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For over sixty years O’KEEFE’S beverages

have been admittedly the best produced in Canada.
The purity of the materials used—together with the 4
skill that comes with years of practice, is responsible i
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for this high esteem.

ricidly maintained.

soft drink.”

. Insist on
OK
Brand
Special Pale Dry
Ginger Ale
and these other
beverages—

ORDER A CASE FROM YOUR DEALER

O’Keefe’s *

TORONTO

Telephone
M. 4203.

In introducing O’KEEFE’S Ginger Ale and
other beverages the same high standards will be

O’KEEFE’S Ginger Ale comes as a discovery to
those who have looked upon Ginger Ale as “just a
The flavor is unique—try it,

BELFAST STYLE GINGER ALE
GINGER BEER
COLA
SARSAPARILLA
LEMON SOUR
CREAM SODA
LEMONADE
ORANGEADE
SPECIAL SODA
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ﬁ?rson ’th; afternoon, though many “Trust ’em for that,” Pascoe grinned.

iéihe‘d A those names he had fur- “Leastways they say so, as is the way

q Ervigy ‘Me Dolice, had gone up to of the creatures. I’ll wager it don’t

&I?W' again I. Polgleaze and come amount to a row of pins. If so be as

< HTest haq afterwards, So far mo they’d got a real one they’d be bleat-

8 Bl o, Dade. ing like a flock of sheep about it, but

Yo Y call h% policemen got—what never a word has leaked out.” :

‘hau Mgt it?—a clue?” asked the Hilda dismissed the man to his sup-
d TeSs of the Tower. She per, but as he was leaving the hall

Mrs. Pengarvan called him back, and
put the inquiry:

“After you dismantled the derrick
last night it was taken to the hay-
loft, was it not?”:

“Yes, ma’am, and hidden under the

g to the narrative without

evenyy s otely figure in her well-
ds cf 8own as she stood with

armg o ciched behind her under

% the Carlyons, carved in
he huge fireplace.

hay. So the Captain bid us.”

“It will be better to throw it down
the old well at the back of the cow-
byre. Get Craze to help you, and do
it to-night, before you go to bed. Mind
there is no mistake.”

“That was thoughtful of you,” said
Hilda, as soon as they were alone.
“You think there will be trouble?”

“It is well to b8 prepared for it,”
was 'all that the older woman would
admit. “You see the discrepancy, of
course?”

Hilda nodded gravely. It was not
necessary to specify the obvious. The

murder of Jacob Polgleaze had not
been officially discovered till elevem
o’clock at night, yet his son, who
must have left the town not later than
seven o’clock, had announced at St.
Runan’s Tower an hour before the
alarm was raised that his father had
died a violent death, naming Lance
Pengarvan as his slayer.

It was curious that no definite charge
had been preferred during the day,
but if the police had not obtained a
clue already it was more than prob-
able that they soon would.

(T'O BE CONTINUED.)



