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THE RIDDLE OF THE
SPINNING WHEEL

i.’.]t -Bemg An

S

Exploit in the Career of Hamilton Cleek, Detective.
By MARY E. AND THOMAS W. HANSHEW

(Oontinued from yesterday)
CHAPTER XXVIII
The Secret of the Singing Wheel

The scene that followed this start-
“ling announcement can well be imag-
‘ined rather than described. For even
{as the man stood glowering at them,
‘his mouth muttering the curses that his
‘heart held, came a new diversion from
‘antther quarter. For Catherine Dowd
had called out sbn.rgly, “Quick.’qmck%
‘some smelling-salts here—and brandy I
lan'd as the women of the party en-
deavored to produce ©ne item, While
/the men more successfully produced
‘the other, it was seen that Johanna
‘MecCall was the object of this aid, for
half-lay, half-sprawled .upon the
‘floor, mouth open, face twitching, eyes
Jalready glazing over, and the white

ifroth forming about her pale lips,

Cleek leaned down and lifted her

thead in his uninjured arm; and lookdd
‘down into her upthrown ghastly face.
““wGad!” he said under his breath,
f#gnd now the other one — self-confess-
jed! Who'd have thought it? — who in-
deed? And for what reasom, I won-
der?”
i “For him— for Ross—for the man
+I love,” the pale lips framed the words
ibrokenly as the strength of the girl
isagged and ebbed slowly away. =
i d have disinberited him— disin-
{herited Ross, turned him out — penni-
#less! Cruel ?_wicked — I stabbed him
Swith — the stiletto — the light went out
“__ caught it off the table — wiped it
her dress—wust haye beenl tl;md.-.-
“mad — but you can’t get me. ’s poi-
‘lﬁn—(nrseniyc. I had it réady, And I
ipeedn’t have done it — after allf”
%0 Then she sighed a little, opened her
' eyes suddenly and closed them agair,n,
i;und then slumped forward in Cleek’s
‘ arms — dead.
'ﬁ’: Cleek caught ‘at a cushion, pushed it
&l under the sagging head, slipped his own
in‘m out from under it, and got slow-
iy . His face was pale, his’
3 set. g
“Ladies and gentlemen,” :nha s:lg
quiet} inting a hand at the sti
A re,y,sop(;)itifu%ly small and childlike,
‘huddled together upon the floor, “the
%! gther — murderer,  Foor, misguided
' Jittle creature! Of such folly can Love
\#ijonly be held to blame, A hopeless
(&1 pmssion, a breaking heart, a suddenly
i/ maddening resolution made and carried
% out in a red-hot moment, and — an-
{®hother soul gone to meet its Maker with
ved blot of death upon it. Tragic,
" notp . . . Lady Paula, take a
. There is so much more to tell,
1+ this has slightly precipitated mat-

#s5. Tavish, my friend, you will- do
aetter not do glower an struggle like
that. The Law has you, and the Law
will make you pay—in spite of alb
your efforts to fix the blame updn some-
one ‘else. 1 think, my friends, ‘if we
might adjourn to the drawing-room,

~ the rest of the riddle would make eas-
tjer and better telling, It is hardly fit-

{ fing — here and now.”

' eYoure right, Mr. Delartd, perfectly
right,”_threw in Ross at this juncture,
~jumping to his feet and catching his
fisncee by the arm. “Come, all of you.
Out of this romm and into. the next.
1 want to hear the end of the tangle,
Mr. Deland, and find exactly how you
implicated me.”
(leek looked up suddenly with a
glight smile.

“Not Deland, my friend, just Gleek
__Cleek of Scotland Yard, at your ser-
vice,” he made reply smoothly, smiling

...g~ the amazed faces which greeted this
_statement. “So you see, Tavish, you
.. had greater odds against you than you
. knew. We'll have your other prisoner,
! please, Constable. The worthy Antoni
: atei shall tell us something before
/ the day is out. Of that I am certain.
' And I have promised him a\good price
for his loose tongue.
trust” a lying comrade.
friend who saw you through — and
. then split afterward upon you. oose
birds of another colour next time you
practise such tricks — only, I'm afraid
it is a trifle late to start new methods
2w nOW.|
w1 Spcaﬁng, he passed out of that trag-
si¢ moom, waving his hand with a ges-
ture which was almost theatrical to the
others to follow him, and when they
~ were all assembled around him in the,
. *drawing-room, went on with his amaz-
»-ing story.
. “You want to hear the whole sbory
from start to finish? Well, it will make
jong telling, 'm afraid,” he said, as
Maud Duggan put the question glanc-
Ing a trifie anxiously at the slumped
»x figure of the Ital'an which stodd man-
s..meled between two burly constables,
.waiting his turn to speak up and tell
what he knew, “To begin wi¥, 1
must confess I was a little mistaken in
amny calculations. To begin with. Cir-
cumstantial evidence does n» nlways
= ve guilt, Miss Duggan,
"""&’s generally a good poinier in~ &
proad way. And your brother had
many pieces of evidence against him.
That bit of red flexible electric wire,
you know, that I picked up in the lib-
! Tary that first day you showed me
around, I admit I thought it belonged
- 4o him, particularly when young Cyril
here told such an excellent story of
how Sir Ross (I must give you your
proper title, you know !) wired the room
temporarily, just to show Jamesg Tavish
how it could be done. But it didn’t,
ou see. That fragment was found in
avish’s own bedroom. Then when 1
ent down into the dungeons, I dis-
@vered — something else.”

This is the

' His hand dived into his pocket and
frought forth a crumpled handkerchief,
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sllghtly bloodstained, and handed it to
her, “Cap you identify thatp”

She looked up, startled,

_ “Of course. It's yours, Ross, isn’t
it? See, here are your initials. And
yet you found it down there —with
something else Mr. — Cleek?”

“I certainly did, my dear young lady.
With a syphon wf soda, a tumbler and
a bottle that smelt of very good raw
whisky. Rather strong for my liking,
but still— we’ll let that pass for the
present, I'll have something to say
about that later which may interest
you, Mr, Narkom. I found it there —
and, as you say, I fourd something
else, too. And when I saw the initials
I naturally thought of your brother —
which just goes to prove that human
nature is apt to make mistakes, even
when it thinks itself pretty expert upon
certain subjects. As a matter of fact,
Miss McCall had borrowed that hand-
kerchief — she supervises the launder-
ing, you told me Miss Duggan — for
James Tavish when he cut his finger,
and he had never given it back, obvi-
ously, When I discovered that, that
was the first pointer in his direction,
‘I'he others followed fairly rapidly.
. « . Then the aif-pistol, you know..
You yourself told me your brother had
one—and then regretted the telling
afterward, like every loving and fool-
ish woman who wants to preserye her
kin from possible blame, even in the
face of her own suspicions. That was
Number Two against him. Number
Three came from this young lady here
— Miss Dowd — who brought me the
stiletto that had been used to stab your
poor father, and admitted, strictly
against all her scruples; that, as’ far as
she knew, it had been fast used by Sir
Ross to cut the edges of a book upon
Poisons which he had been reading. I
don’t much admire your taste in liter-
ature, Sir Ross, but that is hardly to-
do with me, A man can choose his own
companions and his own library, thank
God, although Life itself chooses al-
most everything else for him. But 1
must confess that the spinning wheel
got me guessing, as our American cous-
ins say. I've Mr. Narkom to thank for
that discovery. And he made it in
rather a remarkable way. Leaned
against the wheel and experienced &
sight shock, After that, the thng
was as easy as A. B. C. We simpl,
traced the wiring to the window-si
where we discovered a switch hidden
in the ivy, turned it onm, and — fhiere
you were! I nearly got potted by the
devilish contrivance myself, only some
sixth sense told me t» gei out of the |
way in time. But the aim was amaz- |
ingly accurate. The second pulict fell
& matter of half an inch below the first,
A perfect marvel of ingenuity, oon-
trived by a man who had obviously
made electricity his study for years—
in spite of his confessed ignorance of
it. Worked out to a nicety. The fail-
ing lights were his idea also, and quite
simple to manage, really. The drum-
ming dynamo made a very good ‘imita-
tion of the ‘sinzing of the wheel; ‘in
accordance with the old story. And a
lesz enlightened household than yours,
Sir Ross, might have put all sorts of
construction upon that — except, of
course, the right one . . . That, my
friends, was how the diabolical thing
was done.”’

For a moment a silence held, fraught
with mute astonishment; then exclama-
tions of amazement fell from every one
of that little company, and Ross Dug-

an was just about to speak when Lady
gaula broke hurriedly in,

“Arnid my brother? —my poor unfor-
tunate brother?” cried she in a wiung
woice. “He had no share in the crime,
I'll swear it, Mr. Cleek. Even your
magic cannot prove tha i g

“Not in the crime actually, Lady
Paula, but in — other things,” he re-
lied a trifle grimly, glancing again at
the flushed face of the prisoner. “For
as a blackmailer I fancy he is some-
thing of an artist. That fact y*u al-
resdy know —to your cost, I fancy.
And I think Qm not wrong in saying
that it was he who suggested to you
the stealing of the will and —”

I begged him not to, Mr. Cleek! I
jmplored. I did—1 swear it. And 1
never stole the will, that I can prom-
ise!” she broke in distractqdly, beating
her hands together. “Antoni suggested
— yes —he wished to destroy it, so that
my share of the estate might be great-
er as widow than that which had been
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apportioned to me, and of course he
would have a portion of that, too, But
I implored him not — that is true, is it
not, Antoni? You can answer to that?
1 begged you, and you promised! And
h> threatened me even with exposure if
I did not agree to the preposlerous
idea! I complied, only upon the prom-
ise that it should not be destroyed. Bul
who took it I do not know.”

“But .1 think I can pretty well
guess,” responded Cleek serenely, with
a quick look at Cyril's suddenly flush-
ed face. “Your son, Lady Paula, has
much of his uncle’s blood in his veins.
Angd he acted, no doubt, upon forceful
advice, and carried the thing through
quite successfully. Perhaps he will tell
us just when he decided to steal his
own father’s will—at the instigation
of an unscrupuloug relation.”

Came a slight pause in the telling,
meanwhile a startled exclamation broke
from Ross Duggan’s lips, while every
eye in that little assembly fastened
upon the unfortunate boy. He broke
into quiet sobbing, darting his eyes here
and there for possible sympathy,

“Yes, I took it, sir—when Uncle
Antonj told me,” he broke out between
sobs. “It was_— just after it had hap-
pened. I heard Mother’s scream, and
then she ran into my room and told
me of — the dreadful thing that had
happened! . About half an hour after-
ward Unele Antoni appeared at the
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balcony which opens out from my bed-
room window, and told me I must steal |
the will for him. I was terriﬂcd_mh.i
1 was!— but he threatened me with —|
with a pistol —” [

“That’s a lie!” gave out the prisoner |
with a maledictory eye upon his unfilial !
nephew, ]

“Tt isn’t —it isn’'t! You told me to!
ger it— just how to get it That it |
was lying upon the table-top; and so
I slipped down ‘n my stockinged feet, |
and waited in the passage until T saw,
Ross slip out of the room after every- i
one else had gone back to bed, and —
and you had come out, Mr, Cleck, and -
were talking to Maud :n the antc-room. '
So I crept into the room —oh, it was:
dreadful, with Father lying there —!
like that—-snatched it .up and fled |
back to my bedroom in terror. Uncle |
Antoni was still waiting on the balcony, |

and when he got it he climb gdown the
balustrade again and —and —that is

effect of it upon them lndividunlly,—[ piclons were soon quieted, after T dis-
Mute astonishment, dull grief showed |covered that your gallant Captain had
in Ross and Maud Duggan’s eyes as really come into the grounds— with
they looked upon it. It was as though | ycur having left the gate ajar for him
they had discovered suddenly that their {so that Rhea’s bell would not sound —
idol had feet of clay. For across the [t» meet you clandestinely, as he had
front of the pictured face was written |been forbidden the house. Love will
one word in heavy black scrawls, and |always find a way, you know. Only,
the word was “Avenged!” it was unfortunate at the time that he
stould have chosen that night of all
others to have come to meet you. You
knew of the crime, then, Captain? Or
what was it that sent you pelting away
s0 hard from the house that held your
affianced bride?

“Simply because I had heard a wom-
an’s scream, had seen the lights all over
the Castle switch up, and did not want
my meeting with Maud to be discover-
ed —lest a more certain means should
b~ taken to keep us apart ever after-
ward,” returned the Captain, a trifle
of you! Mr. Cleek, this has come as heatedly. “And I must confess that I
something in the nature of a shock to!was a bit nonplussed and —and ang-
my brother and me, and —and it’s go- lered when you mistook me for a mur-
ing to take some time to let this part|derer and held me under suspicion,”
of your story sink in. 1t seems dread-| “For which you might readily give
ful that one’s own father . . . ” your apology, as a better mannered

“And yet there are many who have |man has already done,” apostrophized
done worse — far worse,” threw in|Cleek inwardly. “Still, we can't help
Cleek with uplifted hand, as she paused |a man’s nature, and he seems a likely
and looked at him out of ang}xish eyes, enough chap’ as men go. And she loves
«youth must learn to forgive, Miss [him. And it’s no affair of mine as to
Duggan. That is a lesson which both |how he behaves himself —so long as
you and your brother have got to learn, |he was not the guilty party.” Then,
and don’t forget, will you, in the learn- aloud, “I see. AWell, Miss Duggan will
ing, -that this thing teok place more |explain to you how your hunting-boots
than seventeen years ago — before your icame to be here, and to lead to your
futher was married to his present wife. being suspected alang with the other.
Raking up dead ashes is & poor sort of | Just ask her aftcrwarg-—ch, Miss Dug-
game and an unprofitable one. I would |gan? !And love her still more for her
never have spoken only that therein|womanly sentiment, if I may be per-
lay the motive of James Tavish’s crime, | mitted to tender any advice. . . .
and for seventeen long years he has| *I think that is really all. Only 1
wdrked for it. The unutterable patience |should like just a word with Sir Ross
of the man! the appalling sense of re-|and Cyril alone, if I may be granted
venge! For at the end of that time | the favour? And then I must be going.
his bitterness to the man who .had |Mr, Narkom and I have other affairs
wronged his sister was even greaterito attend to in this neighbourhood
than when the thing itself took place,|which are very pressing and will want
How long has he been in your father’s |a lot of careful handling to bring home
employ ?” to their proper destination.

“~I'welve years” 'I'hanks very much.”

«And T take it he was well known| He got to his feet instantly as.the
locally before that?” women anose, followed by Captain Mac-

“Ihe family was certainly an old|donald, and quietly left the room. Only
local one, Mr. Cleek, and, in fact, I|8ir Ross, Cyril, and Mr. Narkom pe-
bave heard the story go that they were mained. As the door closed behind
descendants of the original Peasant |them, Ross Duggan spoke up. *

Girl on her mother’s side.” “What is it that you wish to say, Mr.

“Oho! Well that may or may not|Cleek?” he said quietly, “I'll be glad
be. Vendettas are not only carried |if you will go easy with Cyril. He’s
out in southern climes, Miss Duggan. inot a bad boy, you know. Only a tri-
I've learned that lesson to my cost|fle misguided, and I shall make t my
msany times since I took up this pro-|duty in future to keep a sharper eye
fession. And the Scotch temperament|upon him. The boy has had no other
is a dour one, and not forgiving. A |companions but his books ©f adventure
grudge is a grudge, even if it lasts | and his own imagination.”
through several centuries—and who| “And‘'a very unfortunate mess thosc
knows but that this belief lent colour |two things have made of him,” return-
to his hatred of your father? At any ed Cleek quietly, crossing. over and
rate, whether it is true or not, James |laying a hand along Cyril's shoulder.
Tevish killkd Sir Andrew because he |“School, and boarding-school, is the best
was the betrayer of his sister —and |place for him, my friend, and good
took seventeen years to bring his ven-|healthy companionghip with others ot
geance to full maturity. Gad! what uhis age, It’s just the devil of that read-
character to bear! It makes one’s blood |ing which made him act as he did. I
run cold! . . . Constables, I think | found him out, late last night in com-
you may remove you prisoner now to|pany with his uncle, doing some very
the nearest lock-up. We’ve done with |nefarious work on the hill-side below
him for the present, thanks.” .~ |bhere :

So saying, be waved his hand toward| “Whatp”
the door, opened it, and waited until| “Gently, gently, my friend. Don’t
the little cavalcade had taken its dis-|forget, will you, that Cyril has not been
missal; meanwhile those within the|given the same chances as other boys.
room of that house of discord sat si- | And his is an active brain. The work
lent as Head people, thinking back wover |in question was illicit whisky-stills —in
the doings of seventeen years ago, and | fact, the very thing for which I origi-
of & dead man who had betrayed aninally came down here, Mr, Narkom.
innocent woman. It was an unpleasant | James Tavish and Antoni Matei and
thought at best. They were glad when | Cyril have all had a hand in it. And
Cleek came back into the room, closed |the still itself you will find, if you go
the door, and took his seat among them |down to your own dungeon, Sir Ross,
again, His pleasant voice dispelled the ito where the Peasant Girl js supposed
rcpellent weavings of their own brains. {to have her haunts o’ nights.”

“And now,” he said, “to continue our| “Cinnamon! Cleek!”
story. It is nearly done, but there are “Yes —and, by James! Mr. Narkom.
points which 1 know each one of you|And that’s the actual truth, too. I dis-
would like to have cleared up béfore|covered it first of all. A little looking
{’ t:;k; m}ylr lea;fté IWhat’s :hat L&d)t' on the part of Dollops and me brought
3 aula ow di come to suspect |the thing to light i
they were 8 big factor, My intuition your brother in the first place? pAh, bl: maidgservangt a’t t}:l;(;:gt i: ;‘Ollsl(;‘egl:t
— policeman’s sixth sense — call it what |that involves a long story with which | ploy, Sir Ross. She fell for my Cock-
you will . . . I looked into the mat- |1 il not bore you, for you have had |ney ’lad’s ‘ginger ’air’ And he made
ter, _and then discovered, after some |enough already of this distressing af- (use of his opportunity. And it was
probing through n:y man Dollops (who, fair, ’'m sure. Only this: That I hap- |then — even as late as last night — that
by the way, Mr. Narkom, deserves high | nened to go up -into your boudior yes-|my suspicions were finally pinned upon
commendation in this case), that ?he’y terday, when you were making your | James Tavish as the murderer of your
were actually written by James Tavish’s way ‘up the Great Free Road” —helfather. "For 1 saw him, in company
sister, Jeanette, and that —to put 1t |ps05ed a moment as she coloured, and | with the Dago, weuring' your tweed
baldly, for which I trust you will for-|gsve & significant smile. “You see, 1|coat, which I noted hanging on a hook
give me— that your father had been |inow more than I tell, ehp Well, Ilin the passage earlier in the day, and
gemnying on B secret liaison with this | discovered a note screwed up on the had even seen you wearing during the
girl for some years, upon promse of | fioor, and signed ‘A. M. Antoni Matei,| morning, before you changed into that
marriage, and had, in fact, got ber in-|we now know it was. Once I suspect-|dark suit yesterday afternoon —and if
toavery unfortunate trouble. ed Captain Macdonald — simply  be- |jt hadn’t been for me that same tweed

_“But he never married her —he mar-fe uge the footprints outside of the win- [coat might have led you into some
ried ’ryne-—l am his legal wife 1 swear f?ow of the library were made by his|rather unfortunate feminine revelatians
tl_:atl Sthk n ley Pd‘l‘llﬂ.. in a h“gh' unting-boots — discovered afterward|from one of the ladies who are at pres-
pitched, terrified voice. 1 knew noth- | by  my man, mud-caked and hidden infent in your house. But let that pass
?nE of this aWomET at “"—-CV"Y,EMBS some ~ shrubs near Tavish’s cottage.| _ . Mr, Narkom, we mus{ go. There’s
in our marriage was in order — Which leads me, Miss Duggan, to that s gan to be rounded up. ané unfor-
“Of that there is ,not the smallest | very particular point of the size of the |tunately, through a foolish woman
doubt, Lady Ifaula,’ returned Cleek gentleman’s boots.  You remember? 1|some inkling of our presence here has’
gravely. “I’saxd onl)_r ‘under promise |won’t call that incident to your mind | become known, and it will take us all
of marriage’ That is where man is|fyrther, Only —you were a little mis- |our time to tr,ace the rest of the par-
unfortunately so unfaithful, He mere-|taken, that's all. But let' that pass.|ticipants in this pleasant affair before
ly left her to bear he; _troublc alone — Every woman acts upon the dictates they have had time to show nothin
after, of course, providing .fO" her and |of her own heart, and if those dictates more than a very clean pair of heel%
the possible issue of ‘thelr unhappy arec a trifle mistaken —yes, that was|for our benefit. We must be makin
union — and, being a faithful woman, it ‘how I found out, Lady Paula. After tracks. Sir Ross, take an older feE
broke her heart, and both she a{ld her seeing Captain Macdonald’s handwrit- | Jow’s advice and ,ﬁght for that boy’s
child died as a consequence _of t_hls neg- |ing I knew that he had not written rights to go to a decent English school
lect. ,W‘hex} the wish to l}ve is gone, |that note. A further investigation up-|I’ve no doubt that the house will he
There( is little elSe.tO bind one to|on the part of my lad Dollops and my- |divided now, since these revelations
this earth at such times, my friends, |self last night led to the elucidation of |have been made. One could hardly go
and so she and her unwar]tqd little [ who it was who had written it. Your op living with ‘a woman for a ‘;yteg_
onc passed out to a happier realm.|brother himself disclosed his relation |mother who — who had even contem-
Much of this I have gleaned from those lto you last night, after we had out|plated such things although she did it
same letters; much I have deduced in |talk in the village lock-up. After that,|for the benefit of };cr own boy. But—
the natural course of events. The final [the thing was as easy as A B G- fight for him. And get him m;,a‘ from
cluc was discovered in James Tavish’s| “I beg your pardon, Miss Duggan? | unfortunate influence if you ca)n Or
owr. room, where this photograph, bear- | And where exactly did Captain Mac- yow'll be losing for the Empire ar; oth.
ing the date of hex.' death and that of [donald come in! Why, when one meets  erwise good little citizen. There’s nt;
her childz and having one word writ- (a man running agitatedly away from |dcubt about the presence of the “uncle
ten across the face of it, was discover- the particular part of the Castle where |gow — with that whisky-still business

in a box on his dressing-table.” the crime had taken place—and just|on hand, and that’s what brought the

He handed the plece of pictured |after it —one is inclined to be a little twu'men’ together, no doubt. But get

suspicious of that man, It is only nat- | this boy clear of it all. Try a public

pasteboard across to each of them in
turn, watching their faces to see the ural. Though, thank Heaven, my sus- |schvol where his moral outlook will be
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CHAPTER XXIX

“As A Tale That Was Told”

“My God?” It was Ross Duggan who
spoke. “Just to think of it! Just to
think! That my father —”

“Don’t forget he’s dead, Ross, and
beyond all chance of your remonstrat-
ing with him, and that the dead cannot
speak up for themselves 1’ cried Maud
Duggan, in a wrung voice. “Don’t say
anything you will be sorry for, 1 Beg

=IEGNARD)=|

all 1 know. Oh, I wish_I wish I'd
never had anything to do with it!”

Cleek nodded.

“Pm sure you do,” he said quietly.
“So it was really not your fault, Cyril
You acted under considerable pressure.
That I’ll admit. But it might have been
better if you had confided in— some-
one else after the deed was aone. It
would have helped clear up the mys-
tery sooner, at any rate. But that can-
not be helped now, To proceed with
the story, Here, by the way, is the
missing will, Lady Paula. I found it
muffling the clapper of Rhea’s bell —a:
very ingenious hiding-place —and in
the finding discovered your —er—
worthy brother at the same time. That
was how I happened to get hold of
him. He gave me a few tips of quite
useful information afterward, upon
promise of a light sentence, and help-
ed 1o lead me finally to the true mur-
derer. So we will hold that in his fav-
our, at any rate. Sir Ross, I'd prefer
you to keep ‘that document until it can
be placed in the hards of your family
lowyer. We don’t want any more dis-
app::u.ring tricks for the present, do
we?”

“Hardly. Gad! it’s amazing, positive-
ly extraordinary how you've found all
this out!” threw in that gentleman with
pleep emphasis.  “Please accept my
apologies now for those unforgivable
things 1 said to you, Mr. Cleek. But
when a chap’s just been practically ac-
cused of killing his own father —”

“You must expect a little heat. That’s
all right my f{friend, Don’t bother
about it further. Only 1 was obliged
ty throw the scent upon someone other
than the real man—or we’d have lost
him. You understand that, of course?”

TCertainly. Only tell us how you
traced the murder to its proper source,
and why James Tavish should have
done such a thing.”

“That I will, and in the shortest way
possible. But you must let me tell my
story in my own particular manner,”
replied Cleek, with a slight smile and
a warmth of feeling toward this very
impetuous and generous-hearted young
man, “There’s still a good deal to be
cleared up before you can understand,
and I'm afraid some of it won’t make
perticularly good hearing. But that 1
cannot Help. Men are frail things, Sir
Ross, where temptation is concerned.
And when there is a pretty woman in
the question . . . it’s all right, Lady
Paula; it all happened long before you
entered your husband’s life, so that
there is nmothing for you to forgive —
but, as I say, when a pretty womah en-
ters at one door, a man’s discretion
very often flies out at another.

«1 found, among other things yester-
day, when 1 was looking for the will
in your father’s desk, after having ap-
propriated his keys first, a bundle of
old love-letters, written upon paper
which I ascertained had been bought in
the village, and bearing & postmark
which was local, and signed with the
name ‘Jeannette, I confess I did not
know just where these entered into the
case at all, but something told me that

RED ROSE TEA is one of the first

ackage Teas sold in the Maritime Provinces—
or 28 years it has been the foremost.
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RED ROSE COFFEE is as generously
good as RED ROSE TEA.
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OMEN who
have drunk
deep of experience,
know that Club
Blend Coffee is
often flattered by
imitation, but the
real flavor is never
copied.

Pure Aluminum
Georglan Design

SOLD IN TINS ONLY
By All Grocers

1-ib. tins bear Pink Comm'
Va-b. tine bear Blue Coupons

WINNIPE@
Higgins Ave.

TORONTO
381-389 Coflege 8t.

The Secret of Brewing Good Coffee—

A Perfect Coffee and an Aluminum Percolator

SAVE THE
COUPONS

Extraordinary Offes—
Return to the nesrest
office of Todhunter,
MitcheB and Oo., 6§
Pink Ooupons and
$1.00 or 10 Blue
Coupons and $1.00
and you will receive
this Handeome Per
colatoe,

Blended and Roasted By
TODHUNTER MITCHELL & CO.

HALIFAX
25-27 Duke St
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as well cared for as his physicdl, and
— get him there quick,

“Good-bye, Cyril—shake hands, won’t
you? And you might write a line to
me now and then, to let me know how
you’re getting on. I'd have had a bo

G. Luther Company’s wood-working
machinery plant at 91 Foster street,
attempted to light a heater which was

uéed at the shop to melt babbitt met-
al. As he reached into the heater with

a patent lighter, the gas backfired. He
became very ill at the time and was
taken to his home. His condition be-

came serious and hospital treatment
was deemed necessary.

of your age myself, no doubt, if —if

I hadn’t made a fool of myself earlier
in life, and I’ve got to make up for it
now. But it makes me rather soft for
oungsters. Good-bye, Sir Ross, and
good luck, Clear out of this ill-fated
inheritance for a time, until things blow
over, You'll find there’ll be a differ-
ent aspect of affairs when- you come
back with your vision cleared. Mr.
Narkom, come along. At least we've
beaten the Coroner at his own busi-
ness, and that’s always a feather in a
peliceman’s cap, eh, old friend?’

And, so speaking, he passed out of
that house of discord, which, however,
he was to visit later, many times, as
friend and confidant of the new owner |
of it, out into the clear sunshine of an
early noon, and the paths that lay

ahead. )
(The End)

Colgi:“d" Liniment for Coughs and

GAS BACKFIRES FROM
HEATER; VICTIM DIES

SOFT & FLAKY-
WON'T

Worcester, April 7.—Suffering from
th_e effects of having inhaled illumin-
ating gas two days ago, Sylvester
Bgrke, 55 years old, of 62 West Boyl-
ston street, died at City Hospital re-
cently, 10 minutes after he arrived
there in a police transfer ambulance.

Burke who was employed at the B.

, 1S
(ECONOMICAL.

Contains no
lye or acid.

Heavy Reduction
in Prices

of the .
I} FAMOUS

Edison Amberola
and Records

FIRST of the WORLD’S GREATEST MUSICAL IN-
STBUMENTS to be reduced to less than Pre-War Prices, the
Edison Amberola, with its clear, round, full, rich MUSICAL
tones, is now so well within such easy reach of all that
everybody can enjoy the latest Broadway hits in song and
dance music at home, anytime.

In hundreds of tests, the Edison Amberola has won out from
1pstruments of the kind costing two, and many times three
times as much, and yet the Edison Amberola is offered to you

Less than Pre-War Prices

NO NEEDLES TO CHANGE is another point i
the Edison Amberola which' you will appre}:,iate. S

HERE ARE THE NEW PRICES COMPARED WI
THE OLD ONES: o

Edison Amberola No. 30—OIld Price, $ 54 ...N
Edison Amberola No, 50—OId Price, . 75 Nec: I;:iz szg
Edison Amberola No, 75—OId Price, 125 .. .New Price: 99

Records

OId Prices, 75¢, $3 and $3.25 each—
New Price, 40c each, or 2 for 750

You’ll Like These Amberola
Records

1508—“Light as a Feather”—R ollison Bell
2485—“Dost Thou Know That Sweet Land”—Mignon..
2994—1In Dreamy Spain—Rizzl EM S(;:xlxiee{-
8148—“How’s Every Little Thing in Dixie”—Gumble ..
Premi
8154—Sari Waltz—Kalman Imperiale:\?l:;m%za%ﬁ;
1812—Aloha Oe Toots Paki’s Hawaiians
1912—Show Troupe at Punkin Centre Cal Stewart
2047—Every Little Movement....American String Quartette
2068—When Dreams Come True Thomas Chalmers
2139—International Rag—Medley ..National Prominade Band
2157—Ruy Blas—Overture Herbert and Orchestra
2800—In the Valley of the Moon

Eli zabeth Spencer and Archibald

ISN'T IT TIME YOU HAD YOUR EDISON AMBEROLA?

W. H. THORNE & CO., LTD.

DISTRIBUTORS — ST. JOHN, N. B.




