
gers of the boatsome timebefore, and thesehe seized uponat a price (in advance) 'that took every spare cent savejust enough for car fare at home.
-

They had lost so -much time talking and telephoningthat ip was very late when they climbedinto their bug-
gies and started. -Mrs..Wilkinson, Serepta,.and one ofthe twins got into -one buggy, "and the^rest got into theother, and- with a driver- in each one it was rather closequarters. The men guaranteed that they,would reach thewharf in plenty time,,and away they went at a pace thatat least showed their good will. The horses seemed to
enter into the spirit of it, and the way they tore through
the city streets was a disgrace and a violation of thespeed ordinance. . '

People started after them. The drivers whooped forthose in front to get out of the way, and small boys stoodon the corners- and cheered. .Mrs. Wilkinson screamed
once when they turned so sharp a.corner that they teeteredon two wheels only, and was not a bit comforted or re-assured when, the driver .told her there was nothing tofear, as the horse ojice belonged to the fire department.

Luke decided after- the third block that he would give
up his idea of being a lawyer and join the fire depart-
ment. Therefore, whenever he could gather his scatteredwits,he gasped out questions regarding the enlistment andthe number of alarms in a day. The driver, answeringinjerky monosyllables, thought it paid better to be an ice-man or a teamster, especially with five or six childrento bring up.

Once a^policeman pursued them for two awful blocks,
and the people on the street shouted, 'Stop, thief !' and'Runaway1' But the policeman grew tired and turnedback as soon as he got out of his district. Mrs. Wilkin-son was immediately relieved when he disappeared.

When the,mad race was nearly^over,Mrs. Wilkinson
was worried for fear it might all be in vain, but afterwhirling around a few more corners and just failing ofthree collisions, she saw the tops of the"boat's funnels anddrew a long breath. " -

As they came to an abrupt joltinghalt,.the boat's pas-
sengers ran to see them, and, leaning over the railing,
waved to them to hurry. They had just half a minute to
spare, so they sprung out hastily and" fan up the gang-plank, thankful for the narrow escape: Then, seated inthe only vacant chairs, munching sandwiches, they entered
into conversation with several passengers in a -vain quest
for information.

Another half-hour passed. The moments dragged on
and darkness settled down. Suddenly, however, upon theappearance of a round figure crossing the' gang-j>lank in
a leisurely manner, .they waited in silence for the boat todepart. ■ "

Fifteen minutes, a -half-hour, a whole hour, passed,
and no one stirred. Some men in blue shirts lounged onthe wharf whistling, but the boat might have been in-
capable of motion so still she lay. Serepta-wrapped her-
self up inher golf cape, while Wilkinson entered into con-versation with several of the passengers.

Luke went below to investigate, and presently .returned
with a piece of soul-stirring"information.'

That was the captain,' he said. 'He was caught
out at the Soldiers' Home by the breaking of the trolley,
and he waited till they mended it.'

WHEN FOOD FAILS TO NOURISH YOU

The Wilkinson family had looked forward to Wilkin-son s holiday so long that Liike and the twins went fourtimes to look at the calendar in order to make sure that ithad really arrived.
They all arose at 4 -o'clock to put up tie lunch andget down to the landing time to get good seats on theupper deck, for there were to be great crowds going toMilwaukee. Serepta declared that she was so sleepy shecouldn t tell whether she was eating toast or leather.It was 2.30 when they i-eached Milwaukee, and theyhad three wholehours in which to go to the Soldiers' Home

on the trolley,cars. 'Wilkin"son fought in the civil war,
and never let a place of this kind go unvisited if he couldhelp it.

Tlie trolley ran through a beautiful bit of country,
and the twins weredelightedmore than once by the tree3that brushed the top of the car. The ride took an hour,so thoy were a little stiff when they got out, and wereglad to Avalk around the beautiful grounds to got rested.There was so much to see, and they lost their way so
many times that it was half-past 4 before they knew it.They hurried back to the trolley line, having to stop
twice because of the breaking of the patent handle on thelunch basket, but when they got there not a car was insight. Some people who were just driving away called tothem that the carhadbrokendownandwouldn'tbe in run-ning order again for two hours. It seemed too dreadful tobe true, but Serepta recognised them as fellow-voyagers,
and Luke ran to a drug store telephone and asked themanager. Wilkinson was obliged to be at his office early
in the morning, and could mot stay over night, and they
had not money enough in all their purses to take themhome by rail, so there was nothing for it cbut to go tothe landing in carriages.

Luke went to the livery stable, where he found thatall but two small buggios had"been hired by other passen-

TAKE DR. ENSOR'S TAMER^JUICE.
When food fails to nourish you, it makes you

dull and miserable, when it makes you bloated and heavy,
when the power to think well, work well, and sleep wellseems to be waning, there is need for prompt attention.
When digestion, fails dyspepsia and indigestion must
follow. Food then ferments in place of digesting. Thisfermentation produces poisonous gases, which, being ab-sorbed into the blood shatter/the nerves, dull the brain,
croate disease, and give rise to headaches, wakefulncss,
languor, loss of appetite, and a host of other distressing
and weakening disorders of the blood and nerves.

When the stomach, liver, or kidneys are thus unable to
porform their functions properly--'there is no remedyv thatwill so soon restore them to health and vigor as the well-known compound tonic of fruits, roots, and herbs, DR.ENSOR'S TAMER JUICE. Twenty or thirty drops in a
little water taken daily after meals stimulates the liver,stomach, and kidneys to healthy- Action. It cleanses andkeeps the system free from impurities, it promotes thesecretion of the digestive juices; it tones and strengthens
the abdominal muscles. As'a digestive tonic, stomachicromedy, and liver regulator,' Dr. Ensor's Tamer Juice hasno superior in the whole realm of medical science. Soldby all medicine dealers in bottles, 2s 6d each.* The Tussi-cura Manufacturing Co., Dunedin, sole proprietors andmanufacturers.
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all that time he mourned disconsolately for his "poor lostdarling," as he always called me. They brought me tohim, hoping that the sight of me would restore the bal-ance of his mind, but it was useless— too late. He knewme porfectly, but yet to his troubled and shattered mindIwas still only "his poor lost darling, his dead, drownedMabel'; and it made my meetings with him sadder

—
sadder than death itself,Kitty. Ihopedagainst hope thathe would get better, but within less than a year of myjourney out, poor Archie was dead, at rest at last. -Thenit was found that in a will -which he hadmade beforehis

—
his illness he had appointed me sole hoir to all his sav-ings, which were sufficient to leave me wealthy and inde-pendent for the rest of my days. ButIwas left some-thing else also, Kitty—

a sore-, aching' untiringly remorse-ful heart. Ihad no thought any longer for the pettyfollies, the selfish frivolities of my former life. My life'shappiness was gone, gone for ever, andIwouldhave gladly
given every day of my existence, every single earthly, pos-
session of mine, if Icould enly have seen my lover re-stored to health and sanity once more. NoAt, Kitty, yousee

—
youknow how it is that 1never married, dear child.''Poor Auntie Mab,' Kitty whispered softly, laying awet cheek caressingly against the hand that gripped herown so closely. 'Iknow—Ican guess just exactly howyou must have felt,' she said, and then fell into a deep

sympathetic silence that said more than any words. But.afterwards, when she had a few moments to herself, shesent off such a sweet, penitemt, tender little note to Mr:Charles Nugent as would have given Aunt Mabel, did sheonly see it, almost as much unmixedpleasureand gratifica-tion as it certainly didHo that young gentleman himself.
-

On the following afternoon, as Kitty was twining thelast wre th of mingled holly and mistletoe around thecentral chandelier of the Rath drawing-room— denuded nowof half its furniture to make room for the coming dancing
and festivities

—
the door opened very softly, and Charlie'Nugent came in. Kitty tamed round, a look of wonder-

ing welcome in her big blue eyes.
'Is it really you?' she cried, in artless, unfeigned

pleasure. 'So you've come, Charlie! You are comingto my birthday party, after all.'
'Kitty, I've just been -talking to my godmother inthe hall— what a brick she is!— and sho just got time towhisper me something— something about you, Kitty dear.''
About me

'— Kitty repeated, coloring up delightfully—'Aunt Mabel— she's a dear, but she had no business toabuse my confidence '
When Miss Brereton opened the door noiselessly a fewmoments later, all her doubts and fears for the combinedfuture happiness of her pet niece and her godson werespeedily and silently and for ever set at rest.— WeeklyFreeman.
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