ive there

too soonr
¥y descended

for

thw.‘yt‘re.
. d € Tests, and on
asion alighted in g rookery

ooks, startled out of

th ‘
advent of the great o g

car in their

made a frightful rew. Tg
cronauts added by hulloing th::
had lost their b A "l.nq

il to find them again. Ang
& gentleman put. his head
pedroom window
hen he saw

Pre-
out
and mearly fey
the huge. ballooy

€ in the trees. Then the fol-
colloquy  ensued: * ness
s!  Who are you?. "Baliaon.

ting. Where are we?” “Pwelve
from Brighton, going south. Ay
tuck ?” “Oh, no, ‘we're Quite
You don’'t mind us sitting o,
your tree, do you?’ . “Qp not
Make yourself at home’—sot,
“mad, quite mad”; ‘ang With
he gentleman retired to slum -
|and the aeronauts contented)y
eir suppers ere they  soareq
to their destination.
A Pen Sketch

ne may say. so, Mr. Butler i
light as the air in which he
b so much of his time. Indeeg

very heavily built man, r‘a.thef-
medium height, with Very broad
ers and a substantial frame,
e rest he is fresh-complexloned,
ved, and not glven@o expressing
s in' a hurry. But on ons pofnt
st he is emphatie, and that is,
b ten years time aeroplanes will
ost as much in use as miotor
bday. In business life; he is a
pr of Messrs. Hedges and But-
e well known wine merchants,
cellars under Regeht street
here long before that thorough-
as planned—the firm is nearly
undred years old—and in Whose
p office may be seen such curi-
he chair in which Mr. Gladstone
ien he came to discuss gertain
proposals with- the firm.. Also
first rendered .about the time
erloo, forgotten in those troub-
mes, but finally settled by the
dants of the original debtor in

A Loss to Letters

markable member of the liter-
brid has just passed away in the
of Mr. David Christie Murray.
rray was a striking example of
[f-made man for he was the son
brinter and bookseller .of West
ich, and his youthfdl eduecation
the scantiest. = Afteryworking
business at home, he joined the
but he was never one.to be
by discipline, and the hard and
les of military ‘life prowed too
for his turbulent spirit. - The
[goes that on one ocecasion he
lled over the coals' by @:pom-
officer, whose manner = was
eness itself. In receiving an
o “stand to attention,” Murray’s
ssession gave way, and he let
icer have a taste of his tongue
resulted in a grim court-mar-
But exceot for his refusal to
to anything like oppféssion, the
thor’s character was most gen-
F'inding the career A spldier
bd to him, he turned his ‘dtten-
journalism and literature, with
success all the world knows.
of Mr. Murray’s clever short
have appeared in-the pages of
P, and he also contributed: to
the Days of-My Youth” ser-
n addition to his literary. work,
rray found a congenial occupa-
landscape painting, and some
pictures showed true. artistic

Korea

e Japanese have put into 'high
some of the worst rascals in
hoice collection ‘of superiative
b the Korean office holders, thus
g ludicrous her pretence of “'re-

e I was in Korea the story was
ed and later authenticated, that
hg Japanese had tried to force
Korean out of his home. The
refused to give up his ancestral
tion. Thereupon the Japanese
pon him and beat him, ti a
to his shoulders, weighted it
ftones, and then strung him  to
ves of his dwelling, where he
n agony. When the miurdered
son returned and discovered
lime, he and some friends start-
pursuit. The murderer < fled
a river; the avenger, with a
in his teeth, swam after him.
ugitive was caught and killed,
emember that Korea js in the
, with immemorial customs—
part and liver of the criminal
bffered as a sacrifice to the spirit
rea. Of course, that was wrong—
ime never justifies another; but
terrent effect will doubtless be
than the example made of an-
Japanese slayer of a Korean,
las sentenced to an imprisonment
years! The instance is one of
reported of late which would
o indicate that, drivem to bay,
hg submissive Koreans are des-
y refusing to play the role of
driven cattle.”
Korea’s day ever come again?
an going to succeed in her ap-
purpose of eliminating the Ko-
as she once eliminated . the
and as the white men eliminat-
e North American Indians?
e is help to come for the poor
, who, while He lacks the en-
e and self-confidence of . the
se, is in certain important re-
his pronounced 'superior? = His
t afflictions, by the way, are
vaking up the Korean's dormant
s. Some Koreans are looking
Ily to the meeting of The Hague
1 next spring.. Others expect
Russia, when rehabilitated,’ wiil
ommon cause with her, or that
Iny will express her bellef i{n the
© peril” doctrines of  Emperor
by coming to the help of Che-+
Still others, more far-seeing,
but that Japan’'s conduct it Ko-
which China must be perfectly
will prevent the Japanese from
etting a foothold in China, and
ventually lead Korea’s ancient
n to reclaim her former de-
cy. Foreigners seem to think
enlightened and aroused public
b in Great Britain and America
what force of arms may not do,
ban cares more for the public
of civilization than for any
power. Succor for poor Korea
will come from some gquarter,
unendurable cannot be inters

bisdr
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[, .+ sea together.
. | together and saved together.

.y were enemies, and proud of it.
r enmity dated back to the time
. they had become rivals for ‘the
of the same girl, away out there
. point of Cape Cod, on which as
they had been brought up to-
. and had been friends together.
had gone to school and down
They had been

me the girl, the rivalry, the
\nd the worst feature of it
neither had been able to mar-
==, who merrily flouted them
i in the end wedded the own-
It works, who was a some-
man of affairs. The maid,
nan she married, apd ‘the
were all gone long -ago.
was gone but their enmity.
s their inheritance; hence
ken to it from buyhood,
ways in manhood, and
v were old were married
ally as though the cere-
n performed with due
a ' Cape Cod parson.
d taken them apart; but
rospered, and both owned
| interests in boats of their
he wind jammers with white
ad given them their first
deep water, but the more
jtiot vehieles of steel and
inown to the men of the deep
@ boats.” And, as if to carry
. <rungely interwoven lots in fur-
of similarity, both ships
n tramps, out for charter or
might be deemed most prof-
1d both were resting out in
unfrequented harboer under
al moon waiting for cargoes
ogany, mahajua, and ebony.
of Manzanillo there were but
spoke English. In all of
il there ‘were but few who
did not hate the two captains for their
nationality and disparity in
Yet on the evening when
v anchor chains went clank-
through their channels into the
w waters of the bay, and they
met ashore, they had shown by
r word nor look that they had
cen each other before.
band was playing in the centre
1e plaza, the musicians statuesque-
rect before their stands, while the
of the park were trying impu-
to augment the light of, the
tropical moon. In the broad paved
walks hundreds of girls and children
promenaded steadily, as if on parade
for their elders, who lounged upon the
benches and lazily smoked black cigar-

t was in the full glare that they
met, for the first time in ten years,
and each recognized the oth@r, and
wondered at time’s change in the
other’s face. They passed without even
that attention and courtesy which fel-
low countrymen and strangers in a
far land wusually interchange. It had
been forty years since  either had
en to the other, and the habit of

Cap'n Zeke is sure gettin’® old,”
thought Captain Costello. -
And “Cap’n Joe ain't a boy any
lorger,” ruminated Captain‘Moore, as
he went his

Tach
other,, but he was' too” ‘proud. . They
made two or thrée rounds of the
square, while the band continued its
concert, ‘passing euch time without
hailing, and "stolidly indifferent to the
fact that wherever they .went they
were subject te criticism. Wherever
they went «they were looked upon as
the most -hated of all aliens. Spain

and their own :ceuntry were apparent- |

ly on the wverge of a clash at atms,
and from the vender of ices who, cried
his wares, to the gaily uniformed gov-
ernor of the provinee, who in a cafe
sipped Ron Baecardi, none could tell
when the break would come.

As the marines sauntered past thdse

upon the benches, they were frequently |

subjected-to uncomplimentary’ remarks,
epithets, and “insuilts, which' they ig-
nored--not through ignorance, be-
t as masters of ocean tramps

whose prows often tore through south-
ern waters, they were thoroughly fa-
miliar with Spanish = speech. Both
were masterful men and superbly in-
different.

“Cap’'n Joe would be in a tight fix if
they jumped him,” thought Moore af-
ter hearing some of the loungers’ com-
ments. “His boat is American bottom
all right. Glad I'm from Montreal and
entitled to fly British colors. Didn’t
think when I drifted up there twenty

vears ago it’ would ever come to this.”|-

Then he turned away from ' the
Plaza.and up the long sweeping hill to
where the old Spanish fort, with its
empty moat, primitive walls, and deep
embrasures looked down over the city
and bay. He went beyond to where
the crest was bare and sat down,
vatching for awhile the scene below.
the moonlight showed him the white-
washed walls of the straggling city,
softened the outlines of the red tiled
roofs, and lent illusionary splendor to
battered old palaces, while: out in the
distance, motionless and -like staring
ves of the night, were the lights of
two ships,  his and his enemy’s.
> great bay, leading out to the keys,
‘as so sfill’ that it seemed a mirror
rfecting the  moon’s pathway and
fmmed in the “shadows, where the
uto emptied turgidly into the sea,
nc the uniform, dotted gleamings
of a little river steamer making her-
\ home from ‘the day’s run.  The
trees in the foreground were
eat motionless plumes, and over
e enchantment came the softéned
s of the band still playing in the
» as if war was an unheard. of

'n the edge of the horizon another
appeared, bobbing momentarily
sight and then sinking, as the
answered the swell. Captain
watched it curiously, wondering
r or not it could be possible

Some of us will go out pretty light,”
thought as he rose to his feet, and
d his steps past -the old fort
down the steep hill, avoiding the
‘row curbings and traversing the
of the streets. In the open door-
: of the houses on either side, or
the brick pavements in  front,
‘nged  white clad . family groups,
» kept quiet as he walked by, and
t into rapid speech as he advanced
nd hearing. Now and again he
some of them face to.face, and
always greeted with peering

s as they recognized in him an
n. A party of soldiers returning
°ir barracks scarcely made way
and showed by their very at-
'~ a rabid hatred and desire for

tl these signs he was impressed
the fact that before long it would
fe for an American to pass
the outer streets at night,
caried of such a constant under-
t of hostility, he decided to go
td his ship, the Lord Nelson. Yet

gh

way. i3 %
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it was good to be ashore, and he
would have stopped at the cafe of the
Lazo de Oro and lounged for a mo-
ment had he not seen before the tiny
tables a group of emblazoned Spanish
officers, who ceased conversation das
he-came and looked at him in sus-
picious silence. He returned their int
solent  looks with interest, and: re-
sumed his tramp through the narrow
thoroughfares. to the . long  skeleton
wharf whose planks were littered with
freight and dunnage of the sea. "Out
near its end a sailor rose from a con-
venien® hedp of timbers whereon he
had rested, greeted him, cast loose a
line which held his boat, and when he
was seated in the stern dropped af-
ter and took the oars.

As they went aboard the Lord Nel-
son, twin lights veered round the point
as a vessel came into the harber,
sending from her nose and out. into
a long, trailing wake a phosphores-
cent line rippling and waving like
folds of aluminum ribbon. She pass-
ed far inside and leisurely made her
way up toward the end of the wharf,
her headway lost she came to anchor.

Captain Zeke watched her intently,
and was joined by the mate, who pres-
ently went to the chart house and re-
turned with his night glasses, which
he handed to the captain.

““Spanish gunboat all right, Tom,”
said the captain to the mate, who was
now . hanging over the - rail’ nearby.
“Small draft, or:couldn’t get so well
in. Got a couple of guns aboard with-
out covers. Wonder what that means?”

‘“War maybe,” came the answering
voice. “Bumboat boy told me tonight
everyone expeets it. ' Said he heard
there’d been an: American battleship
sunk up Havana way.”" 5

“Humph! That settles it! ~ Nothing
to it. Spain ain’'t hunting trquble.”

The captain handed the glasses back
to the mate and promenaded up and
down the deck. A few clouds that had
been scattered like fleecy  splotches
over the sky when he boarded ship
had massed themselyes and were ap-
parently forerunners of others. One
bank swept across the face of the
moon for a minute."

“Guess that’s. why she came ° in”
said Tom, looking skyward at the
banks of cloud, and then toward the
dimly outlined gunboat in the recesses
of the boy. “She ain’t big enough to
weather a heavy blow in these waters.”

Captain Zeke continued his march
up and down the deck without answer-
ing. He weént forward and, leaning
over the rail, looked for a long time
at the black shape of the Cape Cod,
Captain Costello’s boat, which was but
a short distance further out toward
the open séa. N

Somehow it seemed a pity that Joe
was growing old, and looked weary,
and halted a 'little in his gait. ‘Well,
everyone had to run @ race of greater
or' lesser length, dependent on which
caught him first, time or the sea. And
in either case the end was the same—
snuffed out! It must be that Joe had
brought the Cape Cod int from sorhe
South ‘American port, otherwise -he
would know that he ‘was indangerous
water, now that there was:increased

ill-feeling, . hetw Spain . and the
United States. Ahe Cape Cod might

be three or four times the size of that
little gunboat; but a ‘few well-aimed
shots from the latter would send either
framp or liner to the bottem. 2

His meditation was interrupted by
the sound of oars, pulling with- the
short, sharp, measured stroke of much
training. = The moon was now com-
pletely obscured by the cloud rack; so
it required effort and straining of the
eyes to make out:a boat approaching
from the direction of the warship. He
wondered what its errand could be at
this time of the night, straightened
up, and made his way ‘aft’ along the
rail, peering out into the dark.

A voice hailed in ﬁpanish, “Is your
ladder unslung?”

The watch was about to answer the
unusual question, but the master put
out a restraining hand. He chose to
answer ' himself.

“Yes. What do you want?” £

“Want to come aboard. Have busi-
ness with the captain.”

Captain Zeke hesitated for a moment,
while below him the boat was held in
suspense. ‘“Come on,” he finally call-
ed.
The boat slowly pulled alongside the
big black hull to the ladder, and in the
stillness of the night Captain Zeke
heard whispered instructions. Then
came the first step on the ladder, to be
followed by many others, which pat-
tered as they came, evidently bared
for the visit: {

Captain Zeke stood at the ' head,
barring the way, until dimly, in the
half-light, ‘a figure resplendent in gold
laced uniform, climbed up from below.
Behind on the: creaking 'steps were
others, also uniformed, and steadily
mounting. They came determinedly.
For a moment Captain Zeke. was
tempted to lash out with his fist, but
reconsidered. He gave way and wait-
ed for the officer to announce himself;
while the sailors mounted one by one,
advanced upon "the ‘deck, and, headed
by a junior officer, came into quick
formation and a Malt.

The officer in command, shown by
his epaulets to be a lieutenant, turned
to Captain Zeke, and with calm polite-
ness said: @ “I have the honor to in-
form you that war has been declared
between your country. and Spain.” You
are theféfore my prisoner, -and the
ship s hereby taken in the name of
His jesty King Alfonso XIIL.”

Captain Zeke made -no reply, al-
though the mate, who had come up
behind, was evidently in fighting mood,
and edged round to his side with
clenched fists,” His superior reached
out a steady hand and gave his arm
a quick hard squeeze. The mate look-
ed at him wonderingly. 3% :

“I trust you will surrender without
useless and unpleasant resistance,” the
lieutenant said.

“Well, tHat depends,” the ' captain
answered. “We'll talk this over a lit-
tle. First, I want to know what ves-
sel Yyow're from.: Second; I want ‘to
know ‘what you're going ‘to do ‘with
us.” 3

‘“And  then?”' queried the officer.

“Well, if you show me these things,
I suppose there’s nothing  to .do but
turn her over -to. you, If that's your
gunboat over, there,”'we Arrt - fools

S

. By Roy Norton.

The officer started to speak;
Captain Zeke held up his hand. “Nao,
not here,” he said. “We ecan at least
be gentlemen with each other, and be-
fore T turn her over I am still the
}lost. We shall go below to the sa-
oon.”

He ‘turned toward the companion-
way, followed by the two . Spanish of-
ficers. His mind was working' rapid-’
Iy. War had be:n declared between’
the United States and Spain, the lic-
tle gunbgat -had entered the harbor,
been informed that.an American ship
lay in the offing, and had boarded the
Lord «"son in the darkness, believing
her to be the Cape,Cod. .There was a,
traditional ' enmity between . him , and
Captain Joe; but—well, hang it alm!
Joe was an American and——" ¥

‘Somehow his mind flashed back cver
their boyhood, and 'n ‘his quick turn,
when Joc's fate rested -in .his hands,
the enmity seemed very  trivial It
would be tough luck te lose a ship.
His steps had brought him. to the sa-
loon, "where he read some of the ‘pa-
pers tendered and showed peculiar re-
luctance to deciphering others. Heg
now and then nodded his head, and
looked very grave and distresséd. Tom
entered the saloon and doffed his cap.

Captain Zeke ‘switched himself
round so that his broad wink would
not be observed by his captors. “Tom,”
he said, -“we're in for it.” He spoke
in English; but the officers apparently
understood. The mate’s mouth open-
ed in blank astonishment, then closed
again.  He put one rough hand to his
head and .scratched his heavy fingers
through his’short hair, and when they
came down there was a look of the ut-
most comprehension in his eyes. He
knew' there must be something afoot,
otherwise Moore would not have taken
things so calmly. It ‘was not the cap-
tain’s way. »

They stood eying each other and ig-
nering the Spaniards.® “Does that
British captain laying off us,” the
master said, “touch at Guantanamo or

but]

Santiago; do you know, Tom?” he
asked. :

“Aye, sir,” came the ready reply,
and his' Inquisitor breathed freely

again, knowing that the situation was
undefstood: He returned to the Spanish
officer. 28

“You speak English, I presume?’

“Slightly.” The ' lieutenant smiiled
and bowed. ¢

“Then if I let you read the letter, 1
presume you have no objection to my
notifying my owners;: and also ‘my
family, of your “seizure?”

“Not the slightest,” answered the
officer, flattered -by the extreme re-
spect -shown - him, and again bowing
with elaborate courtesy.

“Sit down, gentlemen,” said the cap-
tain, as he opened a cabinet and drew
paper and envelopes before him,
Wwhile the two-officérs seated ‘them-
selves “where they-eould watch very
movement, and: Tom, grinning appre-
ciatively, droppéd @ow:n alongside the
captain. He wrote:: |

“Messrs. J. @astéllo & . Co.—I have
the sad misfortuge .fo-inform you that
war.-has been gerlared; between. our
country-and Spaim,~and*we have been

enough to try to fight”

ourselves as prisoners. to ‘the Spanish
gunboat San Pedro. I am sending this
through the kindness of the officer wlo
has taken ‘us, and the courtesy of a
ship which is' sailing within a very
short time dfter this is written. I
have made no ‘attempt at resistance,
because the San Pedro, now lying in
the harbor, has two fairly heavy guns
ready for action. Had I known of the

have run away from her.

“I trust you will understand the cir-
cumstances and will unse the utmosc
haste to relieve my suspense, as every
minute counts in such an emergency.

“Yours faithfully,

“EZBERIEL MOORE.”

He handed the letter to the officers,
who gravely perused it, while he stead-
ily wrote another epistle:

“Dear-Josephine—A Spanish gunboat
has taken me; so’' I am detained. Will
you Kkindly move to Falmouth imme-
diately? - You will have no trouble, I
hope, if you .ask’ for assistance from
Abraham & Mosey as fast as you know

how.
As ever,
“ZEKE.”
“You see,” he -said, handing his
latest effusion to them, “if I'm held

prisoner here, I want my wife to move
to save. expemnse.”

They acquiesced with many shrugs
and smiles of great understanding, be-
ing married men themselves, perhaps.

“Lower the boat, Tom, and take
these over,” said the captain noncha-
lantly, turaning to the mate, who with
difficulty suppressed a grin. It was a
short-lived smile. Both  Spaniards
sprang to their feet, this time with
neither shrugs nor genuflections.

“Ah, we will save you the trouble,
senor,” the lieutenant said.

“Oh; no troubie at all,” Captain Zeke
replied airily, trying to evidence mis-
understanding. o

The change of attitude in the Span-
ish’ officers was now markedly appar-
ent. The lieutenant drew himself up
until the cordage on his breast was
stretched taut. “I cannot permit you
the chance of escape or further com-
munication!” he said with emphasis.
“You are my prisoners, and will be
treated as such! 'Your letters will go
in my boat or .not at all!” !

Captain Zeke and Tom tried not to
look disappointed, knowing that argu-
ment was useless and any further at-
tempt along this line culpable, or per-
hap§ in Itself fatal.

“As you please,” the shipmaster re-
glied, settling back into his seat; “but

shall be grateful if you:will send
them at once, as the steamer, I was
told today, sails within a wvery short
time.” A i i

The Spanish officers were all cour-
tesy again, and the. younger one took
the letters, in one envelope addressed
to “J. Costello’ & Co.; and disappeared
to order their: transmission. By the
timie of his return Captain Zeke had
called his steward, ordered a bottle
of wine and glasses, and was prepated
to entertain his captors indefinitely.
Through” the open portholé" he heard
the swiag of the oars as the Spaniards’
boat. pulled -away, and. smeculated on
pthe chances: of their delivering his
massage without accident; delay ,or

compelled to- sustender our ship and
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war, I could, with half an hour's start,|

discovery. ‘If the sailors knew . the
name of the boat they were to seize,
they might discover the mistake, hur-
ry, and give the alarm, and then. all
his efforts wyould have been rendreed
useless. There, was the chance; too,
that Captaim Joe was not aboard, and
a delay in ‘a game like this, where
minutes, not hours, counted, would
prove fatal. ¢

The sound of the band, mellowed and
harmonized by distance, came to him
faintly through the quietude of the
night, and he saw with thankfulmess
that the moon was still cloaked with
clouds, lending the shelter of darkness.
That, at least, was in his favor. The
time dragged heavily. He sat quietly,
making fitful attempts at conversa-
tion, and ably seconded by the mate,
whose suspense by now was equal to
his own.

Tom was now telling a story that at
any time would have been lengthy, but
which; in broken sailor Spanish and
with  long-winded -intent, promised
with fair success of imagination to
last throughout several hours. And
to this the officers’listened with ap-
parent attention. The. captain ordér-
ed another. bottle of wine, and as he
poured it for his guests, heard the
hail of the returning boat, its gentle
thump against the ladder, and the
creaking of the swings as the men
came on deck. This was the time
when the suspense become almost un-
bearable, and the captain and the
mate were prepared for either an
alarm, clean exposure, or a sudden
shout that there was something mys-
terious, and any of these would turn
the ‘tide against the scheme.

FootsteRs - came swiftly down the
companionway, and X’ Spanish sailor
appeared framed in the door. Breath-
less' and tense, Captain Moore felt an
inclination to hold himself down _to
prevent involuntary rising from his
seat. Tom stopped in his story, turn-
ed squarely around, and looked at the
 sailor. !

The lieutenant nodded at the man,
who stood at salute. :

“I have delivered the letter, sir,”
was all he said. Captain Zeke breath-
ed again, as the man received his dis-
missal and wheeled about; and Tom,
as if it was all of mmo importance, re-
sumed his story. The music died
away with an abrupt flourish, and_all
was still. Suddenly the captain’s
heart gave a great leap, as from over
the waters came the sound of a steam
winch  working rapidly and the harsh
grinding of an anchor chain, telling
him in no uncertain tones that the
Cape Cod was getting her anchor
aboard amnd would “Mosey as fast as
she knew how.” .The officers noted it,
too, and said, “Not.a moment too soon,
Captain, for your letters. We are glad
to have sent them over for you.”

“Not nearly so glad as I am,” the
captain respondell .dryly, and Tom
openly indulged in an expansive grin.
The steward, as if under standing or-
ders, appeared with another bottle, and
the popping of its cork seemed a part-
ing salute, for in the subsidence of its
sound #there came @another, the slow
thresll;mg'-b! a screwy as the Cape Cod
got under way, -Twénty minutes ‘more
—just ‘twenty minutes more—and Cap-

ow to

When a car has been received new
from the facdtory, every owner has-a
right to believe -that it is tuned up
to.the highest point, that the electrical
system is in perfect working order, the
cylinders clean, the carbureter proper-
ly -set, and the compression good.

After the: car hasibeen run, it is not
unusual for the owner . to motice 'a
slight falling off in power. - This com-
mences gradually and is scarcely no-
ticeable; but in time the owner awakes
to the fact that the car does not pos-
sess anywhere near the amount. of
power it had when new. This should
not be blamed to the machine, but
rather to the owner himself in not
looking .after details.

Generally speaking, there are three
great causes of loss of power in a gas-
oline motor: namely, poor compres-
sion, imperfect carburetion, and de-
fective ignition. -

Poor: Ignition and the Remedy
In a gasoline motor, the charge of
gas is drawn into the cylinder and
c'ompres_sed_approxima_tely to  sixty
pounds per square inch. If there is
any - leakage, such as by the piston
rings, around the spark plugs, and
past the valves, a certain amount of
this charge will be forced out and
lost, with the result that the power
will be dfminished. :

In a well-made motor,. the piston
rings should remain tight for several
seasons. Therefore, the owner should
look to the valves and make sure that
they are properly seated.

After the valves have been seated, if
this does not remedy the trouble, the
electrical system should be’gone over
thoroughly.' The following conditions
will affect the proper working of the
electrical system; weak batteries or
accumiulators; loose connections “in
any of the low-temsion circuits; cor-
roded or rusted terminals; insufficient
contact at commutator; grounding in
one or both circuits; improper adjust-
ment of vibration; . sooted or. dirty
plugs.

i

Weak Batterjes

Every motorist using dry’ cells, or
accumulators, should provide himself
with an ammeter,” or ammeter and
volt-meter combined. The dry cells
kshould be tested with the ammeter,
and any cell falling under seven am-
peres should hé rejected. The accu-
mulator, or storage battery, 'should be
tested with the voltmeter. A fully

-} cult to locate.

Keep An Ailtolm()‘bile 1Tuned U

charged accumulator rated at
will show over six when
When the voltage falls to five and
seven-eighths, it should be removed
and re-charged, the usual cost being
fifty cents. :

A good accumulator, such as,the
Witherbee, No. 66, will'run a two-cyl-
inder car approximately one Hhundred
miles. 3 4

six volts
charged.

Loose Connections
All connections in the primary cir-
cuit should be carefully gone over and
screwed. down tight with pliers.q
Corroded Terminals

A rusted or corroded’ terminal will
not give perfect contact. All connec-
tions should be" clean, as -rust, dirt,
etc., increase the resistance in the cir-
cuit.

Grounding

A short circuit is sometimes diffi-
If it occurs in the pri-
mary wiring, the batteries will be rap-
idly depleted. ‘If the short circuit oc-
curs on the. high-tension system, no
spark will jump at the plug. The com-
mon cause of short ‘circuit dis due to
| drivers carelessly leaving tools, such
as wrenches, etc., on top of the bat-
teries, or' due ‘to the breaking of, the
insulation in some wire.

Vibrator Adjustment

The proper adjustment of the vibra-
tor is of vital importance in the run-
ning of the engine. If the platinum
lpoints on either vibrator or adjusting
1 screw become so pitted as to stick, no
| spark will jump at the plug. The vi-
;brators should Dbe frequently examin-
ed, and if the platinum. points are not
smooth or true, they should be dressed
down with a dead smooth file.

There are two methods of adjusting
a vibrator, one by ear,” and the other
by trial. When the car is new . the
viprator is properly set, and gives a
clear, distinct, steady buzz; hence it
is'ah excellent plan to familiarize one-
seif with this sound, as future adjust-
ments can be made with this in mind.

The mdjority of vibrators permit of
two adjustments, the one a regulating
of the distance between the platinum
points, and the other the tension on
the vibrator soring.

The distance between ‘the platinum
points ‘when- the” “tremhler is pulled
down on the core should he about one-
thirty-second ‘of an inch. Then the
tension of the vibrator spring should

be so varied that
is heard. :

Another. way to ‘adjust the vibfator
is to set the points about one-thirty-
second of an inch apart, and start the
motor. If the engine-is of the single-
cylinder . type, open . the throttle and
adjust the tension. 6n the vibrator so
that the motor runs with its maximum
speed. If of the tW6-cylinder type, hold
down omne vibrator and adjust the
other so that that;eylinder runs at its
gr?test speed... Then hold down the
otller vibrator and:reverse the opera-
tion. . A four-cylinder car can be tried
by -holding down  the three vibrators
and allowing the ome-cylinder tq ‘work.

Soot Pluas

A common cause of noor ignition is
fouling of spark plugs due to carbon-
izing of oil .in the, cylinders. If both
vibrators are  working properly, and
still there occurs ne spark, the. plugs
should be removed and examined. Plugs/
can be cleaned by 'soaking in -kerdsene
and giving a scraping with  a stiff
brush. Extra plugs should always be
carried, and when trouble: of this kind
occurs on the road; a new plug should
be inserted. - ;e & .

Improper Carburetion :

The last-.general cause for /loss of
power is improvper earburetion.: The
function of the carbureter is to fix in
mixed and unvaryi proportions such
quantities of gasoline and air that the
mixture shall be highly explosive. If
the ratio between thé air and the gagso-’
line varies between too’'great extremes,
or, in other words, if the mixture be-
comes too weak or too rich, the motor
will either “stop entirely or will fall
offs in power.

There are too many.types.of carbur-
eters .on the market to give explicit

&' clear, steady buzz

The following apply in general to all
carbureters, ‘and: the  following - diffi-
culties will affect thede proper opera-
tion.

First: Sticking of Float.—The float
occasionally sticks,’ thereby allowing
too much gasolthe to enter, with' the
result that the mixture is too rich.
A slight jar on the carbureter or
tickling it in the usual manner will
free the float. ;

- Second: the flpats, particularly of
cork, sometimes absorb a certain
amount of gasoline and become too
heavy, and if made of metal ‘an occa-l

instructions in regard to adjustment.|

sional pin-hole will manifest itself and
the float will fill with gasoline. Both
Of these have the effect of increasing
its weight, causing the gasoline to rise
too high and overfiow the vaporizing
nozzle. The remedy in this case is to
lighten the float, if made® of cork, and
to solder, the Holes, if made of métal.
Carbureter floats are usually set go
that thé gasoline
nozzle is from one-sixty-fourth to one-
sixteenth of an inch below the top of
the nozzle.

Third: water in the gasolihe is a
common cause of trouble, and yet every
moterist can protect himself against
this trouble - by seeing that all his
gasoline is filtered through a chamois-
skin.: "He should provide himself with
a large funnel, in. which is perman-
ently fixed a good, close, fine-graired
skin. While gasoline will filter through
this rapidly, water will be entirely ex-
cluded.

Fourth: another common trouble in
carbureters is. with the connections
between the carbureter itself and the
cylinder becoming loose.  Any addi-
tional air entering will upset entirely
the ‘uniformity of the mixture. Even a
small’ pinhole will cause surprising ir-
regularities. These connections should,
therefore, be periodically gone over to
be' sure ‘that they are emtirely tight.

Practical Suggestions

The value of kerosone in the motor.
—¥ew motorists appreciate how im-
portant it is to flush ‘out frequently
the insides of their cylinders with
keroséne.. There is perhaps\no one'
thing that is so easy to_do, and that |
will produce such good results.

It_is not too much to say that the
cylinderg should be flushed out from
once to twice a week. It is an ex-
cellent nlan, when the motor comes in
at night still hot, to fill the cylinders
with kerosene and allow it to remain
in ‘overnight.

If the' motor ‘has not been flushed
out for some time, it will be found
that a quantity of carbon, due to burn-
ing oil, etc., has collected inside the
cylinder, and this should be removed.

If the engine is of the horizontal
type, a small scraper could be made of
one-fourth steel. stock slightly bent
over and flattened ‘at one end, about
one-fourth inch long and about three-
eighths inch wide. This scraper will
look somewhat like a small hoe; the

in- the vaporizing

p

total length should be about fourteen
inches. o }

The inside of the piston and the
walls of the explosion chamber are
accessible through the spark-plug hole.
After thoroughly scraping everything
that'can be reached, the pet-cock on
the ‘bottom of the cylinder should -be
taken out and as much as possible vof
tlie scraped-off carbon removed. Af-

agaln with kerosene and this allowed
to drain out.

In a-four-cylinder vertical motor, by
removing the valve caps and putting
the piston up as far as it will go, all
the scraved-off denosit can be drawn
off to one side and removed.

Carbon in the cylinders is injurious,
first, .hecause it becomes incandescent
and pre-ignites the charge. Second,
it is one of the most common causes
of engine knocks. Third, by coating
the combustion chamber it decreases
the efficiency of the cooling system.

If every ,motorist would fake the
pains to flush out his cylinders once
a week, he would be well renaig by
having a quiet, smooth-running motor.

The Value of Lubrication

A word about Jubrication is not out
of vlace here, for if every ;motorist
understood just how vitally important
it was to the life of his car, it would
not be so generally neglected  as. it is
by many automobilists. Briefly, the
object of lubrication is te prevent fric-
tion and wear by internesing a film of
oil between the bearing surfaces. This
oil filament prevents the métal sur-
faces from coming inte actual metal-
to-metal contact.

If"you will look at oil through a very
powerful microscope, you. will see that
it is composed of thousands of small
globules, each one shaned like a steel
ball. A proverly lubricated bearing
has distributed over its' rubbing sur-
faces these small globules, which act
very much as if they were steel balls.
The moment there is no oil ‘and the
two surfaces come in contact, they
start to cut, and it takes an incredibly
short time for an expensive bearing
to - be ‘ruined.

As oiling is such a tremendous fac-
tor in the successful performance of a
car, the oiling system should be fre-
quently examined, the motorist being
well repaid by saving himself expensive

repair bills.

An extraordinary case of clairvoyance
by a child has caused considerdble inter-
est here, telegraphs our Christiana
correspondent. About a fortnight ago a
man living in the ‘Oersterdal Valley dis-
appeared suddenly from his homg: and
all search proved vain. The child, John
Floettum, 14 years of age, was sent for
eight days after the man’s.disappear-
ance. { ;

The boy walked around the  house

where the man had lived and got a'pho-
tograph of him, which he carefully ex-
amined. Sitting at a table. with his
left .hand covering his eyes, he drew
some lines on a slip of paper, the lines
indicating where the man had walked.

A Child Clairvoyant

The perspiration poured down the boy’s
face,” and . he often stopped. ' 'When at
last he ‘saw’ .a place - where the man
had sat down under a big tree, he was
quite exhausted, and had to give it up
for the dav. S g

People were sent out to search, with

he had to give it up.’ However, as soon
as he came home he said he could plainly
‘see’ where the man was.

Early next morning the search party,
with - the boy, took a boat. which was
steered according to the boy’s direction. |
After a while he ‘suddenly rose and said!
“Here he 'lies.” A séarch was made and
the body was found at the bottom of the
rilver on the very spot the boy. had point-
ed out.

the boy’s sketch as a guide. *The whole
population of the district followed, and
excitement was high as the crowd fol-
lowed #the course the man had  taken,
step by step, as indicated by ‘the boy.
Night came on before they reached the
tree, and the search was adjourned tid:
next day, when the boy himself led the;
party. A 5

He led them to the tree. And there
found the lost man’s handkerchief. From'
the tree the bovy went straight to a river,
but again he became so exhausted that

The boy only sthree- months ago dis-
covered that he possessed this extra-
ordinary senge of clairvayance. During
this time he has given many proofs of
his strange poweér. A man went to him
and told him that he had lost a gold
rl:g in a field last autumn .as he was
loading hay on a cart, and.the boy soon/|
told the man that the ring .could be!
found among the hay on his farm, point-|
ing out the very place, where the ring
was immediately .found.’ The boy has
achieved other feats equally remark-

Cost of World Power

Everything in this world has its price,
that' is everything which has a commer-
cial or economic value attached to it.
And these things may not be obtained
or held without paying the price.

Japan is finding this out. The Japan-
ese have a contempt for many of the
white man’s beliefs. But to the law of
dompensation the Jap will have to bow,
even though he should regard ‘it as
another of the white man’s beliefs. : Jap-
an had an itching to become a world
power, and that ambition has been grat-
ified. Now she must pay the price. This
she can no more escape than the ordin-
ary citizen can escape the payment of
taxes. '

The report for the current year just
issued by the Japanese department of:

able.—London Daily Mail

finance shows that for the current year

$55,000,000 have been added to the gov-
ernment expenditures. This, it is to be
noted, is not for expenditures upon ed-
ucation or internal improvements, but
for the army and navy: and the national
debt which five years ago was less than
$2.50 per capita is now $22.50,

Here is an increase of the tax burdens
to be borne by the people of nine times
their former weight, representing 'the
difference between being an ordinary na-
tion—just a plain, good liver—and
world power. Japan has the glory and
the . prestige, whatever that may be
worth, but she must pay the price In tax
burdens to be borne by her people. 5

It is a whistle for which nations that
buy it must pay too dear. And Japan is

ter this, the cylinder should be filled'

2| nathing to them. They

utes would give the Cape Cod a few
miles at least, and then, before the
San Pedro could get under way, she
would add a few more to the score,
and in the darkness elude pursuit or
outsteam her would-be captor.

The officers rose to station their men
preparatory to their departure; but
Captain Zeke insisted on showing
them over the ship.  Fifteen minutes
more were eaten away before they
reached the bridge, and here again the
captain held them for a time by wvari-
ous pretexts. 1

They went forward to the chart
house, on whose white face 'there:
showed, plainly visible in the dim light,
the blue and gold letters “Lord Nel-
son,” The officers stared at it spell-
bound, gave a sudden gasp, and, like
# pair of automatons leaned limply
back g..gainst the. rails of the bridge.
They recovered and sprang into sud-
dem activity of the most voluble kind,
an activity where dignity was dropped
and arms gesticulated wildly, while the
air was rent with a tornado of sibil-
ant Spanish. Captain Zeke edged
away from them in the narrow foot-
ing until his back was against the
mame-plate, seemed to forget his
Spanish, imperturably shoved his hand
into his pockets and produced a large
plug of black jack. He held up his
hand gor silence, and while they waited
for him to speak, he noted the fact
that everything was deathly still, not
the roll of a wave nor the swash of a
propeller coming out the curtained
distance into which the Cape Cod had
slipped away.

“Yoy asked me what ship this is,”
he said, and leaned outward, while
the moon, as if to give dramatic effect,
broke throuzh a great rift in the
clouds, emblazoning into fire the name
Dlate to which he turned. ‘The Lord
-Nelson of Montreal, Canada.’”

BEven as he spoke the :noise of a
rapidiy running line drew their atten-
tion. It was big Tom the mate, drag-
ging at a bundle which rushed aloft,
whipped itself out suddenly, = and,
caught by a vagrant breeze, displayed
for a brief instant the sturdy red bars
of " Britain’s Union - Jack. Captain
Zeke without comment pointed to it.
His answer was compléte. ;

“Where's the Cape Cod?” excitedly
asked the lieutenant, dazed by the

disrating.

“About tem miles out by this time,”
answered the grim old mariner. “Prob-
ably headed sou-sou’east. Why? Do
you want her, too?. You aren’t going
to whip America as well as Great Brit-
ain, are you? Or are you at war with
America? You come aboard a British
ship and say Spain is at war with my
country, which I suppose means Brit-
ain. If it’s. an American vessel you
want to take, you had better stir your
toy gunboat, and take a try for the
Cape Cod!” :

His voice had increased in volume
as he went rapidly on with his speech,
and he had walked steadily and bel-
ligerently toward them until they
were backed up against the outer rail.
Now they swmng past hinm,fairly leap-
ing to the deck, and shouted = com-
mands as they ran. There was a swift
running of bare feet, and ‘men fell over
themselves getting down the ladder
and into the boat, which was cast off
with frantic haste and headed toward
the distant lights of the San_Pedro.

“Oh, hy the way,” yelled Captain
Zeke K between his hands derisively,
“if you catch the Cape Cod, I wish you
would .return /my letters to me. It
would save ‘explaining to' my owners
what a set of blundering asses you
are!”

The language that came back was
not polite, and contained many threats
that were never carried out. ., '

Captain Zeke and Tom stood on the
bridge and heard the hoarse shout-
ings, the hoisting of the anchor, and
the roaring of forced- drafts on ‘the
| San. Pedro, and saw her steam full
speed out into the night in pursuit of
the 'Cape Cod. They went from
chuckles to-loud laughter, forgot their
respective stations, slapped each other
on the back, and turned in, while out-
side the Caribbean was being lashed
by the little gunboat in a futile chase.
""Six months slipped away, and the
seas were again ‘at. peace, when the
{ Lord Nelson’s rusted sides rubbed
against a New York pier from which
she was to be docked for overhauling.
Summer, the long’ lazy summer, was
on the land. Captain Zeke, since that
rnight in Manzanilo harbor, had been
swept along in a current of unrest, his
tranquility disturbed. He couldn’t for-
get how weary Joe's face 'looked on
the night when they passed each other

: in_the far southern plaza, and in six

months’ introspection concluded that
he too was getting old. He wished he
was back on Cape Cod, a boy again.
Once, being an early rjser, he walk-
ed .through a city squa$e, and unex-
pectedly heard a newsboy’'s whistle
calling to a chum. He started ner-
vously and eagerly, and almost an-
swered it in the same strain before
he caught himself. It was the same
in all its peculiarity as that clannish
whistle of boyhood with which he and
Joe were wont to call each other. It
added to his longing for scenes, and as
he, had time to spare it decoyed him
away, and out to the feverisn ‘rains,
to see whether time, which had,
changed Joe and him, had dealt more
kind
on the old cape.

So it happened one day that a grim,
clean-shaven, white-haired man, with
the marks of the sea.on his face and
its rolling in his gait, dropped off at
Falmouth station. It was no longer
a little village by the sea, but a city
which bewildered him with its e¢hange.
He passed through old streets where
none knew him, and began to feel a
faint resentment, and .an odd clutch-
ing loneliness as if he alone was all
that survived from the wrecked dreams
but freshened memories of boyhood.
Ah! the sea would be the same!—he
would go to the beach. He enterad
upon its sandy reaches and started
away from the village, oblivious. to
those around, when he heard the old
whistle. He swung back sharply, look-
ing eagerly, with eyes like a boy’s, be-
hind him. There came toward him
“Cap'n: Joe,” old, yet yeung again.
They walked straight to each other
with steady steps, each holding out his
hand for a warm grasp.

“Im_ goin’ fishin’, Zeke,” said Joe.
“And the Lord knows I want to go
along, Joe!” came ‘the answer.

That was all, and it was enough.
Falmouth might now grow as much as
it wished; new faces might take the
place of the old; but it all mattered
were boys
again, and “Goin’ fishin’,” just as they
had fifty years before. 4nd now there
was no enmity, and nothing to quarrel
over—not even a bride—for Fate had
married them to the sea, and the sea,
by reuniting them, had given its rec-

not the only country in that fix.—Aug-
usta Herald A

ompense.

tain Joe would be safe! Twenty min- /

turn of events and foreseeing his own H

with those who were still living




