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Agatha Redmond, opera singer, starling 
ifor an auto drive in New York, finds a 
•stranger sent as her chauffeur. Leaving 
(the car, she goes Into the park to read 
the will of an old friend of her mother 
"who has left her property. There she is 
accosted by a stranger, who follows ner 
to the auto, climbs in and chloroforms 
■her. James Hambleton of Lynn, Mass., 
Witnesses the abduction o f Agatha Red- 
tnond. Hambleton sees Agatha forcibly 
taken aboard a yacht. He secures a tug

C * when dear the yacht drops over- 
rd, Aleck Van Camp, friend of Ham

bleton, had an appointment with him. Not 
(meeting Hambleton, he makes a call upon 
ifrlends, Madame and Miss Melanie Rey- 
nler. He proposes to the latter and is re
fused. Melanie explains that she Is of 
high birth in a German principality, trom  
which she had fled to escape an unwished 
marriage. The three arrange a coast trip 
on Van Camp's yacht, the Sea Gull. 
Hambleton wakes up on board the Jeanne 
D’Arc. the yacht on which is Agatha 
Redmond. His clothes and money belt 
nave been taken from him. He meets a 
man who introduces himself as Monsieur 
Chatelard, who is Agatha’s abductor. 
They fight, but are interrupted by the 
threatened sinking o f the vessel. The 
(boat sinks. Jimmy and Agatha are both 
abandoned by the crew, who take to the 
boats. Jimmy dives into the 
reaches Agatha.
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CHAPTER VIII.— Continued.
Whet daylight came, they found 

they bad not traveled far from the 
Beene of the night’s disaster; or, If 
they had, the Jeanne A’Arc had drift
ed with them. She was still afloat, 
land just as the sun rose they saw 
her, apparently not far away, tossing 
rudderless to the waves. There was 
no sign of the ship’s boats.

At the renewed miracle of light, 
and at sight of the yacht, Jimmy’s 
hopes were reborn. His spirit bashed 
In the wonder of the day and was 
made strong again. The night with 
Its horrors of struggle and its dark
ness was past, forgotten In the flush 
of hope that came with th§ light.

Together they struck out toward 
the yacht, fresh with new courage. 
Now that he could see plainly, Jim 
swam always a little behind Agatha, 
keeping a watchful eye. She still 
took the Water gallantly, nose and 
closed mouth Just topping the wave, 
like a spaniel. An occasional side- 
stroke would bring her face level to 
the water, with a backward smile for 
Iter companion. He gloried In her 
spirit, even while he feared for her 
strength.

It was a longer pull to the yacht 
than they had counted upon, a heavy 
tax on their powers of endurance. Jim, 
came up to And Agatha floating on her 
back and put his hand under her 
shoulders, steadying her easily.

"Now you can really reBt,’’ he said.
“I ’ve looked toward the horizon so 

long, I thought I ’d look up, way up, 
for a change,”  she said cheerfully. 
“ That’s where the skylarks go, when 
they want to sing—straight up into 
heavenI”

“Doesn’t It make you want to 
sing?"

She showed no surprise at the 
question.

“Yes, It does, almost But just as 
1 thought of the skylarks, I remem
bered something else; something that 
kept haunting me in the darknesB all 
night—

“ ’Master in song, good-by, good-by, 
Down to the dim sea^lne— ’

I thought something or somebody was 
surely lost down in 'the dim sea-line’ 
last n ight" ’

“Who can tell? But I had a better 
thought than yours: Ulysses, like us, 
swimming over the ’wine-dark sea’ ! 
Do you remember it? 'Then two days 
and two nights on the resistless 
waves he drifted; many a time his 
heart faced death.” ’

“That’s not a bit better thought 
than mine; but I like it. And I  know 
what follows, too. ‘Bdt when the fair- 
haired dawn brought the third day, 
then the wind ceased; there came a 
breathless calm; and close at hand he 
spied the coast, &b he cast a keen 
glance forward, upborne on a great 
wave.’ That’s it, isn’t it?"

“I  don’t know, but I hope it Is. 
■'The wine-dark sea’ and the 'rosy- 
fingered dawn are .all I remember; 
though I ’m glad you know what comes’ 
■next It’s a good omen. But look 
at the yacht; Bhe’s acting strange!"
. As the girl turned to her stroke, 
their attention was caught and held 
by the convulsions of the Jeanne 
D'Arc. There was a *grim fascina
tion, in the sight ;

It  was obvious that she was sink
ing. W h ile . they had been resting, 
her hull had sunk toyard the water
line,' her graceful bulk and delicate 
xgasts showing strange against. ocean 
and sky. Now'she suddenly tipped 
down..,at' her stem; herj:bow was 
.thrown’,’'up^ont o f ‘the£Water■•for>:an

8YN0PSIS. ; The two in the water watched with
fascinated eyes, filled with awe. When 
it was all over Agatha turned to her 
companion with a long-drawn breath. 
Jim looked as one looks whose last 
hope haB failed.

“I could never have let you go 
aboard, anyway!" He loved her anew 
for that speech, but knew not how 
to meet her eyes.

“Well, Ulysses loBt his raft, too!’’ 
he managed to say.

“He saw the sunrise, too, just as 
we have seen it; and he saw a distant 
island, that seemed a shield laid 
on the misty sea.’ Let’s look hard 
now, each time the wave lifts ub. 
Perhaps we also shall Bee an island.” 

“We must swim harder; you are 
chilled through."

“Oh, no,” she laughed. “ I shiv 
ered at the thought of what a fright 
I must look. I always did hate to 
get my hair wet.”

“You look all right to me.”
They were able to laugh, and so 

kept up heart. They tried to calcu
late the direction the yacht had 
taken when she left port, and where 
the land might lie; and when they 
had argued about it, they set out to 
swim a certain way. In their hearts 
each felt that any calculation was 
futile, but they pretended to be in 
earnest. They could not see far, but 
they created for themselves a goal 
and worked toward it, which is of 
itself a happiness.

So they watched and waited, ages 
long. Hope came to them again 
presently. James, treading water, 
thrust up his head and scented the 
air.

"I smell the salt marsh, which 
means land!” He sniffed again. “Yes, 
decidedly!"

A moment later It was there, be
fore their vision—that “shield laid on 
the misty sea” which was the land. 
Only it was not like a shield, but a 
rocky spit of coast land, with fir 
trees farther back. James made for 
the nearest point, though his heart 
shrank to see how far away it was. 
Fatigue and anxiety were taking 
their toll of hlB vigor. Neither 
one had breath to Bpare even for ex
ultation that the land was in Bight 
Little by little Agatha grew more 
quiet, though not less brave. It took 
all her strength to fight the water— 
that mighty element which indiffer
ently supports or engulfs the human 
atom. If she feared, she made no 
sign. Bravely she kept her heart, and 
carefully she saved her strength, 
swimming slowly, resting often, and 
wasting no breath In talk.

But more and more frequently her 
eyes rested wistfully on James, mute
ly asking him for help. He watched 
her minute by minute, often begging 
her to let him help her.

“ Oh, no, not yet; I can go on nicely, 
if I juBt rest a little. There—thank 
you

Once she looked at him with such 
pain in her eyes that he silently took 
her hands, placed them on his shoul
der and carried her along with his 
stronger stroke. She was reassured 
by his strength, and presently she 
slipped away from him, smiling con
fidently again as she swam along
side.

" I ’m all right now; but I suddenly 
thought, what if anything should hap
pen to you, and I  be left alone! Or 
what if I should get panicky and 
clutch you and drag you down, the 
way people do sometimes!”

“But 1 shan't leave you alone, and 
you’re not going to do that!”

Agatha smiled, but could only say, 
“I  hope not!”

She forged ahead a little, and pres 
ently had another moment of fright 
on looking round and finding that Jim 
had disappeared. He had suddenly 
dived, without giving her warning. He 
came up a second later, puffing anĉ  
spitting the bitter brine; but his face 
was radiant.

“Rocks and seaweed!” he cried. 
“The fand 'is  near. Come; I can 
swim and take you, too, easily. And 
now I know certainly Just which way 
to go. Come, come!

Agatha heard it all, but this time 
she was. unable to utter a word. Jim 
saw her stiff lips move in an effort 
to smile or speak, but he heard no 
voice.

“Keep up, keep up, dear g irl!”  he 
cried. “We’ll soon be there. Try, 
try to keep np! Don’t, lose for,;a 
moment the thought.that you are near 
land, that you’.are almost there. We 
are,'safe, you.can go on—only.a few' 
moments.anore!"; .. ’ -x  ̂ .

instant, only -'to: - b e ^  drawRf dowit ;Poor; A ga t^ ' Btrove' as/Jim bade

jfch&vwere^p^
• band: >With at sudden* lastlurchVshe 
^disappeared = entirely.and; only -. widest-;
'ingipirclesfleetingly^markedtheplacie 
'"Of'her. going-...... ■".... -

weight came upon Jim as that of a 
dead person. Then he set his teeth 
and nerved himself to make the effort 
of his life.

It IS no easy thing to strain for
ward, swimming the high seas, bear
ing above the surface a load which 
on land would make a strong man 
stagger. One must watch one’s bur
den, to guard against mishap; one 
must save breath and muscle, and 
keep- an eye for direction, all in a 
struggle against a hostile element.

The goal still seemed incredibly 
far, farther than his strength could 
go. Yet he swam on, fighting against 
the heart-breaking thought that his 
companion had perhaps gone “down 
to the dim sea-line” in very truth.

4 She had been so brave, so strong. 
She had buoyed up his courage when 
it had been fainting; she had fought 
splendidly against the last terrible 
inertia of exhaustion.

“ Courage!” he told himBelf. “We 
must make the land!” But it took 
a stupendous effort. His strokes be
came unequal, some of them feeble 
and ineffective; his muscles ached 
with the strain; now and then a 
strange whirring and dizziness in his 
head caused hlin to wonder dimly 
whether he were above or below wa
ter. He could no longer swim with 
closed lips, but constantly threw his 
head back with the gasp that marks 
the spent runner.

Holding Agatha Redmond in front 
of him, with her head well above the 
water and her body partly supported 
by the life preserver, he swam some
times with one hand, sometimes only 
with his tegs. He dared not stop 
now, lest he be too late in reaching 
land or wholly unable to regather his 
force. The dizziness increased, and 
a sharp pain in his eyeballs recurred 
again and again. He could no longer 
see the land; it seemed to him that 
it was blood, not brine, that spurted 
from nose and mouth; but still he 
swam on, holding the woman safe. 
He made a gigantic effort to shout, 
thougji he could scarcely hear his own 
voice. Then he fixed hls‘ mlnd solely 
on his swimming, counting one stroke 
after another, like a man who Is coax
ing sleep.

How long he swam thus, he did not 
know.; but after many strokes he was 
conscious of a Bense of happiness 
that, after all, It wasn't necessary to 
reach land or to struggle any more. 
Rest and respite from excruciating 
effort were to be had for the taking— 
why had he withstood them so long? 
The sea rocked him, the surge filled 
his ears, his limbs relaxed their ten
sion. Then it was that a strong 
hand grasped him, and a second later 
the same hand dealt him a violent 
blow on the face.

He had to begin the intolerable ex
ertion of swimming again, but he no 
longer had a burden to hold safe; 
there was no burden In sight. Half- 
consciously he felt the earth once 
more .beneath his feet, but he could 
not stand. He fell face forward into 
the water again at his first attempt, 
and again the strong hand pulled 
him up and half-carried him over some 
Blimy rocks. It was an endless Jour
ney befoie the strong hand would let 
him sit or lie down, but at last he 
was allowed to drop.

He vaguely felt the warmth of the 
sun drying his Bkln while the sea 
hummed in his ears; he felt dis
tinctly the sharp pain between his 
eyes, and a parching thirst He 
groped around in a delirious search 
for water, which he did not find; he 
pressed his head and limbs agalnBt 
the earth in an exquisite relief from 
pain; and at last his bruised feel, 
his aching bones and head constrain
ed him to a lethargy that ended in 
sleep.

CHAPTER IX.

The Camp on the Beach.
Sunset of the day that had dawned 

so strangely and wonderfully for 
those two wayfarers of earth, James 
and Agatha, fell on a little camp 
near the spit o f' coast-land toward 
which they had struggled. The point 
lifted itself abruptly into ar rocky 
bank which curved in amT'out, yield
ing to the besieging waves. Just 
here had been formed a little sandy 
cove partly protected by the beetling 
cliff. At the top was verdure in abun
dance. Vines hung down over the 
face, of the wall, coarse grasses and 
underbrush grew to ’its. very. edge, and 
8harp-Eointed.;flr*';trees. etched, them
selves against <,the .cl^fr,blde of the 
■rky.j,}Below,-5; the;Whltei'sand formed 
a //sickle-shaped ̂  ;beach;|j bordered by 
'^e.^rodEy^w alU '^^ lu^sharp  point 
dipping far vout-to'Bea?^High up on 
theTsand.* a .-small t-rawlMat^MVbeaeh- 
!^MTh%ra.\v'wa8.%'no^^Ch':''’rt8lble up

•that the ascent would be easy enough.
Nevertheless, the campers did not 

attempt i t  Instead, they had made 
a fire of driftwood on the sand out 

i  of reach of the highest tide. Near 
the fire they had spread fir boughs, 
and on this fragrant couch James was 
lying. He was all unconscious, ap
parently, of the primitive nature of 
his surroundings, the sweetness of 
his balsam bed, and the watchful care 
of his two nurses.

Jim was in a bad way, if one could 
trust the remarks of his male nurse, 
who spoke to an invisible companion 
as he gathered chips and other bits 
of wood from the beach. He was a 
young, businesslike fellow with a 
clean, wholesome face, dressed only 
in a gauze shirt, trousers, and boots 
without stockings; this lack, of 
course, was not immediately appar
ent. The tide had just turned after 
the ebb, and he went far down over 
the wet sand, sometimes climbing 
over the rocks farther along the shore 
until he was out of sight of tho 
camp

Returning from one of these excur
sions, which had been a bit longer 
than he intended, he looked anxiously 
toward the fire before depositing his 
armful of driftwood. The blaze had 
died down, but a good bed of coals 
remained; and upon this the young 
man expertly built up a new fire. It 
crackled and blazed into life, throw
ing a ruddy glow over the shingle, 
the rocks behind, and the figure lying 
on the balsam couch. James’ face 
was v/axen In its paleness, save for 
two fiery spots on his cheeks; and 
as 1m lay he stirred constantly in a 
feverish unrest. His bare feet were 
nearest the fire; his blue woollen 
trousers and shirt were only partly 
visible, being somewhat covered by 
a man's tweed coat.

The fire lighted up, also, the figure 
of Agatha Redmond. She was kneel
ing at the farther end of Jim’s couch, 
laying a white cloth, which had been 
wet, over his temples. Her long 
dark hair was hanging just as it had 
dried, except that it was tied together 
low in the back with a string of slip
pery seaweed. Her neck was bare, 
her feet also; her loose blouse had 
lost all semblance of a made-to-order 
garment, but it still covered her; 
while a petticoat that had once been 
black satin hung in stiff, salt-dried 
creases over her waist to a little, be
low her knees. She had the well-set 
head and good shoulders, with deep 
chest, which makes any garb becom
ing; her face was bonny, even now, 
clouded as it was with anxiety and 
fatigue. She greeted the young man 
eagerly on his return.

"If yen could only find a little more 
fresh water, I am sure it Would help. 
The milk was good, only he would 
take so little. I think I shall have 
to let you go this evening to hunt for 
the farm-house.”

"Yes, Mademoiselle,” the young 
man replied. He had wanted to go 
earlier in the day, but the man was 
too ill and the woman too exhausted 
to be left alone. He went on speak
ing slowly, after a pause. "I can find 
the farm-house, I am sure, only it 
may take a little time. Following the 
cattle would have been the quickest 
way; but I can find the cowpath soon, 
even as it is. If you wouldn’t be un
easy with me gone, Mademoiselle!” 

’Oh, no, we shall be all right now, 
till you can get back!" As Bhe spoke. 
Agatha’s eyeB rested questionlngly 
on the youth who, ever since Bhe had 
revived from her faint of exhaustion, 
had teased her memory. He had seen 
them struggling in the sea, and had 
swum out to her aid, she knew; and 
after leaving her lying on a Blimy, 
seaweed-covered rook, he had gone 
out again and brought in her com
panion in a far worse condition than 
herself. The young man, also, was a 
survivor of the Jeanne D’Arc, having 
come from the disabled craft in the 
tiny rowboat that Vas now on the 
beach More than this she did not 
know, yet something jogged her mem
ory every now and then— something 
that would not shape Itself definitely. 
Indeed, Bhe had been too much en
grossed in the serious condition of 
her companion and the work neces
sary to make a camp, to spend any 
thought on unimportant speculations.

But now, «as she listened to the 
youth’s respectful tones, it suddenly 
came back to her. She looked at him 
with awe-struck eyes.

’Oh, now I know! You are the 
new chauffeur; ’queer name, Hand!*' 
Yes, I remember—I remember.”

“What you say is true, Mademoi
selle.”

He stood before her, a stubbornly 
submissive look on his face, as a ser
vant might stand before his betrayed 
master. It was as If he had been 
waiting for that moment, waiting for 
her anger to fall on him. But Agatha 
was speechless at her growing won
der at the trick fate had played them. 
Her steady gaze, serious and earnest 
now, without a hint of the laughter 
that usually cams so easily, dwelt on 
the young man’s eyes for a moment, 
then she turned away as if she were 
giving up a puzzling question. She 
looked at James, whose stubbly- 
bearded face was now quiet against 
its green pillow, as if seeking a solu
tion there; but she had to fall back, 
at last, on the youth.

"Do you know who this man is?" 
she asked Irrelevantly.

"No, Mademoiselle. He was picked 
up in New York harbor, the night 
we weighed anchor. I have not seen 
him since until today.”

“ ‘The night we weighed anchor!’ 
What night was that?”

"Last Monday, Mademoiselle; at 
about six bells.”

“And what day 1b today?”
"Saturday, Mademoiselle; and past 

four/bells now.”
"Monday—Saturday! *’ Agatha look

ed. ̂ ahstraqtedly down on Jimmy 
asleep'.iwhile upon her mind crowded 
the ’/znemorles of that week. This

man who had dragged her and het 
rescuer from the water, who had 
made fire and a bed for them, who 
had got milk for sustenance, had been 
almost the last person her conscious 
eyes had Been in that half-hour of 
terror on the hillside. Her next 
memory, after an untold interval, was 
the rocking of the ship, an old woman 
who treated her obsequiously, a man 
who was her servile attendant and 
yet her jailer—but then, suddenly, as 
she knelt there, mind and body re
fused their service. She crumpled 
down on the soft sand, burying her 
head in her arms.

Hand came nearer and bent awk
wardly over her, aB if to coax her con
fidence.

"It ’s all right now. Mademoiselle. 
Whatever you think of me, you can 
trust me now.”

“ Oh, I ’m not afraid of you now,” 
Agatha moaned in a muffled voice. 
“Only I ’mk so puzzled by It all—and 
so tired!”

“ "Twas a fearful strain. Mademoi
selle. But I can make you a bed here, 
so you can sleep."

Agatha shook her head. “ I can 
sleep on the sand, Just as well."

”1 think, Mademoiselle, I ’d better 
be going above and look for help 
from the village, as soon as I ’ve sup
plied the fire. I ’ll leave these few 
matches, too. in case you need 
them.”

"YeB, you’d better go. Hand; and 
wait a minute, until I think it out.” 
Agatha sat up and pressed her palm 
to her forehead, straining to put her 
mind upon the problem at hand. “Go 
for a doctor, first, Hand; then, if you 
can, get some food—bread and meat; 
and, for fclty’B sake, a cloak or long 
coat of some kind. Then find out 
where we are, what the nearest town 
is, and if a telegraph station is near 
And stay; have you any money?"

"A  little. Mademoiselle; between 
nine and ten dollars.”

“That is good; It will serve for a 
little while. Please spend it for me.; 
I will pay you. As Boon as we can 
get to a telegraph station I can get 
more. Get the things, as I have said; 
and then arrange, if you can, for a 
carriage and another man, besides 
yourself and the doctor, to come 
down as near this point as possible. 
You two can carry him”—Bhe looked 
wistfully at James—“to the carriage, 
wherever it is able to meet ub. But 
you will need to spend money to get 
all these things; especially if you get 
them tonight, as I hope you may”

”1 will try, Mademoiselle.” The 
ex-chauffeur stood hesitating, how
ever. At last, “I hate to leave you 
here alone, with only a sick man. and 
night coming on," he said.

“You need not be afraid for me,” 
replied Agatha coldly. Her nerves 
had given way, now that the need 
for active exertion was past, and 
were almost at the breaking point. 
It came back to her again, moreover, 
how this man and another had made 
her a prisoner in a motor-car, and at 
the moment she felt foolish in trust
ing to him for further help. It camo 
into her mind that he was only seek
ing an excuse to run away, in fear 
of being arrested later. A second 
time she looked up into his eyes with 
her serlouB, questioning gaze.

"I don’t know why you were in the 
plot to do as you did—last Monday 
afternoon,” she said slowly: “but
whatever it was, it was unworthy of 
you. You are not by nature a crim
inal and a stealer of women, I know 
And you have been kind and brave 
today; I shall never forget that. Do 
you really mean now to stay by me?”

Hand’s gaze was no less earnest 
than her own; and though he flinched 
at "criminal,” his eyes met hers 
steadily.

“As long as I can help you, Made
moiselle, I will do so.”

At his words, spoken with sincer
ity, Agatha’s spirit, tired and over
wrought aB it was, rose for an in
stant to its old-time buoyancy. She 
smiled at him.

"You mean it?” Bhe asked. "Hon
est true, crosB your heart?”

Hand’s businesslike features re
laxed a little. “Honest true, cross 
my heart!" he repeated.

“All right,” said Agatha, almost 
cheerfully "And now you must go, 
before it gets any darker. Don’t try 
to return in the night, at the risk 
of losing your way. But come as 
soon as you can after daylight; and 
remember, I truBt you! Good-by."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

H A V E  YOU T R IE D  T H IS ?  5
Simple Prescription Said to Work 

Wonders for Rheumatism^

This has been well known to the 
best doctors for -years as the quickest 
and irost reliable cure obtainable for 
rheumatism and backache. It  has been 
published here for several winters and 
hundreds of the worst cases cured by 
It In a short time. “ From your drug
gist get one ounce o f Torls compound 
(in original sealed package) and one 
ounce of syrup of Sarsaparilla com
pound. Take these two Ingredients 
home and put them Into a half pint of 
good whiskey. Shake the bottle and 
take a tablespoonful before each meal 
and at bedtime.”  Results come the 
flrst day. I f  your druggist does not 
have Torls Compound in stock he will 
get* It In & few hours from his whole
sale house. Don’t be Influenced to take 
some patent medicine Instead o f this. 
Insist on having the genuine Torls 
compound in the original, one-ounce, 
sealed, yellow package. Published by the 
Globe Pharmaceutical laboratories o f 
Chicago.

FLOOR WALKER.
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Oldpop—Is your baby fond of you?
Newpop— Fond of me? Why he just 

sleeps all day, so that he can stay up 
all night to enjoy my entertaining so
ciety.

Literary Betrothal.
Inscriptions in complimentary copies 

of learned works do not always serve 
the graceful purpose to which one 
was dedicated by the celebrated Pro
fessor Wilson of Edinburgh.

When the suitor for the hand of 
Professor Wilson’s daughter had 
gained the young woman’s approba
tion, she of course referred him to 
^er father. Having stated his case, 
the young gentleman was asked to 
bid the young lady to come to her 
father Her obedience was prompt.

Professor Wilson had before him 
I for review a ponderous volume, on 
I the fly-leaf of which was duly in- 
j scribed, “ With the author’s compll- 
i ments ’’

1-Ie tore this fly-leaf out, pinned it 
to his daughter’s dress, solemnly led 
her to the anxious lover—and went 
back to his work.—Youth’s Compan
ion

When Eloquence Didn’t Work.
There is Buch a thing as .being too 

eager, as witness the following re
mark:

“Yes,”  said the statesman, “ I de
feated myself by my own elo
quence once.”

“How was that?”
“ I was a candidate for the nomina

tion to congress, and I got up and 
made a speech to the convention, in 
which I JuBt naturally flung Old Glory, 
with a capital O and a capital G, to 
the breeze in so enthusiastic a man
ner that I took the house by storm. 
I dilated on the greatness of our 
country and on the responsibilities of 
the man who should be called to 
make its laws, till one old fellow from 
a back county got up and said that 
I had convinced him that it was too 
big a job for so young a man as I was 
to tackle, bo he moved that the con
vention nominate a man of more ex
perience; and. by gee, they did i t "

✓  i JV
*

Twin* an Evil’ Omen.
Igoroto women have a strange sup

erstition about twins. They say that 
Anito, an evil spirit, la always pres- 
ent intone of the babeB when, twins 
are born. Napeek, twins are called.1 
and their advent is looked' on as an 
evil omen. Even wild buffalo—cara-1 
bao—have buttons;calf,.say the super-* 
stltlous .Igorotes.vso they take one of. 
the’ twins, usually the - larger, and 
quietly dispose -. o f I t —Christian 
Herald ’

/

At the Studio.
A motor stopped in front of tho 

photographer’s, and a woman lack
ing none of the artificial accessories 
deemed necessary to “ looks," entered 
the studio.

A couple of days later the photogra
pher submitted proofs for her ap
proval.

“ Not one of those pictures looks 
anything like me,” the woman in
sisted.

The photographer tried in every 
way to pacify her, but finding this an 
impossibility, lost control of his tem
per: •

“ Madam!” he exclaimed, "did you 
read my sign?”

"Yes.”
“Well! It does not say ‘cleaning, 

dyeing and remodeling.’ It sayB •por
traits.’ ”

Incompetent Georgie.
Little George was six years old and 

the family was much interested in 
having him start to school, but he in
sisted that he was not going.

One day his grandmother said to 
him: “Georgie, you are going to school 
with sister this winter, aren’t you?”

"No, grandma. I'm not going to 
school at all. I can’t read, nor I can’t 
write, nor I can’t sing, and I’d like to 
know what good I’d be at school.”

A DIFFERENCE.
It Paid This Man to Change Food.

“What Is called ‘good living’ eventu
ally brought me to a condition quite 
the reverse of good health,’ writes a 
N. Y. merchant.

"Improper eating told on me till my 
stomach became bo weak that food 
nauseated me, even the lightest and 
Bimplest lunch, and I was much de
pressed after a night of uneasy slum
ber, unfitting me for business.

“This condition was discouraging, 
as I could find no way to improve it. 
Then I saw the advertisement/ oX 
Grape-Nuts food, and decided to try 
it, and became delighted with the re
sult.

"For the past three years I have 
used Grape-Nuts and nothing else for 
my breakfast and for lunch before re
tiring. It speedily set my stomach right 
and I congratulate myself that I have 
regained my health. There Is no great
er comfort for a tired man than a 
lunch of Grape-Nuts. It insures restful 
sleep, and an awakening in the morn
ing with a feeling of buoyant courage 
and hopefulness.

“Grape-NutB has been a boon to my 
whole family. It haB made of our 2- 
year-old boy, who used to be unable 
to digest much of anything, a robust, 
healthy, little rascal weighing 32-- 
pounds. Mankind-1 certainly owes a 
debt of gratitude to the expert who 
invented this .perfect food.”  Name 
given by Postum Co., Battle Creek, 
Mich., VThere’s a reason.”  ,
- Ever read! the above letter! A  new' 
one appears from ’time to time. They 
are gennloe', true, .and fu ll o l  b om u  
Interest.' Adv, ’ • ■ •£•


