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Holding the beast back, Victorin peer-
ed within. Her eyes could not pene-
trate the darkness,

Here evidently the trail ended. but
of a sudden it occurred to her that she
had only surmised that the bloody
spoor they had been following was that
of the man she sought.

It was almost equally as probable
that Curtiss’ shot had struck Old. Raf-
fles’ mate and that, after all, she had
followed the blood of a wounded lion-
ess to the creature's rocky lair. .

Bending low, she listened, and at last

there came to her ears a sound as of a
body moving, and then heavy breath-
ing and a sigh,
, “Nu,” she whispered, “is it you? 1
have come!” Nor did it seem strange
to her that she spoke In a strange
tengue, no word of which she had ever
heard in all ber life before,

For a moment there was silence, and
then, weakly from the depths of the
cave, a volce replied:

“Nat-ull”

It was barely a whisper.

Quickly the girl groped her way into
the cavern, feeling before her with her’

Victoria Kneeled Beside the Prostrate
Form of Nu.

hands until she came to the prostrate
form of a man lying upon the cold,
hard rock. With difficulty she kept the
growling wolfhound from his throat.

Terkoz had found the prey that he
had tracked, and he could not ander-
stand why he should not now be-al-
lowed to make the kill. But he was a
well trained beast, gnd at last at the
girl’'s command he togk up a position
at the cave’s mouth on guard.

Victorla kndeled beside the prostrate
form of ‘Nu, the son of Nu, but she
was no longer Victoria Custer. It was
Nat-ul, the daughter of Tha, who kneel-
ed there beside the man she loved.

Gently she passed her slim fingers
across his forehead. It was burning
with a raging fever. S8he felt the
wound along the side of his head and
shuddered. Then she raised him in her
arms s0 that his head was pillowed in
her lap.and kissed his-cheek.

Halfway down the mountainside, she
recalled, there was a little spring of
fresh cold water. Removing her hunt-
ing jacket, she rolled it into a pillow
for the unconscious man and then, with
Terkoz at her side, clambered down
the rocky way.

Filling her hat with water, she re-
turned to the cave.

All night she bathed the fevered head
and washed the ugly wound, at times
squeezing a few refreshing drops be-
tween the hot lips.

At last the restless tossing of the
wounded man ceased, and the gitl saw
that he had fallen into a natural sleep
and that the fever had abated.

When the first rays of the rising sun
relleved the gloom within the cavern
Terkosz, rising to stretch himself, looked
backward into the interior.

He saw a black balred glant sleeplng
quietly, his bead pillowed upon khaki
hunting coat, and beside him sat the
girl, her loosened halr tumbled about
ber shoulders and over the breast of
the sleeping man, upon which her own
tired. head had drooped in the sleep of
utter exhaustion,

Terkos yawned and lay down agaln.

L . ® L ® . .

After a time the girl awoke. For a
few minutes ghe could not assure her-
self of the reality of her surroundings.
She thought that this was but another
of her dreams.

Gently she put out her hand and
touched the face of the sleeper. It
was very real; also she noted that the
fever had left.
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attempting to adjust herself to the
new and strange conditions which sur-
rounded ber. She seemed to be two
people—the’ American girl, Victoria
Custer and Nat-ul. But - who or from
where .was Nat-ul she counld not fath-
om other than that she was beloved
by Nu and that she returned his love.

She wondered that she did not re-
gret the life of ense she had abandon-
ed and which she knew that she could
never again return to. She was still
sufficiently of the twentieth century to
realize that the stepr she bad taken
must ciit her off forever from her past
life, yet she was very happy.

HBending low over the man. she kiss-
ed his lips and then, rising, went out-
side and, taking Terkoz with ber, de-
rseended to the spring, for she was
thirsty,

Nefther the girl nor the hound saw
the white robed figure that withdrew
saddenly behind a buge bowider as
the two emerged  from the cave's
mouth.

Nor did they see him signal to others
bebind him who bad not yet rounded
the shoulder of the cliff at the base of
which they had been marching.
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The Lonely Man.

ICTORIA stooped to @]l her hat
at the spring. First she leaned
far dowd to quench her ownm
thirst,

A sudden, warning growl from Ter-
koz brought her bead ap, and there,
not ten paces from her, she saw a
dozen white robed Arabs and behind
them half a hundred blacks. All were
armed; evil looking fellows they were,
aud one of the Arabs bad covered her
with his long gun.

Now be spoke to her, but in a tongue
she did not understand, though she
kaew that his message was unfriendly,
and imagined that it warned ber not
to attempt to use her own rifle which
lay beside ber. Next he spoke to those
behind him, and two of them ap-
proached the girl, one from either side,
while the leader continued to keep his
plece leveled at her.

As the two came toward her she
beard a menacing growl from the wolf-
bound and then saw him leap for the
nearest Arab. The fellow clubbed his
gun and swung it full upon Terkoz's
skull, so that the faithful hound col-
lapsed in a silent heap at their feet.

Then the two rushed In and seized
Victoria's rifle. A moment later she
was roughly dragged toward the leader
of the 1\l favored gang.

Through one of the blacks, a west
coast negro who had picked up a
smattering of pidgin English, the lead-
er questioned the girl, and when he
found that she was a guest of Lord
Greystoke an ugly grin crossed his
evil face, for the fellow recalled what
bad befallen another Arab slave and
ivory caravan at the hands of the Eng-
lishman and his Waziri warriors.
Here was an opportunity for partal
revenge,

He motioned for his followers to
bring her along. There was no time
to tarry in_this country of their ene-
mies, into which they had accidentaily
stumbled. after being lost in the jungle
for the better part of a month.

Victoria asked whbat their intentions
toward her were, but all that she
could learn was that they would take
her north with them. She offered to
arrange the payment of a suitable ran-
som if they would return her to her
friends unharmed, but the Arab only
laughed at her.

“You will bring a good price,” he
sald, “af the court of the sultan of
Fulad, north of Tagwara, and for the
rest I shall have partly settled the
score which I have against the Eng-
lishman.” '

So Victoria Custer disappeared from
the sight of men at the border of the
land of the Wazirl, nor was there any
other than her captors to know the de-
vious route that they followed to gain
the country north of Uzirl.

When at last Nu,“the son of Nu,
opened his eyes from the deep slumber
that had refreshed and invigorated
him he looked up expectantly for the
face that had been bovering above
his, and as he realized that the cave
was tepantless except for himself a
sigh that was half sob broke {rom
the depths of his lonely heart, for he
knew that Nat-ul had been with him
only in his dreams.

Yet it had been so reall Even now
he could feel’ the touch-of her cool
hand upon his forehead and her slim
fingers running through his hair. His
cheek glowed to her hot kisses, and in
his nostrils° was the sweet aroma of
her dear preseryce. 3

The disilluglonment of his waking
brought with it bitter disappointment
and a return of the fever. Again Nu
lapsed into semiconsciousness and de-
lirtum, so that he was not aware of
the khaki clad white man that crept
warlly into the half darkness of his
lair sghortly after noon.

It was Barney Custer, and behind
him came Curtiss, Butzow and a half
dozen others of the -searching party.

PTerkoz beside the spring . nng there-
also they bad, found \letprinflusters
nat, and plainly in the Soft enrth be-
tween the bowidérs of the billside they
had seen the pew made path to the
cive higher up.

When Barney saw that the prostrate
figure within the cavern did not stir at
his entrince a stifiing fear rose in his
throat, for he was sure that he had
found the dend body of his sister, but
as his eyes b wmore ac d to
the dim light of the Interior he realized
bis'mistake—at first with a sense of In-
finite rellef and later with misgivings
that amounted almost to a wish that it
had been Victoria, safe In death; for
among the savage men of savage Af-
rira there are fates worse than death
for women.

The others had crowded in beside
him, and one ‘had lighted a torch of
dry twigs; which for a few seconds {l-
luminated the interlor of the cave
brightly. In that time they saw that
the man was the only occupant and
thiat he was helpless from fever.
Reside him lay the stone spear that
bad sinin Old Raffles.- Bach of them
recognized it. How could it have been
brought to him? 4

“The ' zebra killer,” sald Brown.
“What's that beneath his head? Looks
like a khak! coat.’

Barney drew it out nnd beld it up.
“GGod!" eried Curtigs, *‘It's hers!"
“He must. have come down there
after we left, got his spear and stolen
your sister,” snid Brown,

Curtiss drew his revolver and push-
ed closer foward the nnconsclous Nu.
“The beast!” be growled. *Shoet

fug’s too good for him. Get out of the
way, Barney; I'm going to give bim
all six chambers.”

“No,” said Barney quietly. s

“Why?" demanded Curtiss, trying to
push past Custer.

“Because I don't believe that he
harmed Victorla,” replied Barney.
“That's sufficient reason for waiting
until we know the truth. Then I
won't stand for the killing of an un-
consclous man, anyway.”

“He's nothing but a beast—a mad
dog,” insisted Curtiss. *“He should be
killed for what he is. I'd never have
thought to see you defending the man
who Killed your sister.”

“Don’t be a fool, Curtiss,” snapped
Barpey. “We don't know that Vie-
toria’s dead. The chanceg are that this
man has been helpless from fever for
a long time. There's a wound in his
head that was probably made by your
shot last night. )

“If he recovers from that he fmay
be able to throw some light on Vie-
toria’s disappearance. - If it develops
that he has harmed her I'm the one to
demand an accounting—not you. As 1
said before, I do not belleve that this
man would have harmed a hair of my
sister’s head.”

“What do you know about him?”
demanded Curtiss,

“l never saw him before,” replied
Barney. “I don't know who he is or
where he came from, but I know-—
,Well, never mind what I know, except
that there isn't anybody going to Kill
him otber than Barney Custer.”

“Custer’s right,” broke in Brown.
“It would be murder to kill this fel-
low in cold blood. You have jumped
to the conclusion, Curtiss, that Miss
Custer is dead. If we let you kill this
man we might be destroying our best
chance to locate and rescue her.”

As they talked the gaunt figure of
the wolfhound, Terkoz, crept into the
cave. He had not been killed by the
Arab’s blow, and a liberal dose of cold
water poured over his head had helfed
to hasten returning consc¢iousness.

He nosed, whining, about the cavern
as though in search of Victoria.

The men watched him in silence aft-
er Brown had said: “If this man harm-
ed Miss Custer and laid out Terkoz
the beast ’'ll be keen for revenge.
‘Watch him, and if Curtiss is right
there won't any of us have to avenge
gour sister. Terkoz 'll take care of
that. I know him.”

“We'll leave it to Terkoz,” said Bar-
ney.

After-the animal had made the com-
plete rounds of the cave, sniffing at
every erack and crevice, he came to
each of the watching men, nosing them
_carefully.

Then he walked directly to the side
of the unconscious Nu, licked his cheek
and, lying down beside him, rested
his head upon the man's breast so
that his fierce, wolfish eyes were
pointed straight and watchful at the
group of men opposite him,

“There!” said Barney, leaning down
and stroking the beast's head.

The hound whined up into his face,
but when Curtiss approached he rose,

bristling, and, standing across the
body of Nu, growled omiinously at
him.

“You'd better keep away from him,
Curtiss,” warned Brown.. “He always

has had a strange way with him in his
likes and dislikes, and he's a mighty
ugly customer to deal with when he's
crossed. He’s killed ome man already
—a big Wamboli spearman who was
stalking Greystoke up in the north
country last fall. Let’s see if he’s got
it in for the rest of us.”

One by one Terkoz suffered the oth-
ers to approach Nu. Only Curtiss
seemed to rouse his savage, protective
instinct.

As they discussed their plans for the
fmmediate future Nu opened his eyes
with a return of consciousness.

At sight of the strange figures about
him he sat up ‘and reached for his

spear, but Barney. had had the fore-
sight fo remove this weapon, us well as
the man's knife and hatchet, from his
reach.

As the cave man came to a sifting
posture Barney laid a hand upon his
shoulder.

“We shall not harm you,” he said,
“If you will tell us what has become of

She sat In silence for a few minutes,

‘They bad stumbled upon ine nald dead

my sister.” Then, placing his lips close
to the other's ear, he whispered,
“Where is Nat-ul?”

Nu understood but the single word
Nat-ul, but tte friendly tone and the
hand upon his shoulder convinced him
that this man was no enemy,

He shook his head negatively.

“Nu does not understand the stran-
ger’s tongue,” he sald.

Then he asked the same question as
had Barney, “Where is Nat-ul?

But the Ameri~an could translate
only the name, yet it told him that here
Indeed was the dream man of his sis-
ter,
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And so they set out for the ranch.
Four half naked blacks bore the rude
stretcher,

Upon one side walked Terkoz, the
wolfhound, and upon the other Barney
Custer.

Four Wazirl warriors accompanied
them. $

Nu, weak and sick, was indifferent
to his fate. If he bad been captured
by enemles, well and good. He knew
what to expect—either slavery or death,
for that was the way of men as Nu
knew them.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

A Handwriting Test.

“It is a curious fact,” said a promi-
nent handwriting expert the other day,
“that if a document were put before
me and I were asked the sex of the
writer I should probably fail. People
generally are gecustomed to think that
the masculine or feminine tempera-
ment will readily betray itself in writ-
ing, but I assure you such is not the
case. Bold, black and firm penmanship
will frequently be found the character-
istic of a woman, while delicate writ-
ing, indicating a lively fancy, expected
in a woman, will belong to a member
of the opposite sex. You can test this
statement for yourself. Take, say,
twenty envelopes written by people
you know and number them carefully.
Pass them around and see how many
will name correctly the sex of the writ-
ers. You will seldom find that more
than one-third of the guesses will be
right.”

WOMAN IN
TERRIBLE STATE

Finds Help in Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable
Compound.

Cape Wolfe, Canada.—** Last March I
was a complete wreck. I had given up
all hope of getting better or living any
length of time, as I was such a sufferer
from famale troubles. But I took Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound, and
today I am in good health and have a
pair of twin boys two months old and
growing finely. I surprised doctors and
neighbors for they all know what a
wreck I was.

““Now I am healthy, happy and hearty,
and owe it all to Lydia E. Pinkham’s |
remedies. - You may publish this letter
if you like. I think if more women
used your remedies they would have
better health.””—Mrs. J. T. Cook, Lot
No. 7, Cape Wolfe, P.E.L, Canada.

Because your case is'a difficult one,and
doctors having done you no good, do not
continue to suffer without giving Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound a
trial. It surely has remedied many
cases of female ills, such as inflamma-
tion, ulceration, displacements, tumors,
irregularities, periodic pains, backache,
and it may be exactly what you need.

4

The Pinkham record is a proud and
peerless one. It is
a record of constant
victory over the ob-
stinateillsof women
—ills that deal out
despair. It is ames-
tablished ‘fact. that
Lydia E. Pinkham's
VegetableCompound
has restored health 0
to thousands of such suffering women.

Why don’t you try it if you need such a
| medicine ! i o B
— ~
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*We shall not harm you if you will tell CHESS IS NOT SO SLOW. = -
us what has become -of my sistor.” B e P The Drugless Era.
Fifteen Moves an Hour Is the Rule In We were talking aboot

Championship Games.

What Is the average length of time
that a chess player in an international
championship contest takes to move?

Awmong mere human players there
are many traditions of how these peers
of the game scorn to make a move in
less than an hour; nay, more, how they
consume whole evenings and often-
times days in a -single move. Such
tales are rife in rural chess circles.

Now, in hard fact, these superplay-
ers move more i'upidly than the ev-
eryday expert. The common limit in
international championship matches is
fifteen moves an hour; a player failing
to get within this limit loses the game
no matter how commanding his posi-
tion; an average of four minutes to the
move is considered ample time. In-
deed, when Capablanca challenged
Lasker for the world's championship
bhe was held to be justified in refusing
Lasker's condition that the limit be
lengthened to twelve moves an hour.

In championship games a chess clock
is always used. This has two dials,
each dial controlled by a plunger. Im-
mediately after black has moved white
strikes his plunger, which starts the
hands on his dial recording time. At
the instant he moves he strikes his
plunger again, halting the mechanism.
Black then strikes the plunger of his
dial, starting his clock in turn. The
dials thus record the net time each
consumes in moving.

Of course in practical play the con-
testant gets more than the four min-
utes. The first eight or ten moves are
almost always book plays, made in less
than a minute each. This allows much
time as credit on later moves. Fur-
thermore, even when his opponent is
moving, a player studies his bwn next
move, based on the probable move of
his opponent. But the day long or
even the hour long move exists only in
the imagination of.the village cham-
pion.—Washington Post.

Doubt and Progress.

If on any point we have attained to
certainty we make no further Inquiry
on that point, because inquiry would
be useless. The doubt must intervene,
before the investigation can begin.
We have the act of doubting as the
necessary antecedent of all progress,
Here we havd that skepticism the
very name of which is an abomina-
tion to the ‘ignorant, because it dis-
turbs their eomplacent minds, because
it imposes on them the fatigue of in-
quiry and because it rouses even shug-
gish understandings to ask if things
are as they are commonly supposed
and if all is really true which they
from thelir childhood have been taught
to believe.~From Buckle’s “History of
Civilization.”

Manhood’s Estate.,

It is a very foolish convention which |
lays down that we are grown up when
we have reached our twenty-first birth-
day. The real majority is reached
when we begin to earn our own bread
and butter and to bring forth the light
which has been fostered in us by the
care of others for the last ten or fiteen
years, Self dependence and self rell-
ance—that 1§ the real manhood.—Isis.
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