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eddied and gurgled.
depended on that little sharp piece of
gteel set in the horn handle. The cajk.
was ‘cut half-through; a few more
gtrokes would do the work.

Again that slight snapping sound:
The brittle blade had broken like the
other! ™ . i

‘With a mighty effort Duncan flung
both arms powerfully down on the
tongue that still held to the slab by its
half-severed end, preventing his escape;
but the firm mass showed no sign of
yielding. . Again, and still again, with
the strength of despair he dashed his
elbows against the unfeeling ice, bruis-
ing them cruelly. But his second and
third attempts proved as fruitless as the
first. .

“You never can do it! You never
can do it!” a voice seemed to keep say-
ing over and over in his ear.

“I will do it!” he shouted. And for | Sh

the fourth time, his muscles hard as
steel and his energies doubled and
trebled by the deadly peril, he hurled
his tense forearm upon the mass that
held him down.

Crack! The cake split off, and lay

loosely across his chest.
He had succeeded at last, but not a
moment too soon, for the water was

lapping his cheeks. With a final en-
deavor he pushed the severed cake aside,
and putting his arms behind him, lifted
his stiffened frame to an upright posi-
tion. The long chilling pressure had
almost numbed his body, and he was
weak as a reed from the struggle he had
won.

A few minutes more, and the rising
tide floated the slab sufficiently to allow
him to draw his legs from under it, and
he crept slowly up out of the water.

It was hard work to climb the ladder
at the head of the dock; but grit and
resolution conquered, and Duncan found
himself at last on the moldering timbers
of the wharf. It would not do to remain
there, however; so, slowly and painfully,
he started to drag himself homeward.

The effort he was obliged to make,
hard though it seemed, was of the
greatest benefit to him, for it gradually
Set the blood circulating once more
through his benumbed body. By the
time he had gone two hundred yards he
was able to rise to his feet, and begin
& slow, hobbling walk. On reaching

ome he said nothing of his adventure,
although he felt its effects for weeks
afterward.

Duncan is now captain of a three-
masted schooner, well-known in the
coasting trade. In one of the drawers
of the desk in his cabin is a horn-
handled  jack-knife with both blades
broken. This he preserves as carefully
a8 a veteran of a war might treasure
Some ohject that had stopped the bullet
8lmed at his heart.

The hog house s;ould be well ventil-

ated :nd it should have an abundance of
;%nsl 2. These two things are very im-
rts

t but they have been overlooked in
man:- ¢ * the buildings that have been put
up 11 toa past P

His whole Ilife

there at all.

Lost Neighbors

“Are you sure you know the way, Jean-
ne‘L‘te“?” said mother, cheerily.
. “Why, of course I do, mamma! I go
right down this street, and down the next
street and turn the corner, and then I’'m
there,” gt
Mamma, kissed her and said: All right.
One loaf rye bread, remember.”
Jeannette really did know the way to the
bakery, or would have if she had not hap-
pened to be looking at a dear little pony
cart just when she ought to have turned
the first corner. So she went on to the
next street, and that carried her into a
strange neighborhood. When she got to
Wwhere the bakery ought to be, it was not
! Where was she? She looked
around in sudden terror. Nothing was as
she remembered, tearfully. There was an
open lot on the corner, with a dog in it.
e was afraid of dogs. She ran on down
the street. Perhaps she had not gone far
enough to reach the bakery. She heard a
little wailing cry, and looked across to the
opposite sidewalk.
There was a little girl just as big as
she, and this little girl was crying ,too; she
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looked around. *“There isn’t anybody but
me, I I must go,” She ran over.

“Hullo! Don’t cry—I'm here! I won't
let anybody hurt you,” and Jeannette put
her arm around the other little girl.

“I want—my mammal!” she sobbed. I
can’t find my house!”

“That’s funny,” she said. “You’re lost,
and I’m lost, and you found me-and I found
you! But T want my mammal”

“Don’t cry! T’ll find your mamma,”
promised Jeannette. “Theére’s a man
coming out of that house. Let’s ask him!”

“No, you won’t be ’fraid with me! Come
He’ll be gone!”

When the grocer’s clerk saw the two
little girls coming toward him he waited.

“Will you find her mamma, please?”’
asked Jeannette. i

“I’'m Charlotte Cashen. I'm four years
old. I live at 55 Summer street,” spoke
up Charlotte. . .

“Oh, Mrs. Cashen’s little girl, are you?
Why, yes, I'm going right past there.”
He put her on the wagon seat. “You
want to ride, too?” he asked Jeannette
looking down kindly at her. She cried
eagerly: “Oh, please, I'm lost, too! I
want the bakers’ shop, and I cant find it.
I only found Charlotte!”

“Well, well, two lost kids!”’ chuckled the
boy. “Jum in, then,” and he swung her
up beside Charlotte. “We’ll stop at the
bakery as we go along. Where do you
live?” . .
“On Summer street—that big, white
house right on the corner. I'm Jeannette
Jacobs.” ,

“Qh, ho, ho!” laughed the grocer’s boy,
shaking his broad shoulders. ‘“And you
two children never knew each other be, ore
—living only a stone’s throw apart?
“No, we never did,” they declared.
“Well,” he said, you’d better go shop-
ing together after this, so when you get

began to wonder what could be the matter. |

“She feels bad, and hasn’t got anybody
to comfort her,” Jeannette thought. She

MABIE, TODD & COMPANY

243 College Strest, Toronto
: \

:=

¢

APremium /

This mag-
niﬁpent fish-
ing rod and

Worth
While!

Enjoy Your
Summer
Holiday at
Our
Expense

sinkers, 1 float, half doz. assorted
hooks and 1 casting spoon.

We offer it to You Free for only:
five subscriptions to The Western
Home Monthly. We have no hesita-
tion in declaring this to be the hand-
somest premium ever offered by any

~ Western publication, as the whole outfit
usually retails in the Winnipeg de-
partment stores at $5.50.

For any further details, write

The Western Home Monthly

complete ang-

ler’soutfit should

be in the hands of

every man and
boy, too. -

The steel rod is six
feet . in. length with
joint .22 .inches work
grip thandles, reel seat
above the hand with
locking reel bands. The
. reel is of the double multi-
'plying variety, nickel plated,

screwed, raised . pillar with
check, drag and balancing
handles. The outfit also in-
cludes: 10 yards line; 2 lead
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In the Other Pocket

“I can’t quite make your change,”
said the country storekeeper, painfully
recounting the pile of pennies in his
hand. “It’s a cent out of the way.” “Oh,
never mind,” returned the munificent
summer boarder. “But it’s my cent,”
was the moving rejoinder.

Sometimes it does happen to make a
difference if e know who owns the
cent. The New York Press tells this
story of a man who, early on Monday
morning, came to the assistant treas-
urer of a church. ,

“T attended a service yesterday,” said
he, “and I made a mistake when you

ost you’ll have company.”—*“Michigan

Christian Advocate.”
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took up the collection. I had a penny

T#
and a five-dollar gold piece in my pbeket.
I think—”

Here he stopped to take breath, and
the other man interrupted him - with
some impatience. He had heard just
that complaint before. Somebody was
always hunting a five-dollar gold piece.

“I think you are mistaken,” said he.
“We had no five-dollar gold pieces- in
Sunday’s collection.”

“That’s just what I am trying to get
at,” said the old gentleman. “You ought
to have had one. I meant to put mine
in the basket, but I made a mistake and
dropped in the penny instead. Here is
the gold piece.”




