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l | N wound her words had caused. “You
have done the best you could. You
OF T ! RZ ! N have been noble and self sacrificing

and brave. It is no fault of you?s that
you are not a superman. There is only
By EDGAR RICE
BURROUGHS

one other man I have ever known who
Copyright 1913 by W. G. Chapman.
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could have @one more than you. My
words were ill chosen in the excite-
ment of the reaction. I do not wish to
wound you. All that I wish is that we
may both understand once and for -all
that I can never marry you—that such
a marriage would be wicked.”

“I think I understand,” he replied.
“Let us not speak of it again—at least
until we are back in civilization.”

The next day Thuran was worse.
Almost constantly he was in a state of
delirium.” They could do nothing to re-
lieve him, nor was Clayton overanx-
ious to attempt anything. On the girl's
account he feared the Russian—in the
bottom of his heart he hoped the man
would die. The thought that some-
thing might befall him that would
leave her entirely at the mercy of this
beast caused him greater anxiety than
the probability that almost certain
death awaited her should she be left
entirely alone upon the outskirts of the
druel forest.

The Englishman had extracted the
heavy spear from the body of the lion,
so-that when he went into the forest to
hunt that morning he had a feeling of
much greater security than at any time
since they had been cast upon the sav-
age shore. The result was that he pen-
etrated farther from the shelter than
ever before.

To escape as far a8 possible from the
mad ravings of the fever stricken Rus-
sian, Jane Porter had descended from
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CHAPTER XXV.

The Fifty Frightful Men.
UNDREDS of times before had
Tarzan been to this secluded
spot, which was so densely
surrounded by thorn bushes
and tangled vines and creepers of huge
girth that not even-Sabor, the tiger,
could worm his sinuous way within,
nor Tantor, with his giant strength,
force the barriers which protected the
council chamber of the great apes
from all but the harmless denizens of
the savage jungle. v

Fifty trips Tarzan made before he
bad deposited all the ingots within the
precincts ‘of tbe amphitheater. Then
from the hollotwv of an anciept, light-
ning blasted tree he produced the very
spade with which the had uncovered
the chest of Professor Archimedes Q.
Porter, which he bad once, apelike,
buried in this selfsamne spot. With this
be dug a long trench, into which he
laid the fortume that his blacks bad
carried from the forgotten treasure
vaults of the c¢ity of Opar.

That night he slept within the am-
phitheater, and early the next morning
get out to revisit his cabin before re-
turning to hig Waziri. Finding things-
as he had left them, he went forth into
the jungle to bunt, intending to brlng
his prey to the cabin where be- might
feast in comfort, spending the might
upon a comfortable couch. i

For five miles toward the south he
roamed, toward the banks of a fair
gized river that flowed into the sea
about six miles from his cabin. He had
gone inland about half a mile, when
there came suddenly to his trained nos-
trils the one scent that sets the whole
savage jungle aguiver—Tarzan smelled
man.

The wind was blowing off the ocean,
so Tarzan knew that the authors of
the scent were west of him. Mixed
with the man scent was the scent of

) Numa. Man and lion! “I bad better
hasten,” thought the ape-man, for he
had ‘recognized the secent of whites
“Nurha:may be a-hunting.”

‘When ‘he ¢ame through. the trees to
the edge of the:jungle he saw'a wo-
man kneeling in prayer; and. before her
stood a ‘wild;, primitive looklng white
mah, his“face buried in his arms._Be-
bhind the man a mangy lion was “ad- 3 :
vaneing slowly toward this.easy. prey. 5 yin e ‘u--.-....,.,,
The man's fice was averted; the wo- ¢ .
iman’s bowed in prayer. :He could not
see the features of either.
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Refreshing as a Drink at the OLD WELL
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518 Pages of Sweet Music. 400 Songs
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HEART SONGS is not a mere collection of music and words! It is a book com-
piled directly by more than 20,000 people, who in sending their fd\(»rltC’snngs told why
they sent them.
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From the lone cdbm on the tr'ukle%s pr.m:(—-from the snowy wastes of., M:\sk'&—
from the mining cAmfr amidst the pines of thie lofty Sierras—irom the coral strand of an
island in the,far Pacific, so remote that the ships come only once a year (if they do not
forget)—irom the garrets of London and Paris, with only the stars dbmc—frum the
sandy deserts of the-Orient, someliow seemingly forgotten by even G
these uul])UlHln"\ of the humm heart—from- the men- and women who. loved thcm
and the smomg of which ofttimes s(ucd their-sanity and faith in Heay en.
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Every song in:this won(lerful book has had some sacred memory—some tomhmtr
e\peneme~some sweet: and hallowed association—connected with it in the hearts of
thousands. It is their song of joy—of sorrow—of thank@gl\mg-—ot love—of bereave-
ment—of home- commg—ofqe union—of all the tender sentiments that lift the, human
heart in worship to its Maker. It is for this—by inspiration—that this unique volume is
entitled “HEART SONGS!”
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You Do Not Have to be a Musician to Enjoy “HEART SONGS.” Your
Mothsr S$ang Them-~-Your Father Sanﬁ Them and You Hummed
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Already Numa was about to spring. ';!;ndlr‘r,g?’ Red ‘Edges, Round Corners, Regular
Tﬁére‘wus ot a second to spare. Tar- | - ! : oot T :00 Volume.

n 1d gxot even unslmp hig _bow e s member of your family more than any other single volume you have ever
:id g: ?m‘ arrow in time to :end one of | A Paw Covored Her Mouth to Stifls Cper b i, lﬁk gead&r o ggt 5 explamed 49, the placed m your home R years;or your mogey will b cheerfull refunded.

C $rta i -8 €
his deadly poisoned shafts into.the yel- ! Her sCtetml- 3 oupon prmted else re in {his paper daily. o ; 3 I je 43D ‘ Y : ‘y, ,’ Pt 2 b 4
low' hide. »He ‘was too far away to the sheltet' to the foot, of the {rée—~she S YN ¥G‘ LY fo 1op - : g f, i - f X
sraeany I 12 i { é

Tedch the beast in time with his knife. dared Hof vepfure tarther, Tere; be- {, g R =
Remem . &, Secures t]1 $3

‘Theére was but:a single hopa-—a Jone
side the crude ladder: Clayton tiad con- -
alternative. -And -with the guickness btricted for her, ghe’sat logking out to | v s ot e s s s LI :

°f;b;:§:';;h:t£) e-l:;:‘l: a;;?:%—lor the Bea,,in the a]wnys surviving bhope thnt
" btiefest fraction of an instant a huge | 2 vHessel might b sighted.

spear-poised above the giant’s shoulder er baek was toward the ‘Jungle, and
—and then the mighty arm' shof out, so she did not see the grassés part or
and swift death tore through the in- ‘the savag? face that peered from, be-
tervening leaves, to bury itself in the | tWeen. Little bloodshot, close set eyes
heart of the leaping lion.. Without a scanned her intently, roving from time
sound he rolled over at the very feet of | t0 time about the open beach for indi-
his intepded Wctims~dend. cations of the presence of others,

For a moment neither the man nor Presently another head appeared and
the women moyed. -Thén the latter then another and another. The man in
bpened her eyes to look with wonder the shelter commenced to rave agsin,
upon the dead beast behind her com- and the heads disappeared as silently
panion. As that beautiful head went and as suddenly as they had come.
up Tarzan of the Apes gave a gasp of But soon they were thrust forth once
incredulous astonishment. Was he more as the girl gave no.sign of per-
mad? It could not be the woman he turbation at the continued wailing of

the man above,

1 ! But, i d, it ther.
oved! But, indee ‘Wwas Tiote 0 !One by oug grotesque forms emerged

And the woman rose and the man |;
took her in his arms to kiss her, and of l’mm the Jungle toereep stealthily
sthe unsuspegting jvoman. A faint

-.a sudden the ape-man saw red through |
a bloody mist ‘:::. murder; and the old "“F‘! g of the'grasses attracted ber at-
scar upon his forehead burned scarlet | tention. She turned and at the sight
against his brown hide. that confronfed her: staggered to her

There was & terrible expression upon feet, with alittle sbriek of fear. Then
his savage face as he fitted a poisoned | tBe¥y-closed upon her with.a rush.- Lift-
shaft to his bow. An ugly light gleam- ing ber bodily in his long, gorilla-like
ed In those gray eyes as he sighted full *| 208S, one of the crenture; turned and
at the back of the unsuspecting man | Pore ber into the jungle. 'A filthy paw
Dbefleath him, covered her mouth to stifle her screams.

For an instant he glnnced a]ong the Added to the weeks of torture she had
polished shaft, drawing the bowstring already undergone the shiock was more
far back, that the arrow might pierce than she could withstand. Shattered
through the heart for which it was | D€rves collapsed, and she lost con-
aimed. ’ sciousness,

But he did not release the fatal mes- (To be Fontinned.)
senger. Slowly the point of the arrow
drooped, the scar upon the brown fore-
head faded, the bowstring relaxed and
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We unhesxtatmgly “state that HEART SONGS 18 the gréatest collection.of
old Songs éveér produced and will not, only please you, but will please every
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Here is a-Partial Llst of Tlfles in & Heart Songs.” Look Them
Through--Your Favorlte is Here |

; By the Sad Sea Waves For You
Love’s Last Call Me Pet Names Forsaken

Atterwards s s Pk e Bt Armeria
Ah! T Have Sighed to Rest Captain Jinks Gaily the Troubadour
Me - Carrier Dove Gaudeamus Igitur Jerusalem
Ah} So Pure Carry Me Back to Old Vir- Gentle Annie Jerusalem the Gaolden- Michael Roy
A11c<_3, VVh.ere Art Thou?_ y ginny Girl I Left Behind Me, The Jesus! the Very Thought of Midshipmite, The
All 1s‘Qu1et, Lullaby, Violin Castanets Are Sounding Glorious Fourth, The Thee Miller of the Dee, The
Obligato Chinese Baby-Song Go to Sleep, Lena Darling Jingle, Bells ? Miss Lucy Long
America Christians, Awake Go ’way, Old Man John Anderson, My Jo Missionary Hymn Tenting To-night
American Hymn Clime Beneath Whose Gen- God Be With You John Brown!s Body My Ain Countrie Tlien: You'll Remember
Angelic Songs Are Swelling _ial Sun God is Love Johnny Sands My Faith Looks,Up to Thee T‘h 2 .
Angels Ever Bright and Fair Co-ca-che-lunk . God Speed the Right Jordan Am a Hard Road té- Oh; Hush Thee, My Baby g Were Three Crows
Annie Laurie Come, All Ye Faithful Good-bye Trabel Oh! Susanna ;iThere’s Music in the Air
Annie Lisle Come Back to Erin Good-bye, Sweetheart, Good- Joy to the \Vorld Oh'! Willie, We Have Mnsd l‘my All Love Jack
Ariel Come Home, Father bye. Just As T Am You TLme Evening Beils
Arise, My Soul Come, O Come With Me Good-night . . Just Before the Battle, Otd Arm Chair, The Thousand Leagues Awav,
Auld Lang Syne Come, Thou Almighty King Good-night, Farewell Mother. Old Black Joe | che Blind Mice '
Auld Robin Gray Come, Thou Fount of Every Graduates’ Farewell, The Juanita 0Old Cabin Home, The Three Fishers Went Sail Libera]
Aura Lee ) Blcs%mg X Hail, Columbia Katey’s Letter Old Dan Tucker I‘nree Little Kittens livered wii]
Baby Bunting N\ Come Where My Love Lies Hail to the Chief Kathleen Aroon Old Folks at Honte, The ‘Three Little Pigs, The ] his hear
Baby Mine Dreaming (Quartet) Happy Land Kathleen Mavourneen Old Hundred . Tliree Sailor Bo The o even his 1
Barbara Allen Come, Ye Disconsolate Hard Times Come Again No Kellet’s American Hymn Old Oaken Bucket, The "Tis Al That [ Can Say . S; ,I,\ '
Battle Cry of Freedom, The Comin’ Thro’ the Rye More Kerry Dance, The Old Rosin, The Bean 'Tis  Bat a Little F . B JAt
Battle Hymn of the Repubhc Cooper’s Son Hardy Norseman, The Killarny Old \e\lnn The Flower In detail w
Be Kind to the Loved Oones Cradle Song Hark! I Hear a Voice \ Kind Words Are Dear to All Old Shady "Tis \1i<|ni“ht Hour the gover,
at Home Cradle Song - i Haul on the Bowlin’ o) One Sweetly Solemn Tom-Big-Bee River the peoy
Beaut!ful Bells Cra(!le Sf)l‘lg L Hazel Dell,. The 5 ';i‘ Thought Tom Bowling the temy,
Beautiful Dreamer Danish National Hymn i * He Leadeth Me : Onward, Christian Soldiers  7Too Late! Too Late! . minist
Beautiful Isle of the Sea Danube River, The ¥i. Heart Bowed Down, The Orphan Boys, The Toyland lie be
Our Baby Tramp! Tramp! Tramp' tempera;
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Abide With Me
Adieu! 'Tis

Sweet Spirit, Hear My
Prayer

Switzer's Farewell, The
Sword of Bunker Hill, The
Take Back the Heart
Take Me Home
Tapping at the Garden Ga:
Tar’s Farewell, The
Tempest of the Heart

. Ten Little Niggers

It's a Way We Have at Old Maryland! My Maryland
Harvard Massa’s in de Cold, Cold
I've Left the Snow-Clad Hills Ground

Jack and Jill +
Jamie’s on the Stormy Sea Meersc?‘laum Hipe
Mermaid, The
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Kingdom Coming

Lase Rose of Summer, The
Lauriger Horatius

Lead, Kindly Light

Let Me Dream Again

Y
’“.‘

Tarzan of the Apes with bowed head
turned sadly into the jungle toward
the village of the WazirL
\ * * Ed L4 * » .
For several long minutes Jane Porter
and William Cecil Clayton stood silent-
Iy looking at the dead body of the
beast whose prey they bad so narrowly
escaped becoming.
The girl was the first to speak again

after her outbreak of impulsive avowal,
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Beautiful Star in Heaven so
Bright

Because You're You

Believe Me if All Those Ene
dearing Young Charms

Belle Mahone

Birds-in the Night

Blanche Alpen

Blow the Man Down

Blow, Boys, Blow

Blue Alsatlan Mountains, The

Blue Bells of Scotland, The

Blue Juniata, The

Darby and Joan b
Darling Nellie 'Gray

Dear Evelina, Sweet Evelina
Dearest Mae

Dearest Spot is Home, The
Dixie

Do They Think of Me at-

Home?

Dost Thou Love Me, Sister
Ruth?

Douglas! Tender and True

Dream Faces .

Drink to Me Only With
Thine Eyes

Heart of a Sailor, The i

Heaven is My Home

Her Bright Smile Haunts Me
Still

Holy, Holy, Holy!

Holy Ghost, With Light Di-
vine

Home Again

Home, Sweet Home

Home to Our Mountains

Homeland, The

Homeward Bound

Hoop De Dooden Do

Life on the Ocean Wave, A
Lightly Row

Lily. Dale |

Listen to the Mocking Bird
Little Bo-Peep

Little More Cider, A

Loch Lomond

Lone Fish-Ball, The

Long Ago

Long, Long Ago

Long, Long Weary Day, The
Looking Back

Lond’s Prayer, The

Our Native Song
Out on the Deep

Over the Garden Wall
Paddle Your Own Canoe

Peter Gray

Pirates’ Chorus
Polly-wolly-doodle
Promised Land, The
Quilting Party, The
Rainy Day, The

Red, White and Blue, T

Rest for the \Weary
Retreat

Twenty Years Ago

Twinkling Stars Are 1.a
ing, Love

Two Roses, The

Upidee

Vacant Chair, The

Vive La Compagnie

Warrior Bold, A

We'll Pay Paddy Doyl

We'd Better Bide a \\

Were You Ever
Grande?

What Fairy-like Musi

7
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How Can I Leave Thewe?
How Gentle God’s Com- Loreley, The
mands Lorena
Hush, My Babe Lost Chord, The
I Cannot Sing the Old Songs Lowe Not
I Dreamt That I Dwe.lt in Lovely Night
Marble Halls Love’s Young Dream
I Wandered by the Sea-Beat Love’s Old, Sweet Song
Shore. Low-Backed Car, The
I Would That My Love Lullaby
I'll Hang My Hgrp on a W/il- Tulu is Our Darling Pride

Boatman’s Dance, De
Bohunkus | Dutch Company, ‘The
Bonnie Dutch National Song
Bonnie Banks o’ Loch Lo- Dying Volunteer, The
mon’, The Embarrassment
gonme glue Flag, The Emmet’s Lullaby
“Wouldn’t it be well to call out to him ngg;e Ellcl;?sc.lgec }}%Eg?ia;r};teéihislt? Whe
and at legst thank him?” $1 25 BQOks For 35c Bowld Sojer Boy, The Evening Star '(Tannhauser)
Mechanically Clayton did her bid- Break, Break, Break Ever of Thee
ding, but there was no response. We have just received a large ship- Bridal - F
J Port budd d ment of books, among which are “The Chorus from Lohen %aded o B
ane Porter shuddered. “The mys- et e WO are ol . grin Farewell Son 1 's Wi ose of A / i r v Dl
terious jungle!” she murmured. “The F‘In’.'rvcs%er. The S(‘vllél of the L)ardm- British Grenadiers, The Field of Momgerey The I'mo‘: I;I;{gegm Il\jflalat;g;g Sb)\r/vll\}gr I%?(?ct %{\:."?S \f\'i‘f\ehg{j”?\:;.fli?;]l;1ch “{]':me\ o and his "\"“\"' !
terrible jungle! It renders even the f\f~ etc., by ‘Ccnc ;r;mon Porter. Brother, Tell Me of the Bat- Firmly Stand, My , Native In Old Madrid *, Make Me No Gaudy Chaplet Sailing Who is Sylvia? tion he j
manifestations of - friendship terrify- Dc;'n) ?ae-“\’(\l'uglﬁill)yet]fc etjonfix?lr]' f\a}te tle Land ' I'm Wearing Awa’, Jean Marching Along Sally Come Up Would I Were With Custom. Iiy
ing.” <pecig;1 ‘pric(-gif 356 i, Bl at the First Nowell, The In the Gloaming - Marching Through Georgia Sally In Our Alley Yankee Doodle Pledged
“We had best return to the shelter,” NOTE—W TAVE . Flee as a Bird In the Sweet Bye and Bye Mariner, The Santa Lucia Yankee Ship and a
said Clayton. *“You will be at least a | - E—WE HAVE ONLY ONE Flow Gently, Seveet ‘Afton Independent’ Farmer, The Marseillaise Hymn, The See at Your Feet Crew, A
little safer ‘there. 1 am no protection ADDRESS, } Flg“ers That Bloom in the Integer Vitae Mary Had a Little Lamb See-Saw Waltz Song Your Mission
whatever,” he added bitterly. Pickels’ Book Store pring, The Italian National IjIymn Mary of Argyle Swing Low, Sweet Chariot  You Never Miss the
“Do not say that, William,” she has- 72 CQLBORNE STREET
tened to ‘urge, acutely sorry_for_th-~ Plhione 1878

“Who could it have been?” she whis-
pered.

“God knows!”™ was the man's only
reply.

“If it is a friend, why does he not
show  himself?” continued Jane.

When He Cometh the pulpi;

When Johnny Comes )M
Robin Ruff ing Home
Rock Me to Sleep, Mother  When Shall We Three !
Rock of Ages Again hoods ip :
Rocked in the Cradle of the When the Lights Are | Minion
Deep When the Swallows The T'ri
Rory O’Moore When This Cruel \War in the hni
Rosa Lee Over N
Rosalie When to Thy Vision [(Imr(ll Wilat
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‘Bruce’s Address
Buffalo Gals
Bull Dog, The
Bunker Hill
Buy a Broom
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