Cayley Wheeled Sharply Up Into the Wind.

CHAPTER |I.

The Man With Wings.

For many hours—Cayley was too
» much of a god today to bother with
the exact number of them—he had
been flying slowly northward down a
mild southerly breeze. Hundreds of
feet below him was the dazzling, ter-
rible expanse of the polar ice pack
which shrouds the northern limits of
the Arctic ocean In its impenetrable
veil of mystery.

A compass, a sextant, a bottle of
milk and a revolver comprised, with
the clothes he wore, and with the
shimmering silken wings of his areo-
plane, his whole equipment, His near-
est base of supplies, if you could call
it that, was a 20-pound tin of pemmi-
ean, hidden under a stone on the
north east extremity of Herald 1sland,
300 miles away. The United States
rescue station at Point Barrow, the
extreme northerly point of Alaska,
the place which he had called home
for the past three months, was pos-

bly, half
here offt to
. But for these past weeks of un-

broken arctic sunshine, he had fairly
lived a-wing. The earth had no ob-
structlons and the air no perils. To-
day, with his great broad fan-tail
drawn up arc-wise beneath him, his
planes pitched slightly forward at the
precise and perilous angle that only
just did not send him plunging, head-
first, down upon the sullen masses of
lce below, he lay there, prome, upon
the gheep-skin sleeping bag which
padded the frame-work supporting his
\ two wings, as secure as the great ful-
mar petrel which drew curiously near,
and then, with a wheel and a plunge,
fled away, aquawking.

For all practical purposes Cayley
had learned to fly. The great fan-
driven air ship, 100 feet from tip to
tip, which had long Iain idle on his
ranch at Sandoval, would probably
never leave its house again. It had
done yeoman service. Without its
powerful propellers, for the last re-
source, Cayley would never have been
able to try the experiments and get
the practise which had glven him the
air for his natural element. He had
outgrown it. He had no more need
of motors or whirling fans, The force
of gravity, the force of the breeze and
the perfectly co-ordinated muscles ot
his own body gave him all the power
he needed now.

Perhaps the succeeding generations
of humankind may develop an eye
which can see ahead when.the body
i{s lying prone, as a bird lies in Its
fiight. Cayley had remedied this de-
ficiency with a little silver mirror,
slightly concave, screwed fast to the
erossbrace which supported his shoul-
ders. Instead of bending back his
head, or trying to see out through his
eyebrows, he slmply cast a backward
glance into this mirror whenever he
wanted to look on ahead, It had been
a little perplexing at first, but he
could see better in It mow than with
his unaided eyes.

And now, a minute or two, perhaps,
after that fulmar had gone squawking
away, he glanced down into his mir-
row, and his olymplan calm was
shaken with the shock of surprise.
For .what he saw, clearly reflected in
his little reducing glass, was land.
There was & mountain, .and a long
dark line that must be & clifflike
coast.

And it was land /that mever had
been marked on any chart. In abso-
fute degrees of latitude he was mnot,
from the arctic explorer's view, very
far north, Over on the other side of
the world they run excursion steam-
ers every summer nearer to the pole
than he was at this moment. Spitz-
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bergen, which has had a permanent
population of 15,000 =mouls, lles 300
miles farther north- than this un-
charted coast which Philip Cayley saw
before him,

But the great ice cap which covers
the top of the world Is irregular in
shape, and just here, northward from
Alaska, it jutd its impenetrable bar-
rier far down into the Arctic sea.
Rogers, Collingon and the ill-fated De-
Long—they ali had tried to penetrate
this barrier, and had been turned
back.

Cayley wheeled sharply up into the
wind, and scared aloft to a height of,
perhaps, & quarter of a mile. Then,
with a long, flashing, shimmering
gweep, he descended, in the arc of a
great circle, and hung, polsed, over
the land itself and behind the jutting
shoulder of the mountain.

The land was a narrow-necked pe-
ninsula. Mountain and cliff prevented
him from seeing the immediate coast
on the other side of it; but out a little
way to sea he was amazed to discover
open water, and the smoke-like vapor
i v ristog’ W‘ﬂlﬂheﬁ.’ﬂ
made it evidert that the opening ex-
tended nearly, !f mot quite, to the
very Jand’s edge. It was utterly un
expected, for the side of the . penin-
sula which he had approached was
ice-locked for illes.

He would have towered again
above the rocky ridge which shut off
his view, and gone to investigate this
phenomenon at closer range, had
he not, just then, got the shock of an-
other surprige, greater than the dis-
covery of land itself.

The little valley which he hung
poized above wag sheltered by a second
ridge of rocky, ice-capped hills to the
north, and, except for sireaks, denot-
Ing crevices, here and there, was quite
free from ice and snow. There were
bright patches of green upon it, ev-
idently some bit of fiowering northern
grass, and it was flecked here and
there with bright bits of color, yellow
poppy, he judged it to be, and saxi-
frage. Hugging the base of the moun-
tain on the opposite side of the valley,
then notching the clif and grinding

was 'a greai white glacier, all the
whiter, and coider, and more dazzling
for its contrast with the brown moun-
tain-side and the green-clad valley.

Up above tbe glacier, on the farth-
er side, were great broad yellow
patehes, which be would have thought
were poppy field, but for the impos-
pibility of their growing in such a
place. No vegetable growth was pos-
sible, he would have thought, against
that clean-cut, almost vertical, rocky
face. And yet, what else could have
given it that blazing yellow color?
Bome day he waa to learn the answer
to that question.

But the thing that caught his eye
now, that mad= him start and draw in
a little involuntary gasp of wonder,
was the sight of a little clump of
black dots moving slowly, almost im-
perceptibly from this distance, across
the face of the glacier. He blinked his
eyes, as if he sugpected them of play-
ing him false, Unless they had played
him false, these tiny dots were men.

All of the party, but one man, were
dressed exactly alike, in hooded bear-
skin- shirts and breeches, and hoots
of what he guessed was walrus hide.
They moved along with the peculiar
wary shuffie of men accustomed, by
long habit, to the footing and to the
heavy confining garb they wore. So
far as he could see they were un-
armed.

The other man was strikingly dif-
ferent. ‘He appeared to be clad much
as Cayley was himself, in leather,

seemed slighter,

| | been walking.

down to sea at the other side of it

rather than in untanned hide. He
sprightlier, and in

\_

every way to convey the impression ;
of having come more recently from
the civilized, habitable portion of the
world than his companions. He car-
ried a rifle slung by a strap over his
ghoulder, evidently foreseeing no im-
mediate use for it, and a flask.

Cayley was too far aloft for their
conversation to be audible to him, but
he could hear that they were talking.
The leather-clad man appeared to be
doing the most of it, and, from the
inflection of his voice, he seemed to
be speaking in _English.

Presently he noticed that the leath-
er-clad man had forged a little ahead
of his companions, or, rather—like a
flash, this idea occurred to Cayley—
that the others were purposely lag-
ging a little behind.
oAnd then, before that sinister idea
could formulate itself into a definite
suspicion, his eyes wldened with
amazement, and the cry he would
have uttered dled in his throat; for
this man, who had so innocently al-
lowed the others to fall behind him,
suddenly staggered, clutched at some-
thing—Iit looked like a thin ivory dart
—that had transfixed his throat,
tugged it out in a sudden flood of
crimson, reeled a little and then went
backwards over the glassy edge of &
fissure in the ice, which lay just to
the left of the path where he had

From, the instant when Cayley had
noticed the others dropping behind, to
the last glimpse he had of the body
of the murdered man could hardly
have been flve seconds.

The instant the murdered man dis-
appeared, another, who had not prevl
ously been with the party, it seemed,
appeared from behind a hummock of
fce. There could be no doubt either
that he was the assassin, or that he
was the commander of the little group
of skin-clad figures that remained.
The ambush appeared to have been
perfectly dellberate. There had been
no outery, not even a gesture of sur-
prise or of remonstrance.

Cayley looked at the assassin curi-
ously. He was dressed exactly like
the others, but seemed very much
bigger; seemed to walk with less of
a slouch, and had, even to Cayley's
limited view of him. an air of authori-
ty. Cayley was surprised at his not
belng armed with a bow, for he knew
of no other way in which & dart could
have been propelled with power
enough, even at close range, to have
transfixed a man's throat. The assas-
sin’s only weapon, except for a quiver-
ful of extra darts, seemed to be a
short blunt stick, rudely whittled,

Obedient, apparently, to the order
of the new arrival, the party changed
its direction, leaving what was evi-
dently a well-known path to them, for
a seemingly more direct but rougher
route, And they moved now with an
appearance of haste. Presently they
scrambled over a precipitous ledge of
lce and, iIn & moment, were lost to
Cayley's view.

The world was suddenly empty
again, as if no living foot had ever
trodden it; and Cayley, hovering
there, a little above the level of the
fce, rubbed hls eyes and wondered
whether the singular, silent tragedy
he had just witnessed were real, or 8
trick the mysterious arctic light had
played upon his tired eyes. But there
remained upon that vacant scene two
material reminders of the tragedy to
which it had afforded a setting. One
was smudge of erimson on the snow;
the other, a little distance off, just
this gide of the icy ridge over which
the last of the party had gone scram-
bling a moment before, was the
strange looking blunt stick which he
had seen in the assassin’s hand,
Cayley flew a little lower, his winga
almozt skimming the ice. Finally,
reaching the gpot where the thing had
fallen, he alighted and picked it np.
Whether its possessor had valued it,
or not, whether or not he might be
expected to return for it, Cayley did
not know, and did not much care.

He stood for some time turning-the
thing over in hig hands, puzzling over
it, trying to make out how it could
have been used as the instrument of
propulsion to that deadly ivory dart.
There was a groove on one side of it,
with & small ivory plug at the end.
The other end was curiously shaped,
misshapen, rather, fgr, though it was
obviously the end one held, Cayley
could not make it fit his hand, what-
ever position he held it in.

Giving up the problem at fast, he
tucked the stick into his belt, slipped
his arm through the strap in the
frame-work of his aeroplane and pre-
pared for flight. He had a little dif-
culty getting up, owing to the absence
of a breeze at this point. Finally he
was obliged to climb, with a good deal
of labor, the fcy ridge up which he
had watched the little party of mur-
derers scrambling,

At the crest he cast a glance
around, looking for them, but saw no
signs of them. Then, getting a favor-
able slant of the wind, he mounted
again into the element he now called
hig own.

Five years before Phillp Cayley
would have passed for a good exam-
ple of that type of clean-limbed, clean-
minded, likable young man which the
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best of our civilization 8seems to be
flowering into. Physically, it would
have been hard to suggest an improve-
ment In him, he approached so mear
the ideal standards. He was fine
vrained, supple, slender, small-jointed,
thorough-bred from head to heel,

Intellectually, he had ! been gond
enough to go through the academy at
West Point with credit, and to grad-
uate high enough i his class to be
assigned to service in the cavalry. Hig
standarda of conduct, his ideas of hon-
or and morality had been about ihe
same a8 those of the best third of his
classmates. If his fellow officers in
the Philippines, during the year or
two he spent in the service, had been
asked to plck a flaw in him, which
they would have been reluctant to do,
they would have said that he seemed
to them & bit too thin-skinned and
rather fastidious; that was what his
chum and only intimate friend, Perry
Hunter, said about him at any rate.

But he could afford to be fastidi-
ous, for he had about all & man could
want, one would think. For- three
generatione they had taken wealth
for granted in the Cayley family, and
with it had come breeding, mecdrity
of social position, simplicity and ease
in making friends, both among men
and wonien. In ghort, there could be
no doubt at all that up to his twenty-
ninth year Fate had been fronically
kind to Philip Cayley. She had given
him no hint, no preparation for the
stunning blow that was to fall upon
him. suddenly, out of so clear a sky.

When it did fall, it cut his Ilife
clean across; so that when he thought
back to that time now, it seemed to
him that the Lieutenant Cq‘:ley of the
United States army had died over
there in the Philippines, and that he,
the man who was now goaring in those
great circles through the arctic gky,
was a chance inheritor of his name
and of his memory. :

He had set out one day at the head
of a small scouting party, the best-
liked man in the regiment, secure in
the respect, in the almost fatherly re-
gard, of his colonel, proudly conscious
of the almost idolatrous gdmiration
of his men and the youngeér officers.
He had gone out believing that no
one ever had a truer friend than he
possessed in Perry Hunter, his class-
mate at West Point, his fellbw officer
in the regiment, the confiddnt of all
his hopes and 1deals. L

He had come back, aftef
night's absence, to find
smeared with disgrace, h
and condemned, unheard, I8
ion of the mess. And ths

bad deprived him of the re
only people in the world Whi

ed to him, destroyed, also, root and
branch, his affection for the one man
of whom he had made an!intimate.
The only feeling that it would be pos-
sible for him to entertaln Perry
Hunter again must be a balf-pitying,
half-incredulous - contempt. ; And fif
that was his feeling for the man he
had trusted most ar& loved the most
deeply, what must be itfor the rest of
humankind? What did it matter what
they thought of him or what they did
to him? All he wanted of human so-
clety was to escape from it.’

He fell to wondering, as he hung,
suspended, over that rosy expanse of
fieecy fog, whether, were the thing to
do over again, he would act as he had
acted five years ago; whether he
would content himself with a single
disdainful demnial of the monstrous
thing they charged him with; whether
he would restgn again, under fire, and
go away, leaving his tarnished name
for the dawa to peck at. i

Heretofore he had always answered
that question with a flerce afirma-
tive. Today it left him wondering.
Had he stayed, had he pald the price
that would have been necesgary to
clear himgelf, he would mever have
found his wings, g0 much was clear.
He would never have gEpent those
four years in the wilderness, working,
experimenting, taking his life in his
hands, day after day, while he master-
ed the art that no man had ever mas-
tered before. -

He had set himaself this task because
it was the only one he knew that did
not involve contact with his fellow-
beings. He must have something that
he could work at alome. Work and
solitude were two things that he had
felt an overmastering craying for. And
the possibility he had faced with a
light heart every morning—the possi-
bility of & suddén and violent death
before night, had been no more 10
him than an agreeable spice to the
dey’s work.

It wes not until he had actually
learned to fiy, had literally shaken the
dust of the earth from his feet and
taken to the sky as his abode, that his
wound had healed. The three months
that he had spent In this upper arctic
air, a-wing for 16 hours out of 24, had
calmed him, put his nerves in tune
again; given him for men and thelr
affairs a quiet indifference, in place
of the smarting contempt he had been
hugging to his breast before. Three
months ago, at sight of those little
human dots crossing the glacler, he
would have wheeled aloft &nd gone
salling away. Even a month ago he

there, above the fog, walting for it to
lift again the veil of mystery which
it had drawn across the tragic scene
he had just witnessed.

The month was August, and the
long arctic day had already begun to
know Its diurnal twilight. A fort-
night ago the sun had dipped, for the
firat time, below the horizon. By now
there were four or five hours, out of
every 2b, that would pass for night.

The sun set while he hung there in
the air, and as it did so, with a new
slant of the breeze the fog rolled itself
up into a great violet-colored cloud,
leaving the earth, the ice, the sea un-
velled below him. And there, in the
open water of the little bay, he saw a
ship, and on the shore a cluster of
rude huts.

It struck him, even from the height
at which he soared, that the ship, tied
to an fcefloe in the shelter of the
great headland, did not look like a
whaler, nor like the sort of craft
which an arctic explorer would have
gelected for his purposes. It had more
the trim smartness of a yacht,
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‘e | night and he saw 0 signs of life any-

where. "He would drop down for
nearer look. ‘

He descended, with a sudden hawk-
like pounce, which was ome of his
more recent achievements in the navi-
gation of the air, checked himself
again at about the level of the mast-
head, with a flashing, forward swoop,
like a man diving in shallow water;
then, with 2 sudden effort, brought
himself up standing, his planes nearly
vertical, and, with a backward spring,
alighted, clear of his wings, on the ice.
floe just opposite the ship.

As he did eo, he heard a little sur-
prised cry, half of fear, half of aston-
ishment. It was a girl's volice.

CHAPTER Il.

The Girl on the Ice Floe.

She stood there on the floe confront-
ing him, not ten feet away, and at
gight of her Philip Cayley's eyes
widened. "“What in the world!” he
gasped. Then stared at her speech-
less.

Sha was clad, down to the knees, In
gealskin, and below its edge he could
gee the tops of her small fur-trimmed
boots. Upon her head she wore a
little turban-like cap of seal, The
smartly tailored lines of the coat em-
phasized her young slenderness. Her
bootmaker must have had a reputa
tion npon some metropolitan boule-
vard, and her head-gear came clearly
under the category of what is known
as modes. Her eyes were very blue
and her hair was golden, warmed, he
thought, as she stood there in the
orange twilight, with.a glint of red.

Cayley gasped again, as he took in
the detalls of this vision, Then col-
tected himself. “I beg your pardon,”
he stammered. “I don't mean to be
rudely inquisitive, but what, in the
world, 1s a person like you doing in
this part of it—that is, if you are real
at all? This is latitude 76, and mo
cartographer who ever lived has put
that coast-line yonder into his maps.
Yet here, in this nameless bay, I find
a yacht, and on this lce floe, in the
twilight, you.”

She shock ber head a little impa-
tiently, and blinked her eyes, as if to
clear them of a vision. “Of course”
she said, "I know I've fallen asleep
and this is a dream of mine, but even
for a dream, aren't you a little un-
reagonable? Yachis are a natural
mode of conveyance across the ocean.
You find them in many bays—some-
times in nameless ones—and they al-
ways have people on them. But you
—you come wheeling down, out of a
night sky. lfke some great nocturnal
bird, and alight here on the floa be-
side me. And then you change your-

sre prabably all asleep down
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He Heard a Little Surprised Cry,

self into a man and look at me in sur-
prise, and ask me, in English, what
in the world I am doing here—I had
the yacht; and ask me if I'm real.”

There was a moment of gllence aft-
er that. Unconsclously they drew a
little mearer together. Then Cayley
spoke. “I'm resl, at any rate,” he
said; “at least I'm a tax payer, and I
weigh 160 pounds, and I have a hame
and address. It's Philip Cayley, if
that will make me geem more natural,
and my headguarters this summer are
over on Point Barrow.”

" “T'm not dreaming, then?" she asked
dubiously. .

“No,” he paid; “it either of us s
dreaming, it's not you. May I furl up
my wings and talk to you for awhile?”

Her eyes were on the broad-spread,
shimmering planes which lay on the
fce behind him. She seemed hardly
to have heard his question, though
she answered it with an almost voice-
less "ves” Then she approached,
half fearfully, the thing he called hia
"Wlngs."

“It is made of quite commonplace

with fish glue. And folding it up Is
rather an ungainly job. The birds atill
have the advantage of me there. In
a strong wind it's not very easy to do
without damaging something. Would
you mind slipping that joint for me—
that one right by your hand? It's just
like a fishing rod.”

She did as he asked, and her smile
convinced him that she had at leaat
half-guessed his purpose in asking the
gervice of her. The next moment her
words confirmed It.

“You wanted me to make sure, 1
suppoee, that it would not turn into &
great ro¢ when I touched it and fiy
away with me to the Valley of Dia-
monds.” She patted the furled wing
gently with both hands. “I suppose,”
she continued, “one could dream as
vividly as thia, although I never have
—unless, of course, this 1s a dream.
But—" and now she held out her hand
to him, “but I hope 1 am awake. And
my name is Jeanne Fielding.”

He had the hand in his, and noticed
how live and strong and warm it was,
before she pronounced her name. Al
the sound of it, he glanced at her cur:
ously: but all he said just then was,
“Thank you,” and busled himself im-
mediately with completing the process
of furling his wings.

When he bad fnished, he tossed the
gheep-akin down in a little hollow in
the flos, and with a gesture invited
her to be seated.

“Oh, I've a great pile of bear skins
out here,” she sald, “quite a ridiculous
pile of them, considering it is not a
cold night; and we can make our-
gelves comfortable here, or go aboard
the yacht, just as you please.” :

They were ssated side by side in
the little nest she had made for her-
gelf, before he reverted to the idea
which had sprung up in his mind
upon hesring her name. “There was
a ‘Captain Flelding’ once,” he said
glowly, “who set out from San Fran-
clsco half 8 dozen years ago, In the
hope of discovering the pole by the
way of Behring stralt. His ship was
never seen again, nor was any word
received from him. Finding you here
and hearing your name, I wondered—"

“Yes,” she sald gravely, “he was my
tather. We got news of him last win-
ter, 1f you could call it news, for It
was four years old before it renched
us. A whaler in the arctic fleet
picked up a floating bottle with a mes-
sage from him telling where he was,
S0 we have come here to find him—
at least to find where he dled, for 1
suppose there 1s no hope—never so
much as & grain of hope of anythirg

better.” _
(TO BE CONTINUED,)

would hardly have hung, eoaring

GOING TO MORNING SERVICE.

P

gome of the Things a Woman Has to
Do Before She Gets

Started. {

Aztarawomulmdmupm

morning Wwork, ¢leaned the

:l‘:l?xa,n and gotten dinner under way
0 that ft will not take so long upon
her roturn, put on her bat, and given

* final instructions to her husband
shout watching the children, and

when she rexches the corner that she
has still another task to perform.
She must chase the dog back home.

prayer book at him. The dog stops.
her foot. The dog locks hurt. Then

turns as if it never Intended to stop
golng the other way.

The woman staris again for church,
goes a few steps and then turns
around in sudden suspicion to find

the dog just behind her; as’ happy and
2 !

“Go back,” she screams, waving her | never hit him, and thé dog flees, and

“Go back, I say,” she says, Stamping ' pehind the mext stone wall peeking

~hopeful of winning her approval as
| when be first sets out. The woman
rages. BShe throws gtones which

|18 soon out of sight. But he is only

ghe starts toward it, and the dog after her, and when he sees that she

is again on her way, he lopes after
her, with his calm undisturbed. This
time, when the woman sees him, she
turns home in despalr,

*You'll just have to keep thia dog
home,” she says, rushing into the

house. “I don't see what you keep the
horrid brute for, anywsy."

The, husband calls the dog In, and
the dog knows there is mo fooling
with his master, and obeys. And he
knows also that by his master his
attentions are never misunderstood.
It would spoil the church services for

s sympathy between & man and a dog
never 8o apparent as when they are
left in this way together on & Bunday

How It Feels to Be Run Over.

“*When 1 was run over,” writes a
correspondent, *1 had not seen the
car approaching. The first thing 1
knew was that 1 was on the ground,
kicking upward with my legs in an
effort to get from under the car. Then
1 felt & wheel going over my chest,
which bent as it passed over. In the
intervening second or two I went
through several minutes’ worth of feel-
ings. 1 had the semsations of aston-
{shing at being on the ground, of
mtlnztnmlluldandnnr,u

bracing myself—and my chest spe
cially—stiff to resist something, what-
ever it might be, while a lightning
flash of fear was dimly there and a
subconscious query, ‘What on earth
next? Yet it was hardly fean be
cause there was no time for such a
durable sensation; It was rather a
gense of belug suddenly coofronted
with a grave reality of doubtful, ob-
scurely terrible import.”

will take care of itself.
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FREEDOM FROM
COLDS & HEADACHES

INDIGESTION & SOUR STOMACH
BILIOUSNESS & GONSTIPATION
 and other illy, due to an inactive coods
b tion of the Liver, Stomach and Bowels,
 may be obtained most pleasantly and
 most promptly by wing Syrup of Figs
and Elixir of Senna. It is not & new
and untried remedy, but is wsed by
millions of wellinformed families through-
out the world to cleanse and sweeten:
and strengthen the system whenever a
laxative remedy is needed.

When buying note the full name
of the Company—California Fig Syrwp
Co.,~printed on every package of the
genuing. °
Regular price 50* per bot. cne sin enly.
For sale by all leading drugyists.

THE ORIGINAL and GENUINE
SYRUPof FIGS and
ELEXIR® SENNA

IS MANUFACTURED BY

CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP(O,

THEY CHEATED AT CARDS

Experienced Shopper, Who Was Wise,
Put Hubby Onto Facts of
the Case,

Speaking of family poker parties,
this really happened:

A young married couple attended
such a session at the home of a nelgh-
bor the other night. And when this
young couple got home, the female
end of the sketch said:

“Jim, T hate to say anything about
the Halls—they seem io be nice peo-
ple. But I'm afraid they cheat at
cards.”

“Nonsenge!”

“1 knew you'd say that, and it's dear
of you to be so unsuspecting. But—
well, what was the price of the chips,
tonight? Five cents each? That's
what I thought. Jim, 1 examined
those chips carefully, and they're the
very same thing that I could have
bought at Jones’ store for a dollar &
hundred in all three colors, too!”

TOO HARD WORK.

“You are charged with having four
wives living.”

“Well, 1 don’t know whether they
are all living or not, judge; I can't
keep track of them all.”

official, formerly a senator of the
United States from Kentucky.

In the days of his youth the Ken-
tuckian was asked by a friend to sec-
ond him in a duel. He consented, and
at sunrise the parties met at the ap-
pointed place.

Now it was this Kentuckian's duty
to say the last words touching the
terms of the duel. But, although he
faithfully performed this duty, the
duel never took place.

A murmur of “Why not?" invariably
goes round whenever this story i
told, whereupon the answer i as fol-
lowe:

“For a very simple reason. When
Joe finished speaking it was too dark
for a duel."—Chicago Journal,

Higs Prescription.

A young doctor wishing to engage
the company of a young lady for a
buggy ride, sent the following pre-
seription:

One bugey, one horse,
road, one doctor.
on.—Judge.

one good

Expert Advice.

“How long does it take to learn to
run an automobile?

“You'll need about three days to ac-
quaint yourgelf with the working parts
of the machine and a week to master
the vocabulary.”

LUCKY MISTAKE.

Grocer Sent Pkg. of Postum and
Opened the Eyes of the Family.
A lady writes from Brookline, Mass.:
“A package of Postum was sent me

one day by mistake.

“] notified the grocer, but finding
that there was no coffee for breakfast
next morning I prepared some of the
Postum, following the directions very
carefully.

“It was an immedlate success in my

family, and from that day we have '

uged It constantly, parents and chil-
dren, too—for my three rosy youpg-
stera are allowed to drink it freely/at
breakfast and luncheon, They think it
deliclous, and 1 would have a mutiny
on my hands should I omit the be-
loved beverage. '

“My husband used to have & very
delicate stomach while we were using
coftee, but to our surprise his stam-
ach has grown strong and entirely well
gince we quit.coffee and have been on
Postum.,

“Noting the good effects in my fam-
{ly I wrote to my sister, who was &
coffee toper, and after much persuae
glon got her to try Postum.

“Bhe was prejudiced against it &t
firgt, but wken ghe presently found
that all the allments that coffee gave
her left and she got well quickly ghe
became and remains a thorough and
enthusiastic Postum convert,

“Her nerves, which bhad becoma
shattered by the use of coffee have
grown healthy again, and today she I8
& new woman, thanks to Postum.”

and & febric of bladders, cemented | 1ne following is told of & federal

Take from 3 p. m.

. Take care of the tips and the trip

Name given by Postum Coi, Battle
Creek, Mich., and the “canse why" will
be found in the great little book, “The

pkes.

Ever read the abave letter? A new
one appears from time to time,

They
REe Eem t
, t..m ey and full of human

Road to Wellville,” which comes in
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