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gh When People ¢
ptep On Your Feet

t!ﬁs yourself then pass
it along to others, [
It works!

re is no excuse for
corns and inviting
lockiaw.

cutting

orns, hard corns, soft corns
ind of a corn can harmless-
ted right out with the fingers
ill apply directly upon the

o\\ drops of freezone, says a
pti authority.

laimed that at small cost one
a quarter of an ounce of
P at any drug store, which iz
t to rid one’s feet of every
callus without pain or sore-
the danger of infection.
simple drug, while ‘sticky,
e moment it is applied and
tjm‘lamo or even irritate the
ding tissue.
announcement “will interest
omen here, for it is said that
sent high-heel footwear is
corns on practically every
s feet.
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ng their hotel. The confer-
derstood that important de-
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Continued from Fridays Issue -

Cincinnati ‘seemed - unperturbed.
+So you’re hunting up Ling. What's
he been doing?
1 could help you. I don't like Ling.”

There was a moment’s silence. Then
Foyle twisted his &wivel chair and
lifted one of a row of speaking tubes
behind him. It was a simple, undra-
matic action, but somehow the ‘‘con’
man’s pulse beats quickened. The su-
perintendent paused with the tube in
his hand.

«you've got a clean sheet, of
course?” he asked, and his voice,
though quiet, was threatening. “Noth-
ing we can hold you for? Or shall ‘I
put a wire through to Rome and
Paris and New York?”

Now there had been incidents in
Cincinnati Red’s career, ‘as in those
of every professional crook, wherein
the law had not claimed the penalty
which was its due. It sometimos
happens that only the most grave of
a series of crimes is selected, for de-
finite legal punishment. There were
cases that still might be proceeded
with against the ‘“con” man if the
blue-eyed superintendent chose to in
duce his international colleagues. to
rake the cold ashes together,

“Don’t rush a man,” protested Cin-
cinnati Red a little less coolly.
was saying that I'd help you it
could.”

“Then get down to it,” snapped
Menzies harshly. “You’d better talk
{1 you know. We're in a hurry.’”’,

«The sweat box” is an institution
unknown in English police eircles.
Nevertheless the “con’ man founid
certain similarities in the conduct of
the swift and relentless examinatioa
of the two detectives. They gave him
little time for invention even had he
been disposed to mislead them. But
like most of his type, he puts his own
skin first even if it came to betrav-
ing an acquaintance into the hands
of iustice.

“Guess I'll have that drink after
all” hé said. He swallowed 2
draught Foyle handed him in & quicxk
gulp. “T’ll trust you not to let any of
the boys know I have said anything”
he declared. “I saw Ling about a
week ago, and I've known he had
something big on for some, months.
You gentlemen know that I used to
have considerable dealings with him.
He’d shoot on sight if he guessed.”

«you were one of the layers down
in that forged cireular note stunt of
his,” remarked Menzies. ‘“Yes, we
know all about that. Five years you
got in Paris, wasn’t 7 >

«“Three,”” corrected Cincinnati,
«you’d have thought,” he went on
with more bitterness, “that he’d have
let me in on the ground floor of any
fresh job, seeing how I had the brunt
1#'it hadn’t been Tor an ac-
cident we'd have made a pile. But
no. He said they were full up.”

The two detectives exchanged
glances. Cincinnati Red, clever man
though he was, had always been
viewed with a certain amount of not
altogether unjustified distrust by his
associates in the. underworld. The
phrase in the letter warning Gwennie
not to trust Cincinnati too much oc-
curred to them.

«“A lucky thing for you, t00,” ob-
gerved Foyle. - “Go on.”

«Well, whatever the job is Gwen-
nie Lyne is.in it: Ling said he mignt
have to lay close for a bit, but there
might be a chance for me to sit ia
the game later on. That was to sweet-
en me, you bet. He wanted me to
keep in touch with Gwennie—she
lives down at Brixton now.”

«“What address?” asked Menzies.
There was nothing to be gained by
giving Cincinnati Red any sort of a
hint as to how far they were able to
check his story. He gravely wrote
down the address—the correct one-—
given by the “con” man.

“Well,” went on Cincinnati, o's
no good asking me what the job is
because, honest injun, I don’t know”’
—*“you’ll be more clear on that than
T am. Al I know is that it’s a big

On my soul, 1'wisn {.

MAELSTROM
By FrankFroest 4

Late Superintendent of the Criminal Investigation Department of
New Scotland Yard. (Copyright) i
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‘ Miss Lucy Olney?” : :

Cincinnati shook his head. “Never
heard the name before.”

him closely. The chief inspector gave
a slight cough into his mustache. So
far the swindler had been convinc-
ingly plausible, and if he were more
deeply involved in the mystery than
he appeared to be, he had taken a
cunning line. “How did you com2
to take a flat in Palace Avenue” de-
manded Foyle. !

“Well,” said Cincinnati slowly, *I
don’t 'know there was any specal
reason why I should take it there
more ‘than anywhere else—"
“Answer the question—quick,” de-
manded Menzies; ‘“don’t talk round
it.”

“It was Ling who told me the
place was to let.”

“Ah. And I suppose you got your
references from him?”

“That’s so. But don’t you run
away with any delusjons Mr. Menzies.
I’ve paid my rent regularly and hon-
estly.” Cincinnati was plainly griev-
ed at the reflection on his honesty.
“we’ll take your word. But 1
thought you weren’t very friendly
with Ling. Why should he go out of
his way to do you a favor?”
Cincinnati shrugged his shoulders.
“Oh, it didn’t cost him anything, 1
suppose. He said he might want me
to chip in some time, and it was

He used to run up
That’s all

where I was.
and see me sometimes.
there is to it.”

“You haven’t said how you were to
communicate with Ling: Where is
he?”

“I don’t know where he is. Last I
saw of him wds when he used to take
meals at the Petite Savoye—you
know that little restaurant in Soho:
He hasn’t always been there lately.
Sometimes a chap named Dago Sam
used to come instead.
urgent message.I was to post it o
T. S. Charters, Poste Restante, Ald-
gate.”

“H'm.” Menzies wrote out the ad-
dress and looked questioningly at
Foyle.

“That’ll do for the present,” said
the superintendent. *““The point is
what are we going to do apout you?’
He shook his head at the ‘‘con’” man.
“You’re an awkward -problem, you
know.”

_“You can trust me, Mr. Foyle,”
Shid Cincinnati. ‘I know when to
keep my mouth shut.
be able to help you to get hold of
Ling.”

“That’s decidedly an idea,”
Menzies.
ed outside and returned, accompanied

said

cinnati Red.
gentlemen,
said politely, “Mr. Foyle and I will

be done.”
CHAPTER XV.
A & vtling Meeting

seat.

said, with a contemptuous jerk of
the head in the direction of the doov.
“That ¢hap would sell his father and
mother and brothers and sisters to
save his own skin. Pah!”

«Handle him easy, all the same,”’
exhorted the superintendent. “He’s 2
nasty man to get in a corner. He had
a gun on me once in a saloon, and if
I hadn’t been a quick shot with a beer
bottle—well, I wouldn’t be talking to
you now. Hello! Good evening, Sir
Hilary!” ] i

The gaunt figure of the assistant
commissioner had entered the room,
an open newspaper in his . hand.
«Good evening!, They told me you
were here, Menzies. Seen the Even-
ing Comet? They’'ve got a new clue
for you. Seems that Greye-Stratton
was a defaulting member of the
Black Hand, It’s true, because its)
special eommissioner has found cer-
tain cabalistic marks chalked on the

thing.” b

“Do you know a Miss Olney—a

pavement which no one is able to ds=-
s
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delicious fla

Always Packed

Two pairs of eyes were watching.

handy for Gwennie and he to know |

If I got any.

‘MA half swile of triumph was on
enzies’s face as he returned to his professional.

“Ling is a judge of character,” he

I've tindle & dissovery. -8

The other day I was sitting in the
dentist’s chair. A weighty decision
hung in the balance—whether a
tooth should be pulled or kept an-
other year. ;
Now I have never in my life had
a tooth pulled. And at the idea that
‘that which I had often heard other
people dread, with that mild sym-
pathy we always feel for other peo-
ple’s troubles, might actually be
about to happen to me in thé next
few minutes, I was simply appalled.
It seemed inconceivable. When my
mother was a little Eirl and had been
naughty and her”/father got the
switch, she used to say increduously
“What, you’re not going to whip me,
not me!” And that was the way 1
felt about the tooth.

And the Tooth Stayed In
In the meantime the court having
pried into the private effairs of my
tooth, came to a decision. I needn’t
have it out.
A wave of relief went over me.
I felt perfectly happy. To be sure, 1
should have to have that tooth out
next year. And doubtless before my
death I should have to have many
more teeth out, But it didn’t bother
me one mite. In fact so far as my
feelings were concerned, that per-
son who was to have her tooth out
next year was quite another person.

cipher. Here’s a \photograph. Scot-
land Yard—that’s one of you two, I
suppose—is extremely reticent and
would express no opinion when ap-
proached on’the subject. Two col-
umns.” :

“3o that tom-fool published a2
said Foyle, his eyes twinkling behind
his glasses. “He found some boy
scout marks about a hundred yards
away from the house and came up
here full of it. He wasn’t quite sure
whether it was the Black Hand or
the High Binders, but he’s certain
he’s on the track, and he left a photo-
graph for you, Menzies."”

“Qbliged, I'm sure,” said the chief
inspector shortly. i

“How are things sha.ping.‘?" askel
Thornton.

«Moderate, sir, moderate,” answer-
ed Menzies. “We've just been talking
to a gentleman who may be of some
use—but I’'m not dead certain yet.”
He fished in his pocket and pro-
duced some notes. “We've brushed

Why, I might| wov o 1ot of the fog at the begin-

ning of the case,” he went on, “and
we’ve got something to concentrate
on. I never like to be confident, but

‘Wait a minute.”” He dash-| ove oot heaps of suspicion to bring

against one or two people, and the

by the wen whlof ;‘gg,lfagp:““tf& tl(fei:; evidence may come along. It makes it
Mr - er—Whiffen,” ha easier, in a way, that some of them
A > ®lare known crooks.”

Thornton was standing in front of

talk things over and see what is to the firepla¢e, his hands behind his

back. He jerked his coattails to and
sro. *“I don’t follow that altogether.
I used to understand that it was.eas-
jer to run down an amateur than a
Surely their ' experi-
ence will help ’em to blind the trail.”
“That’s partly right,” agreed Men-
zies, “but it cuts both ways. I can
judge of my difficulties. Now I'm not
clear about a lot of things, but I'va
got ideas on which ll’ve not reported
yet because they may turn out all
wrong. The joint on which we are
clear now is that robbery—at least
straightforward robbery—was not
the motive of the murder. Revenge
is a possibility. Errol, Greye-Strat-
ion’s stepson, hated him like poison,
and it is clear that the old man dread.
ed some attempt on his life, though
that may have been pure monomania,
with no foundation in fact at all.

At least it seemed like one to me.

of the murder, and knocked out by a

‘¥. J. CHE
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 Renson We Don't Expect to Die.
And that's the discovery. I've of-
ten wondered ‘Why we feel So calm
about death and bereavement and|
the various ills that by the laws of
human existence simply’ must come
to us. That is why. Because ,the

another person to us. #

possible it is to feel that youn ever
really - went to school there. You
remember that boy ‘or girl with much
the same sense of detachment 'with
which you remember your old play-
mates.” : 3 3

He Lived the Child He Used to Be.
As I 'write thére comes to nie a

far more beautiful expression of this
same- thought. .. Do you remember it
in Charles Lamb’s essay, ‘New Year’s
Eve.” Let me find it for you. 5

“If T Know ‘of miyself,” he
writes, “no man can have less regpect
for his present identity than I have
for the man Blia. But for the child
£lia, that ‘other me,’ there in the
packground, I must take leave to
cherish the remembrance of
young master with as little .reference
to his stupid changeling of five and
forty. as_if it had been a child ‘of

ents.” . %

«A1l the same, Errol is the pivot}
on which we have to work—I at one
time supposed him'ithe actual mur-
dered. Iam not sp certain now. But
here it is. ' Errol—by the way, we
haven’t found: what name he passes
under yet—and his sister are living
in London, apart from each other and
apart from the old man. He has been|
cut put of the will. She is sole heir-
ess. Sheé is ‘quietly married to Ste-
wart Reader Ling, Errol’s pal. Do
you follow me, sir?”

«“That’s plain—and plausible—n3
tar as it goes,” said Sir. Hilary. Tt
supplies a powerful motive.: But, (0
be frank, it doesn’t do much else.”

«I don’t pretend it does,” said Men-
zies . “It would be mighty thin to
put before a jury by itself, as you
say. But now we come to Hallett. He
hears a guarrel in the fog. A woman
pursued by a man rushes up to him

hand. He goes to Greye-Stratton's
house, and is admitted about the time

man whose face he never saw. Twice
he was brought into contact with a
man—or possibly two men—who
know a great deal about the case,

and yet he never saw them.
Ap nday’s. Issue

IEDITOR DEAD.
By Courier.Leased. Wize. ...

St. John; N.B., June 16—Relatives
here have feécgived word of the death
of C. H. Lugrin, editor 'of the Vic-
toria Colohist. He was born . in
Fredericton; N.B. ; -

—

Catarrh Cannot be Cured
with LOCAY' APPLICATIONS, as they
cannot reach the -seat. of the disease. Ca-
tarrh is a blood or  coni
and in order to cure' it ¢
ternal remedies. Hall's™
taken internally, and acts directly upon
fhe blo,d and mucous surface. Hall’s Ca-
tarrh Cure I8 not a’ qudack medicine. It
was prescribed by one of the best phy-
sicians. in the country for years and is a
regular prescription. It is composed of
the best tonics known, combined with the
best blood purifiers, acting
mucous surfaces. The perfec
tion of the two ingredients is what pro-
duces such wonderful results in curing
catarrh. Send for testimonials, X

Take Hall’s Family’s Pills for constipa-

tion. ;
Sold by Dtv‘llts. price
NE &

T6e.
CO., Props., Toledo, O
oes” uvercome indi-
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Valuable Suggestions
for the Handy Home-
maker— Order. . any
Pattern Through The
Courier. Be sure ta
State Size

LADIES’

¢

Rather quaint and old fashioned in in-
spiration but ultra-modern in style, No.
8 289 is just the type of dress for wear
it the summnier if it is made up in some
gheer cotl>a material. The waist is in
surplice effect and. has an
shawl collar whieh almost’® hides tire en-
tire upper part. Tt is cut in fanciful out-’
line, partly rounded and paytly pointed,

enormous

“are long and very full and they are gath-
:gted into. frills in ‘round or square out-:

”Jine wheh*fal] over the hands. The

] ‘eas, 'td’xi:mlié:f*q& it is pretty.

Tt 1 e TR LT .
: _o?e - ‘_iasyspem __:1 hsku-t w.xth
vthre!xtxii Toeks mﬁ’:&)as a slight-
I Tl afate belt,of

voiien,

e’ Chine, washable
taffeta are s;hitable ina-
frock. ¢ d
| “Phe lady’s dréss pattern, No, 8,289,
méqge. ‘Width at the lower edge of
skirt'is 2‘%'-yarlde. As on the figure the
{88 inch: size requives 10% yards of 27
inch mfaterial, 1% yards of 30 inch con-
trasting matérial, 414 yards of insertion
and 1% yards of ribbon, .

To obtain: this pattern Send 10 cents

to the office of this publication,

B

By Ariabel Worthington.

.and-hangs in full ripples. The sleeves

i5 cut in five sizes—34 to 42 inclies bust .

DRESS.

“you’ for “I" of the futureis alw;ys.‘;

Likewise the “‘you’’ of the past. €0 it
back ' to the old sehool ior collége |
grog;ds twex:ity or thirty years after |’
you have graduated and find how im-|

nd how s il th- g e
‘meat is crusted over
gary to keep up 80 g
'of ‘course, for rare
must be gr:
done. - Putting -
draws out the ju
flour a paste is formed
thé juice; never roast meat
rack, as water
loses its flavor, ;
cooked 1 1-2 houts, veal 2 3-4 hours,
pork 3 1-4 hours.
fore serving meat turn the gravy-in
a ‘saucepan, skim off fat, set on stove,
let come to & Doil, stir in one table-
spoonful of flour mixed with 1-2 cup
cold water, season to taste; cook 10
minutes, serve
that | tureen.

some otlier house and not of my par- youngest daughter is married.

1-2 pound citronm, 1 pound currants,
1 pound raisins,

allspice,
heaping teaspoons of baking powder,

fiour to make stiff enough for spoon
to stand up (pastry flour).

this.
brandy if you like. The older this is

the better. I usually make it the first
of September and cut for Thanksgiv-

hnd puts a bundle of checks into his|Ruth, called from the. gate.
were going to the woods :or flow-

shelf dripping.

. ..|away nat, dried properly, D |
"{didn’t care, she gidn t fike to wWork.'

et kd“

eater than for rell |,
on freésh meat|
, ‘but by ‘using
and keeps in
without a
‘it soggy and

“ Lamb: should bel

Ten minutes be-

ylth”mé’a’t in a hot

PORK CAKE. -
Pork cake that will keep until the

Four eggs, 2 cups chopped pork,
2 cups sugar, 1. 1-2 cups molasses,

1 teaspoon clove,

cinpnamon, a nutmeg, 2

There is neither milk nor water in
You can put in a wine glass of

POLLY IN DUSTVILLE
Polly’s little friends, PeggieT::g

ers.
rg'l can’t go until I do these dish-

es,” replied Polly and she\was in
such a hurry to join them that she

Every Jar Counts
Each jar of preserves stored for winter use he

out our faod supply. Preserved fruit isnot o y
delicious and wholesome but is a valuable ele-
ment in the diet. The prudent housewife will
preserve as much fruit as her time and means
permit. A plentiful fruit year is predicted.

gh swestening power and its
are all appreciated by the observing ho -
;mckages with the red ball trade mark in suitable sizes

or. every ﬁnnly.
Cartons

 Preserve some of every kind.

S

\

usewife..

10-20-100-1b.
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Ask your grocer for LANTIC SUG
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ATLANTIC SUGAR REFINERIES, LT

only half did the work. The cups
ang saucers were placed on the
The potsbatiul pan:v
ow rusty from being DU
% 4 but Polly

would

After sweeping the dirt from the
centre of the floor into the corners
Polly put on her hat and ran down!
the walk. :

The girls ‘were nowhere in sight
A queer little fellow all covered:
with dust stopped in front of. Polly.
He lifted his dirty ecap. :

«I thought you’d never come,’!
he -whispered. :

Before Polly could speak several
hands- grabbed her from behind:
and whisked her through the air
They carried her to 2 far-a-way.
land called dustville, because ' the
town was so dusty and dirty. It
looked as if things had never been |
cleaned, ;

“Why do you bring me here?”
erled Polly, looking around. Dusty
Elf told her they were in a terrible |
plight, for the little girl who kept
their kitchen had gone away and
taken all their 1ooking-glasses, and
that his people sat around in dust’
and dirt because they couldn’t see
themselves. ; ‘
“QOh, dear, I hate brooms and

dishes and housework!” said Polly.

But when Dusty Elf asked her . with
tears in his eyes to help them get |

“irid of Dustville, Polly went into the
{castle. The walls were

{ thick with
spider webs weighted down with

deep in dust. On dusty chairs sat
dirty Dust Elves yawning.
" It was a terrible sight to see such

do to help them. She wandere
around until she came to the kit~ |
chen. The pots and pans were all
rusty.  An idea came to Polly, and
she quickly scoured them until
they shone like looking-glasses—
then she held one before her com-
panion. When Dusty BIf saw his dir-
ty face he ran for water and soap
and when he looked again in the bot-
tom of the pan he was mnice and
clean. He told the others and they
followed his example. .
Polly found a broom and before
long all the dirt and spider ~webs
were gone, The streets filled with
Elves and they ecleaned the streets
until they sparkled in the sunshine,

and thanked her for helping them.:

““You gee, if little girls don’t !
their pans shiny we dust Elves can

keep her pans always shiny so they
could use them for looking-glasses
her. ga

Polly shook her head.

She

ture with the Dust Elves and ma-
mma laughed.

‘Every Saturday morning after
that Polly scoured the

pans until they shone. ‘She went

she was in that way helping the lit-

and clean.

Ohildren Ory
"FOR FLETCHER'S ©

CAS’

then they all danced around Polly |’

see how dirty we really are,” laugh- |
ed, Dusty Elf and Polly promised to |
‘1and the hands put Polly down at}

te. Z 7
. Peggie and Ruth called from the |
corner when they saw Polly, but

“I.can't go to-day, girls, T have
_|to ‘help mamma,” Polly called and | |
‘|she hurried into' the house. el
told' her mamma about the adven-|

ofs and|

about her work with a song on her
lips, for she was happy to . think

tle Dust Elves keep 'Dustville nice|”

PP T DTGP D¢
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dust: The floors were goveral inches | €

a beautiful town covered with ‘dust| $2
so Polly wondered what she could i

e S e e 4 b |
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You can always depend on
establishment being appreciat
 little different from the others.

| ' Fine Cut Glass, the newest cuttings.
‘Reading Lamps, the

gt -cpinmx,: ing from our
ed and it is always &

$1.00 to $20.00 each. Travelling Bags, $2.00 to

' $25.00, and many,

many choice lines

to choose
LY T,

| |
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