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When | rarned around, a momont
tater, | saw the cabinboy stapggering
to hin faet, Hix tace was ghoastiy
white, twitching wilh suppressed pain
He looked very sick.

“Well, Leuch, are vou golng for
‘ard?" Waoll Larsen asked
“Yewn, sir,” caome the answer of a

mpirit cowed,

“And you?" | was asked

'l glve you a thousand—" 1 be
gan, but was interrupted

“Stow that! Are you going to take
up your duties as eubinboy? Or do |
have to take you In hand?"

What was | 1o do? To be brutally

Geaten, to be killed perhaps. would
not help my cause, | lpoked steadlly
foto the cruel, gray eyes. One may

sea the soul stir in some men’'s eyes,
but hils were bleak and cold and gray
aa the gea itself,

“*Well 1™

*Yes,” | sald, ,

“Bay 'Yes, sir'*”

“Yes, sir.” | corrected.

"What Is your name?"

“Humphrey, @ir; Humphrey Van
Weyden.”

“That'll do. Go to the cook and
I=arn your duties”

And thus it was that | passed Into a
etate of Involuntary servitude to Wolf

Larsen. He was stronger than 1, that
was all. But it was very unreul at the
time. It is no less unreal now that |

look back upon It. It will always be to
me a monstrous, inconcelvable thing,
# horrible nightmare,

“HoM on, don't go yet.”

[ stopped obediently fn my walk
toward the galley.

“Johansen, call all bands., Now
that we've everything cleaned up, we'll
have the fuperal and get the decks
®leared of useless lumber.”

While Johansen was summoning the
rateh below, a couple of sailors, under
the captain’s direction. lald the ean-
yas-swathed corpse upon a hatch-cover.
Or elther elde the deck, agninst the
rall amgd bottoms up. were lashed a
numbar of small boats  SBeveral men

anu.am;ﬁ?
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The Dead Man Slid Feet Flrst Into
the Sea.

picked up the hatchcover with (ts
ghastly ‘reight, carried It to the les
side, aru rested It on the boats, the
feet poiuting overboard, To the feet
was attached the sack of coal which
Lhe cook had fetched,

' Wolt Larsen stepped up to the
batch.cover, and all caps came off. |
ran my eyes over them—twenty men
all told, twenty-two including the man
st the wheel and mysell, The sallors
In the main, were English and Scan-

dinavian, and thelr faces seemed
of the heavy, stolld order. The
bunters, on the other hand, bad

stronger and more diversified foces,
with hard lnes and the marks of
the free play of passions, Strange
to say, and | notlesd It 8t once, Wolt
Larsen's features showed no such evil
stamp There seemed nothing viclous
fn them. | could hardly bellove—untll
the next incident occurred—that it
was the face of & man who could be
have as he had behaved to the cabin
boy.

“l only remember one part of the
service,” he sald, "and that |s, 'And
the body shall be cast into the sea.
Bo coast 1t iW."

He ceased speaking. The men
hoiding the hatch-cover seemed per
plexed, puzzied no doubt by the brief
ness of the ceregnony. Ho burst upen
shem 10 o fury.

“Lift up the wod there, damn you!
What (he helly e matter with you?”
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They elevated the end of Lthe hatch
caver with pitiful haste. and, like a
dog flung overside, the dead moan sl
feot first into the sea, ‘The
s feot dragged him down
gone

“Johansen,” Woll Laraen sald brisk
Iy to the new mate. “Keep all hnnds on
now they're here Giet in 1w
topralls and Jibs and make a4 good Joh
of It We're in for a sou'ensgter, Ret
ter rect the jib and mainsall, oo,
while you're nhout it

Then it was that the ervelty of the
mon, lits relentlessness and awfulness
rushed upon me Life had become
cheap and tawdry, n beastly and Inar
tietlate ihing. & soulless stirring of the
ooze and slime. | held aon o the
wenthoer rall, close by the shironds, and
Euzed out peross the desolnte foam
INg waves to the low:dying fog banks
that hid San Francisco and the Cali
fornia coast. Huin squalla were driv
g In between, and | could scarcely
see the fog. And this strange vessel
with its terrible men, pressed uander
by wind and sea and ever leaping up
and out, was heading away Into the
southwest, Into the great and lonely
Pacific expanse,
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CHAPTER IV.

What happened to me next on the
sealing schooner Ghost, as | strove to
fit Into my new environment, are mat-
tors of humiliation and pain. The cook,
who was called “the doctor” by the
crew, “Tommy” by the hunters, and
"Cooky" by Wolf Larsen, was «
changed person, The difference
worked In my status brought about a
corresponding difference in treatment
from him. Servile and fawning as he
had been hefore, he was now as domi-
neering and belllcose. In truth, | waa
no longer the fine gentleman with a
gkin soft as a “lydy's,” but only an
ordinary and very worthless cabin-boy,

He absurdly Insisted upon my ad
dressing him as Mr. Mugridge, and his
behavior and carringe weéro Insuffer
able as he showed me my duties. Be
sides my work In the cabin, with its
four small staterooms, | was supposed
to be his assistant In the galley, and
my colossal ignorance concerning such
things as peeling potatoes or washing
Rreasy pots wna a source of unending
und sarcastle wonder to him.

This first day was made more diffi-
cult for me from the fact that the
Ghost, under close reefs (terms such
a8 these 1 did not learn till later), was
plunging through what Mr. Mugridge
called an “‘owlin' sov'easter,” At
half-past five, under his directions, I
sel the table in the cabin, with rough
wealher trays In place, and then capr-
ried the tea and cooked food down
from the galley,

“Look sharp or you'll get doused,”
i was Mr. Mugridge's parting Injunction,

as | left the gallay with a big teapot

Vin one hand, and in the hollow of the
| other arm several lonves of fresh
baked bread. One of the huuters, a
tall, lonsely jointed chap nomed Hen-
derson, was going aft at the time from
the steerage (the name the hunters
facotiously gave their midships sleep-
g quarters), to the cabin. Wolf Lar
800 was on the poop, smoking his ever
lasting cigar,

“'Ere she comes.
the eook eried.

I stopped, for | did not know what
wns coming, and saw the galley door
slide shut with a bang. Then 1| saw
Honderson leaping like s madman for
the main rigging, up which he shot, on
the Inside, till he was many feot
higher than my head. Also | saw a

Sling yer 'ook!"™

great  wave, ourling and foaming
polged far above the rall, | was di-
roctly under it. My mind did not

work quickly, everything was so new
and strange. 1 grasped that | was In
danger, but that was all, 1 stood still,

in trepldation. Then Walf Larsen
shouted from the poop:
“Grab bhold something, you—you

Hump!*"

But it 'was too Iate, | sprang toward
the rigging, to which | might have
clung, and was met by the descending
wall of water, What happened after

that was very confusing. | was be
neath the water, suffocating and
drowning., Severnl times | colllded

nuningt hard objects, once striking my
right knee a terrible blow. Then the
floond seemed suddenly to subside, and
I waa breathing the good alr again, |
had been swept ngainst the gulley and
around the steerage companionway
from the weather gide Into the lee
scuppera, The paln from my hurt knee
wus agonlzing, But the cook wus alter
me, shouting through the lee galley
door:

“'Ere, you! Don't tyke all night
about 1! Where's the pot? Lost
overboard? Serve you bloody well
right if yer neck waas broke!"

| managed to struggle to my foet
The great teapot was still in my hand.
I limped to the galley aund banded It
to him. But he was consuming with
indignation, real or felgned.

“Gawd blime me If you ain't a slob,
Wot're you good for anyw'y? Cawn't
even carry a bit of tes aft without
losin' ft. Now I'll ‘ave to boil some
more.”

Two things 4 had acquired by my
acceldant—an Injured kneecap that

— — ——
went undressed and from which | suf
fered for weary months, and the name
of “Hump.” which Wolf Larsen bon
called me from the poop. ‘Thereafier,
fore and aft, | was known by no other
name, until the term became a part
ol my thought processes and | identi
fed it with myself, thought of myself
as Hump, as though Hump were | and
had always Loeen |

Il witd no ensy task. waiting on the
cibin table, whera gat Woll Larsen.
Johansen and the six hunters, The
cabln wans small, 10 begin with, and o
move around. as | was compeiled to,
wins not made easior by the schooner's
violent pitehineg and wallowing It
what sirock me most forcibly was
the total lnck of sympathy on the part
of the men whom 1 served. | could
feel my through my elothes
swelling and swelling, and | was siek
nnd faint from the palp of it | could
cateh glimpses of my face, white and
ghastly, distorted with pain, o the
cabin mirror. All the men must have
seen my condition, but not one spoke
or took noties of me, till | was almost
grateful to Wolf Larsen, later on (]
wins washing the dishes), when he
sald:

“Don't let a
bother you You'll get used to such
things in time. It may cripple vou
some, but all the same you'll be learn
ing to walk.

“That's what you eall a paradox
lsn't 1t?" he added.

He seemed pleased when | nodded
my head with the customary “Yoes
sir."

“1 suppose you know a bit about Mt
erary thinga? Eh? Good. I'l have
some talks with you sometime.”

And then, taking no further account
of me, he turned his back and went
up on deck.

That night, when | had finishod an
endless amount of work, | was sent to
sleep In the steerage, where | made
up a spare bunk. I was glad to get out
of the detestable presence of the cook
and to be off my fect. To my surprise.
my clothes had dried on me and there
seemed no indications of eatching cold,
aither from the last soaking or from
the prolonged soaking from the foun-
dering of the Martinez, Under ordl:
nary clreumstances, after all that |
had undergone, 1 should have been fit
for bed and a trained nurse,

But my knee was bothering me ter-
ribly. As well as I could make out.
the kneecap seemed turned up on
edge In the midst of the swelling. As
I sat in my bunk examining it (the
slx hunters were all In the steerage,
smoking and talking in loud voices),
Henderson took a passing glance at it.

“Looks nasty.” he commented, *“Tie
n rag around it and It'lIl be all right >

Like the savage, the attitude of
these men was stolcal in great things,
childigh in lttle things. | remember,
later In the voyage, secing Kerfoot,
another of the hunters, lose a finger
by having It emashed to a jelly, and
he did not even murmur or change the
expression on his face, Yet I have
seen the same man, time and again,
fiy into the most outrageous passion
over a trifle,

He was doing It now, vociferating.
bellowing, waving his arms, and curs
ing like a fiend, and all because of a
disagreement with another hunter as
to whether a seal pup knew Instine.
tively how to swim.

For the most part, the remaining
four hunters leaned on the table or lay
in thelr bunks and left the discussion
to the two antagonisis,

And they smoked. Incessantiy
smoked, using a coarse, cheap and of-
fenslvesmelling  tobaceo. The air
was thick and murky with the smoke
of it, and this, combined with the vio
lent movement of the ship as she
struggled through the storm, would
surely have mede me seasick. had |
been a victim 1o that malady. A#g It
was, It made me quite sgueamish,
though this nausea might have been
due to the pain of my leg and exhaus
tion,

As | lay there thinking, | naturally
dwelt upon mysell and my sitoation
It was unparalleled, undreamed.ol,
that |, Humphrey Van Weyden, a
scholar and a dilettante, if you plense
in things artistie and literary, should
be lying here on a Berlng sea seal-bunt
Ing schooner, Cabinboy! | had neves
done any hard manual Inbor, or scul
llon labor, In my life, My muscles were
small and soft, like a woman's, or so
the doctors had sold time and agaln
In the course of their attempts to per
sunde me to go In for physienl culture
fads. But | bad preferred to use my
hiead rather than my body, and %ere
I was, in no 6t condition for the rough
lHfe In prospect.

These are merely a fow of the things
that went through my mind and are
related for the sake of vindleating my
self in advance in the wenk and help
less role | wus destined to play. But
1 thought, also, of my mother and sis
ters, nod pictured their grief, 1 woas
among the missing dead of the Mur
tinez disaster, an unrecovered body
I could see the headlines in the pa
peérs: the fellows at the University club
and the Bibelot shaking their heads
and saying, “Poor chap!” And 1 could
#eé Charley Furuseth, as | had sald
g00d-by to him that morning, lounging

knee

Httle thing like that

in & dressing gown on the aepillowed
window couch and delivering himself
of orncular and pessimistic epigrams.

And all the while, rolling, plunging
climbing the moving mountaina and
fulling and wallowing (» the foaming
valleys, the schooner tdhost was fight-
lug har way farther and farther into
the heart of the Pacifir~nnd | was on
hier,

CHAPTER V.
-

But my firgt night in the hunter's
stacrnge was also my last, Next day
Johansen, the new mate, was routed
from the ecabin by Wolf Larsen, and
sent into the stecrige 1o sleep there
after, while | took possession of the
tiny c¢abln statervom, which, on the
tirst day of the voyage, had alroady
had two oceupants The reason for
this change wus guickly learned by
the hunters, and beenme the cause of
0 great deal of pgrombing on their
part. It seemod that Jobhansen, in his
slegp, Hved over sach night the events
of the day His incesaant talking and
ehouting and belmwing of orders had
heen too much for Wolf Larsen. who
had pccordingly foisted the nuisance
upon hia hunters

Alter a sleepless night, | arose, wealt
and in agony, to hobble through my
gecond day on the Ghost

The day wus flled with
variety. | hod tnken my dried clothes
down from* the galley the night be
fore, and the first thing | dld was to
exchange the cook's garments for
them. 1 looked for my purse. In ad-
dition to some small change (and |
have a good memory for such things),
it had contained $185 in gold and pa
per., The purse | found. but its con
tents, with the exception of the small
gllver, had been abstracted. 1 spoke
to the cook about it, when | went on
deck to take up my duties in the gal-
ley, and though 1 had looked forward
to a surly anawer, 1 had not expected
the belligerent hgrangue I recelved.

“Look ‘ere, ‘Ump,” he began, a ma-
lielous light in his eyes and a enarl
in his throat. "d've want ver nose
punched? Strike me blind if this ayn't
gratitude for yver! 'Ere vou come, a
pore, mis'rable specimen of ‘uman
scum, an | tykes yer into my galley
an' treats yer ‘ansom, un' this s wot
I get for 1t. Nex' time you can go to
‘ell, say 1, an' I've & good mind to
give you what-for anyw'y."

So saying, he put up his fists and
started for me. To my shame be it, |
cowered away from the blow and ran
out the galley door. The speed with
which I ran caused excruclating pain
in my knee, and | sauk down helpless-
Iy at the break of the poap. But the
cockney had not pursued me.

“Look at "im run! Look at ‘{m run!”
1 could hear him erying. “An" with
a gyme leg at that! Come on back,
you pore little mamma’'s darling. |
won't ‘it yer; no, 1 won't.”

I came back and went on with my
work; and here the episode ended for
the tlme,

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

WAR RELICS HELD OF VALUE

Gruesome Mementoes That Have
Brought High Prices When Dis
posed Of at Auction Sales,

There was sold by auction a few
years ago the spear that was used
by a rebel dervish to kill General Gor-
don,

Gn another ocecasion the sword used
by Lord Cardigan in the battle of Bal-
aclava was disposed of at the same
auction mart,

A very different war relie realized
a very different price. This was'the
silver-gilt table service used by Na-
poleon in the course of his many
campalgns, and it went for $3,260,

A really extraordinary war relic
was brought to light in an English
court some years ago. A woman ap-
plied to the magistrate for a sum-
mons againal a pawnbroker for dam-
age to a hearthrug, She explained
that during a campalgn on the Indian
frontier, her son had made a large
hearthrug out of the garmonts of his
slain comrades, and sent it home to
har,

A [ew years ago a relic of the
slege of Paris was discovered in a
windmill near Besancon. This was
the mummitied body of a pigeon, to
one of the wings of which a quill

was attached. Inside this was a
brief message, dated 1870, which
read:

“Darling—All well, but starving —
P. P, G." The pigeon was one of the

homers which had been released dur-
ing the siege, and maybe shot by the
Germans,

What He Didn't Understand,

The soldier was telling the work
man about a pattle that he had onee
been in that bad iasied from elght
o'clock In the morning until seven
o'clock at night. His dascription was
most graphie, and he became very en.
thusinstic as he lived through the stir-
ring scenes agaln

“There's one thing 1
stund about the story,”
man, slowly, when he had finlshed

You suy that the battle began ot
eight o'clock in the morning and last.
ed until sevan o'cloek at night?

"Yes, thats so,” was the reply.

“Then, ' retorted the workman with
n puzzied alr, "what } can’t make ont
I8 how did you manage about your
dinner bour?"

can't under
suld the work

Where Plants Grow on Wiras.

In Porto Rico, where the atmosphere
I8 moist and balmy, air plants often
lodge In the most unusual places and
prodicn the most unusual effects while
growing, Frequently they establish
themselves on telephone and telagraph
wiree. The insulation rots in places

and the plants take root, grow and
thrive,

miserabls |

Abraham’s

Supreme Trial

By REV, B, SUTCLIFFE
Assistant Superintendent of Men, Moody
Bible Institute of Chicago

TEXT-God 4 tempt Abriaham.—CGen.
u:L

God cannot be tempted with evil,
and neither does he tempt any man
to do evil, Yot
God tries his own
from time to timea
to strengthen their
faith and so give
them more of him-
self and lead them

iuto deeper and
richer spiritual
experionce, He

expressly says In
the baok of James,

“Blessed s the
man that endur
oth temptation,

for when he ia
tried he shall re
cedve the crown of
life." Abraham
been tried by the Lord many
times, but this last supreme trial hay
gome charactoristios which are com-
mon to many Christians’ experience.
Unexpected.

It is sald that “after these things
God did try Abraham.” After a life
Journey of nearly one hundred and
twenty-five years, After all the experi-
ences which were packed into his life,
After the birth and coming to age of
the promised son, At a time when it
would perhaps seem as though the life
was completed and only needing the
final touch of being taken away from
the scene around him. He may have
felt that now he could rest a little in
his old age and, llke Job, “die in his
nest.” But there never is perfection
in this life and therefore the training
is never done, Today's goal is but the
starting point for tomorrow. Many of
the Lord’s people come to a time when
they feel as though their life were com-
plete, They have come over rough
paths and hard ways. Trying experi-
ences have been met, but it seems that
theso are all in the past and now, hav-
ing passed them, they settle down as
though there were an end of the test-
ings and they had come to rest. But
suddenly, in sweeps a harder test than
any before. It comes all unexpected,
Or they think they have conquered
some part of the old nature and need
not watch it longer. Then one day
there comes the flerce attack, unlooked
for and unexpected. But blessed {8 the
man that endureth the unexpected
temptation.

had

Unexplained.

As far as the record goes, the Lord
gave Abranham no word of explanation
concerning the offering up of Isaac.
God simply told him to take his son
whom he loved and offer him a burnt
offering. Abraham was human, like
ourselves, so we can readily believe
that into his mind, as so often into our
own, there sprang the question, Why?
We desire to know so much of the
Lord's doings befors we are ready to
obey him. What a mark of unconsclous
unbeljef it is when we try to inquire as
to why God does this or that in his
doalings with us. He applies the test
and then, before we meet it, we want
to know the “why" for it. We show so
much of distrust when hanging nack
from doing as he gays because we do
not understand. But God's trials are
not all explained. He seldom lets us
know why, for if we knew there would
be little opportunity for faith to ope-
rate.

Unreasonable.

God had promised Abraham that in
Isaac should his secd be called. Isanc
was the heir of the promises. Through
the years of Isaac’s youth Abraham
knew that nothing could possibly take
away Isaac's life. In lspac was cen
tered the promise of a great multitude.
If anything happened to him, there-
fore, the promise of God would be ol
none effect. We can imagine Abraham
gaylng, when gickness or wsceident
threatened the life of his boy, that it
was imposeible for him to die or be
killed, for how then could the promise
be fullilled? How unreasonable then
it seemed for God to tell him to take
this boy and slay him. Would he not
be tempted to ask, “How then will the
promise be kept?” Would not the
tempter suggest that either God had
forgotten his word or he was making
a mistake, or that Abraham had mis.
understood the message? How often
wa are tempted to question the reason-
ableness of God's nctions. But here
agaln, if we understood all that God
was doing, the walk by faith would be
changed to sight. God wants not rea-
gonera but bollevers. And blessed is
the man who endureth temptation
even when it seems unreasonable.

And Abraham met this test with su-
preme faith, The book of Hebrews de
clares it was hy faith he obeayved, His
obedlence was prowmpt, ungquestioning,
uncomplaining, Geliberate., Ho did not
hesitate to obey, there was no Inquir-
ing into the reason for offering Isaao,
strange as such a thing would seem.
He did not wait to see how God would
fulfill his promise, but by laith he of
fered up lsaane, of whom it was sald,
that “in Isasc shall thy seed be called.™
The secret of such faith leading to
such obedience 18 found when the test
has been met and the victory won,
God said to Abraham, “Lay not thine

hand upon the lad; for now [ knnwi

that thou fearest God, seeing thou hast
pot withheld thy son from me. The
fear of the Lord is the secret of obedi-
|nce,

FROH ORE YEARS GAOP
HEPAID FOR HS LAN
INWESTERN ANADA

Remarkable as are the reports of
the yields of wheat in Western Canada,
the marketing of which is now under
way, they are none the more interest-
Ing than are those that are vouched
for as to the value of this graln crop
to the farmers of that country.

Some months ago the Department
of the Interior, at Ottawn, Canada,
wrote to those jn the United States
who were owners of land in Westoern
Canada that was not producing, nd-
vising that It be put under crop. The
hiigh prices of graln and their probable
contintiance for some yenrs should
be taken advantage of. Cattle and all
the produce of the farm commanded
good fgures, and the apportunity to
feed the world was great, while the
profits were simply alarming. The
Department suggested that money
could be made out of these idle lands,
lands that could produce anywhore
from 25 to 65 hushels of wheat per
acre, A number took advantage of
the suggestion. One of these was an
llinols farmer. He owned a large
quantity of land near Culross, Manl-
toba. He decided to put one thousand
acres of it under wheat. His own
story, written to Mr. C. J. Broughton,
Canadlan Government Agent at Chl
cago, is interasting.

“l1 had 1,000 meres in wheat near
Culross, Manitoba. | threshed 24,000
bushels, being an average of 34 bush-
#ls to the acre. Last Spring 1 sold
my foreman, Mr. F. L. Hill, 240 acres
of land for $5,000, or $37.50 per acra,
He had saved up about $1,000, which
he could buy seed with, and have the
land harrowed, drilled and harvested,
and put In stook or shock

"As a first payment 1 was to take
all the crops ralsed. When he
threshed he had 8,200 bushels of
wheat, which is worth in all $1.00 per
hushel, thereby paying for all the land
that was in wheat and more, too, there
being only 200 scres in crop. If the
240 acres had all been in wheat he
could have pald for it all and had
money left."”

That I1s a story that will need no
corroboration in this year when, no
matter which way vou turn, you learn
of farmers who had even nigher yields
than these.

G. E, Davidson of Manitou, Manito-
ba, had 36 acres of breaking and 14
acres older land. He got 2,186 bush-
els of wheat, over 43 bushels per
acre,

Walter Tukner of Darlingford, Man-
ftoba, had 3,614 bushels off a 00 acre
field, or over G8% bushels per acre.
Forty acres was breaking and 20 acres
summer fallow,

Wm. Sharp, formerly Member of
Parliament for Lisgar, Manitoba, had
80 acres of wheat on his farm near
Manitou, Manitoba, that went 63 bush-
els per acre,

One of the most remarkable vields
in this old settled portion of Manitoba
was that of P, Scharf of Manitou, who
threshed from 156 acres the phenom-
enal yvield of 73 bushels per acre.

These reports are but from one dis-
trict, and when It is known that from
almost any district in a grain belt
of 30,000 square miles, yields while
not as large generally as these quoted,
but in many cases as good, I8 it any
wonder that Capada is holdlng its
head high In the alr in its conquering
career as the high wheat yielder of
the continent? When {t Is pointed out
that there are millions of acres of the
same quality of land that has pro-
duced these ylelds, yet unbroken, and
may be had for filing upon them as a
homestead, or in gome cases may be
purchased at from $12 to $30 an acre
from railway companies or private
land companies, it ls felt that the op-
portunity to take part in this marvel-
ous production should be taken ad-
vantage of by thoss living on land
much hjgher in price, and yielding
infinitely less.—Advertisement,

The Sort Suitable,

“What kind of weapons did the
hold-up bandits use In this serial
itory

*“l guess they must have used mag-
azine rifles.”

For a really fine coffee at a mod.
erate price, drink Denison's Seminole
Brand, 36c the Ib., in sealed cans.

Only one merchant In each town
solls Semincle. If your grocer isn't
the one, write the Denison Coffes Co.,
Chicago, for a souvenir and the name
of your Seminole dealer.

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

Certain Prospect,
"Do you think the football semson
will ba lively this vear?"
“% know It will start in with a rush.”

Not Gray Halrs but Tired Eyes
make us look older than we are. Keep
your Eyes young and you will look young.
After the Moviea Murine Your Eves. Don't
tell your age. Murine Eve Remedy Co.,
Chicago, Bends Eye Book on request,

Brief, but Pointed.
The Parson—Life Is made up of
trials.
The Lawyer—Well, I'm glad of it

To Prevent the Grip
Cold: ranse Grip~Lazative Bromo Quinine re
moves the cause. Thers Is only ocue ' Broma
Quinloe.” E. W. GROVE'S signature on bos. gsc,

Ever notice that boys never tie tin
cans to x bull dog’s tail? A bull dog

won't suand for such foollshinsus.




