrinkled like that
of an angry mastiff. His look was
more ferocious than that of the

snarling beast he faced. All thf
primeval in him was roused. He was
become a man of the Cave Age. Ht
went to meet death, his mind ac
body aflame with fierce lust to kill,

(TO BliCONTINUiiiD.)

Coffroth Wins Race, London to' Frisco.
Jauieß VV. Coffroth, fight promoter,

won his bet of $2,000 made with a
member of the National Sporting club
of London that he could reach San
Francisco m ten days from London.
Coffroth had a margin of two hours
and forty minutes.

Not Actually Necessary.
The lawyer proceeded to examine

the witness.
"Pardon the question, Mrs. Chucks-

ley," he said, "but your answer consti

tutes a part of the record. How old
are you?"

"Why, you ought to know, Mr
Sharpe," she answered; "my birthday
is the same as yours, only I was born
ten years later than you were."

"Ah, yes, I remember. Well, it isn't
important, anyhow. Go shead, Mrs.
Chucksley, and tell the jury what you
know about this case."

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.
Dr. Detchon's Relief for Rheumatism

radically cures in l to " days. Its action is
remarkable. It removes the cause and tha
disease quickly disappears. First dus«
greatly benefits. 75c Druggists.

There is no beautifier of complexion,
or form, or behavior, like the wish to

scatter joy and not pain around us.? \u25a0
Ralph Waldo Emerson.

TO CCRK A (OI.I) IN ONE OAT
Take LAXATIV K IIKOMO Quinine Tablet*
iJniHKlsfhrefund money if it fails to cure. b. W
iiilOVJU'a signature Is uii each box. 25c.

No man can be provident of his
time who is not prudent in the choice
of his company.?Jeremy Taylor.

Coffroth, according to agreement,
sent a telegram to Eugene Corri, with
whom he had the wager. When he ar-

rived at the Oakland pier he was wel-
comed by a large delegation that
cheered him a3 he stepped from his car.

The time made by Coffroth is the
fastest ever made from London to San
Francisco over the Atlantic and across
the continent. He made the trip in
nine days, five hours and five minutes.

The journey from Omaha to Saa
Francisco was made on the famous San
Francisco "Overland Limited" of the
Union Pacific-Southern Pacific, and is
simply another victory for Safety,
Service, Speed via the old Overland
Route.

These Knowing Children.
"Come here, Mamie, dear. Look at

this beautiful Misty girl. Isn't she
lovely? I don't think Misty ever drew
a more charming figure!"

"Do you think, papa, that this is
the model that used to sit on
Mr. Misty's knee?"? Cleveland Plain
Dealer.

Make SSOO in Gold.
Read the magnificent offer by the

John A. Salzer Seed Co. in another
part of this paper. Get your wits to
work and capture the $500.00, ar.d at

the same time secure a supply of the
most reliable seeds on earrn. The com-
pany is one of the largest in the coun-
try, and thoroughly responsible.

She Had Noticed It.
Mrs. Knicker. ?They say the pur-

chasing power of a dollar has dimin-
ished.

Mrs. Bocker. ?Yes, it used to buy a
bargain worth $1.98, and now it only
gets something worth $1.49.

Rheumatic

'CnM >a^ns

As we get older the blood becomes sluggish, the mus-
cles and joints stiffen and aches and pains take hold
easier. Sloan's Liniment quickens the blood, limbers
up the muscles and joints and stops any pain or ache
with astonishing promptness.

Proof that it is Best for Rheumatism.
Mr*. DANIEL H. DIEHL, of Mann's Choice, R.F.D., No. i, Pa., writes:?

Please send me a. bottle of Sloan's Liniment for rheumatism and stiff joint*.
It is the best remedy I ever knew for Ican't do without it."

Also for Stiff Joints.
Mr. MILTON WHEELF.R, 2100 Morris Ave., Birmingham, Ala., writes:?

" I am glad to say that Sloan's Liniment has done me more good for stiff
Joints than anything I have ever tried."

Sloan's
Liniment Ja

is the qickest and best remedy for Rheuma- I §

tism, Sciatica, Toothache, Sprains, Bruises I
and Insect Stings.

Price 25c., 50c., and SI.OO at AU I>ealcrs. 1 I
fiend tor Sloan'* Free Book on Horses. Address I I

DR. EARL S. SLOAN, BOSTON, MASS. KwJ

$125,000 net from 1200 acres grapes.
$15,000 from 22 acres peaches.
$3,200 from 20 acres raisins, in the

San Joaquin Valley, California
A cow and an acre of alfalfa will earn $l2O a year in the San Joaquin Valley.
Grapes will yield from itoo to S3OO per acre; peaches and apricots, $l5O to $500;

while oranges will produce from $250 to SSOO, and in many instances mora than SIOOO
an acre. There are ten million arable and irrigable acres here. You still may buy
unimproved land for SSO an acre.

Ten acres are enough to comfortably support a small family. Twenty acres afford
a fine living, with money in the bank, l-'orty acres should make you rich.

Carson "Recti, Reedley, Cal., from a.
twenty-acre crop of Sultana raisins
netted $3,200.

1 ktt<MV this vnlley from end to end.
I have seen crops planted and harvest-
ed in every one of Us counties. I have
interviewed farmers, ranchers and mer-
chants. I have collated the testimony
of crop experts.

All this valuable information is con-
tained in the San Joaquin Valley land
folder issued by the Santa Fe Railway.
Write for it. giving fun name and ad-
dross. I will also send you our immi-
gration journal. The Earth, six months
free.

The S.'inta Fe employs me to help
settle lip iis Southwest lines. The Cora-
pany lias no land to sell, but I will
gladly refer your inquiry to reliable
land owners who have.

!.«>«? fare* are offered by the Santa
Fr dallv. Comfortable tourist sleepers
and eiiiiir ears. The journey also may
he made at other times for a reason-
able cost. Santa Fe tourist service to
San Francisco is Quickest.

C. L. SFAGRAVES, General Coloniiation Agent
A. T. & S. F. Rjr. System

I 11 SO Railway Exchong® Chicago. Ui.

You pay from one-fourth to one-
third down, balance osinily CMII be paid
for out of the crop*.

Almost anything can be raised in the
San Joequin country?oranges and
wheat, tiers and apples, delicate grapes
and hardy potatoes. Products of the
temperate and semi-tropic zones nour-
ish .side by side.

Plenty «»f >vntep for irrigation drawn
from tlie near-by Sierra snows. It in
easy for one to make 11 Htnrt. Land be-
tween the rows can be used, while or-
chard i« young, for many profitable
crops. The point is to make every
NCl \u25a0\u25a0are foot bear something.

\\ fiat Home farmer* luive lionet
Frank Thomas, of Fresno, Cal?

bought twenty acres of land live years
ago. lie had but SOO to start on. To-
day his place is paid for and he has an
income of over $2,000 a year.

William Shrayer, It. F. I>. 7, Fresno,
Oal., bought his first ten aercs six
years ago. Now owns sixty acres all
paii*- for, and refuses $12,000 for his
place.

M. F. Tnrpey, of Fresno, owns vine-
ya-d of 1,200 acren. from which he [
? uIT.'S nn annual profit of Jl2r>.ooo.

On the Harold estate, twenty-two
acres of peaches yielded a $15,100 crop, i
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