FINISHING THE PROCESS OF INFLATION

T LAST the day of dreams

had
come. For had It not been a boy-
hood dream to step into the car of
a bailoon and go sailing away {nto
the undimmed biue of the iavittog
sky  And now I was 1o cross
the line which separates the king:
dom of anticipation from that of
realtzation

1 must confess that my devo.
tions that morniog were a lttle
more protracted and fervent than
usual  Howevsr. the time and the
the tman—the pilot—were most op-
for | was to be the guest of Eng.
toremost ballnonist. that prince of
iid <portsmen, Hor (harles S. Hols. We

through to the top, where was lo-
cated the escape-valve. [ immedi-
atetly inquired !f 1t "ought to be
Hke that?” [ was told yes, that
opening was essential in order to
allow the expanding gas to escape;
otherwise the ballcon would burst.
. -1 .then inquired whether that
" opening was large enough to let
the gas out fast enough. Mr. Rolls thought
it was. But, I persigted. suppose it isp't—
what will becomé of us? “That will depend
upon your p#st life' was the laconic reply.
T'p to this moment.1 had felt no alarm or un-
due anxiety. One|by one the helpers unhooked
the bags of sandjihat had been holding us tQ
earth. At lengtd the baskec swung clear of
the ground and was only kept from ascending
by & hali<dozen Dairs' of Gtrong hands holding
1t within & foot or two of the earth
Near us was a huge gas-tank about 70 feet
tall. To me it iooked 700. The direction of
the wind would take us directly toward it. The
balloon was edged away by the helpers to the
faither side of the inclosure. as far as pos-
sible from that buge round iron tank. Would
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vitd and stralning at Ihc sar Aewkmg ropes, 1
was reminded of a nervous, biooded: race-

crse champing at bis bits, anxibus to be off,
Suddenly the question cams to my mind.
“Where wll thia impatient, yellow, pat-bellled
heget také uws and what will it do with us
when it gets us there?” .

The balloon basket ,was about 4% feet
souare and’ sbout that depti.and waé held 10
the ground by many bags of sand. cach hav-
4o¢ 2 rope handle ahd - weighhy about 42
pounds.

It fs surprising to the lay@mhi to see the
‘Dumben of things- taken-on such a: journey.
“T'hiére were a dragrrape. aan anchor-rope and
anchor, a huge and well-filfed lunch basket, a
statoscope—an  {nstrument which indicates
whether you are ascending or descending—an

- a graph,
& little cloclelike apparatus which shows by a

<continyous line on u chart fust how many feel
one 18 above the earth.
.wraps, a good map of England and seven  bags
ot sand hung on the outside ns ballast, . ' v
. My.fret surprise on-stepping {oto the bas.
" %et and louklng up at the great, distended bag
pbove’ was to discover that the mouth, or
‘appendix-like opening at 'the bottom of tHe
patlczs, wos eren and that 1 0ould see straight
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we hit 187 Could we by some miracle miss it
There and then I got my first fright. it was
a good, big, peralyzing fright. Oh, how hard
criel ahd altogether repulsive that tron tank
luoked! Thera was nothipg nite about it. 1
sat down on a large lunch,basket In the south-
cast carner. of; the car and beld on for dear
life. Some'way T didn't feel any {ncination to
stand up and ‘look\abont and crack jokes—
which jokes scemed \to.me quite tll-timed—as
the others were doing.. Suddenmly I. was
startied by tha cry, “Let go!" I.am. sure.Ga-
briel’s trumpet will hot frighten 'me so muck
as dld that cry, “Lot go!"- 1 am still of the
opinfon that Mr. Roils need -not:have sald it
s0 Joudly. Immediately we sere shot into the
alr as. though we were'an arrow, burled from
+ mighty bow, 1 literally held” my breath 'tilt
we cleared that ugly gas reservofr,' then 1"

iooked down dnd saw the pale, upturned faces-

of wy ‘friends: gazing {n»lp‘ucah]ess.'l]enc( 1

Jthought, “That is the.,wpy. people Jojk at'a

funeral,” and 1 was not comforted. o
1o tesif -Hirod thet 1 am taking to tell 1t

We were ).000' féet above the “earth How-ex-+*

‘trémbely’ ‘catoldss’ of' these® poopls 10 keef.

standing up ahd even to lean over and look -
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waist-high! [ suggested that the next
time 1 should -insist on a basket that
would come 'up to one's ears. Then
occurred to me the story of the hun-
gry boy who asked for the core of the
apple his frlend was eating with so
much gusto,-and received the slightly
discouraglog reply, “There ain't gotn’
to be no core.” So perhaps with me
there wasn't golng to be any “next
time."

Our altitudcdwag now 2,000 feet and
we were drifting in a light breeze
straight across the city in the direc-
tion of St. Paul's cathedral, which we
could easity distinguish on account of
ita dome of gqld. which looked about
the size of a Ifrge football. Just here
it may be we 10 state that auy one
who thinks tt + pliot of p beljoop hag
nathing to dc 18 quite mistaken. Mr.
Rolls, ably asiisted by Mrs. Harbord
—herself 2 cobl and experfenced bal
foonist who owns three flne ballcons—
made eversthiug snug and tact. The
various articles o board Were con
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the clash of arms at Marston Moor. Across the gulf of
the vears we can see Caesar pnd his conquering legiona
and the white cliffs of Alblon. Iundeed we arg over the
Playground of History. 2:40. Our direction is chang:
ing for the better and we are drifting north of east and
henco will have s longer ride. We have dropped a thou-
sand feet and the nolses of the city grow clamorous.
Mr. Rolis is ttrowing out eand and closely watchivg his
statoscope

"The sun s bebind a cloud and our barograph shu\r;
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venfently arrshged. The statoscope

kéenly watched, and it we began te descend
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loon has wrinkies
and felds which do not look aice. I anxiously
inquire I It ought to do ke that. It looks |
itke an enormons, leatherfaced, toothless old
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1 admire Mr. Humphreys' coolness through it
all. Although a ‘tenderwing' like my self, bs
" 1g bebaving better than L
“Nathing has happered, and 1 am reas
bured again. Now we are floating on Imt the
abyss of silence and of space. Above us, the
* deep blue sky; beneath us, tho green flelds
and changlng forests of Merry Englend.
“Did you every try to picture & sensation,
or. psint &n emotion? [ wish 1 might. DIid
you evér ponder over the soul of things? Did
* you ever dream that you were dead and as
your spirit ascenddd from your body have you
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1 now look down upon the earth, the grave of
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GEORGE Jonm', Box Mnrlton \J
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Gom.
m native roots and

bs, containa no narcoties or harm.
g8, and todammgegolds the record

for the largest tual coreg
of iemAIa diﬂeases we know of, and

on file ja tha Pmk.tmm laboratory at
ynn. Masg., from women who have
béen from almost evesy form of
{emale complaints, ton, ul
duigwemgxt%ﬁbmidtmn,
periodicpains, backache,
tlon and nervous prostration.
Every meﬂ.u ‘womsn owes it to her-
self to E. Pinkbam's Vege-
table mpcund a trial
If you would like special advice
about your case write a confiden~
tta! 1 Pinkham, at
Lynn, Mass, Her advice is free,
and nlwnn belpfal

JUST AS BAD.

Dobsusi—Can
! piano”
Sububs

A New One Abc.:( Y\“polgar..

Be-eny fOTROLLAL
§that Archur
I L'Opinion

It relatesto >
| The empe
; at the custe of F

was preparing
i e drow him
j story and paid b
I his military gifts
i away dlighted,
! view to his aldedecamp
i chance you missed’”  eXelntied
© latte
! “You wight have change
course of history "

“How 7"

wn and Blicker
ved the gene

de

I “Why. you might have trown :
j out of the winduw.”
'

“Confound it*" replied Blucker “S0

i Bmight' 1f I bad the of ot
—~New York £ ening Lo
; THE DOCTOR'S WIFE
Agrees with Him About Food.

A trained nurse  sa “In the
i practice of my proivssion I have
! found so many poinis faver of

. Grape-Nuts food that [ unhe
recommend 1t to all my patients

“It i3 delfcate spd pleasicg to the

late 1an essestial in twod for the ¥
. sick}, and can be ad d to alb agee,
being softesed with mulk or cream
for babivs vr the aged when deficenes
L renders mastication impos

ible.  For fever patients or those on
{ liguid dfec I tind “Grape-Nuts nnd albu-
| men water very pourishisg  and

freshing.’

“This recipe is my owa idea and is

* made as follows: Soak a teaspoorful
of GrapeNuts in a glass of water for
an hour, straln and serve with the
beaten white of au egganda spoontul
of frult julce for favouting. This af-
tords a great deal of nourishment that
even the weakest stomach can assim-
{iate without any distress -

“My husband is & phyatelan and he ..
uses Grape-Nuts himselt’ nd orders it
many times for his patients,

“Parsonally I regard a dish of Grape-
Nuta with fresh or stewed fruit a3 the
lﬂea]"break£ut‘ for anyone—well' or

In any case of xtomach trouble, nerv-
ous prostration or brain fag, & 10 day
trial of Grape-Nuts wil work wonders
toward nourjehing and rebuilding and
in this way endlug the trouble.

“There’s a Reason,” and trial proves.

Look in pkgs. for the famous little

r- | P20k, “The Road to Wellville.”
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