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“What can you do?” Mahooley de-
manded,

“Any hard work.”

“Yon don’t look like onme of these
here Hercules,” ;

“Try me,”

“Lorad, man! sald Mahooley.
“Don’t you see me here twiddling my
thumbs? What for should I hire any-
gody? To twiddle ’em for me, may-

.

“You'll have a crowd here soon,”
persisted Sam. “Four men on their
way in to e up land, and others fol-
lowing. There’s a surveying gang
coming up the river, 100.”

“Moreover, you ain't got good
sense,” Mahooley went on. “Comin’
1o a country like this without an outfit,
Not so much as a chaw of bacon, or a
blanket to lay over you nights. There
ain't no free lunch up north, kid.
What'll you .do it 1 don't give you a
job?"

“Go to the company,” returned Sam.

“Go to the company?’ cried Ma-

hooley. “Go to hell, you mean. The
_company don’t hire no tramps. That's
a military organization, that is. Their
men are hired and broke in outslde,
So what'll you do now?”

“I'l! make out somehow,” said Sam.

“There ain’t no make out of it!”
cried Mahooley, exasperated. *You
ain’t even got an axe to swing. There
aln’t nothin’ for you but starve.”

“Well, then, I'll bid you good‘day,”
sald Sam, stiffly.

“Hold on!” ghouted the trader. *I
ain’t done with you yet. Is that man-
ners, when you're askin’ for a job?”

“You saild you didn’t have any-
thing,” muttered Sam.

““Never mind what I said.
what you were goin’ to do.”

The badgered one began to bristle a
little, “What's that to you?’ he
asked, scowling.

“A whole lot!” cried Mahooley.
“You fellows have no consideration.
You’re always comin’ up here and
starvin’ on us. Do you think that's
nice for me? Why, the last fellow
left a little pile of white bones beside
the trail on the way to my girl's house,
after the coyotes picked him clean,
Every time I go up there I got to turn
my head the other way.”

Sam smiled stitfly at Mahooley's
humor.

“Can you cook?” the trader asked.

Sam’s heart sank. ‘“‘So-s0,” he said.

‘“Well, I suppose 1've got to let you
cook for us and for the gang that's
comin’. You'll find everything in the
kitchen across the road. Go and get
acquainted with it. By gad; you can
be thankful you run up against a soft-
hearted man like me.”

Sam murmured an inquiry concern-
ing wages.

“Wages!"” roared Mahooley, with an
outraged alr. “Stiffy, would you look
at what's askin’ for wages! -Go on,
man! You're damned lucky if you get
a skinful of grub every day. Grub
comes high up here!”

Sam reflected that it would be well
to submit until he learned the real sit-
uation in the setlement. “All right,”
he said, and turned to go.

“Hold on,” criled Mahooley. “You
ain’t ast what we’ll have for dirner.”

Sam waited for instruction.

“Well, let me see,” sald Mahooley.
He tipped a wink in his partner's
direction. “What's your fancy, Stiffy7”

“Oh, I leave the mean-you to you,
Mahooley.”

“Well, I guess you can give me some
patty de foy grass, and squab on toast,
and angel cake.”

“Sure,” said Sam. “llow about a
biseult Tortoni for dessart?”

“Don’t you give me no lip!”
Mahooley.

CHAPTER XVI.

On the fourth day thereafter the
long tedium of existence in the
settlement began to be broken in
earnest. Before they could digest the
flavor of one event, something else
happened. In the afternoon word came
down to Stiffy and Mahooley that the
bishop had arrived at the I'rench mis-
slon, bringing the sister of the com-
pany trader’s wife under his care,

Likewise the Indlan agent and the
doctor had come to the police post.
The whole party had arrived on horse-
back from the Tepiskow lake distriet,
where they had visited the Indians,
Their boat was held up down the lake
by adverse winds,

Before Stiffy and Mabhoolcy had a
chance to see any of thesc arrivals or
hear their news, quite an imposing
saravan hove in view across the river
\.'rom the store, and shouted lustily for
the ferry.

There were four wagons, each
drawn by a good team, beside half a
dozen loose horses. The horses were
in condition, the wagons well laden.
The entire outfit had a well-to-do air
that earned the traders’ respect even
from across the river. Of the four
men, one carried his arm in a sling.

Stiffy and Mahooley ferried them
across team by team in the scow they
kept for the purpose. The four hardy
and muscular travellers were men ac-
cording to the traders’ understanding.
They used the same scornful, jocular,
profane tongue. Their very names were
a rccommendation: Big Jack Skinner,
Black Shand Fraser, Husky Marr, and
Young Joe Hagland, the ex pugilist.

After thie horses had been turned
out to graze, they all gathered in the
store for a goxglp. The ncwcomers
talked frecly aho their journey in.
and ils difficulties) avolding onlv a
ceripin period of thgir stay at Nine
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Mile Point, and toudhing very briefly |

on their meeting with the hishop.
fomething sore was hidden there,
\When the bell rang for supper thev
reoaped across the road., The kitchen
in reality consisted of a mess-room
cownstairs with a dormitory over-
wead: the actual kitchen was 1n a lean-
to behind. When the six men had seat-
ed themselves at the long trestle cov-
ered with ollcloth, the cook entered

with a steaming bowl of rice.

Now, the cook had observed the new
arrivals from the kitchen window, and
had hardened himself for the meeting,
but the travellers were unprepared,
They stared at him, scowling An odd
silence fell on the table,

Mahooley looked curiously from one
to another. “Do you know him?” he
demanded.

Big Jack quickly recovered MSelL
He banged the table, and bared his big
vellow teeth in a grin.

“On my soul, it's Sammy!” ‘he cried.
“How the hell did he get here?
Here's Sammy, boys! What do you
know about that! Sammy, the White
Slave!”

A huge laugh greeted this sally. Sam
set his jaw and doggedly went on
bringing in the food.

“How are you, Sam?” asked Jack,
with mock solicitude ‘“Have you re-
covered from your terrible experience,
poor fellow? My! My! That was
an awful thing to havpen to a good
boy!"

Mahooley. laughing and highly mys-
tified, demanded: ‘“What's the con,
boys?”

“Ain’t you heard the story?” asked
Jack, withh feigned surprise. “How
that poor young bo. was carried off by
a brutal girl and kep' prisoner on an
island?”

“Go - way!”
lighted.

“Honest to God he was!”
Jack.

Joe and Husky not being able to
think of any original contributions of
wit, rang all the changes on “Sammy,
the White Slave!” with fresh bursts
of laughter Shand sald nothing. He
laughed harshly.

“Who was the girl?”
hooley.

They told him,

“Bela Charley!” he exclaimed. The
best-looker on the lake! She has
the name of a man-hater.”

“I dare say,” said Jack, with a ser-
fous air. “But his fatal beauty was
too much for her. You got to hand it
to him for his looks, boys,” he added,
calling general attention to the tight-
lipped Sam in his apron. *“This here
guy, Apollo, didn't have much on our
Sam."”

“A highly-colored version of the
story followed. In it Big Jack and his
mates figured merely as disinterested
onlookers. The teller, stimulated by
applause. surpassed hims-!f. They could
not contain their mirth.

“Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord!” ecried Ma-
hooley “This is the richest I ever
heard! It will never be forgotten!”

Sam went through witih the meal,
gritting his teeth, and crushing down
the rage that bade fair to suffocate
him. He disdained to challenge Jack's
equivocal tale, The laughter of one's
friends is hard enough to bear some-
times, still. it may be borne with a
grin; but when it rings with scarcely
concealed bate it stings like whips,

Sam was supposed to sit down at the
table with them. but he would sooner
have starved. The effort of holding
himself in almost finished him.

When finally he cleared away, Ma-
hooley said: “Come on and tell us
your side now.”

“Go to hell!” muttered Sam, and
walked out of the back door.

He strode un the road without
knowing or caring where he was going.
He was moved merely by the impulse
to put distance between him and his
tormentors.

Completely and terribly possessed by
his rage. as vouths are, he felt that
it would kill him if he could not do
something to fight his way out of the
hateful position he was in. But what
could ke do? Ile couldn't even sleep
out of doors because he lacked a
blanket Ilis poverty had him by the
heels,

He came to himse!f to find that he
was staring at the Dbuildings of the
company establishment meoeunted on a
little hill. This was a mile from the
French outfit . The sight suggested a
possible way out of his difficulties.
With an effort he collecied his facul-
ties and turned in.

The buildings formed three sides of
4 square open  to a view across the
bay. On Sam’s left was the big ware-
house: on the other side the store faceq
it. and .the trader's house behind a
row of neat palings. closed the top,
All the buildings were censtructed of
squared logs. whitewashed. A lofty
flagpoic rese from  the cen‘re of (h-o
little square, with a tiny brass cuan-
non at its base.

Sam saw the trader taking
on his veranda with two ladies,

cried Mahooley, de-
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asked Ma-
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neat fence, the gravel path, the flower-
beds had a strange leok jin that coun-
try. A keen feeling of homesickness
attacked the unhappy Sam. As he ap-
proached the veranda one of the ladies
seemed vaguely familiar. She - glided
toward him with extended haad.

“Mr. Gladding!"" she cxclaimed. “So
you got here before us. Glod to see
you!” In a lower voice she added:
“I wanted to tell you how much I
sympathized with you the other day,
but I had no chance. So glad you got
out of it ail right. I knew from the
first that you were not to blame.”

Sam was. much taken aback He
bowed ™ awkwardly, What did the
woman want of him? Her over-impres-
sive voice simply confused him, While
she detained him, his eyes were seek-
ing the trader.

“Can I speak to you?” ne asked.

The other man rose. “Sure!”
said. “Come into the house.”

He led the way into an office, and,
turning, looked Sam over with a quiz-
zical smile. His name was Gilbert
Beattie, and he was a tall, lean, black
Scotchman, in equal parts good-natur-
ed and grim. g

“What can I do for you?” he a8ked.

“‘Give me a job,” replied Sam abrupt-
ly. “Anything.”

“Aren’t you working for the French
outfit?”

“For my keep. That will never get
me anywhere. “ I might as well be in
slavery.”

“Sorry,” said Beattie. “This place
is run in a different way. ‘The Ser-
vice,” we call it. The young fellows are
indentured by the head office and sent
to school, so to speak. I can’t hire any-
body without authority You should
have applied outside.”

Sam's lip curled a little. A lot of
good it did telling him that now,

“You seem to have made a bad start
all around,” Beattie continued, mean-
ing it kindly. “Running away with
that girl, or whichever way it was.
That is hardly a recommendation to
an employer.”

“It wasn't my fault!”
desperately.

“Come now,” said Beattie, smiling.
“You're not going to put it off on the
girl, are you?”

Sam bowed, and made his Wway out
of the house. As he returned down
the path he saw Miss Mackall leaning
on the gatepost, gazing out toward the
sinking sun over Beaver Bay. There
was no way of avoiding her.

She started slightly as he came be-
hind her, and turned the face of a
surprised dreamer. Seeing who it
was , she broke into a winning smile,
play was lost on Sam, because he was
rot looking at her. k

“It's vou!” murmured Miss
“l had lost myself.”

Sam endeavored to sidle around the
gate. She laid a restraining hand
upon it.

“Wait a minute,” she said. *“I
want to speak to you. Oh, it's nothing
at all, but 1 was sorry I had no chance
the other day. It seemed to me as I
locked at you standing there alone,
that you needed a friend!”

“A frlend!”"—the word released a
svring in Sam's overwrought breast.
For the first time he looked full at her
with warm eyes. God knew
needed a friend if ever a young man
did,

Miss Mackall, observing the effect o
her word, repeated it. “Such a hu-
miliating position for a manly man to
be placed in!” she went on.

Sam’s heart expanded with grati-
tude, “That was kind of you,” he
murmured.

It did not occur to him that her po-
sition against the gatepost was care-
fully studied. that the smile was cloy-
ing, and that behind the inviting
fricndliness of her eyes lay the anxi-
ety of @ woman growing old. It was
enough that she offered him kindness.
Both the gift and the giver scemed
beautiful.

“There is a bond between us!” she
went on, half coquettish, half serious.
“I felt it from the first moment I saw
vou. Arriving together as we did, in
a strange and savage country. Ugh!”
—a delicate shudder here. “You and
T are not like these peovle. We must
be friends!” =

A humiliated and sore-hearted youth
will swallow more than this, Sam lin-
gered by the gate. At the same {ime,
somewhere within, was a dim con-
sciousness that it was not very nutri-
ticus food.

But it went to the right spot. It re-
newed his faith in himself a little. It
gave him courage to f{ace the night
that he kuew awaited him in the dor-
mitory.

Events still fol'lowed fast at the set-
tlement. Next morning a native
came in to Stiffy and Mahocley's with
the information that two york boats
were coming up the lake in company.
Gne was enough to make a gala day.
Later canme word that they had landed
at Gricr's Point This was two miles
east.

Owing to the low water in the lake,
laden boats could not ccme closer in.
The first was the police boat, with
supplies for the post and for the In-
dian agent. The second carried the
government surveyors, six strong, and
forty hundredweight of ‘mplements
and grub.

Presently the survevors arrived at
the store, making a larger
party of white men rhan had ever be-
fore gathered on Caribou Lake. The
natives were in force also. Seeming to
spring from nowhere, they gathered in
quite a big crowd outside the store and
peered through the windows at their
betters.

Within. a at gossip was in pro-
gress. DY ally was the story - of
Saramy. the White Slave, told and re-
told, amid uncontrollable laughter.
At dinner-ttime they adjourned to the
kitchen in a bedy to have a look at
the hero or victim of the tale, ac-
cording to the way you looked at it.

It was considered that Sam did not
take the chaffing in very good part,
but they had to confess that he fed
them adequately.

As soon afterward as riding horses
could be secured, the whole party, ex-
cepting the traders, rodec off arcund
Beaver Bay. The government land
wis to be laid off on the other side,
er:d Big Jack and his pals were look-
inz for iccations there, As Graves,
the chief surveyor, was mounting his
horsg, Muzheoley said to him casually:

“#low about freighting your outfit
r.found?"”

“Oh, that's all arranged for,” was
the answer.

Mahcoley shrugged, supposing that

Y
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growled Sam,

Mac-
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the company had sécured the eo-tne(
outside.

- When the excitement of the depar-
ture died away, Mahooley for the t
time perceived a squat little figure in
8 blanket capote sitting patiently on
the platform in front of the store.

“Musq’cosis!” he exclaimed. “Blest
if I didn’t overlook you in the shuffle.
How did you come?”

“Graves bring me
Musq’oosis answered.

“Come on in.”

“I come get trade for my rabbit-
ekin robe.”

“Sure, what’ll you have?”

“W’at you got?”

“Damn little,

/&ter due observance on both sides
of the time-honored rules of bargain-
Ing, the matter was concluded, and
Musq’oosis made a feint of gathering
ap his bundles. As a matter of fact,
the 1d man had not yet reached what
he had come for.

“What’s your hurry?” said Mahool-
ey. ' “Sit down and talk a while.”

This ‘was not pure friendliness on
the trader's part. He had a parti~ular
reason for wishing to cultivate ihe old
Indian.

Musq’oosis allowed himself to be
persuaded.

“Wheré’'s Bela?” asked Mahooley,

*Home.”

“What's all this talk about her car-
rying off the cook?”

Musq’oosis shrugged.
talk.”

“Well, what are the rights of the
case?”’ —

“I don't know,” he returned, indif-
ferently. “I not there. 1 guess I go
see Beattie now.” . _

“Sit down,” sald Mahooley. “What
do you want {o see Beattie for? Why
don’t you trade with me? Why don’t
you tell all the Fish-Eaters to come
here? They do what you tell them.”

“Maybe,” said Musq'oosis, “but we
always trade with Beattie.”

“Time you made a change
He thinks he got you cinched.”

“Gilbert Beattie my good friend.”

“Hell! Ain’t I your friend, too?
You don’t know me.. Have a cigar.
Sit down. What do you want to see
Beattie about in such a rush?”

“I goin’ buy team and wagon,” said
Musq’oosis, calmly.

Mahooley laughed.
going to do with it?
of you as a driver.”

“I goin’ hire driver,” asserted Musq-
oosis. “I sit down; let ot'er man
work for me. So 1 get rich.”

This seemed more and more humor-
ous to Mahooley. “That's the right
ticket,” he said. “But where will
will you get the business for your
team?”’ B

By way of answer Mus'oosis pro-
duced a folded paper from ingside the
capote, Opening it, Mahooley read:

This is to certify that I have award-
ed the Indian Musq'oosis the contract
to freight all my supplies from Grier's
Point to my camp on Beaver Bay dur-
ing summer at twenty-five cents per
hundredweight.

Richard Graves,
Dominion Surveyor.
(To bhe continued.)
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HARBOR OF GALWAY.

Is Ancient Irish City to Be Re-
juvenated?

in his boat,”

“Fellas got

then.

“What are you
1 never heard

The atno incement that the corpora-
tien of Dublin has urged the British
Government to create a great harbor
at Galway to deal with Canadian and
American trade gives rise to the hope
that the day is not far distant when
the ancient glories of that historic
mart may be revived, A war gco-
graphy bulletin prepared by the Na-
tional Geegraphic Socicty says:

“Galway is tuie capiwal of Galway

‘whe: e River Shannon
Tows.” It is silvated on Galway Bay,
in a direct line west from Dublin,
2,545 miles from Beston and 2,700
miles from New York. On his re-
markable map Ptolemy marked Gal-
way Bay, calling it Ausoba, To-day it
contains not more than 15,000 inhabit-
snts, emigration to America having
sadly depleted the populaiion,

“in the ‘Ogygia of O'Flaheriy’ we
read: ‘Gailleamh, daughter of lasting
Breasail, bathed in the full cold
stream, when the bright branch was
drowned. Ifor her the River Gaillimn
is named.” And thus we named the
town which has stood on the banks
of this small stream from time imme-
morial. Traditionally known as
Ballinsruane, the name Gillimh Dbe-
came in the mouths of the Norman
setilers ‘Galvir—hence Galway.

“An atte:npt to compass in Dbrief
space the sanguinary history of this
neighborhcod must end in failure. For
centuries it was in a ferment of land-
robbery. pillage and fanaticism beg-
garing description. Centuries before
the Christian ecra the Carthaginians
and Romans traded with the descend
ants of a &till earlier period. Tighe
speaks of one Partholanus, a Scythian,
settling in Ireland ‘some centuries
after the tlood.” and ‘dying divided th=
country into four parts, assigning one
to each of hiz four sons.” They were
disposseseed by the IMirbolgians. Con
and Eoghan made a partition in A. D.
166. ‘In these partitions the cities of
Dublin and Galway were the termini
of one or the other lines of divisions.’

“In the ninth century the town suf-
fered from the ravages of the Danes,
and for 100 years following 1171 the de
Burgos, the O'Connorsand the O'Fla-
hertys were engaged in abattle-royal
for the possession of the surrounding
territory, the house of O'Connor being
wiped ont in 1316.

“In 1473 the town was burned, Be-
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\ween 1651 and 1660 Galway was the
scene of religious warfare, and down
to 1793,the zcal of Protestant and
Catholic made living a delightfully
exciting time, while the man who
died peacefully in his bed left to his
relatives the legacy of social ostra-
cism. With the advent of the English
into Galway at the close of the
twelfth century it became an import-
ant commercial and military centre,
and the Galwegian basbleu of to-day
traces his ancestry back to ome of
those families embalmed in the local
verse:

‘ ‘Athy, Blake, Bodkin, Deane, Datcy,

Lynch,
Joyce, Kirwan, Martin, Morris, Sher-
ret, French,’

known ar the ‘Tribes of Galway.’

“Heley Dutton, writing in 1823,
speaks of the ruins oi several abbeys
in the viecinity of Galway erected be-
tween the fifth and tkirtetnth cen-
turies, which are werth visiting, and
because ¢t Spain’s ancient commerecial
relations with this port a trace of
Spanigh influence may be discovered
in some of the old buildings. A trav-
eller of eighty years ago wrote that ‘at
every second step I saw something to
recall Spain to my recollection— the
wide entries and broad stairs of Cadiz
and Malaga,” but a more recent visitor,
W. B. Blake, found few relics of the
past, ‘only nunneries thrive in this
shrunken capital of the west that once
traded with all the world and rang
with the wit and oath and commerce
of French and Spanish captains.’
There is still to be seen Lynch castle,
with its sculptured monkeys, from the
wiadow of which Jamts Lynch Fitz-
stephen, Mayor of Galway in 1493,
haczed his own son with his own
haads for the treacherous murder of
a Spanish nobleman on account of
jealousy.

“Some three score years ago the
plan of establishing a transatlantle
line between Galway and New York
was projected and came =0 near to
realization that at %sist one ship
made the voyage, only to finish dis-
astrously on the rocks at the entrance
to the harbor, while another ship
destined for that route was burned
on the American side. 'There were
ugly rumors afloat at the time that
the pilots who took the first ship in
had been bribed by rival interests to
work her destruction, However that
may be, for many years thereafter
there was a superstition in Galway
that an evil genius was on the look-
out to prevent the perfection of this
plan.

“But evil genii. and superstitions
are being blown away by the great
European war, and Galway is arouvced
to the importance of taking her stand
in the commercial high-noon of the
twentieth century, though perhaps
without anticipating that degree of
prosperity which in the olden time
gave birth to such luxury as to shock
the city council into ordaining:

‘“‘No young man, prentiz or other-
wise, shall weare ne gorgious apparel,
pne sllks, either within or without ther
garmentis, ne yet fyne knit stockins,
either of silkeor other costile wise
(nor ‘pant wofles’—pant oufles. but b3
content with showse."” ]
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YCUR MENTAL MACHINE.
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Shut Off Its Power at Night After
a Day’s Hard Work.

It is a great thing to learn—to shut
off the mental steam when you quit

work. What would you think of a fac- |

tory manager who would leave all of
his power turned on after thc opera-
tors had left the factory, the delicate
machinery running evervwhere,
pounding itself to pieces, grinding out
its delicate bearings without produc-
ing anything?

Many of us do not turn off cur men-
tal power after we are thrcugh pre-
ducing or creating for the day. e
carry our business hcme, take it to
bed with us, think, ptan, worry and
waste precious energy in all sorts of
ways, in superflusus thinking, fool-
ish woerrying that produces nothing,
but grinds out the exquisite mental
machinery and unfits it for the next
day's work.

It is a great art to lcarn to shut off
power when through our day's work,
€0 that we can oil our mental ma-
chinery, refresh our minds and recu-
perate ours cs, so that we can go to
the next day's work completely rein-
vigorated.

Many mcn
are accomplishing something if
keep their minds on business even
when not at work, but they really ac-
complish less than nothing because
they are wasting precious mental en-

secm to think that -they
they

ergy, the power for conecentration, the’

vigor, the focusing of the mind, which
is imperative for creating purposes.—
Orison Sweet Marden.
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Handicapped by His Name,

The handicap of a poel's name was
illustrated in the case of Mr. William
Wordsworth, who was the eldest sur-
viving srandson of the poet. Mr. Words-
wo'th was a great scholar and a poet
himself of high distinetion.
of his sonnets was isgued pri\'nt(-ly some
years ago. Gn account of the similiar-
ity of his name with that of his grand-
father, he always refused to publish any
of his poetical writings, though pressed
to do =0 by the people on such high su-
thority as Matthew Arnold, who describ-
ed one of the sonnets as“the finest in the
Inglish language.—Montreal Star,
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One of the manltdlq wonders of tﬁlﬂ'ﬁ{
human eye is the convex igns 'm TS

.which the focal distances of nl:lit,ain

made instamtly and without mental
effort. This lens in the eye is a Mt
eral “burning glass,” as may be shown:
by the simplest of experiments. 3
J.et the pefson at midday hold &
straw against the face of the sun-and

focus his eyes on the straw. He cam -

look at the straw, with . its back-
ground of a dazzling sun, and without
discomfort. But the moment he looks -
at the fiery ball of the sun itself subs" .
consciously the lens of the eye comea’
to its proper focus, with ‘theg

fire itself.

In the subconscious adaptability
the eve lens to adopt itself to differ-
ent distances lies its value to the hu-

man sight. The man with .a camera m 21

adjusts the focus of his lens by slid-
ing them forward and back. The
lenses of the human eye, by chang-
fng their curvatures, allow -“cf one
looking a! fine print six inches from
his nose and in a fraction of a second
to look up and away, probably fifty
miles to a mountain peak that in an
insiant is in true camera fotus,
Pittsburgh Press.
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KNOW THE CAR’S LOAD.

Method by Which a Matorist Can
Get the Best Tire Service.

“Perhaps the greatest and most fm- &
portant thing a motorist should know
about a car is its weight with the av-"i
erage load carried,” says ‘an expert,-.
“By knowing the wcight of his car
when loaded ready to run the motorist
is in a position to regulate his tires
s0 that they not cnly a:t ss tha-Rest
shsck absorber -~btainale, but arc HE~
to offset any injuries which ma¥/
come from over or under {nflation.

“With the weight of the car known
when preparing for a trip which in-
cludes passengers it is very easy for
the motorist to regulata his air pres-
sure in the tires so that they will run
with the least injury to themseives.
This foresight will also preyent a
break in the side walls caused by an
overioad. :

“With the weight of your car, plus
the weight of gasoline, water and
extra tires, with the weight of the
passengers added, yeu have the total
running weight of your car.

“For a quick way of determining
what air pressure you will carry in
your tires if you have no regular iable
of inflation the foliowing table is sug-
gested:

“For three-inch tires divide the
weight of the load by thirty-two.
“For three and ore-half-inch

divide the weight by forty.

“For four-inch tires divide
weight of the loa by forty-eight.

“Kor four and one-half-inch tires df-
vide the weight of the load by fifty-
six.

“For five-inch tires divide the
weight of the lcad bv sixty-four.

“For five and one-half-inch tiresdi-
vide the weight bf the load by seven-
ty-two.

“To further illustrate the working
out of the above table suppose your
car weighed 2,880 pounds and yoR are
using four-inch tires. From the above
that for four-inch tireg the
weight of the load should be diyided
by forty-eight. This will gives you
sixty pounds - air pressure, -Wwhich
ahould be carried in your tires. ' The
tire mileage will be greaily inereased
if the motorist will regulate his  air

pressure by the load he carries.”
— el -

STUDY AND EXERCISE

Overstudy and lack of exercise make
thin bloodless children. Study does no®
usually hurt  a child at school unless
the studies encroach c¢n time that
should be spent in out-of-doors exer-
cise. But lack of exercige and over<
study is a combination that brings on
St. Vitus dance. If your.boy or irl
at school is thin and palg, listless and
inattentive, has a fickle appetite, ‘s
unable to stand still orsit still, you
must remember that health is much
more important than education, and
more time should be given to exercise
and recreation. }
" See to it at once that the child does
not overstudy, gets plenty of out-of-
door exercise, slceps tén out of every
twenty-four. hours. and takes a safe,
reliable tomic like Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills until the color ¥eturns to the
cheeks and lips and the appetite be-
comes normal. For growing children
who become pale and, thin Dr. Wil-
liams Pink Pills are®not only safe,
but {n most cases ar@ the very best
tonic that can be takgn. These pills
the
nerves and assist nat@re in keeping

You can get Dr. Wijiams' Pigk
Pills through any dealer §n mediclfe,
or by mail postpaid at 50icents a bax,
or six boxes for $2.50 m- The Dr.
Willilams Medicine Co.¥ Brockville
Ont.

tires
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