
ILLUSTRATIONS

We were in a caldron of fire. The roar of doom was

in our ears (p. 143) . . . . Frontispiece

" Vo." she said firmly, " you can't see the girl
"
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Then, as I hung half in, half out of the window, h*e

clutched me bv rlie tnroat 316

" Garr>'," I said, " this ij^-this is Berna"... 476


