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washing up the -tea-th_ings, and was
moving about the‘kltchen singing
“Rock of Ages,” while her mother
kept up - a somewhat acrimonious
monologue on the c_ussedness of ha\{-
ing darters who didn’t know their
own minds and gave smart fellars
the shake jest because o’ some fallal
nonsense, for Mrs. Dubleek was a
strong partizan of Peter. )
Wishing to avoid a discussion,
Miss Dubleek, whose hymn-singing
always indicated or induced a condi-
tion of mild melancholy, presently
retired to her own _chamber under
the pretence of tidying it. She did
not require a light, she saxd,_the re-
flection from the kitchen being suf-
ficient. . .
Partly througjm habit, she went di-
rectly to her window and looked out
upon the young night—in the d;'rec-
tion of Jaggersville. After a while a
dull spark began to glow from what
she knew must be the upper story
of the station-house. It flashed
brilliantly a few seconds, was ob-
scured suddenly, and went out ap-
parently to shine more brightly a
moment later. Miss Dubleek cauzht
herself speculating on its significance,
fiercely checking the
thought, pulled down the blind. This
rediiced the room to darkness, since,
inconsequently enough, she had shut
the door on entering, and lest she
should sprain her ankle by a fall
over any of the furniture, as she op-
poitunely remembered her \Aunt

"'SHE BROUGHT HER OWN LAMP TO THE
WINDOW."

Martha had done under similar cir-
cumstances six years before, she lit
her lamp. The tidying of the trim
little apartment did not progress
very rapidly; indeed, it got no farther
than taking the hand-glass from
under the hair-brush. Observing a
curl was out of place, she re-arranged
it, and then fell to studying her own
ovely face in the mirror. Involun-
tarily she smiled back at the coquet-
tish reflection, and nodding her dainty
head, stole to the window, lifting the
blind cautiously once more.

Yes, there was the light still in-
termittently flashing, and evident'y
designed to attract her attention.

, At first it seemed a meaningless
Jumble, but she was at last able to
disentangle one word that looked
ike “help.” Trying to smile, she
openly brought her own lamp to the
window and signalled: “What’s up?”
Again the word “help” was repeated,
and again the light sank. Her cheeks
White as the sheets of the bed be-
hind her, she rushed to a drawer
Where she kept the code which she
luckily had not destroyed, and re-
turned to the window. The other
ight was there flashing its fateful
Mmessage. Concentrating every energy
'Of her soul upon the work, she at
1ast grasped its tenor—“Wreckers—
lcre—prisoner—stop  Denver nine
g2old express,” a very creditable per-
{0rmance, since the code was not de-
Signed for public service.

..She could hardly trust her eyes.

Repeat,” she signalled mechanically.
;\* 1; in answer the far-off flame
dATe(C
1‘;‘ " smouldered down to a flickering
Rleam rha_t presently died, no- did it
§hine again, for Mr. Jackson, who

up brightly an instant, and |

had succumbed to the deadly faint-
ness creeping on him from loss of
blood, was lying senseless by his
window. Miss Dubleek’s feelings
toward him underwent an immediate
change, the O’Grady episode reced-
Ing to proper perspective, or, more
properly, to vanishing-point. The
girl was, she decided, a low-down flirt.
unfit for and undeserving of serious
consideration; and in a word, Peter
was restored to his pedestal.

In a moment Sally reached Ithe
kitchen.  “Mother, where’s Seth?”
she asked, imperiously.

“Don’t know,” drawled Mrs. Dub-
leek, who still felt a little huffed by
her daughter’s withdrawal: © 'spects
he’s not started from Tree Fork yet,”
a neighboring village whither her
son had gone on business earlier in
the evening. Sally looked up at the
clock. God! It was almost ten min-
utes to nine!

“Where’s the men?” she cried des-
perately.

“Pop Hopkins is at Arrowfoot,”
her mother deliberately responded,
“an’ Josh is at Jaggersville by now,
huntin’ after that Kellowney gal, I
dessay. You can’'t get much good o’
a man like that; she refused him
three times I hear, an’ there he is
follerin’ her still! He ain’t like others
with fixed salaries as suffers in
silence.”

“Mother, for Heaven’s gsake stop.
There’s something awful goin’ to
happen,” panted Sally. “Jaggersville
station’s held up an’ they're on to
wreck a gold train comin’ Denver
way. Peter's just signalled me. Oh,
mother! Couldn’t I take the mule an’
ride to Jaggersville?”

“Yes, 'n crack yer neck before you
were half way, or get held up by the
road agents. Not if I know it!l” the
older woman replied, decisively.
“You bet this is a big job, an’ they're
watchin’ the roads, though what's
possessed the Grand National to tote
the gold around her i beyond me.”

The girl wrung her hands.

“Let’s go out “n’ have a look
round, anyway,” pursped the other;
“perhaps someone ’‘ud be passin’
along the road or somethin,”

Sally flung the door open, and!
both women hastily picked their way
across the clearing in the immediate
vicinity of the house, until further
progress was arrested by ‘a breast-
high fence, a vantage point from
which the shingle roofs of Jaggers-
ville could be clearly seen by day.
Now all this.was blotted out, and.
only a red light, standing high
against the inky background, indicat-
ed the position of the station. In-
stinctively Mrs. Dubleek shaded her
eyes as she looked.

“Ah, they've got ecverything reg-
’lar,” she observed, as a second light
showed suddenly farther up, towards
the distance signal. “This ain’t no
harum-scarum job, Sally, it’s a deep
game, an’ the chaps who’re in it are
goin’ nap for all they're worth!”

“Oh, God, what shall we do?”
moaned the agonized girl,

“Pretty much nothing,” replied the
matron by her side. “Ah, the cun-
nin’ devils,” she continued as the
two lights changed color, “there’s
the ‘clear’ signal, Sal. I ought to
know—many’s the time I've watched
it from here. It's a reg’lar lure, my
gal.”

“Oh, but could nothing be done?”

“Well, we ain’t birds, girlie,” re-
plied the mother softly, “but if we
were, I guess I'd fly across an’ put
that distance signal out: ’twould be
the best thing for the train.”

Sally had drawn herself uyp again
and was putting her hair behind her
cars—“Put the light out?” she echocd.
echoed.

“Yes,” answered Mrs. Dubleek;
“’twould be a kind of warnin’ that
all wasn’t right. -though, of course/
the guard should be on the jump, as
this one’s bound to be.”

Sally was silent.

“Your father could do it from this
spot—it ain’t quite three-quarters of
a mile—with his Winchester; TI’ve
secen him do as fly things,” pursued
the other, placidly.

Sally clapped her hands, and darted
back into the house. Presentlv she

' was in Seth’s room, holding aloft a
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towns are always prosperous.

No investment that we can think of is likely to bring you
cuch profits as a lot in TRANSCONA. It’sfuture is assured.
Work has commenced on all the Grand Trunk Buildings,
including the huge workshops, which when completed, will
ke by far the largest Railway Shops in the West. This means
steady employment to thousaads of workmen. It means that
Transcona will be an important city of the immediate future,

YOUR OPPORTUNITY

is to buy a lot now. A small amount will do it. Railway

be a golden asset in a year or so. For a few weeks we have
lots of this valuable prcperty that we can offer you at $175
and $200. As to terms we will meet your convenience, Small
cash payments and balance in easy instalments.

Write us to-day for full particulars.

STANBRIDGE REALTY CoO.
247 NOTRE DAME AVENUE

Real estate acquired now will
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Large Bottle 35¢.

Nervine Powders

From all dealers.

v

Instant Relief
Permanent Cure
For that Cough

—that is what Mathieu’s Syrup of Tar and
Cod Liver Oil has done for thousands of
sufferers every year. It relieves the cough
more quickly and cures it more thoroughly and
permanently than anything else, because it is
made from the most potent remedial agents
known to the medical profession.
Mathieu’s Syrup is the only cough cure
that acts as a tonic to the system—that
builds up your vital energy as well as heal-
ing and strengthening the throat and lungs.
Kcep a bottle in the house ready for an
emergency.
like it and it is harmless.

MATHIEU'S SYRUP

25¢. 1~  of Tar and Cod Liver Oil

If feverish take: Mathieu’s Nervine
Powders in conjunction with the Syrup. ,

J. L. MATHIEU C0., Props., SHERBROOKE, P.Q.

Sold by wholesa)e trade everywhere. Distributors for Western Canada:
FOLEY' BROS., LARSON & CO., Winnipeg, Edmonton, Vanconver,

Give it to your children. They

=

Music Lessons Free
AT YOUR HOME

Write to-day for our Booklet. It tells how to
learn to play any instrument; Piano, Organ,
Violin, etc. Address:

American School of Music, 214 Clark St.,
Dept. I, Chicago, IiI.
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graniteand enameled ware, ends holes up to
Stands temperature 500 degrees m&.
Easy, quick., No tools necessary, 25
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When writing advertisers, please mention The
Western Home Monthly,
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