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CHAPTER |IX—Continued.
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“ls 1t Well, no, they dida’t tell me
that,” admitted the wvisitor, “or I'd not
stirted 80 Inte.  You see, 1 come up on
n schooner, This here lake boatin’

aln't 1o my lne. 'm deep-water, 1
am.’

“So 1 should s'pose,” sald Mr. Par-
low. “How'd you git up here, nuny-
way

Fhe war™ sald the visltor, “The
war done . Couldo't git a good berth
In any deep-water bottom, So 1 thought
I'd try fresh-water saflin®. I tell you,
matey. 1 been workin®' as quartermas-
ter's muate on the old Cross and Cres-
cont [t a-scootin’ ‘cross to Naples
from N'York—there and back—goln’
on tén vear."”

asked the carpeater curlously.

“She was sunk. There's things hap-
penin’ over to the other side of the |
ocenn, mate,” sald the Injured wman

“that you wouldn't belleve
—no, sir! The Cross and Crescent
lne's give up business till after the
war's over, | reckon."

“You'd better not encourage him to
talk sny more, father,” Interposed Miss
Amagda, coming into the room agnin
“The best thing he ean do for himselt

1 e for a while,”

E ye, ma‘am,” sald the =ailor
hum “T'll try.”

Duirknuess came on apace,

earnestly

prowise of a  stormy nlght—more
snow, perhaps. But Miss Amnnda
would npot pllow Carolyn May and
Prince 1o start for home at once,

“Wiatch for your uncle, Carolyn Moy,
out of the front-room window, nnd be
all ready to go with him when he
comes along,™ sald Miss Parlow,

When Uncle Joe came along, Carolyn
May ran out and halled him from the
porch.

“Walt for me, Uncle Joe! Walt for
me and Princey, please! Just let me
get my mittens nnd Prince's haroess
und kiss Mlss Mandy."

That last she did most soundly, and
In full view of the man walting In the
white road.

“Oh, Unele Joo, I've got Just the won-
derfulest story to tell yon! Skall we

hiarness Prince up ngain, or will you—*'
the dog, Car'lyn

"I ean't wait for

Swiftly Joseph Stagg Trudged Towards
Home, Dragging Carolyn May Be-
hind Him.

Mny, I'm ln a hurry. You oughin't to
be out In this wind, elther, Get aboard
your sled, now, und I'll drag you my-
solfl,” Mr, Btugg luterrupted,

CHAPTER X,

A Balt-Sea Flavor.

Swiftly Joseph Stogg trudged to-
ward home, dragging Carolyn May be-
bilud hilm.

YO, dear me!" exelalmed the little
girl with exultation, “we're all 50 ex-
cited, Uncle Joe 1™

“I enn see you're all of a-twitter,”
he returned absent-mindedly, “Whaut's
the matter?’

“Oh, you wever could guess!” was
Curalyn May's tntroduction, and forth-
with, In breathless sentonces, went on
oy tell of her discosvery In the suow
sud pbout the old sallor now Iylog
pelewp on the Purlow coneh,

(M course, when Carolyn May sr-
rivaed) at o, the story hed o be told
il over sgnin (o Aynty Rose Ken-
ﬂril"-

“What did you leave your boat for?” I

The sky |
had become overcast, and there wns |

I' ™A youngster, this

plucky
Car'lyn Moy of ours,” Uncle Joe res

mighty

| this, how

| happened,

marked “What do you say. Aunty
Rosp ¥ |
“She 15 Indeed, Joseph  Stngg”

ngreed the woman.
Carolyvn May Insisted on going to the
Parlow house herself after sehool the

next afternoon to Ingquire about her

“sallor man."

| wWhen she bad been kissed by Mins |

Amandn, and Prince had lain down by
the kitchen rapge, the lUttle girl de-
manded :
| “And do tell me how my sallor man
Is, Miss Mundy, He got such a bump
| on W8 hend
| “Yes: the man's wound is really serl-
ong. 'm keeplng him in bed. But yon
enan go up to see him. He's talked a
lot about you, Carolyn May."”

The sullor lay In the warm bedroom
over the Kitchen.

Curalyn May prattled on gavly and
her “sallor man™ telling all
about the sen and ships, and “they

soof hid

thnt go down therein.”

“For, see, explalned Coarolyn
Moy, “Um dreadful cur'ous about the
gen, My pupa aod mamimn were lost
at sen”

“Yon don't sny so, [Httle miss!™ ex-
clatmed the old fellow “Aye. nye,
that's too bud*
| Miss Amanda had disappenried, husy
alsrtat s hoigehold matter, nnd the
| Htrle girl nod the sallor were alone to-
s thor

“Yes." Carolyn May proceeded, “it is

dreadful hard to feel that it Is so™

“Feel thut what's so, lttle wisa?”
in in bed,
| hiat my papa and mammn are real-
Iy drownd-ed,” sald the Httle girl with
quivering lips. *“Some of the folks on
i thelr bout were saved, The pupers
kil 8o

“Aye, aye!” exclnimed the sallor, his
brows puckered lnto n frown, “Aye,
aye, matey ! that's ollus the way. \Why,
I was saved mysell from o wreek, |1
was o the fAirst officor's bont, nod we In
that boat was saved. There wus an-
other boat—the purser's, It was—wns
driftin' about all night with us. We
come ope time nonr stpshin' Into ench
| other and wreckin' hoth bouts. There
wis a heavy swell on.

“Yet," pursncd the sallor, “d¢ome day-
light, and the fog splittin', wo never
could tind the purse She had
Jest as good n chance as us nfter the
steamship sunk, But there it woas! We
got separated feom her, and we was
saved, whilst the purser's bost wasao't
never heard on ng .

“That was dreadful ™
tle girl.

"Yes, little mls Al the poor pas.
sengers!  Purser had twenty or more
In his boat. Wonnn mostiy, Dut there
was n slek man, too,  Why, 1 helped
lower his wife und him lote the bout
fore T was enlled 1o go with the first
offlcer fo his bout, We wus the lust to

r's hant,

sighed the lit-

east off. The purser had Jost as good

n chance ns we dlil,

“l guess I won't never forglt that
time, little miss,” went on the senman,
seelng the blue eyes fixed on his face,
round with interest. “No! And I've
seen some tough tines, too,

“The ship was riddied,
sink—and It wus night.

“There was o slek wman 1 told you
ubout, Httle miss, He was 0 wonder,
that feller! Cheerful—hruve— Don't
often see n feller ke W, Jokin' to

: the last, he was. He dido't want to go
In the |,|urm-r'.w Lont, If there was tore
women or chilidren to go,

“We told him all the women folk hod
left the ship, Sq, then, he let we lower
him down luto the purser's bout after
hig wife, And thut boat had as good o
chance ns wa hnd, T tell you," repented
| the seaman o quite an exelted manner

“Oh, dear me!"” exclnlmed Carolyn
Mny. “My pepa ond wmamma might
have been just like that," she ndded,
"Of course, we don't know whether
they got off the stenmship ot all,"

“Aye, aye!” the snllor sald, “Pretty
tough on you, little miss”

Miss Amanda had come back loto
the room, and she stood lstenlug to
the old man's tulk. She sald:

“Carolyn May, | think you had better
go downstalrs now. We musto't let

our patient talk too much. It won't be
good for him,”

8o Carolyn Muy sliook hands with
the old sallor and started dowostalrs
shead of Miss Amaundn. The latter
lHngered a moment to ask a question.

“What wos the nome of the stenm-
shilp you were wrecked ou? she asked,

“She wias the DunMven—the Dun-
raven, of the Cross sod Crescent ne,™
replied the mwariner, “Ido’t 1wl you
| that before, ma'um

She had to |

“The one you were Just wlling nhuu[,"l

CHAPTER X

Will Wondera Never Ceanal
Agaln It snowed nll night,
1t was on the next day, and at noon
thme, when Mr Stogg wions returning to
the store, that o most astounding thing

Mr. Stagg wns walking briskly to-
ward Sunrise Cove I his big felt snow-
bools, such as ol men wore o that lo-
eality, and wus abireast of the Parlow
shop and eottpge— which he always
sought to avold looking at—when he
heard a door open and close,

He trled not 1o ook that way, DBut
his ear told him Instantly that the per
son who had come out was Miss Aman-
thn, rather thon her father. Knowlog
coultl he help darting a
glance at her?

Miss Amanda stood on the poreh,
looking directly nt him,

“Mr. Stagg.” stie called earnestly, 1
must spesk to yon”

Save on the Sundny when Prinee hnd
kil'ed the Wlacksnake, Miss Amnndn

| l
] 4 “, 3
H{,ﬂf‘fl \i - 7 |

“We Nigh Bumped Into Each Other
After the Dunraven Sunk.™

]

had not spoken directly to the hard-

ware merchant in all these hungry |
years, It rather shocked Mseph Stugg
now that she should do so. |

“WilI you come In® she urged b, |
her volee rather tremnlous,

There was o woment of nhrolute si-
lence, |

“Bless me!  Yes!™ elnculated the
hardware man nnully. |

“I nssure you, Mr. Stagg"” Miss
Amandu sald hurrledly, “it Is no per
sonnl matter thut cnuses me to stup
you in this fashion."

“No, mr'nm? responded the mnn
stifMy.

“I wnnt you to eome In nnd spenk
with this sallor who wns bhurt,” she
finally =nld. *“There Is something he
enn tell you, Mr. Stugg, (hnt 1 think
you should know."”

The big rocking-cholr by the windaow,
In which Misg Amandn’s mother hind
for severnl yenrs before her denth
spent her waking hours, was now o¢-
cupled by the sallor,

"This 1s the lttle girl’s uncle, Hen-
Jumdn,” Miss Amanda snld quietly, “He
Wi be interested In what you have nl-
renidy told me about the loxs of the |
Punrnven.  WHE you plense repent It
nll ¥

“The Tinraven? gosped Mr. Stogg,
sitting  down  without belng nsked,
“Hanonh—*

"Thero 18 no hope, of course,” Amnn:
dn Parlow spoke up quickly, “that your
slster, Mr. Stagg, and her husband
were not lost, But haviog found out
thut Fenjamin wns on the stonmer
with them, T thought you should know,
I have warned him to be enreful how
he spenks before Carolyn May., You
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LINGERIE TO BE ADORNED

“Frillery” Must 8e Ornamented With
Hand Painting, Is a Coming
Edict of Fashion.

Well, glrs, you will soon be wenr-
fig your own art gallery. alnted
Hugerie I« coming, and who knows bul
whaot you will have n birdseye view of
the Steol eity, with Its mills o fall
blust, running arvound the bhottom of
shirt? For It Is suld that lin
geriv that once screaimed will moke its
palnted  ppproach wuch more nolse
lessly nnd without  ostentation, but
with foree, O paintings doue to sult
Individunl tuste on the logerle are
among the full anpnouncements, Kuech
pluece I8 Lo follow a master design, and
et will have thelr day In court, Thus,
6 mosquite-net dress will put a splder
web stocking most eminently In the
shinde, If not entirely out of business,
and a whole flock of vistas opens up
betfore those of us who huve eyes with
Hmitless possibilities as to scenle ef-
focts, with startling backgrounds and
atmanphierie toonlitles, *“"Washington
Crowsing the Delaware,” “Joan of Are

your

Listening to the Yolees," “The Buttle
of Wulerlog" and exmuples of the

| shot-to-pleces school may all he hor

pessed 1o the pew fud, The wrtlsile
tetuperiiment may now take on o new
legse of life, In splte of the agltntion

may wish to hear the story at ﬂrat‘
hand."

“Thank you” choked Joseph Stnge
He wanted to say moro, but could not

Benjamin  Hardy's  walery  oyes
blinked, and he hlow his nose,

“Aye, nye, mate!” he rumbled, “hard
lines—for a fact. 1 give my test
mony ‘fore the consul when we was
Innded—so did all that was left of us
from the Dunraven, Me beln' an un
lotterad man, they didn't run me very
clos't, 1 ean't ndd wuch more to It

“As 1 say, that purser's boat your
sister and her siekly husband waos In
hind Jost as good a chance as we had,
We nigh bumped Into each othor soon
after the Dunraven sunk. 8o, then,
we pulled off awnys from ench other.
Then the fog rolled up from the Afrl
can shore—a heap o fog, mate, It
sponged out the lwmp o the purser's
boat. We never seon o more of ‘em

nor heard no more,"

“And were Hannah-—were my sister
nnd her hushand o that boat 1" queried
Mr. Stagg thoughtfully,

“I am sure, by the detalls Denlamin
has glven me,” sald Miss Amanda soft
Iy, “that your sister and Mr. Cameron
were two of Its passengers,”

“Well, It's a long tlme ago, now™
suld the hardware dealer, “Surely, If
they had been pleked up or had reached
the coust of Afrien, we would have
heard about IL"

“It would seem »0,” the
ngreed gently,

“You never know what may happen
Nt sen, mister, til It happens,” Benjn
min Hardy declnred, “What became of
that bont

He seemed to stick to that 1den, Bt
the possibility of the small boat's hav
Ing escaped secimed utterly preposter
ous to Mr, Stagg.  He arose to depar

Miss Amundn followed the hardware
denler to the outer door

“I'm sorry."” she ol slmply,

“Thank=thank you,” murmured Jo
seph Stage before shie closed the door

He went on to town, his  mind
strangely  disturbed It wus not his
slster's fote that Mled hWis heart nnd
brain, bul thoughts of Miss Amanda

She hnd deliberately broken the
silence of yours! OFf course, It might
be nttributed to her Interest In Carolyn
May only, yet the hardware dealer
wondered.
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YANKS DISLIKE FRENCH CASH

womnn

CONTINUED.)

Call Greenbacks “"Real Money"—Com.
plain That Francs Slip Through
Fingers.

Forgetting how to figure In "regulne
money™ and l"nrniu;: how to ealenlnte
In “this doggon stuff” s one of the
fNrest worrles of te Amerlean goldiers
in France, says New York Evenlog
Sun,

“RNegular money” Is good old dol
lurs and cents, nickels, dimes nnd guare
Lo rs,

“This doggon stuff™ s the nnme np-
plled to Freneh feancs, usunlly paper
money, often as low us single francy,
or 20 conlx, for most smoall eltles have
Issued locul small change currency,

The Americans do not Hke French
pabper money,  They say It Is trash,
nud tenrs, and I8 hared to count,

On the other hand, the French nre
shocked when an Ameriean eromples
French paper up and shoves it In his
pocket the “way they do baek howe,”
French money 18 to be handled In big
pockethooks nnd not erumpled,

“Look nt some redl money onee,”" a
doughboy told n werchant, nod Aashed
fn bright new silver certifente, When
he erumpled It up In bis fst (o show
how “real money enn be used" the
Frenchmaon almost falnted,

The Amerienns are pald slmost en- |
tirely In French money and they are
getting used to franes, though they ull
agree “n franc's so small It slips |
through your Ongers llke water,"

In fovor of a tax on art ranging up to
20 per cont. It may mount upon engle's
wings<, It may run without wenriness.
It tmy-—=but what's the use? The new
fud Is n positive boon to struggling
urtl=ts feom Malne to California, whose
productlons hove, sloce the war, had
to confront not only & slugeish, but
positively  desd worket,  Let us gl
rise In our places and give theee rous
Ing  cheers for the applieation of
piinting to logerle~Now York Times,

—— [

Relleved.,

At Camp Dodge one nlght a Swede
wis on guard duty, Belng naw o the
burlness, time dragged slowly, but
finully the officer with rellef came
along. The Swede sald: “Hult," They
hulted, nod next be sald: “Who was
dut ¥ The oficer replled: “Officer |
with relief,  The sentry, after walt-
lng several minutes In a valn nttempt
to recall to mind what he should spy,
brought forth this sturtllng commnng :
“Dismileg yourselfs nod be reconellod,”
Nevdless to say the stillness of the
night wans broken by a ronr of lnugh-
ter,

Liamas Burden Bearers,
Llumas arve employed In transport
work In Peru,  These unlmols work o
herdy of pbout o hundred, and each
chrries o lond eguivalent (o o hundred
welght, After two weeks' wark vl |
Hiinn b 0 wiek's rest,

DRINK A GLASS
OF REAL HOT WATER
BEFORE BREAKFAST.

Says we will both look and feel
clean, sweet and fresh
and avold lliness.

—— e
Banitary sclence huaa of late made

rapld strides with ;esults that are of
untold blessing to humanity. The lat-

est application of Its untiring resonrch

s the recommendation that It Is ns
necesanry to attend 1o internal sanits-
tlon of the dralnage systom of the hu-
man body as 1t s to the drains of the
houwe

Thone of usn who are accustomed to
feel dull and heavy when we arise,
splitting headache, stuffy from a cold,
foul tongue, nasty breath, seld stom
ach, can, Instead, foel as freah ws a
dalsy by opening the slulcos of the ays
tem each morning and flushing out the
whole of the Internal polsonous stag
nant muetter

Everyone, whether slling, sick or
well, should each morning  before
breakfast, drink a glass of real hot
water with a teaspoonful of limestone
phosphate In it to wash from the stom-
ach, lver and bowels the previous
day's Indigestible wante, sour bile and
polsonous  toxios;,  thus  cleansing,
sweolening and purlfying the entire
wlimentary caninl before putting mors
food luto the stomach

The millions of people who are both.
ored with constipation, billous apells,
stomach trouble, rhoumatio stiffnens;
athers who have mallow skins, blood
disorders and sickly complexions are
urged 1o get o gquarter pound of e
stone phosphate from the drug store
This will cost very little, but ia safri.
clent o make anyone & pronounced
crank on the subject of Internsl san-
Itation —Ady

Appeal to Paychologists,

We are golug o strong for paychol
ogy and Invite assistance, Why is It
that whenover shoriffs, marshals and
constables have thelr photogreaphs
taken they Iovarlably wear thelr
hats T—Houston 1Post

YES! MAGICALLY!
| CORNS LIFT OUT
WITH FINGERS

You corn-pestered men and women
nead suffer no longer,. Woar the shoes
that nearly killed you before, says
this Cincinnati authority, because n
few drops of freczone applisd directly
on o tender, nching corn or callous
stops sorenens al onco and soon the
corn or hardensd calloun loosens so 1t
can be lifted out, root and all, with-
out pain.

A small bottle of freeczone costs
very little at any drug store, but will
positively take off every hard or soft
corn or callous, This should be tried
an It i Inexponsive mnd s sald not
to irritate the surrounding skin.

If your druggist hasn't any freezone
tell him to get n small bottle for you
from his wholesnle drug house. It s
fine stuff aud acta like & charm overy
time,—Ady,

Embarrassing.
At a plnee of worship In Bedford.

| shire, England, & moember of the cou-

grogation went to sleep during the
sermon and slipped off the seat just

an the hymn, “Christians, soek not yet

repose,”” was announced,

T0 ALL WOMEN
WHO ARE ILL

This Woman Recommends
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege-
table Compound—Her
Personal Experience.

Moeloan, Neb,—*' 1 want to recom-
mend Lydis E. Pinkham's Vegotable
Compound te all
women who suller
from any functional
disturbance, as it
has done me more

ood than all the

octor's  maedicine,
Sinee t-klniz it 1
have a fine healthy
baby girl and have
gained in honlth and
strength, My hus-
band and I both
rolse your med-
¢ine to all sufferin
women."'—Mrs, JouN KorreELMann, |
No. 1, MeLean, Nebraska,

This fumous root and herb remedy,
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound, hus been restoring women of
Ameries 1o heslth for more than forty
years and It will well pay any woman
who suffors from displacements, ine
flammaotion, wleeration, irregularitios,
Lnckacho, headachos, nervousness or
“the blues' to give this successful
remedy o trial,

For apecial suggestions in regard to
your wilment write Lydia K. Pinkham
Modivine Co,, Lynn, Moss, The resuit
ik g exporience ls st your service,
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