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Humphrey Van Weyden, critic and dilet- |

tante, finds himself aboard the sealing
schooncr Ghost, Captain Wolf Larsen.
bound to Japan waters. The captain

makes him cabin boy *‘for the good of his |
poul.’” The cockney cook, Mugridge. is |
ous of Hump and hazes him. Wolf |
8 a seaman and makes jt the basis |
for a philosophic discussion with Hump |
ky and Hump whet knives at ra"hl

other. Hump's intimacy with Wolf in- |
creases. Wolf sketches the story of his |
Hfe, discusses the Bible and Omar, apd |
Mustrates the instinctive love of life by |
choking Hump nearly to death A ear-
hival of brutallty brenks loose in the
hip. Wolf proves himself the master |
rute, Is knocked overhocard and wins
elear in a fight in the forecastle. Hump

fOresses Woll's wounds and, despite his
otest, s made mate on the hell-ship.
r. Van Weyden tries to learn his duties
A8 mate, Van Weyden proves by |t
duct in a blow that he has learned “to
tand on his own lega.” Two men desert
he vessel in gne of the small boats. A |
young woman and four men, survivors of |
8 steamer wreck. are rescued from a
11_boat. The deserters are sighted, |
t Wolf stands away and leaves them
to drown. Maude Brewster. the rescued
and Van Weyden find they know |
each other's work. They talk together |
of a world alien to Wolf. Maude sees |
Mugridge towed overside in a bowline to |
glve him a hath and his foot bitten off by |
A& shark as he is hauled aboard. She be- |
gluz to realize her danger at the hands
of Wolf. Van Weyden realizes that he
loves Maude,

CHAPTER XX—Continued.

We left the table to go on deck, for
a4 steamer was a weicome break in the
monotony of the =ea on which we
finated, while the conviction that it
was Death Larsen and the Macedonia
added to the excitement. The stiff
breeze and heavy sea which had
_sprung up the previous afternoon had
been moderating all morning, so that
it was now possible to lower the
boats for an afternoon’s hunt. Tke
hunting promised to be profitable. We
had sailed since daylight across a sea
barren of seals. and were now running
into the herd.

The smoke was still miles astern,
but overhauling us rapidly, when we |
lowered our boats. They spread out
and struck a northerly course across
the ocean. Now and again we saw a
#sail lower, heard the reports of the
shotguns, and saw the sail go up again
The seals were thick, the wind was |
dying away; everything favored a big |
catch. As we ran off to get our lee-
ward position of the last lee boat, we |
found the ocean fairly carpeted withi
sleeping seals. They were all about |
w8, thicker than I had ever seen them |
Defore, In twos and threes and!
Dunches, stretched full length on the |
surface and sleeping for all the world
like so many lazy voung dogs.

Under the approaching smoke the
Bull and upperworks of a steamer
were growing larger. It was the Mace-
donia. 1 read her name through the
glasses as she passed by scarcely a
mile to starboard. Wolf Larsen looked
savagely at the vessel, while Maud
Brewster was curious.

“Where is the trouble you were so
sure was breezing up, Captain Lar-
sen?"” she asked gayly.

He glanced at her, a moment's
amusement softening his features.

“What did you expect? That they'd
come aboard and cut our throats?"

“Something like that,” she con-
fessed. “You vnderstand, seal-hunters
are so new and strange to me that |
am quite ready to expect anything.”

He nodded his head. *“Quite right,
quite right. Your error is that you
failed to expect the worst.”

“Why, what can be worse than cut-
ting our throats?" she asked., with
pretty naive surprise.

“Cutting our purses,” he answered
“Man is so made these days that his
eapacity for living is determined by
the money he possesses.”

“‘Who steals my purse steals trash,’ *
she guoted.

“Who steals my purse steals my
right to live,” was the reply, “old saws
to the contrary. For he steals my
bread and meat and bed, and in so do-
ing imperils my life. There are not
enough soup-kitchens and bread-lines
to go around, you know, and when
men have nothing in their purses they
usually die, and die miserably—unless
they are able to fill their purses pretty
speedily.”

“But 1 fail to see that this steamer
has any designs on your purse.”

“Wait and you will see,” he an-
swered grimly.

We did not have long to wait. Havy-
ing passed several miles beyond our
line of boats, the Macedonia proceeded
to lower her own. We knew she car-
ried fourieen boats to our five (we
were one short through the desertion
of Wainwright), and she began drop-
ping them far to leeward of our last
boat, cont'‘nued dropping them athwart
our course, and finished dropping them
far to windward of our first weather

POTASH MADE OF FELDSPAR

Discovery, It is 8aid, Will Enable
America to Produce All the
Amount Needed.

The European war has brought the
United States face to face with the
problem of suppiying its own potash
Several new mniethods of providing a
uubstitute for German fertilizers have
_ been brought to the attention of the
government. The most promising of
these is that patented by a Canadian,
which provides for the extracting of

from ordinary feldspar. The
feldspar is heated with limestone and
fron oxide at a temperature of about
2200 degrees Fahrenbeit. which pro-
duces a partly fused mass that is eas-
fly decomposed-by a weak acid. From
this product the potash salts can be
peadily extracted for further purifica-
tion.

Another method of obtalning potash
‘will be tried out at a New Orleans dis-
tillery where molasses is used in large
quantities. Iu the distilleries where
molasses is fermented it is said that
guore thap one hundred and six tons of
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boat. The hunting, for us, was spoiled.
There were no seals behind us, and
ahead of us the line of fourteen boats,
like a huge broom, swept the herd be-
fore it.

Our boats hunted across the two or
three miles of water between them
and the point where the Macedonia's
had been dropped, and then headed for
home. The wind had fallen to a whis
per, the ocean was growing calmer and
calmer, and this, coupled with the
presence of the great herd, made a
perfect hunting day—one of the two or
three days to be encountered in the
whole of a lucky season. An angry lot
of men, boat-pullers and steerers as
well as hunters, swarmed over our
side. Each man felt that he had been
robbed; and the boats were hoisted in
amid curses. which, if curses had
power, would have settled Death Lar-
sen for all eternity—"Dead and
damned for a dozen iv eternities,”
commented Louis, his eyes twinkling
up at me as he rested from hauling
taut the lashings of his boat.

“Listen to them, and find if it is
hard to discover the most vital thing
in their souls,” said Wolf Larsen.
“Faith? and. love? and high ideals?
The good? the beautiful? the true?”

“Their innate sense of right has
been violated,” Maud Brewster said,
joining the conversation.

She was standing a dozen feet away,
one hand resting on the main shrouds
and her body swaying gently to the
slight roll of the shtp. She had not
raised her voice, and yet I was struck
by its clear and belllike fone. Ah, it
was sweet in my ears!

“A sentimentalist,” he sneered, “like
Mr. Van Weyden. Those men are
cursing because their desires have
been outraged. That is all. To lay
hands on their purses is to lay hands
on their souls.”

“You speak so calmly—" she began.

“But I do not feel calm; I could kill
the man who robbed me,” he inter-
rupted. “Yes, yes, I know, and that
man my brother—more sentiment!
Bah!"

His face underwent a sudden change.
His voice was less harsh and wholly
sincere as he said:

“You must be happy, you sentimen
talists, really and truly happy at
dreaming and finding things good, and
because you find some of them good,
feeling good yourself. Now, tell me.
you two, do you find me good?”

“You are good to look upon—in a
way.,” 1 qualified.

“There are in you all powers for
good,” was Maud Brewster's answer.

“There you are!" he cried at her.
half angrily. “Your words are empty
to me. He who delights the most
lives the most, and your dreams and
unrealities are less disturbing to vou
and more gratfying than are my facts
to me. Dreams must be substantia!
and satisfying. Emotional delight is
more filling and lasting than intellec-
tual delight; and, besides, you pay for
vour moments of intellectual delight
by having the blues. Emotional delight
is followed by no more than jaded
senses which speedily recuperate. |
envy you, I envy you.”

He stopped abruptly, and then on
his lips formed one of his strange quiz-
zical smiles, as he added:

“It’s from my brain I envy vou, take
notice, and not from my heart. Yecu
have no facts in vour pocketbook.”

He ceased speaking, and his gaze
wandered absently past her and be-
came lost in the placid sea. The old
primal melancholy was strong upon
him. He was quivering to it. He had
reasoned himself into a spell of the
blues, and within few hours one could
look for the devil within him to be up
and stirring. 1 remembered Charley
Furuseth, and knew this man's sad-
ness as the penalty which the material-
ist ever pays for his materialism.

CHAPTER XXI.

“You've been on deck, Mr. Van Wey-
den,” Wolf Larsen said, the following
morning at the breakfast table. “How
do things look?"

“Clear enough.” I answered, glancing
at the sunshine which streamed down
the open companionway. “Fair west
erly breeze, with a promise of stiffen-
ing, if Louis predicts correctly.”

He nodded his head in a pleased
way. “Any signs of fog?"

“Thick banks in the north and north-
west."

He nodded his head again, evincing
even greater satisfaction than before,

“What of the Macedonia?"

“Not sighted,” I answered.

1 could have sworn his face fell a1

potash is wasted daily, and is it this
waste the New Orleans company is en-
deavoring to forestall. It is vossible
to make fertilizer from this otherwise
worthless material at a price that will
meet competition even after the war
is over.

Some Improvement.

“Mrs. Dubwaite doesn’'t seem to
mind how much Mr. Dubwaite oper-
ates the phonograph.”

“In the language of a well-known
advertiser, 'There’s a reason.'”

“Yes?"

“As a choice between two evils.
Mrs. Dubwaite much prefers the phono-
graph. Mr. Dubwaite’s favorite diver-
sion in the evening used to be picking
out a tune on the piano with one
finger.”

Consistent Fellow.
“I'm only a poor, ragged tramp
mum, but I still cling to my ideals.”
“Indeed,” said the housewife. “And
what are your ideals?"
“The principal one is this, mum:
1 believe the world owes every man a

living.” J

the intelligence, but why he should be
disappointed | could not coneceive.

I was soon to learn. “Smoke ho!"
came the hail from on deck, and his
face brightened.

“Good!” he exclaimed, and left the
table at once to go on deck and into
the steerage, where the hunters were
taking the first breakfast of their exile.
The bulkhead was too thick for us
to hear what he said; but whatever it
was it was followed by loud exclama-
tions and shouts of joy.

Maud Brewster accompanied me on
deck, but I left her at the break of
the poop, where she might watch the
scene and not be in it. The sallors
must have learned whatever project
was on hand, and the vim and snap
they put into their work attested their
enthusiasm. The hunters came troop-
ing on deck with shotguns and ammu-
nition boxes, and, most unusual, their
rifles and a large supply of cartridges.
I noticed they grinned with satisfac-
tion whenever they looked at the
Macedonia's smoke, which was rising
higher and higher as she approached
from the west.

The five boats went over tie side
with a rush, spread out like the ribs of
a fan, and set a northerly course, as on
the preceding afternoon, for us to fol-
low. 1 watched for some time, curi-
ously, but there seemed nothing ex-
traordinary about their behavior, They

lowered sails, shot seals and hoisted |

sails again, and continued on their way
as 1 had always seen them do. The
Macedonia repeated her performance
of yesterday, “hogging” the sea by
dropping her line of boats in advance
of ours and across our course. Four-
teen boats require a considerable
spread of ocean for comfortable hunt-
ing, and when she had completely
lapped our line she continued steam-
Ing into the northeast, dropping more
boats as she went.

“What's up?” I asked Wolt Larsen,
unable longer to keep my curiosity in
check.

“Never mind what's up.” he an-
swered gruffly. “You won't be a thou-
sand years in finding out, and in the
meantime just pray for plenty of
wind.”

“Oh, well, I don’t mind telling you,”
he said the next moment. “I'm going
to give that brother of mine a taste of
his own medicine. In short, I'm going
to play the hog myself, and not for one
day, but for the rest of the season—if
we're in luck.”

“And if we're not?" I queried.

“Not to be considered,” he laughed.
“We simply must be in luck, or it's all
up with us.”

The smoke of the Macedonia had
dwindled to a dim blot on the north-
eastern horizon. Of the steamer her-
self nothing was to be seen. We had
been lvafing along, till now, our sails
shaking half the time and spilling the
wind; and twice. for short periods, we
had been hove to. But there was no
more loafing. Sheets were trimmed,
and Wolf Larsen proceeded to put the
GlLost through her paces. We ran past

A Huge Scandinavian, Sitting in the
Bow, Held His Rifle.

our line of boats and bore down upon
the first weather boat of the other line.

“Down that flying jib, Mr. Van Wey-
den,” Wolf Larsen commanded. *“And
stand by to back over the jibs.”

I ran forward and had the downhaul
of the flying jib all in and fast as we
slipped by the boat a hundred feet to
leeward. The three men in it gazed at
us suspiciously. They had been hog-
ging the sea, and they knew Wolf Lar-
sen, by reputation at any rate. [ noted
that the hunter, a huge Scandinavian
sitting in the bow, held his rifle, ready
to hand, across his knees. It should
have been in its proper place in the
rack. When they came opposite our
stern Wolf Larsen greeted them with
a wave of the hand, and cried:

“Come on board and have a ‘gam’!”

“To gam,"” among the sealing schoon-
ers, is a substitute for the verbs “to
visit,” “to gossip.” It expresses the
garrulity of the sea and is a pleasant
break in the monotony of the life.
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BROOKLYN MAN A BARONET

American-Born Citizen Can Claim Brit-
ish Honor If He Should Be
So Minded.

In the news recently there appeared
the statement that P. H. Graham &
Co. of 17 Battery place, New York, the
charterers of the steamship Winne-
conne, taking nonconiraband goods to
Swedish or Danish ports, declared ev-
ervone concerned in the ownership or
charter of the vessel to bYe a native-
born American. While Mr. Graham
was born in this country, his father,
Sir Robert James Stuart Craham, is
the tenth baronet of Esk, the creation
of the title dating from 1629, He suc-
ceeded to the title in 1867 and in 1874
married Miss [Eliza J. Burn of Brook-
lyn, where he has lived ever since.
His eldest soa and heir to the title,
Mr. Montrose Stuart Graham, also
lives in Brooklyn. Mr. Percival Harris
Graham. head of the shipping tirm, Is
the second son, and lives at Bay Ridge

The first baronet of Esk distin-
guished himself at the battle of Edge-
hill, and the third baronet was a Brit-
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The Ghost swung around into the
wind, and I £nished my work forward
in time to rum aft and lend a hand
with the main sheet.

“You will please stay on deck, Miss
Brewster,” Wolf Larsen said, as he
started forward to meet his guest.
“And you, too. Mr. Van Weyden.”

The boat had lowered its sail and
run alongside. The hunter, golden-
bearded like a sea-king. came over the
rail and dropped on deck. He glanced
from Wolf Larsen to me, noted that
| there was only the pair of us, and then
| glanced over his own two men who
had joined him. Surely he had little
reason to be afraid. He towered like
a Goliath above Wolf Larsen. At the
top of the companionway he reassured
. himself with a glance down at his host
| and the pair descended into the cabin.
} In the meantime, his two men, as was
the wont of visiting sailors, had gone
forward into the forecastle to do some
visiting themselves.

Suddenly, from the cabfm came a
great, choking bellow, followed by all
the sounds of a furious struggle. It
was the leopard and the lion, and the

lion made ail the noise. Wolf Larsen
was the leopard.

“You see the sacredness of our hos-
pitality,” 1 said bitterly, to Maud
Brewster.

She nodded her head that she heard,
and I noted in her face the signs of
the same sickness at sight or sound of
violent struggle from which I had suf-
fered so severely during my first
weeks on the Ghost.

The sounds from below soon died
away. Then Wolf Larsen came alone
on deck. There was a slight flush un-
der his bronze, but otherwise he bore
no signs of the battle,

“Send those two men aft, Mr. Van
Weyden,” he said.

I obeyed, and a minute or two later
they stood before him.

“Hoist in your boat,” he said to
them. *“Your hunter's decided to stay
aboard awhile and doesn’'t want it
pounding alongside.”

“Hoist in your boat, I said,” he re-
peated, this time in sharper tones as
they hesitated to do his bidding.

“Who knows? You may have to sail
with me for a time,” he said, quite
softly, with a silken threat that belied
the softness, as they moved slowly to
comply, “and we might as well start
with a friendly understanding. Lively
row! Death Larsen makes you jump
better than that, and you know it!”

Their movements perceptibly quick-
ened under his coaching, and as the
boat swung inboard I was sent forward
to let go the jibs. Wolf Larsen, at
the wheel, directed the Ghost after
the Macedonia's second weather boat.

Under way, and with nothing for the
time being to do. I turned my atten-
tion to the situation of the boats. The
Macedonia’s third weather boat wasa
being attacked by two of ours, the
fourth by our remaining three; and
the fifth, turn about, was taking a
hand in the defense of its nearest
mate. The fight had opened at long
distance, and the rifles were cracking
steadily. A quick, snappy sea was be
ing kicked up by the wind, a condition
which prevented fine shooting; and
now and again, as we drew closer, we
could see the bullets zip-zipping from
wave to wave.

The boat we were pursuing had
squared away and was running before
the wind to escape us, and, in the
course of its flight, to take part in re-
pulsing our general boat attack.

Attending to sheets and tacks now |
left me little time to see what was|
taking place, but I happened to be on |
the poop when Wolf Larsen ordered |
| the two strange sailors forward audi

into the forecastle. They went sul- |
| lenly, but they went. He next ordered |
l2'-1]59; Brewster below, and smiled at]
|
)

| the instant horror that leapt into her
eyes.

“You'll find nothing gruesome down |
| there,” he said, “only an unhurt man
| securely made fast to the ring-bolts.
| Bullets are liable to come aboard, and |
| 1 don't want you killed, you know."” :

Even as he spoke, a bullet was de- |
| flected by a brass-capped spoke of the!
 wheel between his hands and
| secreeched off through the air to wind-
ward.

“You see,” he said to her; and then
to me, “Mr. Van Weyden, will you
take the wheel?” |

Maud Brewster had stepped inside |
the companionway so that only hel'lI
head was exposed. Wolf Larsen had |
procured a rifle and was throwing al
cartridge into the barrel. 1 begged
her with my eyes to go below, but she
smiled and said:

“We may be feeble land-creatures |
without legs, but we can show Captain
Larsen that we are at least as brave
as he.”

He gave her a quick look of ad-
miration.

“I like you a hundred per cent better
for that,” he said. “Books, and brains,
and bravery. You are well-rounded, a
blue-stocking fit to be the wife of a
pirate chief. Ahem, we'll discuss that
Jater,” he smiled, as a buliet struck
solidly into the cabin wall.

[ saw Dis eyes flash golidlen as he
spoke, and I saw the terror mount in
her own.

(TO BE CONTINUED.

ish ambassador te France ame & oRe-
time secretary to James Il

Woman Conductors in Kilts.

Kilts instead of skiris for women
street car conducters, it seems, are to
be the new style. [t is reported from
Oldham that skirts being found incon-
venient and. in wet weather, a source
of discomfort—especially when the car
steps had to be ciimbed—have been
discarded in the woman conductor’s
uniform and replaced by kilts and leg- |
gings, buttoning up the sides. If sal-
diers may wear kilts, why not tram
conductors? The new fashion may,
for a time, cause amusement, and even
ridicule, as was the case with umbral-
las when first introduced, but adéil
tional comfort may overcome preju-
dice and lead to the innovation being
adopted generally.—London Chronicle.

its Advantage.

“Did you see where some surgeons
patched a fellow’'s spine with his leg
bone?"

“Well, that ought to enable the sub-
ject of the operation to take a stiff
stand,” g

Dirds _E)QCOHIQ (harmin§>
Littlo frionds

If we treat them kiﬁdbf ﬂx_@y’ﬂ sing ws sond
and eat the huds that pester—~

-
.
.
.
-

Eirds are among man’s most

observe Bird day this year in
exercises.
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By Evwarp B. CLark.

PRING brings our bird friends
back from the South. Not all of

them however, deserted us when |

the wnds began to hlow coid and
the clouds to shake out their first bur-
den of snow. A few of our feathered

friends stay in the North country the
whole winter through. They are the
hardier ones of their tribe. Stay-at-|
home and traveler clike are vecoming |
more and more beloved ° cur people
as time goes on.

There are certain ones among our |

feathered neighbors which, because of
the sweetnes~ of their song, ine beauty
of their plumage, or the friendliness
of their natures, appeal to us more
than their brethr:n. Of some of these
better known and better-loved birds it
is the purpose to write,
The Swallow,

St. Thomas Aquinas said: “Where
the birds are, there are the angels.”
St. Thomas, it is true, said it in Latin,
and the rendering given is a bit free,
but it expresses what the good man
meant. The saint is credited with be-
ing a home lover, and there isn't much
doubt that he kad the swallows in
mind when he spoke of birds and an-
gels in the same breath

Most of us who have reached middle
life lived boyhood’'s days in the coun-
try. A surplus of sentiment isn't nec-
essary to make one connect angels
with the old home where the trees
were, the river ran and the swallows
nested. The country-bred boy knows
the swallows better than he knows
other birds. Since barns were built
the swallows have colonized them and
have given something of cheer and
companionship to every hour of the
farmer's day.

The sight of a forked-tail swallow
“hawking,” as Bradford Torrey puts it,
through the city streets in spring
makes the city man homesick as does
the sight ¢. no othe~ bird. The swal-
low is a countryman. No student of
sociology will ever be called upon to
suggest means to turn back a eity-
ward flight of the swallow. It might
not be £ waste of energy, however, to

harmful insects and the seed of ugly and poisonous weeds.
acknowledge this friendship by arranging to have the schooci children

We need trees and birds, and everyone ought to under-
stand their value and encourage their propagation.

.
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practica! friends, for they destroy
Let us

connection with their Arbor day

-

L . e 'Y

-

PO ——

[ folk have paid the hermit higher trib- |

| ute than any poet.
Thesa words of Walt Whitman, for
Whitman knew and wrote at least once
| of the hermit thrush, give sufficient de-

| scription of the place the swamp angel | * s
' | in good health now and have told lots of

| secks lor its evening song:

GIRL GOULD
NOT WORK

How She Was Relieved from
Pain by Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound.

Taunton, Mass.—*“ I had pains in both
gides and when my periods came 1 had
yto stay at home
il from work and saf-
fer a long time.
One day &8 wcman
came to our house
and asked my
mother why 1 was
suffering. Mother
told her that I suf-
| fered every month
and she said, *Why
FRES| don’t you buy a
' bottle of Lydia E.
| Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound?’ My
| mother bought it and the next month I

was =0 well that I worked all the month

without staving at homeaday. Iam

| girls ebout it.”’—Miss CLARICE MoORIN,

Forth to hiding, recelving night that talks |
not, |

Down to the shores of the water, the |
path by the swamp in the dinminess,

To the g0l wlowy cedars and ghost-
Iy pines so still. e

The Bluebird.
When the English settlers in Amer- |
ica saw the lcose flocks of bluebirds |

drifting over the March fields, the |
] . 2 = - |
| spring sunshine making redder the
[ bird’s red breasts, they called them |

English rebins. The red of the breasts |
was responsible for the name, the |

sight of it being a reminder of the

other red-breasted bird in the home
ticlds over the sea. |
In a few remote places in New Eng- |
land the bluebird still bears the name |
which the Pilgrims gave, but ever_v-i'
where else throughout the American |
|

continent it is the bluebird and noth-
ing else. It is one of the few o* the
American feathered species which
manage to keep one name in nearly
every community in which they dwell.

The bluebird is a bird of the heart
and of the home. It loves the com-
paniouship of man and it will build
its nest and dwell through the sum-
mer wherever it is made welcome. The |
bluebird is a sweet creature, for if
there are any vices among its multi-
tude of virtues man has yet to turn
them to the light.

Alfred Tennyson did not know the
bluebird, but it would seem that he
must have heard an echo_ of its April
note when he wrote:

= . And in my breast

Spring wakens, too: and my regret !

Eecomes an April violet,

And buds and blossoms like the rest
The Bobolink.

The bobolink is a summer reveler;
the bee is drunk with bloom, and why
not he, this bacchanalian bobolink?

There is a gort of delirium in the
summer-time joyv of this meadow bird.
His song has been called rapturous.

Making Friends

devise a method to turn a few of the
swallows to tke city, for a glimpse or
two of them, with the engenderer
vearning for the old home and things
bucolie, might solve the deserted farm
problem.

The swallow found its way into the
hearts and the homes of the people as
long ago as Aristotle’s time. This
much we know, for the philosopher
speaks of it, and there is no reason to
doubt that the swallow held his place
in man's affection during the years of
the life of some philosopher who was
as much earlier than Aristotle as Aris-
totle is earlier than the philosopher of
today, if there be any philosopher of
today who may be mentioned properly
in the same sentence with Alexander’'s
tutor.

Shakespeare intimates in a line or
two that the swallow fears the cold. It
is easy enough to forgive the master,
however, for casting a suspicion on
the swallow’s courage because of the
beauty of the way in which he does
it:

Daffodila
That come before the swallow dares and
e
The \:f:::ds of March wilh beauty.
The Hermst Thrush.

It is possible tkat an adequate trib-
ute to the song of the hermit thrush
is beyond the range of human poetic
endeavor. The poets have not dared.
The song is hymnlike and it has a cer-
tain purity and ganctity of tone that
mark the singer as the fit soloist of
the temple in the wilderness.

It is the wild places far removed
from man and his works that the bird
loves. He seeks no audience for his
sinking. We must go to the northern
woods and there wait until the shad-
ows lengthen and the hush of the eve-
ning has come down to hear the her-
mit thrush break the silence with his
vesper hymn.

The voice is pure music. No other
bird singer in America and probably
no bird singer in the world can ap-
proach the hermit thrush in the melo-
dious quality of its notes. The song
would be declared sad were it not so
uplifting. It is a prayer and song in
one and it seems to hallow the wilder-
ness.

The hermit thrush loves equally the
low-lying woods and the forested
mountain tops. It chooses one or the
other for its summer home. The coun-
try folk of the North who have heard
the song at dusk coming from where
the woods meet the marsh call the
bird the “swamp angel.” The country

With a Titmouse,

*

ecstatic, merry, sparkling and bub-

bling. It is all of these and some-
thing more. It is the very abandon of |
musie.

The bobolink while singingi
seems to be in a perfect frenzy. He |
is tipsy with glee; he actually stag- |
gers in his flight; for he cannot rise
above the meadow on a summer morn-
ing without attempting to beat time
with his wings to his own musiec, and
the wings cannot keep the pace.

It was a bacchanalian element in the
singing of the bobolink which ap-
pealed more than anything else to one
of the humbler poets, Christopher P.
Cranch. Mr. Cranch has made the
most of that which struck him as the
dominant tone in the reveler’'s music.

Their tribe, still drunk with air and light

And perfume of the meadow,

Go reeling up and down the sky
In sunshine and In shadow,
The Kentucky Cardinal.

Until a writer who loved the cardi-
nal gave it the name of his state those
who knew the bird were content to
call it by its scientific name, the cardi-
nal grosbeak. Science and poetry are
far apart. James Lane Allen did not
claim proprietary rights in this bird of
glowing plumage, and his book mod-
estly enough was called not “The" but
“A Kentucky Cardinal.”

The cardinal has small place in
poetry. James Lane Allen has given
it an enduring place in prose. Of the
cardinal’'s habits of standing stanchly
by the home fields when the snow flies
and the other songsters desert, the |
Kentucky writer has this to say:

“Lo! some morning the leaves are
on the ground, and the birds have van-
ished. The species that remain or
that come to us then, wear the hues
of the season and meit into the tone of
nature’s background—blues, grays,
browns, with touches of white on tail
and breast and wing for coming flecks
of snow.

“Bave only him—proud solitary stran-
ger in our unfriendly land—the fiery
grosbeak. Nature in Kentucky has no
winter harmonies for him. He could
find these only among the tufts of the
October sumach, or in the gum tree
when it stands a pillar of red twilight
fire in the dark November woods, or
in the far depths of the crimson sun-
set skies . . . and he is left alone
on the edge of that northern world
which he has dared invade and inhab-
it. It is then, amid black clouds and
drifting snows, that the gorgeous car-
dinal stands forth in the ideal picture
of his destiny.”

22 Russell Street, Taunton, Mass.
Thousands of girls suffer in silence
every month rather than consult a phy-
sician. If girls who are troubled with
painful or irregular periods, backache,

| headache, dragging-down sensations,

fainting spells or indigestion would taka
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound, a safe and pure remedy made

| from roots and herbs, much suffering

might be avoided.

Write to Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine
Co., Lynn, Mass. (confidential) for free
advice which will prove helpful.

Quite a Difference.

“What is the difference between the
converted policeman and the detective
who is tryving to find the burglar who
was clubbed, but who got away?”

“l suppose it is that while one is
hitting the trail, the other is trailing
the hit.”

For a really fine coffee at a mod-
erate price, drink Denison's Seminole
Brand, 25c the lb., in sealed cans.

Only one merchant in each town
sells Seminole. If your grocer isn't
the one, write the Denison Coffee Co.,
Chicago, for a souvenir and the name
of your Seminole dealer.

Buy the 3 1b. Canister Can for $1.00,
—Ady.

Didn't Make Good.
"1 hear De Hamm has left
ville.™
“Yep—to its fate.”

It Never Came Back

Backache Sufferer! Thousands will
tell you what wonderful relief they
have had from Doan's Kidney Pills.
Not only relief, but lasting cures. If
you are lame in the morning, have

vaude-

headache, dizzy spells and irregular
kidney action, don’t wait. Use Doan's
Kidney Pills, the best recommended
special kidney remedy.
A Nebraska Case
Mrs. W. F. Seeger,
713 Lane 8t, [Ialls
City, Neb., says: “My
kidney trouble start-
Il ed with a dull ache
through the smal

my back. I ¢
long an
¥8& were |
in action 0
gested. blas I
was inflamed, too, and
I felt wretched, Two
boxes of Doan's Kid-
neyv Pills remove
these ailment:
the cure has been per-
manent."”

Get Doan’s at Any Store, 50c a Bex
DOAN'S “ines
PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N, Y.

"\
How to get rid
of eczema with

Resinol

Resinol Ointment, with Rasinol
Soap,usually stops itching instantly.
It quickly and =asily heals distress-
ing cases of eczema, rash or other
tormenting skin or scalp eruption,
and clears away pimples, redness,
roughness and dandruff, even when
other treatments have been useless.

Physicians have prescribed the Resinol treat-
ment for cver 20 years, for most forms of skin-
troubles, and for irritations, wounds, chafings,
etc. Every druggist sells Resinol Ointment
and Resinol Scap,

Your Liver
Is Clogged Up

That's Why You're Tired—Out of Sorts
—Have No Appetite.
CARTER’S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS
will put you right
in a few days,
They do
their duty.
CureCon-
stipation, )
Biliousness, Indigestion and Sick Headache
SMALL PILL. SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,
Genuine must bear Signature

al:adies! Look! Free!
and got absolutely free & nanar oroLdy Iriends

KANS-M0 SUPPLY C0., De Graw Bldg., Kassas Gy, Mo

GALLSTONES

Arvoid Positive romedy—
bl Book of Tovt aos pois ToDan FREE
%Mummw

~



