quickly and you can save everything.
‘“A FRIEND.”

“Wait a moment.”

Amber held the other’s arm as he
made for. the lane.

“Don’t delay for God’s sake, Am-
ber!” cried Sutton fretfully; “we may
be in time.”

“Wait,” commanded Amber sharply.

He flashed his lamp on the ground.
The soil was of clay and soft. There
were footmarks—of how many people
he could not tell. He stepped out
into the road. The ground was soft
here with patches of grass. Whoever
had passed through the wicket had by
good fortune or intention missed the
soft patches of clay, for there was no
recent footprint.

“Come along!” Sutton was hurry-
ing up the road and Amber and the
girl followed.

“Have you got a gun?”’ asked Am-
ber.

For answer Sutton slipped a Smith
‘Weison from his pocket.

“Did you expect this?” asked the
girl by his side. 3

“Something like it,” was the quiet
answer. “Until we had settled this
business I insisted that we should all
be armed—I know Whitey.”

Sutton fell back wuntil
abreast of them.

“I can see no sign of footmarks,”
he said, “and I'm worried about that
message.”

“There is one set of footprints,”
said Amber shortly.

His light had been searching the
road all the time. “As to the mes-
sage I am more puzzled than wor-
ried. Hullo, what is that?”

In the middle of the road lay a
black object and Sutton ran forward
and picked it up.

“It is a hat,” he said. “By Heaven,
Amber, it is my father’s!”

“Oh,” said Amber shortly and stop-
ped dead.

They stood for the space of a few
seconds.

“I'm going back,” said Amber sud-
denly.

They stared at him.

“But—" said the bewildered girl,
“but—you are not going to give up
the search?”

“Trust me, please,” he said gently.
“Sutton, go ahead; there are some
labourer’s cottages a little way along.
Knock them up and get assistance.
There is a chance that you are on the
right track—there is: a bigger chance
that I am. Any way it will be less
dangerous for CGynthia to follow you
than to return with me.”

With no other word he turned and
went running back the way he came
with the long loping stride of a cross-
country runner.

They stood watching him
vanished in the gloom.

_“I don’t understand it,”

Frank. The girl said nothing; she
was bewildered, dumbfounded. Me-
chanically she fell in by her brother’s
side. He was still clutching the hat.

They had a quarter of a mile to go
before they reached the cottages, but
they had not traversed half that dis-
tance before in turning a sharp bend
of the lane they were confronted by
a dark figure that stood in the centre
of the road.

Frank had his revolver out in an
instant and flashed his lamp ahead.

The girl, who had started back
Wwith a heart that beat more quickly,
gave a sigh of relief, fcr the man in
the road was a policeman, and there
Wwas something very comforting in his
stolid, unromantic figure.

“No, sir,” said the constable, “no-
body has passed here.”

“A quarter of an hour ago?’ sug:
gested Frank.

“Not during the last three hours,”
said the policeman. “I thought I
heard footsteps down the lane the
best part of an hour since, but no-
body has passed.”

He had been detailed for special
duty, to detect poachers, and he had
hot, he said, moved from the spot
since seven o’clock—it was then
eleven.

. Briefly Frank explained the situa-
tion.

“Well,” said ﬁhe man slowly, “they
couldn’t have brought him this way
—and it is the only road to the quarry.
Sognds to me like a blind. If you'll
walt whilst I get my bicycle, which is

he was

till he

muttered
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behind the hedge, I'll walk back with
you.”

On the way back Frank gave him
such particulars as he thought neces-
sary.

“It’s a blind,” said the man posi-
tively. “Why should they take the
trouble to tell you which way they
went? You don’t suppose, sir, that
yvou had a friend in the gang?”

Frank was silent. He understood
now Amber’s sudden resolve to re-
turn.

The road was down-hill and in ten
minutes they were in sight of the
house.

“I expect Peter

Crack!—Crack!

Two pistol shots rang out in the
silent night.

Crack—crack—crack!

There was a rapid exchange of
shots and the policeman swung him-
self on to the cycle.

“Take this!”

Frank thrust his revolver into the
constable’s hand.

At the full speed the policeman
went spinning down the hill and the
two followed at a run.

No other shots broke the stillness
and they arrived out of breath at the
wicket gate to find Amber and the
constable engaged in a hurried con-
sultation.

“It’s all right.”

Amber’s voice was cheery.

“What of father?” gasped the girl.

“He’s in the house,” said Amber,
“I found him gagged and bound in
the gardener’s hut at the other end ot
the garden.

He took the girl’s trembling arm
and led her toward the house,

“He went out for a little walk in
the grounds,” he explained, “and they
pounced on him. No, they didn’t hurt
him. There were three of -the ras-
cals.”

“Where are they?” asked Frank.

“Gone—there was a motor-car wait-
ing for them at the end of the lane.
The "policeman has gone after them
in the hope that they have a break-
down.”

He led the way to the sitting-room.

“Peter is with your father. Sit
down, you want a little wine, I think”

” began Frank.

- —her face was very white—*“I’ll tell

you all about it. I didn’t quite swal-
low that friendly notice on the wicket.
I grew more suspicious when I failed
to see any footmarks on the road to
support the abduction theory. Then
of a sudden it occurred to me that the
whole thing was a scheme to get us
out of the house whilst they had time
to remove your father.

“When I got back to the wicket I
made another hurried search of tha
garden and happened upon the tool-
house by luck. The first thing I saw
was your father lying on a heap of
wood trussed and gagged. I had harc-
ly released him when I heard a voice
outside. Three men were crossing
the lawn toward the wicket. It was
too dark to see who they were, but I
ran out and called upon them to stop.™”

“We heard firing,” said the girl.

Amber smiled grimly.

“That was their answer,” he said;
“I followed them to the road. They
fired at me again, and I replied. |
rather fancy I hit one.”

“You are not hurt?”
anxiously.

“My lady,” said Amber gaily, - *I
am unscathed.”

“But I don’t understand it,” per-
sisted Frank. “What did the beggars
want to take the governor for?”

Amber shook his head.

“That is beyond my-——" He stop-
ped suddenly. “Let us take a look at
the library,” he said, and led them to
the room.

“Hullo, I thought I
light cut!”

The light was blazing away, the gas
flaring in the draught made by the
open door,

Well might it flare, for the window

she asked

turned this

was open. 8o, too, was the door of
the safe hanging wretchedly on one
hinge.

Amber said nothing—only  he
whistled.

“So that was why they Iured us
from the house,” he said softly. “This
is Whitey’s work, and jolly clever
work too.”

(To be continued. )
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Tell How That Corn
Was Ended

You millions whose corns have

been ended by Blue-
jay—won’t you please
tell others ?

Tell how the pain
stopped instantly.
Tell how the whole
corn, in 48 hours,
came out.

You suffered no
pain, no discomfort

same

seem

C wraps around the toc.

Sample Mailed Free.

whatever,
other

For millions cf others are still
paring corns.
old - time treatments.

for years.
The facts, when we toll them,

every corn in existence could be
ended this week if all folks knew
Blue-jay as you do.

Help us let them know.

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax., Itloosens the corn,
B stops the pain and kceps the wax from spreading,

Itis narrowcd to be comfortable.
D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

Blue-jay Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists— 15¢ and 25¢ per pickage
Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters.

il
Bauer & Black, Chicago & New York, Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.

Tell these facts to
S.

Or they still use
And the
corns continue, sometimes

too good to be true. Yet

SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MAKE

Give him a college education: but—rememb
exercise great care and
of parents,

Commercial.
class-rooms afford
ing.”

Manual Trainin
Dominion.
Physical Culture—Large dgrounds and campus and fine gymnasium under the
direction of a competent

Write Principal for Calendar and particulars.

“A MAN” OF

irector.

A.T. MacNEILL,

WOODSTOCK COLLEGE, - -

er it will be to his advantage if you
good judgment in your choice of his college.
who have reflected on this point, have sent their sons to

WOODSTOCK COLLEGE

and our records show that they have wisely chosen this Christian home as a resi-
dence for their boys during the formative period of character and life.

Intellectual—Four Courses—Arts Matriculation, Science Matriculation,
A University trained staff of teachers, ; n
excellent facilities for teaching the boy ‘“to do’ by “know-

g—The first established and the most fully equipped in the

‘College re-opened Sept.

YOUR BOY!

Thousands

Teachers,
and large well-ventilated

-

2nd.

B.A.

WOODSTOCK, ONTARIO.

FOR YOU the more

a Christian Home as well as an E
Physical training combined with In
chosen course by experienced educators.
legiate Buildings,
markedly effective. Write for Prospectus to

Principal Robt. I. Warner, M.A., D.D,, TEhk

There are in Canada a number of good Colleges for
fully requested to

Social Care, Expert

important consideration may not be the College
course but the conditions under which your daughter pursues it.

consider the advantages offered by

ducational Institution of real merit.
tellectual development.

Health . Lectures,

Young Ladies. You are respect-

1l . Moral and
1l P _Individual instruction in
Climate invigorating—Large Campus—Col-

Physical * Culture "System

s e Bt Thomas, Ongl

Senior and Pre

UPPER CANADA COLLEGE

TORONTO
Premiex Boys’ School of Canada

Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE,
GOVERNOR OF UPPER CANADA.
—————

paratory Schools in separate modern buildings,
fields, with rinks, gymnasium and full equipment.
ary, with resident nurse.

Instructor of the College
SUCCESSES 1912—Schol
Royal Military College P
Autumn term begins S

n Spec_ially constructed detached infirm-
Summer Camp at Lake Temagami, conducred by the Physical
, trains boys to take care of themselves in the open.
arships 2, Honours (Mntricu]ation) 23, Pass Matriculation 12,
asses 5. All particulars and historical sketch oa application.

eptember 11th, 1913, 10

50 acres playing and athletic

a.m. Boardersreturn on the 10¢h.
Arnold Morphy, Bursar

HAMBOURG
Conservatory of Music

Prof. Michael Hambourg, Jan Hambourg,

Formal Opening September 3rd. ' L
Cor. Sherbourne and Wellesley Sts.,

N. 2341

CARS STOP AT THE DOOR

Boris Hambourg, Mus Dir ctors-

¥

Toronto
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