
The Island of 
f i e p e r a t i o n

I!y Cyrus Townsend Brady 
I llu s tra te d  by R ay  W a lte rs

CHAPTER XV.

Accusation and Admission.
Now that the great moment had 

come—for Langford had at last recog
nized the woman whom he sought In 
iplte of her strange garb—he became 
suddenly acutely conscious of trivial 
details and accurately responsible to 
matters of no moment. He stepped, 
for Instance, near the bow of the boat, 
told the coxswain that he might allow 
the men to land but that they must re
main close to the beach and within 
easy call and see that the boat was 
properly secured. Then he turned and 
walked slowly—singular how eager he 
had been for that moment and how 
tardy he was in availing himself of 
It when It came—toward the two who 
stood silently watching a little dis
tance away.

He was dressed In a boating suit 
of white and wore a white yachting 
cap. He was distinctly good looking. 
His repentance, his anxiety, his disap
pointment had refined his face to a 
certain degree and he was not an un
worthy specimen of humanity In ap
pearance. The man looked at him 
with vivid curiosity and a sudden 
sense of dismay to find the new comer 
so worthy of respect on the ground of 
appearance at least 

The glance that Langford gave the 
nan was at once casual and indiffer
ent. His whole interest was centered 
upon the woman. He found himself 
trembling violently in spite of the 
superhuman efforts he put forth at 
control. It was only the most iron 
constraint indeed that enabled him to 
approach her at all. As he drew near 
to her, he took off his cap, bowed to 
her and strove to speak.

“K atharine," he said a t last hoarse
ly. “thank God that I have found you!” 

“Woman,” said the man by her side, 
stepping swiftly forward and confront
ing Langford, “who is this m an?”

“His name,” returned the woman 
•steadily, "is Valentine A rthur Lang
ford.”

“W hat did you do to her,” asked the 
man with the bluntest possible direct
ness, “ that she weeps at the thought of 
you; that she is filled with horror as 
you approach; tha t she looks a t you 
as she does now? I have never seen 
that look upon her face since we have 
been upon this island."

Langford turned and faced the man 
as these singular queries were put to 
him.

"Who is this man, K atharine?” he 
asked an angry flush in his face.

“I don’t know for certain ,” the 
woman answered, “but I think his 
name is—”

"W hat has tnv name to do with it?" 
interrupted the man persistently. 
“Will you answer my questions?” 

‘When 1 know who you are and by 
what right you put them, I will de
cide,” was Langford^; contemptuous 
answer.

The woman had never seen her com
panion in a tem per, but he was peril
ously near the breaking point now, and 
Langford, although he realized it not, 
had never been and would never be 
In so much danger as at th a t instant. 
A swift glance showed her the man 
strung to the very outbreaking point. 
The woman laid her hand upon his 
arm. a calming touch.

“ In the world,” she said, “people are 
presented to one another.”

How she loathed Langford. She 
thought for a moment that she had 
only to say the word and her island 
companion would tear him to pieces. 
She wondered how far after all she 
bad succeeded in instilling into his 
mind the restraints of civilization. She 
began to see dimly that such an 
achievement was beyond the power of 
any single individual; that it had been 
In the past and would always be In the 
future the result of the co-operation 
and restraint of the many. Yet she 
forced herself to speak evenly to the 
visitor.

“Mr. Langford, I believe this man's 
name to be John Revell Charnock. I 
believe him to be an American, a Vir
ginian. I found him here upon the 
Island.”

“This matters nothing," said the Is
lander, “I don't care what this man's 
name is, or who he is. I want to know 
why he distresses you.”

“Sir,” said Langford, wondering what 
was the best tone to take with this 
singular being, “pray let us withdraw 
yonder to the shade of the trees where 
are can be more private."

The men In the boat who had scram
bled out upon the sands had been 
eager spectators and auditors of every
thing that had gone on. Their curt- 
oslty was greatly excited and their 
propinquity was evidently distasteful 
to Langford.

*700 are refusing to answer my 
question*," said the man. "I will not 
he put off further."

- Mai»/* said the woman, laying her 
hand upon his arm, "it Is my wish."
I "Oh, it you wish it." 
f Be turned without a word and led

the way rapidly across the beach out 
of earshot but not out of sight among 
the trees.

“Now,” he said turning and facing 
the other two.

He noticed tha t the woman was 
ghastly white and that Langford was 
scarcely less pale.

“Sir,” said Langford firmly, “I de
cline to answer your question. 1 have 
business with this lady and with her 
alone. It does not concern you and I 
beg you to withdraw- for a moment 
and give me free speech with her. 
After tha t I may have some questions 
to put to you."

“Everything tha t concerns her con
cerns me,” said the man, sternly. 
“W hat you have to say to her must 
be said to me. Speak on.”

For a moment Langford looked as If 
he would have sprung upon the other, 
but he was so clearly no match for 
the wild stranger that discretion came 
to his aid and kepi him still. Desides 
he had no wish for vulgar brawling 
then. He turned to tMe woman.

“Katherine,” he said, "I have much 
to say to you. Can’t you make this 
man hoar reason?”

had understood, to do him Justice, for 
he was a fearless man. he would have 
ventured just, the same.

“She was my m istress!” he Bald 
through his teeth.

“Shajne! Sham e!" cried the woman, 
and then fell Silent, clasping her hands 
and waiting for w hat might come. The 
hour of her travail was upon her.

Langford flashed a look a t her and 
then his gaze reverted to the man. The 
expected outbreak did not instantly 
come.

“M istress!” said the other. “I know 
not w hat th a t means, but ’tis a  word 
of b itterness. Say further and more 
clearly your in tent.”

"Why, you fool!”
“He th a t calleth his brother a fool 

shall be damned,” said the man.
I^ingford stared  a t him.
“W here have you lived,” he cried, 

“th a t you don 't know the meaning of 
words?”

“I have lived nowhere but here and 
I have known no language but what 
this woman has taught me.”

"Yet she could easily have taught 
you the meaning of tha t word," the

“I appeal to you,” said the woman, 
turning to Langford, “send back the 
men. A moment since I saved your 
life. At a word from me he would have 
thrown you from him and broken your 
back. Be generous. You must. And 
this man shall give me a hearing. 
You are safe from him, I promise 
you."

W hat might have been the resu lt of 
this appeal can never be determ ined, 
for a t th a t m oment a new- factor en
tered upon the scene, a factor whose 
presence was as surprising and unex
pected as It was determ inative. From 
out to sea, yet near a t hand, came a 
muffled detonation, the roar of a 
heavy gun. Around one of the head
lands th a t rose on th a t side of the Is
land there sw ept the white sides of 
another g rea t ship beside which the 
yacht, imposing though she was, was 
a toy. It was the woman who saw it 
first.

“Look!” she cried. “A ship of war, 
a cruiser. See, from her staff the flag 
of the United States. This land Is

It cannot“I will never believe It. 
be.”

“And yet it was, but you shall have 
the whole wretched story to-day, and 
you shall judge. This much I will 
say, that though all that he said was 
true, yet I hold myself blameless and 
Innocent. The world Judges me 
harshly, and It may be that you will 
find its judgment just. Yet I do not 
hold myself as on trial at this moment, 
but you.”

“I do not understand.”
“There are many things that you do 

not understand, my friend.”
"I would that I had been left in ig

norance.”
"Nay, that is not a man’s wish, but 

a child’s.”
"Of one thing I am certain.”
“And what is that?”
“That I should have killed him!” 
“Nay,” said the woman again, “that 

Is not a child’s wish, but a brute’s.” 
"You said yourself,” he flashed at 

her, "that there were 6ome things a 
woman could not forgive, and tills

American. I claim It by right of d is - , is one th a t a man puts in the same 
covery. Lay but a hand upon th is class.”

, , , o ther reqnnnded with cruel ruthless man’ and 1 wU1 bave you ban6ed for The woman sighed. There occurred
She has made me hear reason for p ded th *’ ruthlcss murder, Langford. They see us there, to her a t the moment no answer which

Their glasses have searched the shore, ^-as adequate to the sta rk  realism  of 
They have seen th is encounter. That 
gun was a warning. A boat puts off.
Thank God, we are  saved from you!”

Things had transpired  even as she 
said. W hat the cruiser was doing in 
those seas, how happened she to be 
there were things as yet unknown,

three years,” answered the man for m ean t̂|S- 
her before she could speak “but her  ̂ will take the lesson from you. 
power ends in this hour.” ’ “Yo« will have it then !”

The woman looked a t  him piteously ,,  . . ... . _
and nodded her hoad. She realized She was my w ,fe' but without the 
that the thread of destiny was taken blessinB of God or the law of m an- 1 
from her hands and forever. owned her. do you understand? I pos-

"Mr. Langford, you will have to say Bessed her body and soul, 
to me whatever you wish before th is “Not sou1*” said tbe woman, but the

protest was lost.man,” she said a t last.
"Why, 'tis Impossible," cried the 

other.
"It must be.”
“And,” Interposed the man, “you 

shall say nothing to her until you have 
answered my questions.”

“There must be no violence," cried 
the woman, stepping between the two. 
“No violence!”

For answer the man gently, but 
with irresistible force, lifted her out 
of the way. She knew now where he 
got the strength to tear down the 
rocky wall, and while she trembled, 
she thrilled.

"K atharine,” said Langford—to do 
him justice he was not afraid—“what 
is this man to you?’”

“I am nothing to her,” answered 
the man, “except that I love her.”

“And you?” said Langford, hotly, 
still addressing the woman. |

"She loves me,” again answered the 
other, “and we were happy until you 
brought the world to our shores. 
Since then she hns wept. Look a t her 
now.”

“My God." exclaimed Langford, "is 
it possible?"

“It is true," said the woman, finding 
voice a t last and looking steadily 
from one to the other.

Langford’s emotion now passed all 
bounds. He had trembled before; ha 
shook now as If with the palsy. He 
reached out and caught the trunk of 
one of the trees to steady himself.

“W hat are you to this man, in God's 
nam e?” he cried.

"Nothing. Ever since I fled from 
the ship on that hateful night and 
landed on this island, we have been 
friends, good friends. He was a cast
away. He had forgotten his speech. 
He had lived hero since he was a 
child. I taught him everything."

"To love you?” queried Langford In 
hot and b itter Jealousy.

"That was one thing I learned my
self,” answered the man. “And yes
terday, you might call it chance, but 
I call it God." said the man gravely, 
"discovered to us the love we bore 
each other and that Is all.”

“Are you—forgive the question," 
said Langford, addressing the woman, 
and there was agony In his voice, “as 
you were when I left you?"

“I am a different woman, thank 
God!”

“Different?”
"Yes, but in the sense In which you 

mean the question. ! am Just as I was, 
save that I love this man.”

“Dut you had no right to love him 
or any one,” burst forth Langford bit
terly.

“And do you reproach me with 
tha t?”

“Do I?”
’Think of your wife."

"She’s dead," said the man hoars*  
ly. "I have searched the world for 
you. I have come back here to make 
amends, to own my fault, to marry 
you before God and man, to take you 
hack, to do for you as long as I shall 
live all that a man can do.”

There was such genuine passion in 
his voice and in his appeal that the 
most inimical and indifferent would 
have recognized It, but there was no 
response to It In the woman's heart.

“You lie!” cried the man, swiftly 
leaping upon him.

No tiger ever sprang with such 
swiftness or such ferocity. Langford
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‘‘W oman, Shall 1 Throw  Him Down 
and Kill H im ?”

was prepared for an attack. He dealt 
:i blow at the oncoming figure with all 
the force of his arm, and skill anti 
training enabled him to put into ii 
more than one would have fancied 
from the slightness of his figure. He 
struck the man fairly in the chest. 
The blow apparently might have stag
gered an ox, it had no effect whatever 
upon the other. In an instan t Lang 
ford was caught as if in the grasp ol 
a whirlwind. He was lifted from the 
earth  and held high in the air. For 
one tense moment, unable to struggle, 
he hung upon uplifted arms. He heard 
a voice beneath him cry:

"W oman, shall I throw him down 
and kill him ?”

"Do him no hurt," said the woman, 
"for w hat he has said, as he sees it, 
Is true.”

CH A P T E R  XVI.

Confronted.
At these appalling words the 

strength seemd all a t once to go out 
of the m an’s arm. Heavily, but not 
with purposeful ungentleness, he 
slowly se t Langford down upon his 
(eet on the sand.

“You b ru te !” cried the o ther man. 
trem bling with Impotent anger.

There was nothing that he could 
do personally. If he had possessed a 
weapon he would have killed the is
lander, but he was unarmed and help
less. Therefore he turned toward the 
beach and called to his men. They 
had seen the sudden attack  and were 
already running across the sands.

"No,” said the woman, “that word 
belongs to you. You have told the j  
tru th , and yet not all." She turned 
to her companion of the island. 
“Man,’* she said, “you have loved me. 
You m ust hear what I have to say.”

“You have said that It was true,”
. „ , . ._. .  . nnm. . he muttered, hoarsely. “And the man
A greater I m t a U M m l i l l  who haB BBld lt Hves. Lives!”

His voice rose to a cry. He turned 
But by this

her soul. The whole current of her
being flowed to the man by her side. t , __  .  .

"No,” she said. “Your words hare t°w*rd a?at?' .i »_„„  1 time the six blue jackets who madeno appeal for me. They awaken no .. . . „„„„ ' „lnao hQIwi
response in my heart. 1 love this man« 
not you.” !

“Have you thought," cried Langford 
meaningly, “that you are not free to 
love any one but me?”

up the gig's crew were close at hand.
“Haley,” cried Langford to the cox

swain, “seize that brute yonder, 
and—”

The woman was sttll wearing the 
knife that she habitually carried. She

“By heaven!” cried the man spring-, uaed often and kept the blade bright 
ing forward, “this time I will be an- ; an(j 0f jjeen edge. She whipped lt out 
swered. \ \  hy lŝ  she not free to love on j ^ a n t ,  her civilization falling 
me or any one?” ! f rQm her like a discarded garment

“Because, ’ said the other resolutely, w jjen t jie man she loved was threat- 
“before she came Into your life she ened
belonged to me.’

“Belonged to you?”
“Yes, to me.”
“And by what tie?”
Langford hesitated. He was furi

ously wrought up. He saw that lt was 
necessary to make a break, a rupture 
between these two. He thought that 
if he could do so, hie own suit might 
the better prosper. He was In deadly 
earnest and therefore he took the risk. 
How frightful lt was, he had no pre
conception. He did not understand 
that ho was dealing with a primitive 
man. How should he? He did not 
understand what passions slept be
neath the surface. And perhaps If he

“Let no one lay hand upon him,” 
she cried, aflame to defend him. “I 
swear th a t i will drive it into my own 
heart If he be touched.”

“Give me the knife,” said her com
panion, suddenly.

Before she could prevent him, he 
whipped'it out of her hand.

“And now,” he said, springing to
ward the huddled group of sailors, the 
bright blade lifted, “which of you 
will touch me?”

The men shrank back. There was 
something so furious in the aspect of 
thd man, his power was so evident 
and hie temper as well that none 
wished to précipitât* th* fray.

but th a t she was there was apparent. 
She had approached the island from 
the other side, and had sailed around 
it. Her men had observed the encoun
ter on the shore, which seemed to 
he between natives and persons from 
the yacht, which was in plain view a 
little fa rth er out to sea, and the gun 
had been fired to call attention to the 
power of the United States.

This put an entirely new face on 
the whole affair. M atters were taken 
out of the hands of the parties to the 
quarrel. The law had come to the Is
land. The islander did not, could not 
know lt, but his baffled antagonist 
realized It immediately. So did the 
woman. At Langford's command, his 
men, much bewildered a t the scene 
they had witnessed, went back to 
their boat. He himself presently  fol
lowed after, and stood upon the 
strand aw aiting the approach of the 
heavy man-of-war cu tter which had 
been put away from the white cruis
er’s side.

“Man,” she said, softly, “this Is 
what I had to tell you.”

He nodded. A hollow g-oan burst 
from his lips.

“His m istress,” he m uttered, bro
kenly.

“I would not have had you learn 
in this way, and now th a t you have 
heard so much, you m ust hear more,” 
she went on, not sparing herself, 
though she might have justly resen t
ed the word. She was dealing with 
more serious things than words now. 
h itter though they might be. “That 
ship, which is the ship of our country, 
stands for law as his for license. ! 
was more sinned against than  sin
ning. When you have heard all, then 
you shall judge. This is the test.” 

“Would God that it had never been 
laid upon me,” said the man, hoarse
ly. “Would God that the beacon had 
not been lighted on the h ill!”

“Nay,” returned the woman, gently, 
“th a t’s past praying for. Decision 
rests with you, but you must not pass 
it until you have heard the whole 
story. The world holds me stained, 
polluted, it may be said, but T 
am not the sinner that it th inks me or 
he portrays.”

“You said it was true,” doggedly 
cried the man.

“Yes, but not all true.”
“And I had him in my hands, and 

still he lives.”
“Won’t you hear me?” pleaded the 

! woman.
j The man shook her off and turned 
i away. The very innocence which had 

prevented his understanding at first 
the charge made it the more hideous 
when comprehension came. He had 
loved this woman with a love that 
passed the love of man, for there had 
not entered into his mind the faintest 
possibility that she could ever be or 
ever have been other than what she 
seemed, a daughter of the gods in 
truth, in sweetness and In purity. And 
this strange man had come from out 
the world and proclaimed her his mis
tress, his cast-off, abandoned mistress. 
Once the clew was given he found 
more hideous depths of infamy In that 
word than would have appeared had 
his been a wiser and more experi
enced vision. Indeed, so clear and 
pure was the soul of this woman that 
a man of the world would have known 
instantly that there waa an explana
tion, which the child of nature could 
not see forthcoming. He wanted to 
be away from her and alone, and he 
turned aa If to plunge into the depths 
of the forest, but with gentle force she 
restrained him.

“You are a man, with a man’s pow
er and a man’s soul and a man’s heart, 
you cannot fly now. You must stay 
and face the problem. The question 
must be pursued to the bitter end. My 
life and your life depends upon what 
we do now, perhaps his life, too.”

“O, God,” cried the man, recurring 
again to that bitter thought, “I had 
him in my hands and spared him!”

“But you spared him for my sake,” 
said the woman; “think of that.”

“For your sake,” declared the man, 
pointedly. “I would and should have 
killed him.”

“Thou shalt not kill!” said the wom
an, softly.

“An eye for an eye, and a tooth 
for a tooth,” returned the man. “He 
and you between you slew my heart. 
His death would be no murder, but 
retribution.”

“But it was In pari my fault,” re
turned the woman, bravely making her 
confession. _________  ̂__

this fact. The conversation had reached 
an impasse beyond which lt could not 
progress without the full and com
plete explanation which now there wat 
neither time nor opportunity to give, 
for the boat from the man-of-war waa 
approaching the shore. The woman 
stepped resolutely down the strand to 
meet it, and the man, after a slight 
hesitation, followed her.

So soon as the boat’s keel grated on 
the bottom in the shallow water a 
middle-aged officer rose from the stern 
sheets and stepped ashore followed 
by a younger companion in the uni
form of a sergeant of marines. A

“I am that unhappy woman.” 
“Unhappy?”
“Yea,” returned th* other. “I—” 
“Madam,” said the lieutenant com

mander, flushing deeply and bowing In 
his turn. He had taken off his cap 
at her first word. “I beg your pardon, 
I have beard something of your story.” 

He was very much embarrassed. It 
was Langford who took up the tale.

“Since you know so much, Mr. Whit
taker, you may as well hear the rest. 
Indeed, I am anxious that the world 
should hear l t  Miss Brenton and I, 
we—er—did not believe in marriage, 
and we went away—together."

Every word was agony to Langford, 
who was a proud man; l t  wsb worse 
than agony to Katharine Brenton, who 
was a proud woman; and it was worst 
agony of all to the man of the Is
land. But Langford persisted. He did 
not care how be hurt himself. Indeed, 
he rather luxuriated In the conscious
ness of his own pain. It was part of 
his expiation. He realized that he 
would have to hurt Katharine, but per
haps the very keenness of her pain 
would make her realize her position, 
and he wanted to win her, now that 
he had found her and seen her, more 
than ever. Nor was his passion a 
base one. Again he was ashamed of 
what he had already said, so he spoke 
the more frankly. He gave no thought 
at all to the other man, but If he had, 
he would have been glad to hurt him 
until he killed him.

(To be continued.)

8Y N 0P S IS .

CHAPTER I.—A young woman east 
ashore on a  lonely Island, finds a  soli
ta ry  Inhabitant, a  young white man, 
dressed like a  savage, and not able to 
speak in any known language.

m tio  nniinj  ,___  CHAPTER II.—She decides to  educate
little squad of privates in the bows hlm. sho finds him In an attitude of
landed and fell in line with m artial prayer, babbling an  Incoherent Jargon, 
celerity and precision. The officer In
charge, who wore the white tropic uni
form of a lieutenant commander, now 
faced the people on the island who 
had instinctively divided into two 
groups, one on either side of him.
To the right stood the man and be
hind him the woman, to the left Lang
ford, back of him his crew. It was 
to the latter that the officer first ad
dressed himself.

“Sir,” he began, “I am the execu
tive officer of the United States 
cruiser Cheyenne, detached on special 
service. We raised this island this 
morning, ran it down, circled it, saw 
the yacht yonder—”

He paused.
“It is my yacht, sir, the Southern 

Cross,” answered the other. “My 
name is Langford.”

“Glad to meet you, Mr. Langford 
Mine is W hittaker.”

The lieutenant commander touched 
his cap as he spoke. Langford lifted 
his, and the two shook hands.

“We saw,” continued the lieutenant 
commander, “what appeared to lie 
some sort of a fracas with the natives, 
and fired a gun to attrac t attention, 
and Capt. Ashby sent this boat party 
ashore under my charge to do w hat
ever was necessary. Perhaps you can 
explain how you came to bo rm- 
broiled with the natives.”

“Sir,” said the woman. And the 
fact that she addressed him in his own 
language, and with the cultured ac
cents of the well-bred and the well 
educated, caused the officer to start 
violently—“the Island is mine.”

Mr. Whittaker turned and looked 
deliberately at her. his surprise only 
equaled by his admiration. The tunic 
that she wore was a rough garment, 
and shapeless, but few- vestments were 
better calculated to set off her ex
quisite proportions. The grace and 
beauty of her figure, the nobility and 
intelligence of her face took added 
luster from the contrast of the utterly 
simple, natural and primitive. Whit
taker’s glance fell upon a well-nigh per- i 

j  feet woman. The constraining influ- j 
; ences of civilization had been so long 

absent that nature had time and op- : 
portunity to reassert its claim. She 
was tall, exquisitely modeled. Her 
bare arms might have supplied those ! 
missing from the Venus of Milo; her 
limbs, which the short tunic to her 
knees left exposed, were perfect in 
their symmetry and strength; her feet 
were such as those to which ancient 
Greece had bowed; her hands were 
Bhapely, graceful, yet strong; her dark 
eyes looked at him fearlessly; her 
dark hair rose like a somber, cloudy 
crown above her brow. The fierce sun, 
the open air, the wild wind had not 
materially altered the clear, slightly 
olive pallor of her face. The woman 
had been beautiful before. Now that 
nature had had free sway, she was 
nobly lovely. She had stood a little in 
tbe rear of tbe man at first and tbe 
lieutenant commander had not partic
ularly observed ber. When she spoke, 
she stepped into the open. He stared 
and stared amazed.

Indeed, tbe direct intensity of his 
glance added a sudden new percep
tion to the woman’s faculties and for 
the first time In years she realized 
that she was standing before her fel
lows half naked. In one swift mo
ment convention leaped across the 
missing years and caught her in Its 
arm. The red flashed Into her cheek; 
beneath her rude vest her bosom rose 
and fell. Her instinct for the moment 
was to fly. She wished that she had 
put on those treasured garments which 
she had kept for a scene like this In 
that cave all those years. It was too 
late now. She summoned her cour
age, and realizing that dignity, after 
all, is not made of clothes or conven
tions, nice more addressed him.

“Sir,” she said, “my name Is Kath
arine Brenton. I am not, as you might 
well think, a savage, but a castaway.”

“I beg your pardon,” said the offi
cer, a man of wide reading and cul
ture; “la It possible that you are th* 
Katharine Brenton who wrote TM* 
ant Destiny’r ’

CHAPTER III.—She finds a  human 
skeleton and the ekeleton of a  dog. She 
finds a  Bible and a  silver box bearing the 
name of John Revell Charnock, with a  
date X years before her landing.

CHAPTER IV.—She concludes th a t her 
companion ie an  American and th a t he 
was cast ashore on the  Island when a  
child. N ear the skeletons she finds two 
woman’s  rings and a  dog collar.

CHAPTER V.—One of the rings bears 
an Inscription "J . R. C. to M. P. T. S ep t 
10, 1S69.”

CHAPTER VI.—K atharine Brenton was 
a highly specialized product of one of 
the greatest universities. H er writings 
on the  sex problem had attracted  wide a t
tention. The son of a  multi-millionaire 
becomes Infatuated with her, and she se 
cedes to hts proposition to put her the
ories In practice. W ith no other cere
mony than  a  hand-clasp they go away to
gether. A few days on his yacht reveals 
to her th a t the man only professed lofty 
Ideals to possess her.

CHAPTER VII.—K atharine discovers 
th a t the man Is married. While drunk 
he a ttem pts to kiss her. She knocks him 
down end leaves him unconscious on the 
cabin floor. She escapes In the darkness. 
In a  gasoline launch.

CHAPTER V III.—The gasoline gives 
out and the sixth day finds her without 
provisions. She is cast ashore on an 
Island d u r in g  a storm.

CHAPTER IX.—The three years on the 
Island made a  vast change In the rela
tions between the  man and woman. He 
had acquired a good education. She had 
become a  Christian.

I
CHAPTER X.—Their love for each oth- 

! er Is revealed when he rescues her from 
; her cave where she had been Imprisoned 

by an earthquake.

! CHAPTER XI.—He declares nothing 
! can change his love, when ehe says shs 

has something to tell him.

! CHAPTER X II.—A ship Is Sighted, 
i They light a  beacon te  sumomn It.

CHAPTER X III.—Langford, on his 
yacht, eights the beacon and orders th s  
yacht to put In.

CHAPTER XIV.—The woman 
nlses the  yacht. Bhe tells he r companion 
th a t a  man on board had Injured her la  
the greatest way.

\V. 8. S m i t h  at Lewistown 
handles the New Home sewing 
machine. Repairs and needles for 
all machines.

j C a rl N . Thompson
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