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Numphrsy Van Weyden, critic and dllet-
inate, thrown Into the water by the sink-
uag of a ferryboat. on coming to his
seses, nds himself aboard the sealing
sbooner Ghost. Captain Wolf Larsen.
bound to Japan waters. The captain re-
Cs to put Humphrey ashore and makes

cabin boy "for the good of his soul."
re begins under the cockney cook, Mug-

ge who steals his money and chases
hin when accused of It. Cooky is jealous
of Hump and haues him. Wolf hazes a
seaman and makes it the basis for a phil-
esophlc discussion with Hump. Wolf en-

al Mu rtdge In his cabin, wins from
at card the money he stole from

msp. Coky and Hump whet knives at
}ac h other. Hump's Intimacy wlth Wolf
eerses. Wolf sketches the story of

his life, discusses the Bible, and Omar.
and Illustrates the Instinctive love of life

choking Hump nearly to death. A car-
of brutality breaks loose in the ship

,ad Wolf proves himself the master brute.
olf Is knocked overboard at night.

asmes hack aboard by the logline and
wlas clear in a fight In the forecastle.
slump dresses Wolrs wounds and, despite

is protest, Is made mate on the hell-ship.
]r. Van Weyden tries to learn his duties
as mate. Wolf hazes the men who tried
to kill him. Van Weyden proves by his
ceaduct In a blow, with all hands out in
the boats among the seal herd, that heass learned "to stand on his own legs."

CHAPTER XV-Continued.

Two hours of terrible work followed,
In which all hands of us-two hunters,
thrse sailors, Wolf Larsen and I-
WLWfed, first one and the other, the
Jilb and mainsail. And when all was
dae, I gave up like a woman and
'Oiled upon the deck in the agony of
aheustion.

In the meantime Thomas Mugridge.
Ift a drowned rat, was being dragged
'jt from under the forecastle head,
whnre he had cravenly ensconced
b~slf. I saw him pulled aft to the
obsl and noted with a shock of sur-
priN that the galley had disappeared.
A • 1 1 space of deck showed where
8 hai stood.

In the cabin I found all hands as-
aIMbed, sailors as well, and while
weR was being cooked over the small
stve we drank whisky and crunched

aradtack.
"To hell with a lookout," I heard

We•It Lare say when we aed eaten
Sdruk aour fill. "There's nothing

41n be dose on deck. If anything's
usals to run us down we couldn't get

at of Its way. Turn in, all hands.
la geet some sleep."
The sailrs slipped forward, setting

be s•ideghts as they went, while the
Iw hunters remained to sleep in the

Ma. it not being deemed advisable
Sepuem the slide to the steerage com-

ginanaway. Wolf Larsen and I. be-
tweenm oe t of Kerfoot's crushed
ugsp es Nsewed up the stump. Mug-

eMigs who during all the time he had
bean cempelled to cook and serve cof-
dI sad hkp the fire going, had com-
pimsd at internal pains, now swore

Weif .armen and I, Between Us, Cut
Off Ker0rot's Crushed Finger.

that he had a broken rib or two. On
-aimntion we fouond that he had
thre. But his case was deterred to
neat day, principally for the reason
that I did not know anything about
beroken ribe and would first have to
ned It up.

"I don't think it was worth It," I
maid to Wol larsen. "a broken boat
tsr Kelly's life."

"But Kelly didn't amount to much."
was the reply. "Good night."

After all that had passed, suffering
totlerable anguish in my Inger ends,

eat with three boats missling, to say
mthing of the wild capers the Ghost
was cutting, I should have thought it
Imtpasible to sleep. But my eyes
must have closed the instant my head

NORTH OF THE ARCTIC CIRCLE

laveetigation Has Shown That Agrl.
enulture May Very Well Be Car.

tirled On in the Region.

That erop production may be prac-
tleed north of the Arctic circle is one
at the Lnteresting facts brought out
by a report on a reconnoissance soil
surver in Alaska. This embodies the
reults of a study of the soils of a
vast areain tAlask by experts of the
breau of sls, made for the purpose
at determining the possibilities of
agricultural development.

It mwas ound that gardentng is caze
red on sad grass thrives tin Alaskla,
up to and north of :he Arctic circle.
1n addition it is shown that the cll-
mate and solls of IPnland are very

mlalr to those of Alaska, the latl-
teds of the two regions belng practi-
ealy IdentieaIl. In Finland a number
at erolpa are grown at a considerable
-lgame naorth of the Arctle circle.
-Mr•yr, hr eample is generally

S. wrown -a r north as 68 degrees
Uo .,.,..• or 3 degrees north of

uie ,Almost TAOW,@,0 acres in

touched the pillow, and in utter ex- I
haustion I slept throughout the night,
the while the Ghost, lonely and undi-
rected, fought her way through the Isr torm.

CHAPTER XVI.

The next day, while the storm was I
blowing itself out, Wolf Larsen and I U

crammed anatomy and surgery and
set Mugridge's ribs. Then, when the 1
storm broke, Wolf Larsen cruised I

t back and forth over that portion of I

, the ocean where we had encountered I

it, and somewhat more to the west- 4
ward, while the boats were being re- 1P paired and new sails made and bent. I

Sealing schooner after sealing schoon- Ii er we sighted and boarded, most of e

which were in search of lost boats.
and most of which were carrying
boats and crews they had picked up I

s and which did not belong to them.
e For the thick of the fleet had been

to the westward of us, and the boats. I
scattered far and wide, had headed in c
mad flight for the nearest refuge. t

Two of our boats, with men all safe.
I. we took off the Cisco, and, to Wolf

.Larsen's huge delight and my own

grief, he culled Smoke, Nilson and
S Leach, from the San Diego. So that,
s at the end of five days, we found our-

selves short but four men-Hender-
son, Holyoak, Williams and Kelly-
and were once more hunting on the
flanks of the herd.

d But Wolf Larsen. as was, to be ex- 1
L. pected, being a boat short, took pos-

session of the first stray one and com-e pelled its men to hunt with the Ghost,

not permitting them to return to their
own schooner when we sighted.it. I
S remember how he forced the hunter

and his two men below, a rifle at their
breasts, when their captain passed bye at biscuit-toss and hailed us for in-

1 formation.

I was learning more and mofe sea-
mapship; and one clear day-a thing
we rarely encountered now-I had the
n satisfaction of running and handling
g the Ghost and picking up the boats

s myself. Wolf Larsen had been smit-
ten with one of his headaches, and I
stood at the wheel from morning un-
til evening, sailing across the ocean
I after the last lee boat and heaving toe and picking it and the other five up

e without command or suggestion from

him.
Gales we encountered now and

again, for it was a raw and stormy
regibn, and, in the middle of June, a
typhoon most memorable to me and
most important because of the
changes wrought through it upon my
future. We must have been well in
the path of the Transpacific steam-
ships when the typhoon moderated,
and here, to the surprise of the hunt-
ers, we found ourselves in the midst
of the seals-a second herd, or sort
of rear guard, they declared, and a
most unusual thing. But it was "Boats
over!" the boom-boom of guns, and
the pitiful slaughter through the long
day.

It was at this time that I was ap-
proached by Leach. I had just fin-
ished tallying the skins of the last
boat aboard, when he came to my side, d
in the darkness, and said in a low
tone:

"Can you tell me, Mr. Van Weyden, t
how far we areoff the coast, and what t
the bearings of Yokohama are?" c

My heart leaped with gladness, for
I knew what he had in mind, and I
gave him the bearings-west-north-
vest and five hundred miles away.

"Thank you, sir," was all he said
as he slipped back into the darkness.

Next morning No. 3 boat and John-
son and Leach were missing. Wolf
Larsen was furious. It was like look-
ing for a needle in a haystack to raise
that tiny boat out of the blue immen-
sity. But he put the Ghost throught her best paces so as to get between

the deserters and the land. This ac-
complished, he cruised back and fortha across what he knew must be their
2 course.

a On the morning of the third day,
a shortly after eight bells, A cry that the I

t boat was sighted came down froma Smoke at the masthead. All hands

lined the rail, and there, to leeward,t
I lin the troubled silver of the rising
t sun, appeared and disappeared a black I

speck. We squared away and ran for a
It. I looked at the gleam of triumph
in Wolf Larsen's eyes, his form swamI before me and I felt almost irresist-t

i, bly impelled to fling myself upon him
r The boat was near enough now for us a

t to make out that it was larger than 1
t any sealing boat and built on differ-
sent lines. Smoke, who had descended
i to the desk and was now standing by

Finland were under cultivation and in
improved meadow in 1911. That
country has a population of 3,140,000
(reported in 1911), and about 85 per
cent of this number live outside the
cities. Crop production, stock ratis-
ing and dairying are important indus-
tries.t This comparison with Finland
1 and another with parts of Siberia

Sare given to demonstrate the possi-
Sbility of agricultural development in
Alaska

S oldiers' Pay Wlthheld.

In the prolonged campaigns of for~ 1
mer times British soldiers often re-
ceived no pay for years, and oan-
Ssidered themselves lucky if they thee n
Sobtained a small part of what was due I
V them. In one of his dispatches. M ay

S27, 1703, Marlborough complains of the
great hardships suffered by a certainr regiment, to whom $27,5060 was due.

and pointed out that it would "much
contribute to the service if some part ISof it were paid to enable the colonel1
5 the better to clothe his regiment and
( the oScers to support themselves is I
I the army." |

my side, began to chuckle in a signil
cant way. I looked at him inquiringly.

"Talk of a mess!" he giggled. "Don't
you see there, in, the stern-sheets, on
the bottom. May I never shoot a seal
again if that ain't a woman!"

I looked closely, but was not sure
until exclamations broke out on all
sides. The boat contained four men,
and its fifth occupant was certainly a
woman. We were agog with excite-
ment, all except Wolf Larsen, who was
evidently disappointed in that it was
not his own boat with the two victims
of his malice.

We ran down the flying jib, hauled
the jib-sheets to windward and the
main sheet flat, and came up into the
wind. I now caught my first glimpse
of the woman. She was wrapped in a
long ulster, for the morning was raw;
and I could see nothing but her face
and a mass of light brown hair escap-
ing from under the seaman's cap on
her head. The eyes were large and
brown and lustrous, the mouth sweet
and sensitive, and the face itself a
delicate oval, though sun and expos-
ure to briny wind had burnt the face
scarlet. When one of the sailors lift-
ed her into Wolf Larsen's down-
stretched arms, she looked up into our
curious faces and smiled amusedly
and sweetly, as only a woman can
smile, and as I had seen no one smile
for so long that I had forgotten such
smiles etisted.

"Mr. Van Weyden!"
Wolf Larsen's voice brought me

sharply back to myself.
"'Will you take the lady below and

see to her comfort? Make up that
spare port cabin. Put Cooky to work
on it. And see what you can do for
that face. It's burned badly."

He turned brusquely away from us
and began to question the new men.
The boat was cast adrift, though one
of them called it a "bloody shame"
with Yokohama so near.

"No need to go to any great trouble
for me," she protested, when I had
seated her in Wolf Larsen's armchair,
which I had dragged hastily from his
cabin. "The men were looking for
land at any moment this morning, and
the vessel should be in by night; don't
you think so?"

Her simple faith in the immediate
future took me aback. How could I
explain to her the situation, the
strange man who stalked the sea like
Destiny, all that it had taken me
months to learn? But I answered hon-
estly:

"If it were any other captain except
ours. I should say you would be ashore
in Yokohama tomorrow. But bur cap-
tain is a strange man, and I beg of
you to be prepared for anything, un-
derstand?-for anything."

"I-I confess I hardly do under-
stand," she hesitated, a perturbed but
not frightened expression ineher eyes.
"Or is it a misconception of mine that
shipwrecked people are always shown
every consideration? This is such a
little thing, you know. We are so
close to land."

"Candidly, I do not know," I strove
to reassure her. "I wished merely to
prepare you for the worst, if the
worst is to come. This man, this
captain, is a brute, a demon, and one
can never tell what will be his next
fantastic act."

I was growing excited, but she in-
terrupted me with an "Oh, I see," and
her voice sounded weary. To think
was patently an effort. She was clear-
ly on the verge of physical collapse.
I had quite forgotten the existence of
Leach and Johnson, when suddenly,
like a thunderclap, "Boat ho!" camp
down the open companionway. It was
Smoke's unmistakable voice, crying
from the masthead.

There were swift commands on
deck, a stamping of feet and a slap-
ping of reef-points as the Ghost shot
into the wind and about on the other
tack. As she filled away and heeled,
the armchair began to slide across the
cabin floor, and I sprang for it Just
in time to prevent the rescued woman
from being spilled out

Her eyes were too heavy to suggest
more than a hint of the sleepy sur-
prise that perplexed her as she looked
up at me, and she half stumbled, half
tottered, as I led her to her cabin.
Mugridge grinned insinuatingly in my
face as I shoved him out and ordered
him back to his galley work; and he
won his revenge by spreading glow-
ing reports among the hunters as to
what an excellent "lydy's myde" I was
proving myself to be.

CHAPTER XVII.

I came on deck to find the Ghost
heading up close on the port tack and
cutting in to windward of a familiar
spritsail close hauled on the same
tack ahead of us. All hands were on
deck, for they knew that something
was to happen when Leach and John-
son were dragged aboard.

Wolf Larsen strode aft from amid-
ships, where he had been talking with
the rescued men. The catlike springi-
ness in his tread was a little more pro-
nounced than usual, and his eyes were
bright and snappy.

"Three oilers and a fourth engid-
neer," was his greeting. "But well
make sailors out of them, or boat

HAD TO CRITICIZE WRITING

Old Lady Was Grateful for Being En-
abled to Hoar Sermon, but Truth

Was Truth.

A kilted regiment, while on the
march through a part of Scotland,
halted for a Sundav rest at one of
the remote villages in the Highlands,
where some of the braw laddles were
billeted on the inhabitants.

One old lady had to find a lodging
for two of the soldiers, Sandy and
Tam, and she was :.elighted to know
they were going to the kirk in the
evenaing, she herself being unable to
go. Her pleasure waLincreased when
one of her guests, who happened to
be an accomplished shorthand writer,
promised to tell her all the ministet
said in his sermon. though she had
her doubts as to how he would be
able to remember it all

Bandy aw. Tam came back from
church, and the forer read the ser-
mon out from his notebook, o the
admiration a ud astonlshment of his
landlady, who had never heard of
shrthand, and had no da bowr aa-

pullers at any rata Now, what do the
lady?"

I know not why, but I was aware
of a twinge or pasa, like the cut of a
knife, when, be mentioned her. I
thought it a certain silly fastidous-
ness on my part, but it persisted hi
spite of me, and I merely shrugged
my shoulders in answer.

Wolf Larsen pursed his lips in a
long, quizzical whistle.

'What's her name?" he .demanded.
"I don't know," I replied. "She is
asleep. She was very tired. In fact,
I was waiting to hear the news from
you. What vessel was it?"

"Mail steaier," he answered short-
ly. "The City of Tokyo. from 'Frisco.
bound for Yokohama. Disabled in that
typhoon. Old tub. Opened up top and
bottom like a sieve. They were adrift
four days. And you don't know who
or what she is, eh?-maid, wife or
widow? Well, well."

He shook his head in a bantering
way, and regarded me with laughing
eyes.

"Are you-" I began. It was on the
verge of my tongue to ask if he were
going to take the castaways in to Yo
kohama.

"Am I what?" he asked.
"What do you intend doing with

Leach and Johnson?"
He shook his head. "ReallUy, Hump.

I don't know. You see, with these ad-
ditions I've about all the crew I
want."

"And they've about all the escaping
they want." I said. "Why not give
them a change of treatment? Take

One of the Sailors Lifted Her Into
Wolf Larsen's Downstretched Arms.

them aboard and deal gently with
them. Whatever they have done they
have been hounded into doing."

"By me?"
"By you," I answered steadily. "And

I give you warning, Wolf Larsen, that
I may forget love of my own life in
the desire to kill you if you go too
far in maltreating those poor
wretches."

"Bravo!" he cried. "You do me
proud, Hump! You've found your legs
with a vengeance. You're quite an
individual. You were unfortunate in
having your life cast in easy places.
but you're developing, and I like you
the better for it."

His voice and expression changed.
His face was serious. "Do you be-
lieve in promises?" he asked. "Are
they sacred things?"

"Of course," I answered.
"Then here is a compact," he went

on, consummate actor that he was. "If
I promise not to lay my hands upon
Leach and Johnson, will you promise.
in turn, not to attempt to kill me?'

I could hardly believe my ears.
What was coming over the man?

"Is it a go?" he asked impatiently.
"A go," I answered.
His hand went out to mine, and as I

shook it heartily I could have sworn I
saw the mocking devil shine up for a
moment in his eyes.

We strolled across the poop to the
lee side. The boat was close at hand
now, and in desperate plight. John-
son was steering, Leach bailing.

The next instant they were opposite
the poop, where stood Wolf Larsen
and I. We were falling in the trough.
they were rising on the surge. John-
son looked at me, and I could see that
his face was worn and haggard. I
waved my hand to him, and he an-
swered the greeting, but with a wave
that was hopeless and despairing. It
was as it he were saying farewell It
did not see into the eyes of Leach,
for he was looking at Wolf Larsen, the
old and implacable snarl of hatred
strong as ever on his face.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Between Friends.
"Say, old chap. you're a good friend

of upLe, aren't you?"
"Sure. And you're a good friend of

mine, aren't you?"'
"Sure. And. say, 1 want to borrow

ten dollars."
"Quiet. Major, quiet. Listea. So

do L. and If you can find anybody with
a few bucks to spare, let me know,
will you."-Judgea

one could write as fast as the minis'
ter spoke.

When Sandy had finished, and the
good lady had expressed her thanks
for the privilege of hearing the se.
maon, she asked him to let her look
at the book he had been reading from.
She seemed much disappointed, how-
ever, because she could make nothing
of it.

At length, after a close inspection
of the mystic signs, she said to the
blushing warrior:

"Ye're a grand laddle and a verra
gude reader, but I must tell ye, and if
I was your sin mither I wad has to
admit It, ye're the verra wurrst writer
I ever came across."

8pent Life en the Ocean.
8iz million miles or more on the

Atlantic highway wlithout shipwreth
is the recold of Howard Ernest Hita.
ley, purser of the Americsn liner S.
LoUlis. Harving reachbed the age of
sixty, he gave notel e the last trip
of the veesel, of his determinatio to
retire from the s He le-ms the
record of harvting crossed the Atlastle
2•a tdmu e
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Old Sailing Ships Return to Port of New York
NEW YORK.-Bill Qulgley, the battery boatman, looked with earnestness

across the waters that stretched away toward the narrows the other day.
He was viewing a greater sight than he ever expected to see. To him the

miracle had happened. Before him,
just visible against the lines of the
Staten island shore, was the four

S muasted ship, the Lancing, that has one
of the most unusual histories of any
boat on the seas; beyond was the Ed-
ward Sewall, with tour great masts, on
three of which there were square
yards; at the eastern anchorage were
several other square riggers, and just
behind him, tied up to a North river
dock, was the four-masted bark, the Va-
lerie, three hundred and fifty feet long.

"It has happened," he said, with a little element of delight in his voice.
"The sailing ship has come back. I never believed that I or anyone would
live to see it."

Those who are most used to New York bay share the astonishment of
the noted boatman who, for almost half a century, has rowed his dory out
and handled the lines that dock very many of the ships, sail and steam, that
come to the port. If one had said two years ago that the sailing vessel
would ever again be a factQr in the life of the port he would have been
laughed at. But war has intervened and one of its strange results has
Leen that there is today a shortage of dock room in New York and the bay
is dotted with sailing craft-more than have been seen here in a score of
years before.

One of the most unusual occurrences that has ever taken place in the
history of a ship was that which has been undergone.by the Lancing. Here
is a sailing ship that was built as a steamship and had a long and notable
career as a passenger vessel. In latter days sailing ships have become
barges and many a vessel that was meant to be pushed about by the winds
has had engines put into it, but this is one of the few Instances where a
steamship ascended the scale, so far as beauty and smartness are concerned,
and became a full-rigged ship with hundreds of square yards of white canvas
to spread to the breeze and a great bowsprit to comb the waves.

Trained Lobster Bites Philadelphia Policeman
P HILADELPHIA.-An attempt to kidnap Felix, a trained lobster, which has

done duty outside a restaurant near Eighth and Vine street several years
was frustrated by the police of the Eleventh and Winter streets station. Before
Felix was rescued he bit his would-be
kidnaper and several policemen.

Felix is a healthy-looking crusta-
cean, and his appearance as he crawls
along the baskets of oysters outside
the restaurant has been the means of
inviting many inside'the place to en-
Joy a little snack o: Felix's relatives,
near and distant. Felix has been
trained to look his best when a pro-
spective customer approaches.

John Johns, who claimr his home
is in Camden, strolled by the restau-
rant at night and, viewing the lobster, put him under his coat and started out
Vine street. One of the waiters ran after the fleeing man and the chase led
to Ninth street, to Race and thence into Chinatown, where Johns ran into the
arms of Gilligan, a policeman.

Johns pleaded with Gilligan to take him of. Gilligsa, thinking the map
was crazy, tried to soothe him.' There was nothing the matter with Johns,
only he wanted Gilligan to. relieve him of the lobster, which had hold of him
by the right thumb. Gillitan reached to take the lobster from Johns, but
Felix had another pair of claws left, and as Gilligan tried to grab him he
reached out and clutched the index finger of Oilligan's right hand. Gilligan's
yells brought Hunt, a fellow policeman, to his aid.

Hunt tried to release both men, but was unsuccessfuL Pinally, with
the aid of the lobster, Gilligan and Johns were brought to the station house,
where the waiter talked to the lobster in crustacean language and Felix
released his hold.

In the meantime Hunt tried to get triendly with Felix by trying to pat
him on the back for capturing a prisoner. Felix has a certain antipathy
toward policemen, and he did not like Hunt's familiarity. He took hold like
the anchor man in a tugof-war on the middle finger of the hand in which
Hunt carries his club. Hunt yelled and again the waiter had to come to the
rescue.

Waycross Man Hopes to Be Biggest Congressman
SAYCRO88 GA.-W. T. Brinson of Waycross has made formal announce.

ment of his candidacy for congress from the Eleventh district. When
he gets actively in the race he will be known throughout the nation as the

"biggest" politician in the United
States. Brinson already holds the dis-
tinction of being the blsest man in
the United States, and the ulargest
Elk in the world.I Brinson now weighs 585 pounds in
his stocking feet, and complains disb
mally that he is being worn to a

- shadow by overwork. He has weighed
S/u as high asu 600 pounds. It took bim

fifteen years to lose the ffteen pounds
a k ****. He will make his canvass in a buggy

built specially to accommodate his Im-
mense bulk. It is more on the lines of an army wagon than a pleure
rehicle. A great Percherra draws It.

When visiting, two chairs are required to accommodate Brinson. The
furniture in his home had to be built specially. He reads and smokes in a
rocking chair that would accommodate an elephant. The bed in which he
sleeps has been double re-enforced. All the doors in his house have been en-
larulged. He has a special tailor who makes his clothes.

In spite of his size, Brinson is an active business man and enJoys perfoet
health. He superintends a large cotton plantation, is a big torpentine
operator, and owns extensive lumber linterests. He enjoys wide popularity.
He says he proposes to be known among the polticians as the "biggest man
in Wuashington."

New York Society Entertains a Pig in a Parlor
EW YORK.-"Bless 'um, piggins.l He was a love, h was, and e ever was

SIn a place like this before, was he. It was enough to embarrass oea moro
sophisticated than a silmple country pig. The scene was the Imposlng drawtnlg
roofo of Mrs. Payne Whitney, at 972
Fifth avenue, and about it moved
New York's most wealthy and most
lovely, attired in the latest styles.

The fact that he was a pioneer in
a new field did not lessen the young
p--ker's PFifth avenue debut, for it
wasu for the social service department
of the New York hospital that Mrs.
Whitney threw open her home.

Late in the afternoon Mrs. Anna
8ands took pity on the little pig and
bouglt him for P5. The $20 bantams
in the next box cackled a good-by, the Airedale pappy howled dismalmly, and
the kittens raised a platintive "meow."

The pit, chickens and other live stock were not the only attractions at I
this market new to PFifth avenue. There was butter at $1 a pound, eggs at
$1 a dosen, olives at $1 a small bottle, and maple slrup at P a pint.

Mrs. Reginald Vanderbilt, Jr., and Miss Mariel Vanderblt presided over
the pickles and cakes, and Mrs. Cornelias Bliss over the butter sad eggs

Mrs. Payne Whitney herself took tn money, throwing It nonchalantly fat.
a huge silver bowl at her feet. When it overflowed she trod the Mblls down
with her foot. Sbhe estimated the contents of the bowl at $1,000.

CANNY HUMAN SKILL.
The ocesan comes up and smashes our beaches and our piers; the wind

blows down old houses and walls and trees; the rall ills up creek beds and
basementa and comes up over the floors of stores with some damage to
silks and sugar; ft is all very big and scary and horrendous; but stiB the
puny human climbs quietly into his dry street car, the antilke commuter
crawls aboard his ship-tsed ferr boat, the steamer swins and dances
through the typboon and the cga-box ofice building laughs at the racket
and the fuss. There iL skill behind the car, the boeat, the buildints; ceumy
human skill that keeps cool and is not to be bluftd even by the winds ad
waters of the earth; and nature may lose Its temper all it wLanuts; it lose it
quite fruttlessly. Which ought to sggest somethltg- a hFndc•seco uel
Iett.

The m at a mner never oquires e tahlk bah.

Dr s l m e-risin,
inv sore the sstm,
removes the waute mat-
ter and brigsamryosup.

OVEREOME
madio of moeons men.
bkras I.Ing bsk soesmah,bowels, bursin e had .-

ease aup the whes sem.
Aids te pmeat Cssne

l taw N CATARRH

ITCH
"Hunt's Cre" is absolutely guarated
to cure Itch, Usema, iagworm, Ttter.
or any Skin Disease, orp price
cheerfully refunded. Sold hrwe
for Oe. a box, or write, A. IB.
Medicine Co., Sherman. Texas.

Constipation
Vanihes Forever
Prompt Relief -Permanmet Cure
CARTER'S UTILE
LIVER PILLSnever
fall. ePuree gate

but gently onI

hic h ex t. pTo cure tin pe.• ttc h h g ort , he livrTE

ominne. r dIhardt's m has
recu-cur

wm the ompti o lbtnd. S tieD No eM.
G thine treatment bear Sinatu. .

LD c o. 4. ortbrl A , h I N.Y.

TRY TBS OLDREIABLEINTERSII ITI hILECHILL TONIC

For MALARIA II'

Growing Suspiiouss.
There is a place down Third street

where certain printer hatng out wchen

twilight has come and the day's work
is over. And there's a reason !In lifting type from galley to form a
printer uses what Is called a "make-

up rule." It Is a thin strip of steel.
and you can buy 'em for about ton
cents each.

But the man that rups the place
where the Ben Franklin boys go has
been led to believe that this little
bit of steel is the printer's badge.
Without It the printer can't work, ac-cording to his conception. He has

been led to believe that.SsecurityO, the genialr hoest readl.ly
ipas over. nd the coin. He has onirboxup rulel of theis a thin strip of steel ,tprbeent, leand to believe that thi little-bit oFra steiI the printer's b. d

Vcordin to hl oneptiv . e h
been obbled toad believe that.y boy and
his fatheru a printer to ad him inoster the

n"Remember, Bobbule o," dolhe r and tis
ils going to hurve t mhe"moreup nit doe"

"I hope Crit, the ether," replied the
unrep over the co. e h a c

bo usuall y the tuen etrips oi. teel •tS tn Frco Chronicme eVredietive.Bobble had been a aunhty bo' ad

hi ther w bout to dmieiter the
mental pand phyict. force

is oi to hnourit me mone th is it dmper-

urape.Nutsentnt bo.
Smade of whole wht blnded

mallted brley, aeuppli .n
food plen i bir port in dte

cidi including- e f•vilua.

manyTo brifoo out mothe bnectmental and phoicdy force.

ound nourihment is impa

Grape-Nuts


