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NINTH EPISODE.

OUGN the sarthquake caused eonsiderable material Admags to
Bandatiors, partially wrecking the hotel & bank snd seversl smaliee
pulidings, but few canualties and no Patalities resuited, Wilhin an
hour Hope, Clea and Dw, Owen, thelr clothing @il showing lraces
 of Gust sed Talling plaster, wers posted aboul & tabie In the laltery
study, poring over the book which Cleo had snatched from Olgs during the
pande in the restaurant .

spnere's nothing in this dne, elther,” sald Mope disgustedly, as he turned
the last leaf and slammed the cover, “That lsaves six more books to look
fov. Things are narrowing down, in any ovent”

"W hers do we ga now, Jarvia? uaked oo,

wrhe pent name on the list,” snid Hope, taking from his pooketbook the
page from Dawson's ledger, “is Richard Paiten, care general delivery, Hanta

=pnd where s Banta Eulalla®™

"t's &l the southern end of the Han Joaquin Valley, Miss Hurke” sald
the shysician. "TUght In the sdie of the mountaing, It's only & samall place

!

Ton shouldn’t have dioulty In Anding your man there™
I Whea Hepe a Cleo descended =
| from the branch line local at Manta Come to think of It, he'd just wot

buck from the olty the last time 1
seen him ™
“How long ago was that™
“Aboul a week—4an days, mebbe ™
“Mave you any idea Whers I could
ind him?™

the odge of the moun-
Eulalia la ons of thowe

' fllar with the

.m".“:.:ﬂ‘:y‘:.:‘:.du'a business "Not the least in the world, friend,
18 such towna there are thres recog- Were you wanting {0 ses him sbout
*aised fountainheads of Information: "’"'"‘L‘l partioular ™
The hotsl, the gencral store and the  “You" sald Hope, "I want to see
Barber shop, and, as the propristor Nm very much indeed.
of the general ators was also posj. _ ~ Thed tho bast thing you can do,

"t to him that Hope, hav. frieng” the storekecper asseried, “is
g lumclu in (he only hotel that '@ @it rixht down here in Hanta Kula-
:m. ““.: addressed his In- s and walt for him.

. L] L [ ] L

“De 1 & Patten ™ 1ed The Kern Counly Fair had opened

3 o s gaten and tha people of the
“‘. on, ° 1 -'u;'llnr:: ovuntry for half a hundred miles
» ‘Wall, 1 recken 4 around wers pouring Into Hakers.

s0ld  haap of gooda to Diek. He'm oute oy 0o ourn, In wagons, and on
m:”“ me for's much as .'"-" horscbuck. by trolley and by traln,

o As 4 o'clock drew near, the crowd
*What is his business T asked Hope. deseried these atiractions and slow.
*Well” sald the merchant reflec- |y drifted lpward the Nald whers Bob

tively, "1 reckon you might call Dick Smith, “the Daredevil of the Hky,"

dnd not ba far wrong. was advertised to give his halr-rals-
rile, (hat's what he's been ing and perilous asroplane exhibition,
long's I've known him. As Hmith, a slim, wirlly bullt fel.
atrike that | heard low, clad in the leather garments of
always has money 10 an aviator, was crossing tha fNeld

A queer fellow, Dick from the hangar to his walling asro-

of books, never plane, he waa halled by a ta" young
imeelf, soema lo ke his man, who, accompanied by a fashion-
ny. He comes Inte town ably dressed woman, had, with con-
or thres woeeka, stays just glderablo diMculty pushed his way
to get his mall and load through the crowd.

burro with provisions, and “Hello, Bob)" hail 1 the stranger,

for the mountains again. evidently an Easterner by hia dress,
a trip to 'Frisco once or “don't you remsmber me now that

year and when he comes you've become famous?

waually haa a lot of old “Hy Jove,” exciaimed the aviatoer,

th him. Gela ‘sm 1o read running forward with outstretched

s off prospecting., | reckon. hand, “if W lsp't Gerald Morton!
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What on sarth are you dolng here?”

“Oh, I'm apending & fow days down
the vallay, near Nanta Bulalia” Mor.
ton replied, & irife evasively. “1
have & littls business thers that re-
quires my atteution. st me Intro-
duce you to my friand, the Countess
Ivanofn."

“Mr. #mith,” contidued Morton,
turning to Olga, “is responsible fur
my intereat In ‘vlntlm He tay:in
me to drive A machine when he had
A achool on Long Islend, two years

“1 didn't know that you could drive
an asroplans,” said Olga In surprise,

"You bet he can drive, Countess,"
sald Smith, “If he bhadn't gone In
business with that rich uncle of his
be could have made & living as an
aviator, He's ona of the few am-
ateura [ kuow that I'm not nervous
about riding with, Don't you want
to go up with me now, Morton? 1've
ot & tWo passenger tractor,”

“Do | want W ghouted Morton, na
sxcited aa a boy, “well, 1 should sy
1 did. How about It, Olga? De you
mind walting for me?™'

“Not In the least” she answered,
“Go, by all meana. 11l walt for you
In the car™

“Run over to the hangar, then™ di-
recled Bmith, “and tell one of the
boys to fix you up with a cont and
vap and gogkiea. And be as quiok as
you oan, Morton, It Isn't good busi-
neas for us professlonals to let &
crowd get too Impatient."

Five minutea later, with Maorton,
roggled and leather-clad, seated
side him, Bmith, signalling to his
helpers that he waa ready, threw on
the power and the great propellers
began to revolve, haltingly at first,
but rapidly mathering speed until
thelr roar drowned out aull other
sounds. Bmith throw over his start-
Ing lever and the machine rolled for«

MORTON ABDUCTS CLEO IN AN AEROPLANE.

ward weross the turf, faster, faster,
And then, In response to the depres-
alon of tha planes, laft tha ground and
soarsd llke & great white bird, intot
the alr, For twenty minutes Smith
performoed his aerial manosuvres for
tha beneft of the multitude with
stralnod necka and upturned faces
a thousand feet below; then turned
his machine in the direction of the
mountaine.

“Now,"” he shouted, putting his lips
close to Mortop's ear so that his
words could bs heard above the
roar of the propellers, “the business
part ls over and we'll have o little
pleasure apin.”™

Higher they climbed and higher,
until the falr grounds and the eity
and the greal piain of the Ban Joa-
quin lay spread below them lke &
map In bamn-relief. Boon the plain
below them merged Iinto foothills and
tha foothills lost themselves in a
wilderness of peaks and cliffa and
canyons, and, almost before Morton
realized 1t they wera hovering over
the great San Bernardino pange.
Cireling and awooping above the
mountain tops like & gigantio hawk,
HBmith apparently found the spol for
which he was looking, for he sud-
denly shut off the power and the ma-
chine begun to veolplane downward
at appalling speod. Ho rapidly were
thoy descending that It seemed wun
though the mountaine were falrly
leaping townrd thesn, Morton, experi-
enced aviator though he was, was
frightened. “Bomething’s happencd
to the engine,” he thought. “We're in
for a smash, far we cah never make
A& Ianding on thoss wmountains’
Bearely had the thought leaped
through his mind when what had
looked an instant before like a rocky
and Inhospitable mountainsids re-
solved ftaelf Into & grass-coversd
mesa on which the machine landed an
lightly ams a bird.

The mesa, or tahleland, on which
they stood apparently ended, a few
hundred feot away, against a sheer
wall of rock which rosn akyward as
abruptly as the alds of a house. In
the bass of this cllff was & square,
black hole, evidently the entrance to
an abandonad mine and nearby atood
a rudely built and dilapidated cabin,
The cabin, he now gaw, was bulit on a
narrow shelf of rock; behind It rose
the nhesr ollff; before {f was an abyss,
It stood, Indeed, on a veritable island
in the alr and the only way to reach
that Inland was by means of & wire
eable which was stretched across the
chasm From this cable, red with rust,
but apparently still strong, hung a
sort of basket, roughly congiructsd,
by means of which ons could ferry
himself across the river of space,
“Great place for kKidnappers or coun-
terfeoiters, oh? The police wouldn't
find ‘em here In & year of Sundays.™

Morton had started toward the ma-
¢hine but, at Bmith's remark, he
wrned and walked back to the edgo
of the chaswm, where he stood staring
&t the eabin on the ledge, apparently
lost In thought.

“The place seems to interest youw"
sald Hmith, laughing. ‘““Thinking of
epening up the mine™

“NO,' sald Morton thoughtfully, as
he turned away, “but 1| have just
thought of another way In which i
might be made to pay."”

“Iob,” sald Morton, as he and the
avintor aat that evening st a table
W & cafe, “what are you going to do
after you have finished your engage-
mont here?”

| haven't

ANy engagementa

“I'm thinking of taking & run sanst
to see If 1 can't book a fow dates'

"(lolng (o taka the machins with
you,"

“No. Freightla too high and (t's
too mueh of a apeculation. I'll leave
it on the coast until I et something.”

*The trip you gave me this after-
noon seema to have reawakensd my
enthusiaam for aviation,” sald Mor-
ton lightly, *I find that I shail have
to stay around here for tha next few
weekn and I'd like to pass the time
with something more exciting than
rolf. Why not rent me your machine?
'l assums all the risks and 1I'll pay
you enough to make It worth your
while. How about 11t

Before Bmith and Morton separated
the latter had become the temporary
ownor of the aperoplane,

L] L L] L] L

Morton and Olgn fully realized that,
Ay u result of thelr desperate but une
succesnful attempt to obtaln poss
wossion of the book from Dr. Owen
in the restaurant at Sandsboro, they
had shown their hand and that hence-
forth they might as well play their
game In the open. Recognizing that
Hope and Cleo could have no objent
in continuing their mearch for the
books had they discovered the loat
formula tn the one which Fitamaurice
had loaned to Dr, Owen, the two con-
spiratorg followed the paval officer
and the girl to Banta Eulalin, where
they loarned by a few inquirieas that
FPalten was proapocting in the mouns
tains and that it was uncertain when
he would return. As the hotel at
which Hope and Cleo were staying
wus the only one In Banta Eulalla,
Morton and Olgn established them.
selen In the nearby town of Ellenville,

On their way back to Ellenville
Morton unfolded his scheme to Olga.

“It was that cabin on the ledge”
he explained, “thal gave me the idea.
Itn as remote and inaccensible as an
island In the Arctie, Buppose weo left
the girl there for a week or two, I
fancy she would then be willlng
enough to tell us anything she knows,
eh? How does my plan strike you?™

“As far as It goen,” sald Olga, “It
Is admirable. You meem, however, to
have overlooked one rather Important
detall, You tell me that this cabin ia
practically Inaccosnible, How do you
propose, then, to get the girl to 17"

"By waeroplane,” Morion exclalmed
triumphantly,

L] L ] L] - L ]

On an afterncon early In the fol.
lowing week Cleo, an had bacome her
custom, was sirolling slong =& quiet
lane in the outskirts of Santa Fulalia,
To-day she was alone, however, for
Hope had been called to Los Angeles
on business, and Hook, seated on a
orncker barrel, was entertaining the
habitues of the general store with
sea yarns, So completely absorbed

kapt room. Its walls, which were of
unplansd boards, wers coversd with
petures cut from the Lllustrated pa-
pers; its furniturs conalsted of &
small fron stove, much the worsa for
rust, an ollcloth covered table, a chalr
and the foul-amelling bunk on which
ahe lay. In the chalr with his back
to her & man was altting. Bhe muast
have made some sound, for the man
turned. It was Gerald Morton!

“Ho you'rs awake at last, my dear,”
he sald, coming toward her, “How
Are you feeling?"

At sight of Morton she attempted
to rise, but & wave of giddiness awapt
over her and ahe sank back upon the

unk.

“1 feel {11," ahs moaned. “My head
fecls as though it were going Lo
burst . . . . where . . . . where am
1? . and what are you dolng
hoere, Mr. Morton? . . . have 1 had
an accldent? , . ., has anything hap-
pened? . . . I ean't remember.”

“Nothing has happened-—yet,” sald
Morton coolly.

“You're In & cabin In the moun-
tains, my dear, and quite & lonely
place It is, too.”

“Hut how d@&id I get here? ashe
asked, striving desperately to keep
her composure.

“I brought you hers,"” waas the an-
awer, “I wanted a qulet little talk
with you where we would not ba dis-
turbed, and this seemed just the
place,"

“*What . . . what do you want
of meT" Cleo asked In & volce scarce-
1y above a whisper.

"1 want you to marry me," sald
Morton, seating himselt on the edge
of the bed and attemptling o draw
her to him, '

For an instant she gazed at him
in mingled disbellef and anger, then
sprang to hor feet. The next Instant
he had taken her in his arms,

“And you're golng to murry me,
too, my beauty,” he repeated, his
breath hot upon her cheek, and he
bent forward to klss her, but, with
a sudden movement, she wrenched
herself free.

“Marry you?™ she oried contemptu-
ously. “Marry you, Yyou ecur, you
cad? I wouldn't marry you If you
wers ths last man left on earth!™
and, as he again attempted to kiss
her. she slapped him in the face.

“You little devil,” he snarled, livid
with anger, "you'll kias me*now, and
befors I'm through with you you'll
be glad to marry me” and he made
as though o selze her, but, sluding
his grasp, she reached the door,
opened i, and flod with Morton at
her heels. A hundred yards she ran
blindly; then slopped  abruptly,
trambling with terror and exclle-
ment, for at her very feet a chasm
yawned, But as her pursuer ap-

In her thoughis was Cleo that she Proached she turned defantly,

pald no attention to the lurge closed
car, with drawn curtains, which rulled
silently up behind her. Just uw

1

“If you attempt to touch me, Mr,
Morton,”™ she sald steadily, "1 shall
jump. 1 would rather be dead than

came opposite hor the door sawung have you lay a hand on me,”

open, & man leaped out, & blanket

“Come, come, my dear” he sald

was thrown over her head, muffling scothingly, as though he were tal.lf—
hor scremsns, and she was dragged Ing to a frightened horse, “there's

into the ciar, the whole performunce nothing to be frightaned of,

belng enacted in far lean time than it
takes to tell it. Hhe struggled des-

perately to frem herself from the en-
unseen  hands
pinned her against the cushions whilo shall jump'

veloping folds, bul

I'm not
guing to hurt you,"” and he cautious-
Iy advanced tuward hera step or two,

“One step nearer,” wirned Cleo,
In & strange, strained volce, “and |
And he knew that she

.

pome one held a sponge, saturated would make good her threat,

with something that smelled

ceased,

When Clea recovered consclousness for a few days, my dear.

awoel
and sickly, over her nose and mouth,
A few inhalations and her struggles suppose my proposal

“You mneed a change to cool down
and think things over,” he sald. “l
wan a little
Bo I'll just leave you here
You will

sudden,

ahesd,” Smith snawered giyomily. she found bersel! I a -‘n and uo- Bnd & baaket of food on he Llable,
L]
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E. Alexander Powell

War Correspondent

himself
across the

nation, uttered a
wen @ man

saw him run
from which |

Hope grasped the pulley-hook and swung
off into spuce. e

m lb"ﬂ when (hc who
had been watching him in terrified fasci-

from the bushes. She

nh.mlummmhh !

—

was hall-way

ing shriek. She had

the end of the cable
ing. and then

and there will b no ane 16 disture

you e 8 guist, pesiful pace—ne
uhe could And you here 16 & Thous
and pyears Bure pou wWun't ohanpe
youdr mind and give me & kise, my
dear? Nao? Well, then 'l b going

When | come back again | faney that
rou'tl be a litle more cordial”™

Bhe enw him walk Lriskly along the
vdge of the olif to a cable arrange
ment which, In her panie, she had
falind 1o notice; saw him climb inte
& basket which was suspended from
a pulley-whaal which ran upon the
cable; saw him haul hjmeell across
the chasm by means of & rops, get
oul of the basket, detach It from the
pully, arl] disappear with it behind
the screen of bushes which lined ‘e
Mpponita oliff. A fow minutes later
she heard a sudden roar, a8 of a
motor var with Its mufMlaer open, and
tefors her astonished eyes an aero-
plane soared skyward.

Maving convinced herself that ea-
cape from the ledge was loipossible
save with assistance from outside,
Ulso returned 1o the cabin, less wor-
ried than might have besn expectsd,
for she knew that Hopa and Mook,
once they discovered her absence,
would move heaven and sarth to find
her. On the tabla was tha basket of
provislons brought by Morton, Con-
tinuing her iavestigations she dis-
covered a cupboard which contalned
mutches, candles, a bag of salt, some
tins of fruit and vegutables, and a
meal sack filled with what felt like
booka, Untylng the string, shs
ewmptisd the contents of the sack up-
on the floor—then gave a ory of as-
toniahment and joy. For, amid the
tattered dog-eared volumes, was one
sha recognised. It was a work on
metallurgy—one of the dozen books
which, since her sarliest recollection,
had stood on the shelf above her
tather's desk. She opened It with
trembling fingers. Written In a firm,
bold hand across the flyleat was the
name, “Richard Patten,” Dy one of
those coincidences which causes fic-
tion to hang Its head, Morton bad
brought ber to the cabin of the very
man for whom they were all searoh-
ing. Now she recalled the store-
keeper's description of Patten as
Hope bad repeatsd It to her: “A
queer fellow , . . qulet . . .
fond of bouks . has & cqhm up
in the mouutains somewheres' And
now, by & chance In & miilion, sha
bad found Patten's cabin and the
book. Slowly she turned the leavoes,
carefully stunning each In turn. But
she found nothing., Disheartened, she
was about to clowe the book when, ut
the very [oot of the last page, in lot-
ters 8o faint and minute as to be al-
most indistinguishable, she saw a line
of writing, “Philusophy,” it read,
“p. 81, every sevonth word. IL wias
the key to the formuli!

Three days druggwd by—threo days
which, in that awiul solitude, seemed
like three ycars. The rusources of
the ledge Cleo soon exhausied; she
cleaned the vabin; lighting & candie,
she explored the sbandonud mine
working; she attempted to begulle
the time reading the books whioh she
had discovered in the sack, which
proved, , however, to be dry-as-dust
selentific works; and every few hours
she peered over the edge of the preci-
piee in the faint hope that she might
#ee somo ohne In the canyon below.
On the morning of the fourth day
her patlence was rewarded, for she
saw twos boys flishing in the moun-
taln torrent which ruced and ruu:'-d
wlong the bottom of the cunyon, She
called to them; again and again she
soreamed, but the distance and the
nolse of the river drowned her voleo,
Uathering & handrul of pebblos, she
strotched herself on the edge of the
cliff and commenced methodieally to
bombard the boys below. A domen
pebbies sho threw without attracting
thelr attentlon, but at last, when
she had almost abandoned hope, W
pobble struck one of them on the
shoulder. Whirling ubout to sea where
it had come from, he saw Cleo on
the lodge, half a thowsand feet nbove.
He called to his companion and they
both stood staring uwp at her. Fran-
tically she beckoned to them, but
they shook their heads; It Was evis
dent that they knew of no path by
which to reach the ledge. Sha tried
to call to them, but it was impaossible
o make them hear. Suddenly a
thought struck her. Running to the
cabin, she looked wildly abour for
pencil and paper, but could find
neither. On the tabla lay the book
which contained ths code. Tearing
out the fyleaf she lighted mateh
after mateh, let them burn for “a
moment, blew them out, nnd, using
the biackened ends in lieu of a pencii,
scrawled her brief eall for help: “Held
prisoner by Morton in cabin on 1ed o
in mountainy, Come quickly Clea,"
Folding the sheet, she addressed it to
Jarvis Hope, Bhaftabury Hotei, Santa
Eulalla. Now her problem wias how
to get the messngoe to the boys -
low, for, should she let it flutter dgin
1t would, In all probability, be éa
ried away by a gust of wind, and f
she tied it to o stone 1t might plunge

)
Wite the river and e jost )
iew Therg tame v her the

Ut of @b mmume e il of her o
With ber hamikervhiol and § plony

sibing she made & nineture

vhale, sueh as chilldien wee,

I with & smiell stoue, and tied 10 the
wlone Lhe mirpape Heturning o tha
eliff, she N held up the parschule
fur the boys to sew

then tossed It
Abiost Instant)

handkorchiof  billowed --u!_“ ’tl'o::
checking s desoent, and it aalind
gently downward into the boys' up=
sMretohed hands.  Hhe could see them
slowly  deciphering  the - wriliag
Measage, and then glanece up st har
agnin, wherewpon ahe gostiied frans

ot Il space

tioally that they worn 1o take it to
the Wwwn.  They quickly caught hee
moeaning and, giving her &4 wave of
eneouragement,  started  down  the

CHamyon on & run .

Hope dld not return from Los Ane
aelen until the day following Cleo's
disappearance.  He wan mo! at the
rallway station by Mook, who, al-
Mot baalde himwell with anxisty, told
bim the naws Ho wired 10 Low
Angeles for detectives  Hilrved by
Mlea's youth and  beauty  and tha
mystery which enveloped her disap-
poarance, posses of cowbove nnd et
Bann scoured the surrounding reglon,
afort and on horsebuck and n sato-
motdles

It was on Monday afterncon that

Clea  disnppeared Bhortly before
noon on Friday two panting bove,
their  dust-grimed faces nlrnllui

with rivulets of perspiration. burst
Into the hotel In Santa Eulalin

“Hav, mister,” one uf them demands-
od breathlessly of the clerk, “in there
A feller named Jarvis Hope a-staying
here >

“There hs In, over by the door,”
#ald the clark,

"Nay, mister,” piped the hoy, tug-
ging at Hope's sleeve, “ia your name
Jdarvis Hopa?*

"“That's my name, son.” sald the
officer. “What do you want of me?"

“l rockon thia letter's fer you,
then,” and the boy displayed the note
from Cloo, :

Hope engerly devoured the few ill-
written linoes,

“It's from Cleo!” he exclalmed,
turning to Hook, who was peering
eagerly over his shoulder. **“Thank
God, she's allve! That hell-hound
Morton has her a prisoner up in the
mountsin In = eabin on & Isdge,
she says,

“Do you think vou ecould show me
the place whera you saw her?' Hope
asked the boy. y

“Hure. I been fishin' there & lot of
times.™

“Coma along, then!™ cried Hope,
and, followed by Hook, he fulrly
drageed the boy into his motor ear,
Throwing In his cluteh, he jammed his
foot on the acrelerator and the oar
leaped forward toward the mountalns,

8o excited were Hope and Hook
at the prospect of finding Cleo that
neither of them noticed that another
car was following them, nor, wies
the roughness of the country eume-
pelled them to leave thsir machine
and proceed on foot, did they notice
that the two men In the othsr dld
likewine

For two hours tha boy led tham
nlong the winding course of the rives
untll at Inst they reached tha gloomsy
defile, with Its perpendicular walln
of rock, known as Dead Man's Guleh,

“There's whera | seen the lady—up
there,” wald the boy, polnting tn
where, far above them, the sheer faco
of the cliff cut the sky.

Do you know how to get up there?™
demanded Hope,

“Nope,” was the answer, "I aln't
never been up here ‘cept for fishin,' ™

"Come on, Hook,"” ealled Hope,
“There muast be a trail to the top
somewhers If we ean only find It
Hin clothes torn by thorns, hin face
and hands weratehed nnd blecding,
the voung offlcer pressed doggpedly
upwiard, aplashing across mountain
torrents, forcing his way through ale
most Impenetrable walls of under-
brush, scrambling over howlders,
leaping crevanses, akirting the edges
of dizey chasmas, but working stead-
iy upward, ever upward. At last,
streaming with perapieation and stag-
gering from exhaustion, he reached
the mesa where Morton had landed
in the aeroplane, A few score yards
awny he could mee, nbove a line of
bushes, a weather beaten cabln, and
standing in the doorway—Ood be
thanked!—waun Cleo. They saw each
other at almost the same dnstant,
Running to the brink of the chaam
which separated them, Hope tried to
call across to her, but the distance
wis too great; she could not eatch
hin words. But he saw her pointing
to the cable. Hurrying to the and of
it, he glanced about for the basket,
but It was not to be seen. Rendered
reckless by his love for Cleo, and

taking no thought as to how he was /

to gel back,. he groaped with both
honds the pulley hook from which
had hung the basket and swung Mm-
pelf off Inte space. He was half
wiy across the appalling abyss when

Cleo, who had been waltching him in .

terrified fascination, uttered a plepe.
ing ehriek of horror. Bhe had seen o
man  emerge  suddenly  from the
bushes which Bned the opnoslis ajiff
=i man whose ovil face she secor
nizged. It was Mahlin!  Prozen with
horror, she saw him run toward the
end of the cable from which Hope
wias dangling. She saw Wim swing
an ax high abgve his head; she wi-
It whistle through the air and bile
deep Into the rusted cable; she saw
the strands of wire part, one by one:
she auw her lover's fuce turn pallid—
and then she falnted,
(To HBe Continued.)
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