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he explained that he had been hunting 
the kidnapers to no purpose. “Except 
that I learned enough to know they 
put up a job with the justice, all right; 
I got next to that game without any 
Machiavellian exertions. But they got 
away. Who is it? Any of Keatcham's 
gang?" 

"Atkins,” said the colonel, concisely. 
Tracy whistled and apologized. “It’s 

a blow,” he confessed. “That little 
wretch! He has brains to burn and 
not an ounce of conscience. You 
know he has been mousing round at 
the hotels after Keatcham’s mail—” 

“He didn’t get It?” 

“No, Carey had covered that point. 
Cary has thought this all out very 

carefully, but Atkins has got on to 
the fact that Cary was here In this 
hotel with Keatcham. But he doesn’t 
know where we come in; whether 
Keatcham's gang is just lying low for 
some game of its own, or whether 
we’ve got him. At least, I don’t be- 
lieve he knows.” 

“You ought not to be talking so free- 
ly with me; I haven’t promised you 
anything, you know,” warned the colo- 
nel. 

“But you’ve got your nephew back 
all right; we have been on the square 
with you; why should you butt in? I 
know you won’t.” 

“I don’t seem to have a faiV call 
to,” observed the colonel. 

“Ane I think the old boy is going 
to give in; he has made signals of dis- 
tress, to my thinking. Wanted his 
mail; and wanted to write; and in- 
formed Cary—'he saw him for the first 
time to-day—that he had bigger things 

/Ioolr thon tho ami wuntaH 

made fun of the ‘Ague Busters;' he | 
had a notion that the reason it was 

such up hill work for him in the school 
was his father’s trade. No doubt he 
did get nasty licks at first; and he's 

revengful. He hasn’t got on in society 
outside, either—this he lays to his not 

being a university man. You see his 
father lost some of his money and put 
him to work instead of in college. He 
was willing enough at the time—I 
think he wanted to get married—but 

afterward, when he was getting a good 
salary and piling up money on liis tips, 
he began to think that he had lost 
more than he had bargained for. Al- 

together, he’s soured. Now, what he 
wants is to make a thundering big 
strike and to pull out of Wall street, 
buy wl at he calls ‘a seat on the 
James’ and set up for p southern gen- 
tleman. He’s trying to marry a south- 
ern girl, they say, who is kin to the 
Carters and the Byrds and the Lees 
and the Carys—why, you know her, 
she’s Mrs. Winter’s secretary.” 

‘‘Does—does she care for him?” The 
colonel suddenly felt his mouth 

parched; he was savagely conscious of 
his mounting color. What a fiendish 
trick of fate! he had never dreamed 
of this! Well, whether she cared for 
him or not, the man was a brute; he 
shouldn’t get her. That was one cer- 

tainty in the colonel's mind. 
“Why, Cary vows she doesn’t, that 

it was only a girlish bit of nonsense 

up in Virginia, that time he was pros- 
pecting. you know. But I non’t feel so 

safe. She’s too nice for such a cur. 

But you know what women are; the 
nicest of them seem to be awfully 
queer about men. There's no betting 
on them.” 

"I’m afraid not,” remarked the colo- 
nel. lightly. But he put his fingers in- 
side his collar and loosened it, as if 
he felt choked. 

"Oh, They Bluffed a Little,” Returned Archie, Carelessly. 

SYNOPSIS. 

The story opens at Harvard where Col. 
Rupert Winter, U. S. A., visiting, saw' the 
suicide of young Mercer. He met Cary 
Mercer, brother of the dead student. 
Three years later, In Chicago, in 1906, 
Col. Winter overheard Cary Mercer ap- 
parently planning to kidnap Archie, the 
colonel’s wrard, and to gain possession of 

Aunt Rebecca Winter’s millions. A Miss 
Smith wras mentioned apparently as a 

conspirator. A great financial magnate 
was aboard the train on which Col. Win- 

ter met his Aunt Rebecca, Miss Smith 
and Archie. Col. Winter learned that the 
financial magnate Is Edwin S. Keatcham. 
Winter, aided by Archie, cleverly frus- 
trated a hold-up on the train. He took a 

great liking to Miss Smith, despite her 
alleged kidnaping plot. Archie mysteri- 
ously disappeared in Frisco. Blood in a 

nearby room at the hotel caused fears* for 

the bov’s life. The lad’s voice was heard 
over the telephone, however, and a min- 

ute later a woman’s voice—that of Miss 
Smith. Col. Winter and a detective set 

out for the empty mansion owned by 
Arnold, a Harvard graduate. They w'ere 

met with an explosion within. Mercer 
appeared. He assured Winter that Archie 
had returned. The colonel saw' a vision 
flitting from the supposedly haunted 
house. It was Miss Janet Smith. Col. 
Winter to himself admitted that he loved 
Miss Smith. Mercer told Winter that 
Archie had overheard plans for a coup 
and had been kidnaped. One of Mercer’s 
friends on returning the boy to his aunt 
had been arrested for speeding and when 
he returned from the police station to his 
auto the lad was gone? Mercer confessed 
he W’as forcibly detaining Keatcham. 
Mercer told his life story, relating how' 
Keatcham and his scoundrel secretary. 
Atkins, had ruined him. the blow killing 
his wife. Mercer was holding him prison- 
er In order that he could not get control 
of a railroad which wras the pet project of 
the father of his college friend. Endicott 
Tracy. Aunt Rebecca saw Archie in a 

cab with tw'O men. Then he vanished. 
She followed in an auto, into the Chinese 
district and by the use of a mysterious 
Chinese jade ornament she secured a 

promise from an influential Chinaman 
that the boy would be returned. Archie 
returned and told his story. Atkins, for- 
mer secretary to Keatcham, being his 

second kidnaper. 

CHAPTER XII.—Continued. 

“Archie,” the colonel interjected 
here, “was one of the men a little fel- 

low, clean-shaven, with a round black 

head, blue eyes—one of his eyes winks 
a little faster than the other?” 

“Yes, sir. How did you know?” 
“I didn’t know; I guessed. Well, get 

nr. f Vio\r wantpH tn nnmn von when 

I kept thinking of a rotten yarn of 

Kipling's; something happened to him, 
down in the underground quarter, in 

just such a hot, nasty-smelling hole, 
I guess, as I was in; you remember. 
Miss Janet, about the game of cards 
and the Mexican stabbing a Chink for 
cheating, and how Kipling jumped up 
and ran for his life, never looking 
around; and don’t you remember that 
nasty bit, how he felt sure they had 
dealt with the greaser their own way 
and he’d never get up to the light 
again—” 

“I’ve been remembering that story 
all this afternoon,” answered Miss 
Smith with a shudder. 

“Agreeable little tale,” said Aunt 
Rebecca, dryly. “Archie, you must 

have had a right nasty quarter of an 

hour. How did you get away?" 
“Why, a Chink came and called the 

little man off; and there was a lot of 
talking which I couldn't hear, and the 
cop was swearing; I think they didn't 
like it.‘ But, in a minute the China- 
man—he was an awful nice little feller 
—he came up to me and took me out, 
led me all sorts of ways, not a bit 
like the way I came in, and got me out 
to the street. The other fellows were 

very polite; they told me that they 
were my friends and only wanted to 

find a clew to my kidnapers; and the 

burning holes in me was only a joke 
to give me an excuse to break my 
word under compulsion—why, they 
wouldn’t hurt me for the world! I pre 
tended to be fooled, and said it was 

all right, and looked pleasant; but— 
I’d like to scare them the same way 
once, all the same." 

The boy caught at his lip which was 

trembling, and ended with a shaky 
laugh. Miss Smith clenched the fisi 
by her side; but she dropped the arm 

near Archie, and said in a matter-of 
fact, sprightly tone: “Archie, you 

realty uugiii gu uit;ss—auu wo.au 

for dinner; excuse me for mentioning 
it, but you have no idea how grimj 
you are.” 

The commonplace turn of though! 
did its errand. Archie, who had beer 
bracing himself anew against the hor 
ror which he remembered, droppec 
back into his familiar habits anc 

jumped up consciously. “It’s the dust 
motoring,” he offered, bashfully, “i 

ought to have washed before I cam* 

up. Well, that’s all; we came straigh 
here. Now, may I go take a bath?” 

Aunt Rebecca was fingering a curi 
ous jade locket on her neck. Sh< 
watched the boy run to the open door 

“I wish you’d go into your room 

colonel,” said Miss Smith, “and se< 

that nothing happens to him. It’s silly 
but I am expecting to see him vanisl 
again!” 

The sentence affected the colone 
unpleasantly; why need she be posini 
before him, as if that first disappear 
ance had had any real fright in it 
Of course she didn’t know yet (al 
though Aunt Rebecca might have toll 
her—she ought to have told her am 

stopped this unnecessary deceit) tha 
he was on to the game; but—he didn’ 
like it. Unconsciously, his inwari 
criticism made his tone drier as he r« 

plied with a little bow that he in 

agined Archie was quite safe, now 

and he would ask to be excused, as h 
had to attend to something befor 
dinner. 

Was it his faney that her fac 

changed and her eyes looked wistful 
It must have been. He walked stiff! 

away. Hardly had he entered hi 
room and turned his mind on th 

changed situation before the tt*ephon 
apprised him that a gentleman, Mi 
Gardiner, who represented the Fir* 
less Cook Stove, said that he had a 

appointment with Col. Winter to ea 

plain the stove; should he be sent up 
Directly, Endicott Tracy enterec 

smiling. “Where’s the kid? I kno* 

he’s back,” were his first words; an 

they got you safely out of sight?” 
“Yes," Archie said, “they put me 

into the sweat-box, all right.” 
“Did you tell them anything?” asked 

Mrs. Winter. 
Archie looked at her reproachfully. 

Did she think that he had gone to 

boarding school for nothing? He ex- 

plained that, being a stranger in the 
town, he could not tell anything about 
where he’d been. There was an agent at 
the house trying to sell stoves, and they 
let him take him off bgck to the hotel. 
The man seemed to know all about 
who he (Archie) was, and about his 

having gone away. The men asked 
him an awful lot of questions about 
how he was taken away. He said he 
didn’t know, and he’d promised not to 
tell. He couldn’t tell. They said he 
would have to go to jail if he didn’t 

tell, because the men who had him 
were such bad men. But he didn’t 
tell. 

“Did they try to frighten you—to 
make you tell?” said Mrs. Winter. 

“Oh, they bluffed a little,” returned 
Archie, carelessly, yet the keen eyes 
on him—eyes both worldly-wise and 
shrewd—noted that the lad's color 
shifted and he winced the least in the 
world over some remembrance. 

“But they* didn't hurt you? They 
didn’t burn you or cut you or twist 

your arms, or try any other of theii 
playful ways?” Mrs. Winter demanded; 
and Janet began feeling the boy’s 
arms, breathing more quickly. The 
colonel only lfloked. 

“No, they didn’t do a thing. I knew 

they wouldn’t, too,” Archie assured 

her, earnestly. “I told them if they 
did anything Uncle Rupert and you 
would make Aem pay.” 

“And you weren’t frightened, away 
from every one—in that hideous quar 
ter?” cried Miss Smith. “Oh, my 
dearl” She choked. 

“Well, maybe I was a little scaied 

to get at them. We’re going to win 
out all right.” 

“Unless Atkins gets at him to-night,” 
the colonel suggested. “You oughtn’t 
to have come here, Gardiner. Don't 
go home, now. Wait until later, and 
let me rig you up in another lot of 
togs and give you my own motor car. 

Better.” 
Tracy was more than impressed by 

the proposal; he was plainly grateful. 
He entered with enthusiasm into the 
soldier’s masquerade—Tracy had al- 
ways had a weakness for theatricals and 
some of his Hasty Pudding “Portraits 
of Unknown People We Know” had 
won him fame at Cambridge. Ten 
minutes later, there sat opposite the 
colonel a florid-faced, mustached, west- 

ern commercial traveler whose plaided 
tweeds, being an ill-advised venture of 

Haley’s which the colonel had taken 
off his hands and found no subject of 

■charity quite obnoxious enough to de- 
serve them, naturally did not fit the 

present wearer, but suited his inane 
complacence of bearing and might pass 
for a bad case of ready made purchase. 

“Now,” said the adviser, “I'll notify 
Haley to have my own hired motor 

ready for you and you can slip out and 
take it after you’ve had something to 

eat. Here’s the restaurant card. 
Haley will be there. Leave it at the 
drug store on Van Ness street—Haley 
will give you the number—and get 
home as unobtrusively as possible 
You can peel off these togs in the 
motor if necessary. You’ve your own 

underneath except your coat. Wraj 
that in a newspaper and carry it. 1 
don’t know that Atkins has any one 

on guard at the hotel, but I think it 
more than likely he suspects some 

connection between our party anc 

Keatcham’s. But first, tell me about 
Atkins; what do you know about him' 
It’s an American name.” 

“America can take all the glory ol 

him. I fancy,” said Tracy. “He's beer 
Keatcham’s secretary for six years 
He seems awfully mild and useful anc 

timid. He’s not a bit timid. He’s ful 
of resource; he’s sidled suggestions 
into Keatcham’s ear and has beer 

gradually^,working to make himsel: 
absolutely necessary. I think he aimed 
at a partnership; hut Keatchan 

wouldn’t stand for It. I think It was ii 
revenge that he sold out some o 

Keatcham’s secrets. Cary got on ti 
that and has a score of his own t< 
settle with him, besides. I don’t knov 
how he managed, but he showed hin 
up; and Keatcham gave him the sacl 
in his own cold-blooded way. I knov 
him only casually. But my cousin 

Ralph Schuyler, went to prep, schoo 
with him, so I got his charactei 
straight off the bat. His father was i 

patent-medicine man from Mississippi 
who made a fair pile, a couple of hun 
dred thousand which looked good t< 
that section, you know. I don’t knov 

1 anything about his people except tha 
his father made the ‘Celebrated At 

• kins’ Ague Busters;’ and that Atkin 
1 was ashamed of his people and shoo! 
• his married sisters who came to sei 

1 him, in rather a brutal fashion; but 
know a thing or two about him; hi 

l was one of those bounders who curr; 
; favor with the faculty and the popula 
■ boys and never break rules apparentlj 
? but go off and have sly little bats b; 

themselves. He never was populai 
1 yet, somehow, he got into things; h 
l knew where to lend money; and h 
t was simply sickeningly clever; h 
t math, he waB a wonder. Ralph hatei 
I him. For one thing, he caught him ii 

a dirty lie. Atkins hated him bacl 
and contrived to prevent his be in 
elected class president, and when h 

J couldn’t prevent Ralph’s making hi 
j senior society the happy though 

struck Atkins to get on the inltiatio: 
s committee. They had a cheery littl 
? branding game to make the fellow 
r quite sure they belonged, you knov 
s and he rammed his cigar stump int 
3 Ralph’s arm so that Ralph had blooc 
3 poisoning and a narrow squeak for hi 
I, life. You see that I’m not prepoi 
:■ sessed in the fellow’s favor. He’s gc 
i too vivid an imagination for me!” 
> “Seems to have,” acquiesced th 
? colonel. 
1, “I think, you know”—Tracy made a: 
v effort to be just—"I think Atkins wa 

1 rather soured. Some of the fellow 

Because he hart a dozen questions 
quarreling for precedence in his head, 
he asked not one. He only inquired 
regarding the situation; discovering 
that both Mercer and Tracy were 

equally in the dark with himself as to 
Atkins’ plans, Atkins’ store of infor- 

mation, Atkins’ resources. How he 
could have waylaid Tracy and the boy 
without knowing whence they came 

was puzzling; it was quite as puzzling, 
however, assuming that he did know 
their whereabouts, to decide why he 
was So keen to interrogate the boy. In 
fact, it was, as Tracy said, “too much 
like Prof. Santa Anna’s description 
of a German definition of metaphysics, 
’A blind man hunting in a dark room 

for a black cat that isn’t there.’ 
"In any event, you would better keep 

away from me,” was the colonel’s sum- 

ming u» of the situation; “I don’t want 
to be inhospitable, but the sooner you 
are off, and out of the hotel, the safer 
for your speculation.” 

“Friends will please accept the in- 

timation,” said Tracy, good-humoredly. 
“Very well, it’s 23 for me. I’m hoping 
you’ll see your way clear to run over 

as soon as the old man has surren- 

dered; I’m going to invite him to make 
us a proper visit, then, and see the 

country. I’m always for letting the 

conquered keep their side-arms.” 

He went away smiling his flashing 
smile, and turned it up at the hotel as 

walked out; the colonel made no sign 
of recognition from the window 
whence he observed him. Instead, he 
drew back quickly, frowning; it might 
be a mere accident that only a hand’s 
breadth of space from the young 
Harvard man was a dapper little 

shape in evening clothes, a man still 

young, with a round black head; if 

so, it was an accident not to the colo- 
nel’s liking. 

"Damn you!” whispered Rupert 
Winter very softly. "What is your lit- 
tle game?” 

At once he descended, having tele- 

phoned Haley to meet him at the 
court. When he entered and sent his 

glance rapidly among the little tables, 
by this time filled with diners, he ex- 

perienced a disagreeable surprise. It 

did not come from the sight of Sergt. 
Haley in his Sunday civilian clothes, 
stolidly reading the Call; it came from 
a vision of Atkins standing, bowing, 
animatedly talking with Janet Smith. 

Instead of approaching Haley, Win- 
ter fell back and scribbled a few words 
on a page of his note-book, while 

safely shielded by a great palm. The 
1 note he dispatched to Haley, who 
> promptly joined him. While they 

stood, talking on apparently indiffer- 
> ent subjects, Miss Smith passed them. 

Whether because he was become sus- 

t picious or because she had come upon 
■ him suddenly, she colored slightly. But 
5 she smiled as she saluted him and 
i spoke in her usual tranquil tone. “You 
* are going to dine with us, aren’t you, 
I colonel?” said she. “I think dinner is 

just about to be served.” 
7 The colonel would be with them di- 

rectly. 
Haley’s eyes followed her; he had 

7 returned her nod and inquiry for his 
wife and little Nora with a military 

* salute and the assurance that they 
J were both wonderfully well and 
i pleased with the country. 
1 “Sure, ain’t it remarkable the way 
i that lady do keep names in her mind?” 
c cried he. “An’ don’t she walk foine 
? and straight? Oi’ve been always towld 
3 thim southern ladies had the gran’ 
3 way wid ’em; Oi see now ’tis thrue.” 
t The unusual richness of Haley’s 
i brogue was a sure sign of feeling. The 
3 colonel only looked grim. After he 
3 had taken Haley to a safer nook for his 

confidence, a nook where there were 

J neither ears nor eyes to be feared, he 

would have made his way upstairs; 
a but half-way down the office he was 

k hailed by the manager. The manager 
t was glad to hear that the young gen- 

tleman was safely back. He let the 
3 faint radiance of an intelligent, re- 

spectfully tactful smile illumine his 
i words and intimate that his listener 
s would have no awkward questions to 

i parry from him. The colonel felt aa 

“An' Don’t She Walk Foine and Straight?” 

ungrateful wrath, a reprehensible 
snare of temper which did not show in 
his conflentially lowered voice, as he 

replied: "Mighty lucky, too, we are; 
the boy’s all right; but San Francisco 
is no place for an innocent kid even 

to take the safest-looking walk. What 
sort of a police system have you, any- 

how?” 
The manager shook his head. “I’m 

not bragging about it; nor about the 
Chinese quarter, either. I confess I’ve 
felt particularly uncomfortable, my- 
self, the last day. Well—if you’ll ex- 

cuse the advice—least said, you know.” 
The colonel nodded. He proffered 

his cigar-case; the manager compli- 
mented its contents, as he selected a 

cigar; and both gentlemen bowed. A 

wandering, homesick Frenchman, who 
viewed their parting, felt refreshed 
as by a breath from his own land of 
admirable manners. Meanwhile, the 
colonel was fuming within: “Con- 
found his insinuating curiosity! but I 
reckon I headed him off. And who 
W'ould have thought,” he wondered for- 

lornly, "that I could be going to dine 
with the boy safe and sound and be 

feeling so like a whipped hound!” 

But none of this showed during the 
dinner at which Millicent was in high 
good humor, having obtained informa- 
tion about most astounding bargains 
in the Chinese quarter from Mrs. Wig- 
glesworth. Her good humor extended 
even to Miss Smith, who received it 
without enthusiasm, albeit courteous- 

ly; and who readily consented to be 
her companion for the morning sally 
on the distressed Orientals, whose dif- 
ficulties with the customs had reduced 
them to the necessity of sales at any 
cost. Aunt Rebecca listened with an 

absent smile, while Archie laughed at 

every feeblest joke of his uncle in a 

boyish interest so little like his for- 
mer apathy that often Miss Smith’s 

eyes brightened and half timidly 
sought the uncle’s, as if calling his at- 

tention to the change. Only a few 
hours back, his would have bright- 
ened gratefully in answer; now, he 
avoided her glances Yet somehow, 
his heart felt heavier when they 
ceased. For his part, he was thankful 
to have his aunt request his company 
in a little promenade around the 

“loggia,” as she termed it, overlooking 
the great court. 

She took him aside to tell him her 
afternoon experience, and to ask his 

opinion of the enigmatical appearance 
of Atkins. He was strongly tempted, 
in return, to question her frankly 
about Miss Smith, to tell her of seeing 
the latter with Atkins only that even- 

ing. He knew that it was the sensible 
thing to do—but he simply could not 
do it. To frame his supicions past or 

present of the woman he loved; to dis- 
cuss the chances of her affection for a 

man loathsomely unworthy of her; 
worse, to balance the possibilities ol 
her turning betrayer in her turn and 

chancing any damage to her benefac- 
tress and her kinsman for this fellow's 

sake—no, it was beyond him. He had 
intended to discuss his aunt’s part in 
the waylaying of Keatcham, with calm- 
ness and with the deference due her, 
but unsparingly; he meant to show 
her the legal if not moral obliquity of 
her course, to point out to her the pit- 
falls besetting it, to warn her how 
hideous might be the consequences of 
a misstep. Somehow, however, his 
miserable new anxiety about Miss 
Smith had disturbed all his calcula- 
tions and upset his wits; and he could 
not rally any of the poignant phrases 
which he had preparpd. All he was 

able to say was something about the 
rashness of the business; it was like 

the Filipinos with their bows and ar- 

rows fighting machine-guns. 
(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

The Horse’s Eyes and Ears. 

Never buy a horse that shies with- 

out first having a veterinarian examine 
his eyes for cataract, as the tendency 
to shy is more often than not the re- 

sult of defective vision. It may be 

only a small, bluish white speck to be- 

gin with, but even at that stage it im- 

pairs the sight, and it is incurable, 
says a writer in Country Life in Amer- 

ica. Any one versed in equine char- 

acter reading can learn much from the 

way a horse carries his ears. If they 
are always “pricked up" or carried for- 

ward, he may be partly blind or deaf, 
or both. If the ears are always laid 

back he is nervous or vicious, and in 

either case will give you trouble. 

When Pa Gives Information 
_ #--- 

Just the Chance for Display of Hi: 

Sense of Humor. 

“Pa, what Is a hypochondriac?” 
“A hypochondriac, Wilfred—” 
But just a moment. “Pa” in this an 

ecdote is not a good and kind father 

yearning to impart useful informatioi 
to his son, but one of those smart an 

swer-givers whose main object in lib 

is to get into the back pages of th< 

magazines. Such fathers look upoi 
their little sons, groping for know] 
edge, as providers of openings fo 

senseless domestic epigrams. Henc< 

—but we’ll go back. 
“Pa” takes off his glasses and look: 

benignly at his son. 

“What did you say, my boy?” 
“Pa, what is a hypochondriac?” 
That gives “Pa” his chance. 

“A hypochondriac, Wilfred”—name 
like Wilfred add humor to this sor 

of thing. John, for instance, wouli 

fall flat and James would be indefinite 
ly worse; but to resume—“a hypochon 
driac. Wilfred, is a man who has sue! 

1 a dread of catching cold that, when- 
ever he takes a bath, he stops up all 
the holes In the sponge for fear of 

draughts.” 
And Wilfred not quite seven years 

old! Isn’t it a shame? 

The Cosmopolite. 
Breadth of view for his. 

Intolerance — narrowness — all that 

drove him absolutely wild. Little, pet- 
ty, local prejudices—Oh, Lord! He 
used to boil positively with rage at all 
that sort of thing. And the man who 
made him really boll over was Snlg- 

i gles. 
Sniggles was a New Yorker, and to 

Sniggles Manhattan Inland was Alpha 
and Omega. Hence the rage of the 
afore-mentioned advocate of the 
breadth of view. 

“Why, Sniggles!” he roared, pound- 
ing the table with his fist. “Sniggles is 
the kind of man who would label a 

map of the universe ‘New York and 
Vicinity’!" 

Miss Citykid—Oh, Willie, wouldn't it 
be lovely if we could catch one and 
take it home and tame it? 

The Tyrrany of Yesterday. 
There are some people over whom 

yesterday tyrannizes. That is to say, 

they shrink from doing to-day any- 
thing that differs in the least from 
what they did 24 hours ago. Emerson 
has called consistency, under some 

circumstances, "the hobgoblin of lit- 
tle minds,” and Walter Bagehot has 
said there are many persons to whom 
it is a positive pain to entertain a new 

idea. This slavish defense to yester- 
day robs us of many a fine inspira 
tion, and many a splendid opportunity. 
"Letting ‘I dare not’ wait upon ‘1 
would,’ we cower and falter and 
shrink upon the verge of great ex- 

ploits and achievements merely be- 
cause these would involve strange and 
unfamiliar experiences. Of death it- 
self we are afraid, not because death 
is painful, but because it is different 
or seems to us different from what we 

have been doing all along. 

Counsel Sought from Christian Men. 

An evidence of the part which our 

missionary colleges are to play in the 
reconstruction of Turkey is found In 

the appointment of two professors in 

Euphrates college on a committee to 

consider educational measures for one 

of the large interior provinces. One, 
Prof. N. Tenekijian, several years ago 
served a term of six months in prison, 
being falsely accused of disloyalty, 
and Prof. Nahigian studied for a time 
under President Angell at Ann Arbor. 
Both are scholarly and earnest Chris- 
tian men. The same governor has also 
asked Dr. H. N. Barnum, the veteran 

missionary of the American board in 
eastern Turkey, to suggest what in 
his judgment will promote popular ed- 
ucation and social reform. 

LIGHT BOOZE 

Do You Drink It? 

A minister’s wife had quite a tussle 
with coffee and her experience is in- 

teresting. She says: 
“During the two years of my train- 

mg as a nurse, wnue on nigm uui;, * 

became addicted to coffee drinking. Be- 

tween midnight and four in the morn- 

ing, when the patients were asleep, 
there was little to do except make the 

rounds, and it was quite natural that 

I should want a good, hot cup of cpt- 
fee about that time. It stimulated me 

and I could keep awake better 
‘‘After three or four years o# coffee 

drinking I became a nervous wreck 
and thought that I simply c|*uld not 
live without my coffee. All Jhis time 
I was subject to frequent bijous at- 

tacks, sometimes so severe a* to keep 
me in bed for several days. 

“After being married, r Husband 
begged me to leave off cdjffee for he 
feared that it had already hurt me 

almost beyond repair, so I resolved to 
make an effort to release myself from 
the hurtful habit. 

“I began taking Postum, and for a 

few days felt the languid, tired feeling 
from the lack of the stimulant, but 1 
liked the taste of Postum and that 
answered for the breakfast beverage 
all right. 

“Finally I began to feel clearer head- 
ed and had steadier nerves. After a 

year’s use of Postum I now feel like a 

new woman—have not had any bilious 
attacks since I left off coffee.” 

“There’s a Reason.” Read “The Road 
to Wellville,” fa pkgs. 

Elver rend She above letter* A new 
one appears /rom time to time. They 
are peaiilnej true, and full of bumaa 
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