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¢ WAS about this
timie that a runner
brought a letter
that, when she
learned the con-
-ents, filled Meriem
vith excitement.
visitors were eom-
ing! A number of
Engusn luutes and gentlemen had ace
cepted My Deéar's invitation to spend a
month of hunting and exploring with
them.

« Meriemn was all expectancy, What
would these strangers -be like? Would
they be us nice to her as had Bwana and
My Dear, or would they be like. the other
white folk she had known—eruel and re-
lentless? My Dear assured her that they
all were gentlefolk, and that she wouild
find them kind, considerate and honor-
able.

To My Dear's surprise there was none
of the shyness of the wikd creature in
Meriem's anticipation of the visit of
strangers. '

She looked forward to their coming
with curieosity and with a certain pleas-
urable anticipation when onece she was
assured that they would not bite her. In
fact, she appeared mo differunt than
would any pretty young miss who had
learned of the expected coming of com-
pany:

Korak's unage was still often in her
theughts, but it aroused now a lesg well-
dofined sense of bereavement. A qulet
sadness pervaded Mericin when she
thought of him, but the poignant grief of
her loss when it was yuoung mo longer
goaded her to desperation.

Yet shio was still loyal to him. She
still hoped that some day he would find
her, nor did she doubt for a moment but
that he was searching for her if be stiil
lived. -

It was this last suggestion that caused
her the greatest perturbetion. Korak
light be dead. It bardly seemed possi-
ble that one so well equipped to meet the
emergencics of jungle life should have
succumbed so young, yet when she had
last seen him he had been beset by a
horde of armed warriors: and should he
have returned to the village again, as
she well knew he must have, he may
have been killed,

) Even her Korak could net single-
handed slay an entire tribe.
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T LAST the visitors arrived. There
A were three men and two wonien—the
wives of the two older men. The young-
est member of the ﬁm-ty was the Hen.
Morison Baynes, a young man of cunsid-
erable wealth, who, having exhausted all
the pessibilities for pleasure offered by
the capitals of Europe, had gladly seized
upon this oppertunity te turn te another
continent for excitement and adventure.

He looked upan all things nem-Euro-
pean as rather more or less impossible:
&till he was not at allf averse to enjoying
the novelty of unaccustomed pinces and
making the most of strangers indigenons
thereto, however unspeakabie they
might have seemed to him at hdme. In
manner he was suave and courteous to
all—if possible a trifle more punectilious
toward these he considered of meaner
clay than toward the few he mentally
admitted to equality.

Nature had favored him with a splen-
did physique and a handsome face, and
also with suffieient good judgment to ap-
preciate that, while he might enjoy the
contemplation of his superiority to the
masses, there was lHttle Mkelihood of the
mmasses being equally entranced by the
same eause. And so he casily main-
mmemuuthdlm.m

. demeecratic apd likable fellow—and in-
deed ke was likable. Jgst a shade of his
egotiem was occasionally apparent—ney-
er suflicient to Decome a burdmn to his
asseciates,

And this, briefly, was the Hen. Mori-
som Baynes of luxurious Eurcpean civ-

ilization. Wiiat would be the Hon. Mori-
son Baynes of central Africa it were (iffi-
cult to guess.

Meriem at first was shy and reserved
in the presence of the strangers. Her
benefactors had seen fit to ignore nen-
tion of her strange past, and so she
passed as their ward, whoea antecedents
not having been mentioned were not to
be inquired into. The guests found her
sweet and unassuming, laughing, viva-
cious, and a mever-exhausted storehouse
of quaint and interesting jungle lore.

She had ridden much during her vear
with Bwana and My Dear. She knew
cach favorite clump of concealing reeds
along the river that the buffalo loved
best. She knew a dozen places where
lions laired, and every drinking hole in
the drier country twenty-five miles bark
from the river. With unerring precision
that was almost nncannpy ske could track
the largrst er the smallest beast fo his
hiding piace. ’

Bat the thing that bafMed them all
was her instant consciousness of the
Fresenice of eornivera that others, exeri-
ing their faccities to the utmost, eould
neither see nor hear, .

The Hon. Morisen Bayne= found Me-
riem a most beautiful and charming com-
Danicn. He was delighted with her from
the first. Particularly so, it is possible,
because he had not thought to find com-
Panionship of this sort Ypen the Afriean
cstate of his London friends. They were
together a great deal, as they wers the
only uninarried couple in the little com -
vany.

Meriem, entirely unacenstomed to the
companicrship of such ax Baynes, was
fascinated by him. His tales of the
Ereat, gay citles with which he was fa.
miliar fifled her with admiration anad with
wonder. If the Hen. Morison always
shone to advantage in these narratives,
Merieny saw in that fact but a natural
consequence to his presence upom the
scene of his story—wherever Morison
might be, herniust be a hero. So thought
the girl.

With the actual presence and com-
ranionship of the young Englishman the
image of Korak became less real, Where
before it had been an actuality to her,
she now realized that Korak was but a
memory. To that memoery she still was
loyal; but what weight has a memory In
ihe presence of a faseinating reatity?

Merterm had never accompanied the
r«n upon a hunt since the arrival of the
kuests. She never had cared particalarly
fur the sport of killing. The tracking she
enjoyed; but the mere kilfing for the
sake of killing she ecould not find plets-
ure m—Jittle savage she had been, and
otill to some measure was,

When Bwana had gone forth to shoot
for meat she had alway= been his en-
thusiastic cempanion, but with the com-
ing of the Lendon guests the hunting had
Teteriorated into mere killing. Slaughter
the host would not permit: vet the pur-
bose of the homts was for heads and
skims, and not for food.
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O Meriem remained behind and spent
S her days either with My Dear upon the
shaded verands or riding her favorite
bony across the plains or to the forest
edge. Here she would leave him unteth-
ered while she discarded nonessemtinls
and took to the trecs for the unaloyed
Dleasures of a retwrn to the wild, free ex-
istence of her earlier childhood.

Then would come again visions of Ko-
rak, and, tired at last of leaping and
swinging through the trees, she woulkd

And presently, as today, she found the
features of Korak slowly disselving and

merging into those of another: and the
figure of a tanned, half naked Tarman-

gani became a Lhaki-clothed and sturdy
Englishman astride a hunting pony.

And while she dreamed there came to
her ears from a distance, faintly, the ter-
1ified bleating of a kid. Meriem was in-
stantly alert. You or I, even had we
been able to hear the pitiful wnil at so
great a distance, could not have inter-
preted it; but to Meriem it mennt a spe-
ttes of terror that afflicts the ruminant
when a carnivore is near and escape fm-
Jossiblé,

It had been pleasure and a
sport of Korak's to rob Numa of his prey
whenever paossible, and Mer cm, too, had
often joyed in the thrill of snatching
some dainty morsel almost from the very
Jjaws of the King of beasts.

Now, at the sound of the kid's bleat,
all the weil-remembercd thrills recurred.
Instantly she was 2l excitement to play
again the game of hide-und-seck with
death.

Already she had discarded her riding
skirt—it was a heavy handicap to sue-
cessful travel In the trees. MHer boots
itnd steekings had followed the skirt, for
the bare sele of the buman foot does not
slip upon dry or even wet bark as does
the hard leather of a boet,
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YHE would have liked to discard her
b riding breechcs as well, but a vear of
metberly admonitions on Lthe part of My
Jear had almest convinced Mericm that
it was net good form to £0 naked through
the world.

At her hip hung o hunting knife, ler
rifle was still in its bool at her pony's
withers. Her revolver she
brought

The kid was still falmung as Meriem
slarted rapidly iu its direction, whieh she

both a

had mot

knew was stradght toward a certain wa--

“ter-hole which had ence been fameous as
a rendezvous for lions. Of late there had
been no evidemces of carelvora in the
neighborhood of this drinkiug place; but
Meriem was positive that the blcating of
the kid was due to the presence of either
o lion or a panther.

But she would soen know, for she was
rapidly approaching the terrified animal,
«She wondered' as she hastened onward
that the sounds esmtinuced to come from
the =ame point. Why did the kid not
1un away?

And then she came in sight of the lit-
tle animal, and knew. The kid was teth-
ered to a sinke beside the water-hole!

Meriem: paused In the branches of a
near-by tree and scanmed the surround-
ing clearing with quick, penetrating eyes,
Where waa the hunter? Bwana and his
people did not hunt thus. Who could
have tetbered this poor little beast as a
lure to Numa? PBwanra rever connte-
nanced such acts in his country, and his
word was law among thoss who hunted
within a radius of many miles of his es-
tate.

Some wandering suvages, doubtless,
thonght Meriem: but where were they?
Not even her keen eyes could discover
them. And where was Numa? Why bad
he not long since sprung upon this deli-
cious and defenseless morss!? That he
was close by was attested by the pitiful
crying of the kid. .

Ah! Now she saw him. He was Iving
close In a clump of brush a few yards to
her right. The kid was down wind from

~him and getting the I henafit of his
terrorizing seent, which did net reach
Merfem,

To cirele to the opposite side of the
clearing where the trees approached
closer to the kid, to leap quickly to the
litthe animal’s side and cmt the tether
that held him would be the work of but
2 moment. In that moment Nums might
charge, and then there would be searee
time to regnim the safety of the treen;
yet it might he done. Meriem had es-

caped from closer quarters
many times before,

The doubt that gave her momentary
jause was caused by fear of the unseen
lhunters more than by fear of Numa. If
they were stranger blacks, the spears.
that they held in readiness for Numa
might as readily be loosed upon whoever
dared releasc their bait as npon the prey
they sought thus to trap.

"Again the kid strugglied to be freea
Agnin his piteous wail touched the ten-
der heartstrings of the girl. Tossing dis-
cretion aside, she commenced to circls
the clearing. Onmnly from Nnma did she
attempt to conceal her presence.

At last she reached the opposite trees,
An instant she paused to lock toward the
great lion, and at the same moment she
saw the huge beast rise slowly to his full
Leight. A low roar betokened that he
was ready,

Meriem loosened her knife and leaped
to the ground. A quick run brought her
to the side of the kid. Numsa.saw her,
He lashed his tail against his tawny
sides. He roared terribly; but for an In.
stant he remained where he stood—sur-
prised Into iraction, doubtless, by the
strange apparition that had spruUng so
unexpectedly from the jungle.

Other eyes were upon Meriem, too—
cyes in which were no less surprise than
that reflected in the yellow-green orhs of
the carnivore. A white man, hiding in a
thern boma, half rose ag the young girl
leaped Iinto the clearing and dashed
toward the kid.

He saw Numa hesitate. He raissd his
rifle and covered the beast’« breast. The
girl reached the Kid's side. FHer knife
fashed, and the little prisoner was free.
With a parting bleat it dashed off into
the fangle.

Then the zirl turned to retheat toward
the safety'of the tree from which she
Lad dropped so suddenly nnd unexpect-
odly imto the surprised view of the lion,
the kid and the strange white man.

As she turned the girl’s face was
turned toward the hunter. Fis eyes want
wide as he saw her features. IHe gEuve a
little gasp of surprise; but now the lion
demanded al his attemftion—the bafMed,
angry beast was charging.

His breast was stiil covered by the
motionleas rifie. The man could have
fired and stopped the charge at once: but
for some reason, since he had seen the
girl’s face, he hesitated. Could it be that
he dld not care te save her? Or did he

prefer, if possible, (o remain nonseen by
her?

than that

It mmst have been the Intter cause
wlhich Kkept the trigger-finger of the
sieady hand from exert fug the little pres-
sure that would have brought the great
beast at least to a temporary pause.

Likke an eagte the man watlched the
race for life the girl was making. A sec.
ond or two measured the time which the
Whole exciting event consumed from the
moment that the lion broke into his
charge. Nar once did the rifle sights rafl
tn cover the broad breast or the tawny
“ide as the liSh's course took him a little
to the man's left,

Once, at the very last moment, when
escape secincd impossible, the hunter's
finger tightened ever so little upan the
trigger; but abnost coineldentally the Eirl
leaped for an overhanging branch- hut
the Hon leaped, toe!
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CHAFPTER XVIIL
The Heon. Meorison.

UT the nimble Meriem had Fwung
B herseif beyond the lien’s reach with-
out a second or an inch te spare.

The man breathed a sigh of rellef as

'he lowered his rifle. He saw the gir! fling

cater beneath her, and them, laughing

bagred hix prey. Why @id he fail to do




