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How Present-Day Parents
Keep the Hat-Rack Filled

There are times when the Home must win
against a host of outside allurements. Yet
it can eclipse them—and Carom and Pocket
Billiards plaved at home are doing it.

You should send for our free color-hook
and learn the life-time charm of playing
billiards; learn the delight of parents, boys
and girls,

$5 Brings a Brunswick Home

Billiard Table

$2.50 Monthly Soon Pays the Balance

As the nights grow longer, let your sons
and daughters entertain at home, Let carom
or pocket billiards brighten your own leisure
hours, and bring you perfect health,

You can aﬂ'f)rri/ a small payment now as
well as later. So why postpone these hours
of merry conquest? Complete high-class
Playing Outfit of balls, cues, ete., included
without extra cost.

No Extra Room Needed

Brunswick Tables are scientifically built
in sizes to fit all homes. Accurate angles,
fast, ever-level billiard beds and famous
quick-acting Monarch Cushions, Beautiful
oak and mahogany richly inlaid—masterful
cabinet work throughout,

Send This Free Coupon

Don't mistake toy imitations for scientific Bruns-
wicks, If you are not sure which store in your town
supplies the genuine Bruns swick, see these tables in
our beautiful eolor-book, * Billiards—The Home
Magnet.” It's free. Send the coupon now.

The Br ick-Balke-Collender Co.,

Dept. 38R, 623-633 5. Wabash Avenue, m:un.
Send free, your eolor-photo book

“Billiards—The Home Magnet”

and tell about your home trial offer,

Name
Address ..

Quick Shipment

Direct from
Manufacturers

At
Wholesale Prices

Write us atoncefor
catalog and our quick
'i L) Ih|DmentBi ceonthis Kala-
B\, mazoo Pipeless Furnace,

B A WONDERFUL

MONEY SAVER
Low price—easy to in-
stall—a first-class warm

appnro.’val test ﬂ‘l;?.gg;
est —

Bank Bond guarantee,
Ask for Catalog No. 959

“DON'T SHOUT”

I hear you,
\"n?i'l'.“i'f"'iuom.. EY
il e
PHONE. 1've u pair
now, but they

. Twould not know
nonyaell, ooy that [

I can hear now

T riight,
"The Moriey Phone for the

DEAIY

is to the ears what
glasses are to the
eyea, Invisibile, comfort-
able, weight{ess and
harmless,  Anyone can
adjust it Overone hun-
dred thousand sold. Write for booklet and testimonials,

THE MORLEY CO., Dept. 76 1, Perry Bidg., Phila.
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chaneed to be no path beyond, diseretion
would compel an immediate return,

“Well,” said he, erouching for the first
leap, “I'm off, whatever comes of it!”

“Mind the slant o' the ice!”

“I'll take it in the trough.”

“Not yet!”

Tommy Lark waited for the sea to
roll on.

“You bhother me,” he complained, “I
might have heen half way across hy this
time,"

“You'd have been cotehed on the side of
a swell. If you're cotehed like that you'll
slip off the ice. There isn’t & man livin'
can cross that ice on the slant of a sea.”

“Be still!”

The pan was subsiding from the ineline
of a sea to the level of the trough.

“Now!" Sandy Rowl snapped.

When the ice floated in the trough,
Tommy Lark leaped, designing to attain
his objective as nearly as possible before
the following wave lifted his path to an
incline. He landed fairly in the middle
of the first ecake, and had left it for the
second before it sank. The second leap
was short. It was difficult, nevertheless,
for two reasons. He had no time to gather
himself for the impulse, and his fight was
taken from sinking ground. Almost he
fell short. Six inches less, and he would
have landed on the edge of the cake and
toppled back into the sea when it tipped
to the sudden weight. But he struck near
enough to the conter to restrain the ice, in
a few active steps, from sinking by the
odge; and as the second cake was more
substantial than the first, he was able to
ledip with confidence for the third, whence
he danced lightly toward the fourth.

The fourth cake, however, lay abruptly
to the right. A sudden violent turn was
required to reach it. It was comparatively
substantial; but it was rugged rather than
flat-—there was a niggardly, treacherous
surface for landing, and as ground for a
flight the cake furnished a doubtful oppor-
tunity. There was no time for recovery.
When Tommy Lark landed, the ice began
to waver and sink. He had landed awk-
wardly, his feet in a tangle; and, as there
was no time for placing his feet in a better
way, he must leap awkwardly—Ileap in-
stantly, leaving the event to chance. And
leap he did. [t was a supreme effort
toward the fifth ecake.

Y this time the ice was fast climbing

the side of a swelling wave. The crest of
the sea was higher than Tommy Lark's
head. Had the sea broken it would have
fallen on him—it would have submerged
and overwhelmed him. 1t did not break.
The wind snatehed a thin spindrift from
the erest and flung it past like a squall of
rain. That was all. Tommy Lark was
midway of the sea, as & man may be on
the side of a steep hill: there was the
erest above and the trough below; and
the fifth cake of ice was tipped to an in-
creasingly perilous angle.  Moreover, it
was small; it was the least of all—a mo-
mentary foothold, to be touched lightly
in passing on to the slant of the wide pan
in the middle of the lane,

All this was elear to Tommy Lark when
he took his awkward leap from the fourth
cake. What he feared was less the meagor
proportions of the fifth cake —which
would be sufficient, he fancied, to give him
an impulse for the last leap—than the
slant of the big pan to which he was
hound, which was precisely as steep as the
wave it was elimbing, And this fear was
justified by the event. Tommy Lark
touched the little cake with tho toe of his
seal-hide boot, with the sea then nearing
its elimax, and alighted prosteate on the
smooth slant of the big pan.  He grasped
for handhold: there wos none: and, hoad
not the surface of the pan been approach-
ing a horizontal on the erest of the sea,
e would have shot over the edee,

Tommy Lark rose and established his
halance with widespread feet and waving
Arms.

s not too had,®

“What's bevond?”

“No trouble hevond.”

There was move iee bevond. Tt was
small. Tommy Lark danced geross o the
other side of the lane, howevep, without

]Il' l‘:ll]l'(l-

great difficulty. He could not have pansed
on the way. Theice, thick though it was,
was too light.
“Safe over!”
“I'm comin’.”
“Mind the leap for the hig pan.
ticklish landin’. That's all you've

he shouted.

Tis
fear.”

S ANDY ROWL was as agile as Tommy

Lark. He was as competenl—he was
as practised. Following the same course
as Tommy Lark, he encountered the same
difficulties and met them in the same way;
and thus he proceeded from the first sink-
ing cake through the short leap to the
second more substantial one, whenee he
leaped with confidence to the third, landed
on the rugged fourth, his feet ill placed
for the next leap, and sprang awkwardly
for the small fifth eake, meaning to touch
it lightly on his course to the big pan.

But he had started an instant too soon.
When, therefore, he came to the last leap,
with the erest of the wave above him and
the trough below, the pan was midway
of the side of the sea, its inelination at the
widest. He slipped—fell; and he rolled
off into the water and sank., When he
came to the surface, the ice was on the
crest of the sea, beginning its descent. e
erasped the edge of it and tried to draw
himself aboard. In this he failed. The
pan was too thick—too high in the water;
and the weight of his boots and clothes
was too great to overcome. In the trough
of the sea, where his opportunity was
hest, he almost succeeded.  He established
one knee on the pan and strove desper-
ately and with all his strength to lift him-
solf over the edge. But the pan hegu
to elimb before he suceeeded. loaving him
helpless on the lower edge of the ineline;
and the best he could do to save himsell
was to cling to it with bare, striving
fingers, waiting for his opportunity to re-
new itself. .

To Tommy Lark it was plain that
Sandy Rowl could not lift himself out of
the water.

“Hang fast!" he shouted. “I'll help you!”

Timing his start, as best he was able,
to land him on the pan in the middle of
the lane when it lay in the trongh, Tommy
Lark set out to the rescue. It will be re-
called that the pan would not support
two men., Two men could not aceurately
adjust their weight. Both would strive
for the center. They would grapple there;
and, in the end, when the pan jumped on
edge both would be thrown off,

Tommy Lark was aware of the eapacity
of the pan. Had that capacity heen equal
to the weight of two men, it would have
bheen a simple matter for him to run out,
grasp Sandy Rowl by the collar, and drag
lim from the water. In the cireumstanees,
however, what help he could give Sandy
Rowl must be applied in the moment
through which he could remain on the
ice before it sank; and enough of the
brief interval must be saved wherein to
escape either onward or back,

Rowl did not need much help.  With
one knee on the ice, lifting himself with
all his might, a strong, quick pull would
assist him over the edge. But Rowl was
not ready. When Tommy Lark landed
on the pan, Sandy was deep in the water,
his hands gripping the ice, his face up=-
turned, his shoulders submerged, Tom-
my did not even pause. He ran on to the
other side of the lane. When he turned,
Rowl had an elbow and foot on the pan
and was waiting for help; but Tomumny
Lark hesitated, disheartened —the pan
would support less weight than he had
thought.

The second trial failed.  Rowl was
ready. It was not that. Tommy Lark
landed awkwardly on the pan from the
fifth cake of ice.  He consumed the in-
terval of his stay in regaining his feot, He
did not dare remain. Before he could
streteh a hand toward Rowl, the pan was

submerged, and he must leap on in haste

and the
almost he had

to the opposite shore of the lane;
eseape had been narrow
been eaught,

Returning, then, to try for the third
time, he eaught Rowl by the collar,
Jerked himg felt him rise, dropped him,
sure that be had contreibuted the needed
i pulse, ad o on, But when e turned,

confident that he would find Rowl sprawl-
ing on the pan, Rowl had failed and
dropped back in the water,

For the fourth time Tommy essayed
the erossing, with Rowl waiting, as before,
foot and elbow on the ice; and he was
determined to leap more cautiously from
the fifth eake of ice and to risk more on
the pan that he might gain more—1to land
more eircumspectly, opposing his weight
to Rowl's weight, and to pause until the
pan was flooded deep. The plan served
his turn.  He landed fairly, bent delib-
erately, caught Rowl's coat with both
hands, dragged him on the pan, leaped
away, springing out of six inches of water:
and when, having erossed on to the Sealo-
wag shore of the lane, he turned, Rowl
was still on the iee, flat on s boek, rest=
ing. 1t waos o reseuae,

Presently Sandy Rowl joined Tommy
Lark.

SA pight?" Tommy inguired.

“I'm eold an’ 'm drippin’,” Sandy re-
plied; “but otherwise I'm fair enough, an’
elad t' be hreathin® the breath o life. |
won't thank you, Tommy."

“ don't want no thanks.”

“I won't thank you. No, Tommy.
do hetter, Ul leave Klizabeth
you. You've won a
thanks, Tommy, from

“You thinks well o
declared,

'
thanlk
full measure o
Elizabeth.”
yoursell,” Tommy
“I'm danged if you don't!”

AN HOUR later Tommy

dripping  Sandy  Rowl
kitehen ol Elizabeth Lute's home at Seala-
wag Harbor.  Skipper James was off to
prayer meeting,  Elizabeth Lute's mother
sat knitting alone by the kitchen fire.
To her, then, Tommy Lark presented the
telegram, having first warned her, to ease
the shoek, that a message had arrived,
contents unknown, from the region of
Girace Harbor. [aving commanded hoer
sell-possession, Elizabeth Lute’s mother
received and read the telegram, Tommy
Lark and Sandy Rowl standing by, eyes
wide to eateh the first indication of the
contents in the expression of the slow old
woman's countenanee,

There was no indication, however—not
that Tommy Lark and Sandy Rowl could
readd.  Elizabeth Lute’s mother stared at
the telegram: that was all.  She was
neither downeast nor rejoiced.  Her face
wis blank.

Having read the brief message once, she
remd it again; and having reflectoed, and
having read it for the third time, and
having reflected  once  more, without
achieving any enlightenment whatsoever,
she looked up, her wrinkled face serewed
in an effort to solve the mystery. She
pursed hor lips, she tapped the floor with
her she tapped her nose with her
foretinger, she pushed up her spectacles,
she seratehed her ehin, even she seratehed
her head; and then she deelared to Tom-
my Lark and Sandy Rowl that she could
make nothing of it at all.

“1s the maid sick?” Tommy inquired.

“She js”

“1 knowed it!" Tommy declared.

“She says she's homesick,”  Elizabeth's
mother pulled down her spectacles and
referred to the telegram.  ** Homesick,'
says she,” she added.

“What else

“1 ean't 1;l1hm|| it,
means when she says she's homesiek; 1've
heen that mysell,  But what's this about
Squid Cove? "Tis the queerest thing ever
I knowed!"

Lark and the
entered  the

Line,

I knows what she

Tommy Lark tlushed.
“Womuan,” he demanded, eager and
tense, “what does the maid say about

Squid Cove?
“She says she'
in Squid Cove.
that she says,”
“Phere's no coltage
said Sandy.
“No eottage there,

s homesick for the col tage
An' that's every last word

in Squid Cove,”

" Elizabeth's mother

agreed, “t° be homesick for. "Tis a very
queer thing.”
“There’s no aollage in Squid Cove,”

said Tommy Lark; “but there's lumber
for a cottage lyin' there on the rocks.”
“What about that?”
“Pis my  lumber!” Tommy
“An’ the maid Knows it!"

roared.



