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s-sks*virtue ot taste, at any rate, and prob
ably the place had been taken al
ready furnished—and for a purpose. 
He wondered whether its purpose 
had been entirely fulfilled or not.

"Sit you down, Mr. Menzies,’’ ihe 
said briskly. “It’s early hours, far a 
call, but I guess you’ve got so the rea
son at the back of your head. You’ll 
have some breakfast. I’ll go and see 
about it and make myself tidy.”

The detective’s broad figure block
ed the doorway. He smilingly shook 
his head and with one hand behind 
him felt for the key. There was none 
in the lock. He jerked a chair to
ward him with his foot, placed it 
against the door and sat down.

“No breakfast for me, Gwennie, 
thank you. And you look very 
charming as you are. Suppose we 
talk.”

She made a graceful gesture of re
signation and sat down, her hands in 
her lap. “I guess I wouldn’t poison 
you,” she said.

“Aren’t you a deportee, 
nie?” countered the man. 
my memory isn’t playing me tricks. 
Wasn’t an order of deportation made 
against you—let me see—six years 
ago now? You will remember a dia
mond tiara in Bond Street.”

She faced him placidly. “You’ve 
got a good memory. What are you 
going to do about it?”

“Mind if I smoke?” he asked. 
“Oh, nothing much. I needn’t tell a 
lady of your experience it would 
have been wiser to stay where you 
belong.’

“See section four, vagrancy act 
eighteen hundred and twenty-four,” 
she laughed. “That’s it, isn’t it? Oh, 
I’ve been there before. You can’t 
alarm me any by talking.” And Men
zies knew the astute old lady was 
trying to make him lose his temper.

He lifted his clay pipe from his 
lips. “I’ve always admired your tal
ents, Gwennie”—she rose and swept 
him mocking curtsey—“and we’ve 
been pretty good pals—business

P“Lord bless the man!” she cried. 
“Is this a proposal? I do believe he's 

She shook x

s A little of Sunlight goes a 
long way; every partible is 
pure; there is nothing to 
harm the clothes or impede 
the rapid progress of the 
wash. Every cake of Sun
light Soap carries a $5,000 
guarantee of purity.
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I rode to town besjde 

whom I have always ad-
But Monday, you say, is wash day, ] 

the busiest day of the week. Not I 
for her. Monday is the day she 
picks up the house gets the clothing 1 
ready for the wash, removing any 
bad stains and doing any necessary |ji gy 
mending, but not her wash day.

Before going in town she takes the 
Sunday paper and goes over the ad
vertisements thoroughly in connec
tion with her shopping list. She sees 
what shops are advertising specials 
in the things she needs or is likely 
to need and she makes out a shop- 
ping schedule by shops. For in-1 , 
stance—“M’s stockings for Junior, 
handkerchiefs , look at suits, see 
about bill. R’s—look at white waists 
and men’s 'shirts, Etc., Etc.”
She Doubles The Value Of Her Time 

She says she can do about twice as 
much in this systematic way as she 
could when She went about her shop
ing in a casual manner.

Incidentally she always carries a 
Christmas list in her bag, glances 

it from time to time and often 
picks up some article at advantage 
for her Christmas box.

If she carries on all the branches 
of her business as a homemaker in 
the same systematic, thought out ef
ficient way (and I have no doubt she 
does), it is easy to see how she gets 
full value for both her money and 
her time.
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• Why. Gwennie,” he said smiling

ly in his natural voice; “this is a 
nice welcome for an old friend. Don’t 
vou remember me? I’m Weir Men-

She gave a quick exclamation and 
1 lulled the door back. Her face did 
not for a moment bear any very no
ta, able expression of delight at the 
reunion. That, however, was only 
for a second. The next instant she 
had ilirust out her hand with a 
bright smile.

•■Why,
thought of seeing you here—and in a 
t ig like that Come right in, Mr. 
.Menzies. 1 am glad to see you.”

■After you, Gwennie,” said Men
ses. politely but firmly. “Lead the 

Never mind the door. I’ll shut

Yesterday 
a woman 
mired but known very slightly.

She is one of those people who do 
wonders with a small income of both 
time and money. Her three children 
are always daintily dressed, her 
home is most attractive and she her
self looks as smart as a business wp- 

with three thousand a year to

Ml
male or female.

Opportunely enough, her husband 
always too much of a swashbuckler 
for his trade, was shot In a drunken 
brawl in Paris at this time. There
after she held her way undisputed, 
always ready to become a partner in 
any department of the higher walks 
of crime, from receiving to organiz
ing a bogus bank.

She had, of course, met with 
There were few civilized

fanlight Soap
man
spend on herself.

Moreover she is always ready to 
help with any charitiy or philan
thropy in the town, ever interested 
in the worthwhile things of the 
community or the nation.

She Has A Chronic Shopping List
I have often wondered how she ac

complishes so much and yesterday I 
discovered one of the factors in her 
efficiency,—namely her methods of 
shopping.

In the first place she has a chronic 
shopping list.

That is, she keeps a little book in 
Which she jots down the things she 
needs or will need in the near ftfture.

She goes in town every other Mon
day morning because Monday is us
ually bargain day. She goes early 
not only because one gets the best 
bargains then but because one can 
accomplish twice as much before the 
more crowded hours.

Monday Is Not Her Wash Day

L
.

1checks.
countries where she had not tasted 
prison for longer or shorter periods. 
All that was in the day’s work.

It is a myth that there is a distinc
tive criminal physiognomy. Fifty

left

——

so it is! Who’d have
Gwen-

“Surely SUTHERLANDS
years or more of crime had 
Gwennie Lyne untouched by any out
ward mark. Here was a face which 
none could dream of distrusting on 
sight-—she had been a handsome 
atid was still a comely woman.

The mouth was perhaps a trifle 
wide and it curved downward at the 
edges. Her hazel eyes were shrewd, 
but wilh the apparent shrewdness of 
years, not the cunning of the out
cast. She spoke softly with a slight 
drawl hut her voice was the voice 
of a cultivated woman.

Mertzies had recognized her with 
something of a thrill. Her presence 
in the combination against him was 
singularly unwelcome, for he knew 
her fertility of resource and her dar
ing. On the other hand, the mere 
fact that he knew she was with the 
other side was something gained.

His right hand dropped to his 
trousers pocket as he followed her, 
to make sure that the little baton he 
had placed there before leaving home 

in place. He rarely carried a 
might be
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CHAPTER XI.
A laxly of Resource.

Gwennie Lyne was a lady with a
It de- overputation—or without one. 

j,ended on the point of view. As 
back as Menzies could remember 
had been a notable figure in the 

of master criminals
far
she
little coterie
who knew no nation and to whom 

world is a hunting-ground.
Long, long ago, in the days when 

hank robbery had been a profitable 
pastime, she had organized and ev- 
,.n plaved an executive part in ex
ploits any one of which ought to 
have made her fortune.

Menzies knew her record almost 
heart, for she was one of the very 

•classic” criminals who brought 
undertaking an in-

1 tie

You can always depend on a gift coming from our 
establishment being appreciated and it is always a 
little different from the others.
Fine Cut Glass, the newest cuttings.
Reading Lamps, the very latest. Serving Trays, 
$1.00 to $20.00 each. Travelling Bags, $2.00 to 
$25.00, and many, many choice lines to choose 
from.

was an accident so far as you were I 
concerned—that some one got out of I 
hand. You know we’ve got this chap 
—Smith, he calls himself. He’s like
ly to get loose-lipped, you know.” I 

1 ne last hint was sheer bluff and 
Menzies saw it was of no avail even 
before she replied. She was not to be 
bamboozled into an acknowledgment 
that She knew nothing of Smith.

“You believe I’ve had something 
to do with the Greye-Stratton mur
der,” she answered. “It you’ve made I 
up your mind I’ll not argue. You’ll 
have to find a better fairy/story than 
that to get me down to the Old Bai
ley.” She rose and walked over to 
a seat nearer to the window.

“I should have thought a lady of 
your penetration could have put two 1 
and two together from seeing me 
here,” he remarked .

She looked through the window. 
“I want to know,” she said indiffer-

proraised, a demure half smile still 
lurking about her lips.

Menzies was too old a hand to 
make the mistake of despising suen 

The woman knew
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to bear on an
genuity, enterprise and audacity that 
bad won her through in a score of 
tight places. ...

At ten years of age she had assist
ed her mother and brothers to pick 
pockets in the West End of London.
At twenty she had married Tom 
Lyne, bank burglar and
At twenty-one she had effected a par- . blln{ls

Bi.'r.v.K
companions ^ore needed not the faded worn horsehair
thirty she had had Pr°bably more victorlan furnlture, the pile ot books 
experience in every frade °£ JLr on a table in the window, to tell him 
t'essional crime—short of mut’d__, Gwennie had had no hand in
Than11 any “ptson of he"r own age, furnishing the house. She had the

an antagonist, 
every trick in the game as he did. An 
experience that went back to the 
cradle, and a cunning and brain pow
er by which the organized detective 
forces of the world had often been 
defeated had placed her chief among 
the very few criminals who can plan 
and successfully carry out great

\i

was
pistol for tear that he 
tempted to use it before It was ab
solutely necessary. And in any case 
he had a prejudice against firearms.

She took him into one of the two 
small front rooms of the house and 

to admit the

making love to me.” 
well manicured finger at him. ‘1 
warn you—I might accept you.”

He grinned appreciatively at the 
thrust, but shook his head reproving
ly. “I’m out for business, Gwennie. 
Let’s cut out the funny stuff and get 
down to hard tacks. If you won’t lis
ten I’ll have to take you along, that’s 
all.’’

“And If I do?” she interpolated 
quickly.

"I’m making 
you sit tight?”

"I’ll be as good as gold,”

Jàs. L Sutherlandgun-man.
coups.

On his side however, Menzies 
had one factor on which he placed 

There Is no such thing as

Importer
“The Stag at Bay”

hopes.
honor among ' thieves. Sometimes 
there Is a community of Interests 
which forces them to keep faith

but very rarely will
one

Willno bargains. with another,
one run a risk to save another. !

The detective had to stir Gwennie 
to alarm for her own safety— but ently. 
whether she would allow herself to 
be alarmed or not was a doubt In his 
mind.

“Where is Mr. Hallett?” he ask
ed bluntly..

If a person Ignorant of the ele
mentary principles of arithmetic was 
suddenly asked to solve a problem in 
algebra he might have looked as 
Gwennie did then. Her air of be
wilderment was an education. Had 
Menzies been less sure of his ground 

he might have been deluded.
She stared at him blankly. “Mr. 
Hallett?” she repeated. “I 
heard of him.”

The man’s face set grimly and his
eyes grew hard. “Or of Reader Ling, 
or of Errol, or Miss Greye-Stratton, 
or William Smith?” he demanded.

she said

she

Mr.“There was a note sent to 
Hallett, you know. It asked him to 
come to this address. We have got. 
the note, which is quite enough for 
me to act on If I want to charge you 
on suspicion of being concerned In 
this murder.”

He thought that her cheek went 
a trifle paler, but he could not be I 
certain. Mrs. Lyne-was not a lady 
who was likely to show her emotions I 
by any physical change. She seemed I 
deep In thought. She Watched 
through the window for two or three I 
minutes before replying. Her white I 
fingers played an imaginary piano I 
on her lap. Then she jerked her L 
head abruptly as though she had at I 
last come to some decision. I ■

"Where do I come in?” she asked 
“I’m not admitting that I know any
thing, but If I did would It be worth 
my while to tell you? What should I 
stand to gain, anyway? Let’s talk I 
plain business. You don’t expect 
something for nothing. As far as I 

see all you promise is your best 1 
thanks if 111 kindly supply you with 
evidence to get myself convicted.”

There was reason In her point of I 
There are countries where a I
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HJ“I know Ling—some,” 
artlessly. “But I haven’t seen him 
for two or three years. Why don’t 
you tell me straight what you’re 
driving at, Mr. Menzies? I’m always 
willing to help you if I can.”

“I aim to take you to pieces and 
what makes you tick, it you’re 

not careful, Gwennie,” he said. 
“You’d better listen. You know -£ 
the murder at Llnstone Terrace Gar
dens.” He tapped ou( the bowl of 
his pipe against the heel of his boot 
and menaced her with the stem. 
“I’m not saying you had anything to 
do with it—but you know soine- 
tning."
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view.
certain amount of elasticity is al- I 
lowed to detectives In the matter of 
bargaining with guilty persons. But 
Scotland, Yard holds very strict views I 
on that point. The slightest tendency 
to partiality In its men Is rigorously 
condemned. Menzies was in a dffi- I 
culty and knew It. I

(Continued in Tuesday’s Daily)
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She met his eyes steadily.
"You’re going down, Gwennie, he 

went on, "don’t make any error about 
it. But I’d hate to he hard on you. 
I know you’ve never liked gun-play
ing and I’m willing to believe that it

DoT you- knowfthattyou can. make 
from four to six:? cups of tea for one 
cent (depending on how strong you 
like it) if you use Red Rose Tea?

The rich, full-bodied strength of 
this tea makes it very economical 

Everyone can afford to drink “Good”
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MISSES’ DRESS.'
By Anabel Worthington.

tj
This charming little frock has more 

than one good point, and they are all 
emphasized by tassels! It is so simple 
and the directions for making are so clear 
that any girl may safely attempt to make 
it for herself. In spite of its simplicity 
it has the indescribable something called 

Long sleeves were chosen as
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A [ Engraved Wedding 

B Invitations
rstyle.

being most appropriate for this type of 
dress, but they may be finished in two 
ways—the bell shaped sleeves have ap
plied trimming bands which give the 
effect of a cuff, while the full bishop 
sleeves are gathered into a deep cuff.
The skirt has three gores and is gathered 
all around the waist line. The waist is 
without fulness across the back, but the

concealed by two . II
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1 Superfine stock, perfect engraving and careful 
attention to minor details, make our engraved and 
printed wedding stationery the standard of per
fection. Our prices would be found lower than 
you would imagine consistent with such masterly 
work. Samples and prices will be quoted.
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oSealed Tight — 
i Kept Right !

i ) o
gathers in front are

belts buttoning in opposite direc- 
Buttons from neck to hem give a

0v^Three of a kind1- ,x
| I Reeplhemin mind.^

■
ï- narrow 

lions.
smart touch. A collar in the uew shape 
and the latest thing In pockets are the j 
final items which make this dress well 
worth having. V

The misses’ dress, No. 8,29o, is cut in 
sizes 14 to 20 years. Width at the lower j 
edge of skirt is 2% yards. As on the 
figure, the 16-year size requires 4% yards 
of 36 inch material, with yard 36 inch 
contrasting material.

To obtain this pattern send 10 cents 
to the office of this publication.
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Valuable Suggestiona 
for the Handy tiome* 
maker— Order ang 
Pattern Through Tht 
Courier. Be sure to
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RANT THEATRE
Now Showing

a i n, Good & Funny
Big Comedy Hit

uiftgs & Nickerson
IN

Fti Aristocrat and 
the Hit) Eyed Coon

•!rd Chapter
fhe Great Secret”

Starring
rancis Bushman 
I and Beverley Bayne

Marguerite Clarke
IN

Ihe Valentine Girl”
mill ’ Thur*.. Fri. and Sal

Marie Boro
IN

‘■Heart’s Desire”
Him
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polio Me
Mon, and Tues.
Helen Holmes

‘•The Girl and the 
Game”

1st Chapter

EgMax Linder in
“Ups and Downs”

3 Reel Comedy

dene Caunlier in
d Reel Drama

Come Back to Erin”
from New York and E3 

Ireland
cenr

îorhhtmMÏ\M
Hsmtiton - Canada

s /

ïSiElil

«h«

\
E

0
II

1=5

E<

SI

Matinee—2 to 4.30 
.Evening— 7 to 10.30

hg put back on the stove Add 
of su. vet milk, 1 saltspoon of 
a little pepper and one small- 
ha if cup of butter When this 
begins to boil add three coin
's,izod <• rackets, pounded fine, 
then serve at. once.______
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Are You Seeking a Position ? 
Do You Need Help?

The Ontario Government PoMIc Employment Bnrean
WILL SUPPLY YOUR NEEDS 

POSITIONS FILLED. MENPLACED—

13 6 DALHOUS1E STREET
(Over Standard Bank) Phone 361

For all classes of persons seeking employment and for all those seek
ing to employ labor.

T. Y. THOMSON, Manager
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