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4 LTHODOH Mr». Ralph Sloct
ZA «u a determlnod, resolute, 1

k ' 1 tourcefol young woman, the *
stumped. It teemed that the was d<

Bf tlnad 10011 to he a widow, if she b
not already reached that stage In lit

if Yes, it was a gloomy Thanksglvi
£ day, although the sun was shining bll

teringly. Her husband bad disappea
4 ed, and the chances were 100 to

gainst ever seeing him again. .

't.- She sensured herself for agreel
to this sonth tea honeymoon. W
had she yielded to Raipn e wisnun

explore Kondo Island when som

thing Inside her had persistenl
warned that she should not let hi
set foot on shore?

True, being an explorer's dang
ter, she had been as keen for t'
trip as had her newly acquired spous
but events.one in particular.ma
her realize now that a three-room fl
would be heavenly for a honeymcx
and as a place to live and die.
She sat on the deck of the stea

yacht Crystal and 'tried to reason
way out of the dilemma.a hap)
way out. One course would be
hoist anchor and steam away. B
that would not be the happy wa
because It would leave Ralph In tl
clutches of the cannibals.

Still, what was there for her to di
Take the five men that comprised tl
crew of the Crystal and invade the ni
tives' lairs? No, certainly that wi
not the solution; not with the nativi
swarming the iRland Jungle like flii
In a pool of syrup.
The big event that converted her

the three-room flat idea had occurrt

(the previous afternoon about 4 o'cloc
They bad Just arrived at the islar
end Ralph had insisted on goii
ashore.

"There's absolutely no danger," 1
assured her. "I was here two yoa:
ago with your father and we four
ubsoluteiy no traces of Inhabitant
The nearest inhabited land is Qui
Island and Plague island, which ai
populated with cannibals, but tl
nearest of Die two is 100 trlles dl

: tam. It's perfectly safe, Marge."
\ Margaret realized a sense of for*

boding as her husband set off In tl
little boat with Samson Brown, or
of the sailors.

"Better let me go along," she calk
' after him, but he shook his head.

"Pretty hard climbing around 1
there," he replied, pointing to th
vegetation which reached down to th
water. "I'll bo gone only a short time.
Margaret saw her husband land an

iiela |jacison jlrew UiOpst where th
waves could not touch it1; then the
both disappeared into the forest.. Sh
sat on the deck and watched an
waited, still harassed by that feelln
VL iViUl/UUJUfi.

i'erhups an hour after the landln
Muigaret tbought she heard a choru
of Jauit cries arising from the islan<
but she could not be certain this wa
iiot the product of nerves. Bhe laoke
inwiu.y i.: Uie> direction ittjia w/iU:
Uiu v-uiru buumi svuiuuQ lu u.uiiutbutUii' torest was to ueii#o mui mi
tyuia not bare seen anyuiiiig uai>iii:ii
lug wiUUn twenty feci ot snore. .

biirnce tbat was complete, except to
tiio luppiug of the waves ttganiji Ui
Lryutai'a bides, bad settled over lu
ibiand and its environs, and this in

uulivlty did not tend to dispel the fore
boding, She knew the men were play
ing poker somewhere below, but sh
hesitated to call and thus display he
terror; for she was a girl who wa
proud of her lack of fear.
The sun was a half circle on the hoi

zon when she saw Samson stagger ou
from among tho trees and push th
small boat into the water, leaping in
This action eeemed to take the las
ounce of strength, for he sank to th
bottom of the stiff and lay there appa' rently helpless.
That waB sufficient excuse for Mar

garet to sound an alarm tbat brough
the crew of the Crystal stumbling an<
tumbling to the deck, where they a
once comprehended the situation am
submit In flnflthrr hn«t tn a.

son, whose craft was being tossed bad
on shore.
"What's happening? Where';

> Ralph?" breathed Margaret, as Samso;
F "was carried on deck, but he answeret

simply with a glassy stare and wai
taken to his bonk. He rolled bis eye*
queerly and opened and shut his handi

j repeatedly.
There was no Question but that hi

had' been through a harrowing experience,for his fatigue was dflo as mucl
to fear as to physical exertion. Thi
other men could not find as much as t

f scratoh on His tody. Presently h«
seemed to get a grip on himself ani
managed to articulate:

"Cannibals got him."
?'; While Margaret steadied hersel!
; | against the wall, growing deathly pale
-jf he went on, talking laboriously:

"We spent some time getting oui
% bearings before he sent me to find o

spring of water, while he went in s
different direction to dig up some relic

I your father left two years ago, I found
water and was starting after him on
the dim path he had taken when 1
heard unearthly screeching from di-
.www uo u>u IU<W. 1 uumea ana
soon arrived at icons of troubla. Abonl
fifty Mack men wore dancing round
him, (boating tml sinking, and he waj
tied to a tree with thongs. I knew
couldn't tight the whole gang, so hit
behind another tree and watched foi

^ opportunity to cut him loose. itdldn*
g§. come, tor they took him off Into thi

woods. I was scared moat to deatl
% and didn't know what to do, bu
i thought it best to retain to the yachl
a- .' and git help. Hope you don't think ]

Samson tank back In the frank, afgh
|-_.ed heavily and closed his eyes. All
'P-ttlght he was d&llrtous, and Mirgaret'i
/ condition waa not much better. Sh«
Hi realized the Infe&aiblUty of sendiniH|j£ nn ashore to tight the

S«1 especially at night, but was.determine
that some action be taken In th
morning. When morning came, bow
orer, the crew refused to go.til ei
cept Joe Larson, the cook, who aai
he'd be willing to wade a river of bloo

Jj to help Ralph.
The idea of one man and one voma

against hundreds of cannibals did no
teem practical,'so she sat on deck an

thought, and' thought.
"Perhaps Samson went crazy an

' dreamed ft/" shd told herself. "Mayb
Ralph will turn up all right. He's th

im m0Bt resourceful person in the-world.
®" But the inactivity drove her nearl
,as to distraction. Finally she told Joe t
isjlget ready and row her ashore. Th

, others protested,' saying she was tak
e 31 lug her life In her hands. But she wa

determined.
i8_ "All right, ma'am," one of them said
ir. "It's up to .you We'd be glad to gi
1 along sad help, only the odds are tot

heavy."
ng She Admitted, not to them, but tt
by herself, that the case looked hopelen
to "No doubt they're preparing Ralph to
e- their Thanksgiving day feast, proba
jy bly for the king himself," she thought
lm not stopping to consider Chat soutl

sea cannibals paid no attention U
h- proclamations by presidents ot thi
he United States.
ie, Joe rowed her ashore and they fol'
ile lowed a faint path Into the woods. Th<
at underbruth was not so dense as It &P'
5n peared from the deck of the yacht, ant

they made fair progress, presently armriving at a clearing. Here thej
a paused, for the ground showed sign;
py of a. struggle, with numerous printi
to from bare feet.
ut She was kneeling to examine these

prints, when Joe suddenly cried:
ie "Look out!"

The next instant she and Joe were
3- the center of a howling, cavorting
ie vortex of black humanity. Their arms

and feet were tied and they were cariaried into the forest.
29 Swung across the shoulders of a
33 black man, Margaret gave herself up

for lost; but she didn't care much,
L° "If Ralph's dead I don't want to
j~ live," she told 'herself, and hoped II

would soon be over with. The'only
thing that made her shudder now was

IK IV. .» hofno- nflrved Ct theU10 LUUUgUb W »-"*0

king's Thanksgiving feast.
16 After being carried about two miles

through the Jungle, the party emerged
1,1 In an immense clearing dotted with

bamboo huts, with an exceptionally
!0 large one in the center. The prisoners
'e were placed in a hut on the outskirts
10 and guards with spears stationed at
8 the doors.

"They're preparing the fire to cook
» us," Joo groaned, struggling vainly
10 with Ills hands. Margaret maintained
10 silence.

Prr?entl.v the black man who had
been the lfader of the captors np;pcarefl, cut the thongs from their feet

n and surprised the prisoners with these
10 words of English:
e v "Now me take um to king."

In a short time they were ushered
d into the largest of the lmts, in which
* wus n rudely-constructed throne, about
y which wero grouped several natives in
8 fantastic costumes made of skins and
d feathers. .The captives were placed in
g front of the throne and the attendants

at onco .began a chant, kneeling toEward a door at one side of the raised
s seat of royalty.
1.1 The king appeared through the door,
»I walking with a Broadway stride. He
<1! mounted the throne with a majestic
it innln and surveyed the captives, Mar,iTiifcl stared at him for a moment In

wHoiilslitnont, then threw herself at
htro. eluding tho guards who sprang to

V J.t.j|> her and clasped him in her arms.
t "Ralph! Ralph!" Bheeobbed. "What
e can It.what does it all mean?"
o; She stepped back down from the
- throne and looked up at him, wonder

ingly.
He was clad like the natives only

e hi* attire was more fantastic and plcrturesque.
s "It means," he said, simply, "that 1

pulled a few stunts in magic that
1 shoved the old king up and he lost his
t job.and I am now ruler of Kondo
e Island. T had to either be a klni? or

i. be eaten by one, and It didn't take one
t long to decide I'm about to resign,
e though, aa soon as we have our
Thanksgiving dinner.and a royal one
It Is. It's In the next hut."

She grimaced.
t "Cannibal stew?" she Inquired.
I "No, wild turkey. I ordered them
t prepared when messengers brought
J word that a white woman and man had
been captured. Come to the royal

t feast.you and Joe.arid we'll dlscuii
a way of disowning this kftigflTMn."
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a Belief That I, Net a Ransom, Wat W
U Don Manuel was not the handdsomest man in the world, ho wai, at

« least, the lumdsomest man 1 had erer
e teen. Ho entered the care as a prince
" might enter a drawing-room, ktased
y Katherlne's hud then my own. He
o was so different from the coarse outelaw whom 1 expected to see that I

uuuiu uarui7 tayij iu uij rai

8 to bis courtly greeting.
My tense musclot and strained

nerves became normal for the first
3 time since I bad loft my precious airBplane. I was no longer airaid of losingeither my life or my virtue.

Don Manuel bad the long head of a
Caesar or a Richelieu. He might liave
been almost any ode of those illusrtrlous personages of history who havo

" loved power and political intrigue.
For the sake of power over other men,

1 be could control all of his emotions.
5 Women had a place in his life.only
3 when it suited him. Ho was not

ruined by the influences which make
the ordinary man a slave. That was
why I was unafraid.
With true Spanish hospitality, which

1 always amounts to fervor, he assured
me of his pleasure in having me as

r his guest, spoke with vast delight of
s my sensational arrival at the camp,
» and regretted that he had not witnessedit.
: Then he chattered softly with Katherine.I studied lilm. ,

He was no common adventurer. He
wag a leader of leaders . He had not

; come to Mexico solely for the purpose
of holding up railroad trains.

Perhaps he had "a dream of empire!"Perhaps he desired.Intended
to rule all Mexico some day! More
than one stupendous Intrigue hasi
hinged on Mexico, more than one na-
tion has .coveted the "treasure house
of the world."
Don Manuel was not a bandit by

trade, that was plain. He was a great
adventurer .and he had the adventurer'sluck!

I bit my lip to keep back an exclamationwhen the realization of the
truth came to me. i

Katherine Miller had been kidnaped
In my place! I was a necessary part
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anted By the Sandlt*, Terrorlre* Mc
in Mine mysterious political intrigu*
1. tbo daughter of an Amerioan multl
millionaire.was to have been (else
and held in Mexico! i
Hamilton Certeli wai back of it mil

Whatever the plot might be, I bad eg

caped from it only for a time. Chanc
bad thrown me Into the handB or th
great adventurer who had failed t<
kidnap me. Certainly Dame Forum
approved the shining black head whicl
almost touched k.alaerinei piaei
curls!
Don Manuel (lid not require mone;

.ho did not desire money, either fo
Kathertae'B ransom or for mjr own
Had that cry to ma for a ransom beei
a ruse? Had 1 fallen into a trap?
What next? Would I be allowed t<

escape .to go north to the Rio nex
morning with Don Manuel's party?

I began to doubt It.and my terro:
grew with my doubt.
Snatches of the talk of the man sac

the girl floated to me. It ooncesiec
the trip of the morrow. 'Would thi
girl betray Bob's plan to gas the camp'
There was a chance.a good one.
that she would not. She was a moroi
.an adult with the brain of a child.
Her interest centered in herself.

in his flattery.In the plans for tbeii
elopement.and possible marriage
She had put aside my story aB absurr
when I told it. Sbe believed the cami
was too cleverly bidden to be discoveredby Bob's men.

I certainly hope she had forgottet
my tale. For 1 waa willing to build s
little on Bob's persistence and Morrison'singenuity. And I didnt wanl
Manuel to be alarmed.I didn't want
any guards posted around the cave.
An Indian servant entered and spoke

low to Don Manuel who nodded his reply.
"The guest I brought back with

me." said Don Manuel to Katheriue
ana me.
The Indian pulled aside tbe blanket

which served as a portiere.
My muscles stiffened with a chill.
Hamilton Certeis, elegant and immaculate,stood out like a fine painted

portrait from the background of that
irmy blanket!
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Movlftfl to Moult

D. fi. Voder, cor enterprUlng tterotau>tH moving Mi household foods
and mother from her former borne

' near Piegah otaroh fa Monos^Uai
j. county to Hoult, where he li occupyingthe house attached to the (tor*,
i formerly occupied by Charles R. HOalt
who n**red to FUrtooot acme time

I tack.
"

Queer Coincidence Averts Wr«ck. j® The other night & long freight train
6 backed Into the Palatine branch hero

\o mjii/w » id yaas i noy
® iwd backed pretty veil up and took!
& a run to get out and avoid sticking;
1 on the grade. One truck derailed at

the safety derail twitch and ran on
y tb« ties, cutting ind splintering ihwn
r till it am/a to the swptch oil ltt«
i- iKHDCetio Coke Corporation track
a wh<-ro Che wheels ran up on Ute frog

at one side land the end of guard rail
3 at the other and rerailed automatlcaitly and the crew did not know that

tbey wore off tie track. It It had
r not been for this the car would hate
been dragged through" this switch ana

1 the main track witch making a ser1Sous wreck land tying up the main
5 line.
?

Mr Satterfleld Batter,
i C. B. Saitterfleld Is some hotter thtun
when last reported. Mm. Satterfleia
la little If any Improved. The fotoxwrins visitors have come t» visit them
this peat few day«. Mrs. Cora Hall

j and son Pay, .Mrs. Ella Shadwell, all
of Falriponi

Penonpla.
Mr. and Mrs. Lewis Barnworth and

two children and Onier Burnwprth oi
1 Fairmont were Sunday guests at the
home of Mr. LlatorBrfraworth. -

;Mr. and Mrs. Beryl McOliver and
little daughter of Fairmont were Sundayguests of Mrs, 3. J. Smith.
Mr. and Mrs. Gordon HafroW1 of

Montana Mines were Sunday guests
cf Mr. and Mrs. E. B. Wilson,
Edna, Hazel and Grace Hoult are

all confined to their home with tonsllitts.
Orphan asylums are unknown in

Australia*. Every destitute cthild i>«
sent to a private family, which takes.
care of it until it Is 14 years of age,
and Is remunerated by the govern-
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/^VUR hearts have leaped across
^ many distances the past few
weeks in anticipation of this happy 7:

r l .*^ ^-i -

menas, v«icorrung smiles ana genialhospit£|ity--ui a world at peacemakeus thankful that such things
can be ancLftre. This organization
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Avoid the Flu JB

Do not fool with depressing, annoyingcoHil
this year. A cold today may lead to influenzatomorrow. . ^
Dr. Brady says : "No one has yet discOVOftiH

ful qualities iny/dlerinj colds and conges* |

Buy a 30c jar of 'ittrpopow.uje it accord* I
ing to directions aim scure quick relief from
colds and toughs. Sfypf a little Turpo nip the '

nostrils se\ral timetta day and the flu germs |
will have getting a lodging I

has a sup- fj
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