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Wegdnesday, October 25, 1911

H. STA

(By Wm. Hu-

* Fe listened for a moric.:
Wwas no sound frcra without
Goor worked bet::
Noiselessly he
clts and unloc!
uddenly, but
\ack onc =t
orinis an

orm of the outside st

And then—he stecd stuckstill as
eld kis breath.  For he saw tui:

hich gave nim a pause.

“The devil!”™ he muttered
reath his breath.

For there, helow upon the pav.-
neat, ‘metionless as marble, but si-
ant and alert, stood two polic:e
ocoxking at him as he stepped out in:-
view, £

Each of them had a cocked revoive
a his hund.

uader-

The Gouvornenr was

“achelor apartment house at the o
end of town—is yet, for the muioe
of that.
At half-past 3 that morni:
voung man, with a long bloe
and an opera hat 1 his hea
1ed across its thresholu and
lessly ascended to his rooms, a i
on the second fizor

His light was burcing just
had  left it. CQutride 1t waz
still. He was wet,

He removed his hat and hung t'r
and his coat uncn ehair to A
and dry. He tesk off his dress o
Then he lit a cigar and cat dov .
on casy chair—or rather threw nhin-
self upon it

“Jove, but I'ma tirvel!”
weorily.

There was a slight rnelse, and b
sterted and peered tnio g
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ather oo

Scriewhere {a b2 1 COST GDy s
snd a mgg's voee spoie.
*It’s you, iz it? said the volee

“Oh," replicd the man in the en:
't know rou would Lt

Lowith an oir of retiof
veet," returned tie
veice, “at least to-night. It was so
wet. Yeu have becen at the club?”
At the <lub,” as:cated the man in
¢he sasy chawr, “all aight, and aall
the moraiug.’
The man in *h=

adari laughed In on

ol :ort of weg
“Good!" he responded. “VWho was
there? A

The man in the lLizht half groaned,

Palf sighed. with weariness. He was |

tired

“I'll tell you—tecmerrow merning—
all about it,"” he replied. “I'm too
tircd now."

He roce and turncd the stem of
the incandescent lamip. Then he, oo,
became a man in the aark.

And, the voices were stilled. And
the day bcgan to break.

CHAPTER III '

W™ Six Hours Before. . ]

The bank was robbed at 2 a. m.
Six hours before that, at a few mi-
nutes after 8 in the evening of the
previous day, a tall young man in a
long coat, and wearing an opera hat,
strode through the rain and mist, and
ran lightly up the steps of a gray stone
dwelling in the West end of town.

He pressed the bottom and the door
opened. He entered with the air of
& man who was expected and who
felt somewhat at home. He dropped
o card in the salver. The mald as-
cended with it to the floor above.

On the floor above a girl sat read-
ing—a girl who was good to look at;
a tall slender girl, with square eye-
brows and frank womanly eyes, with
an abundance of brown hair arrang-
ed In just the most effective manner
in the world.

on.

He smiled Indulgently.
“I know,” he returned, “but there

is a reason In my suggestion Doeg
it signity, after all””
She made a slight grimace. “No—

Flenry, it does not,” she said with a
laugh.
He bowed gravely.
“Thanks,” he replied, “some time ¥
me,” she exclaimed, “these

— they still go on. I read
all this stuff through this morning|
fsut it awtul? And they say thad
is a Jot that never got into thel
ot all—the police are afraid

opinion and are toring o
e news.”-
looked at her. Ne seemed
dusf to her remarks or bored

them.
be)
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The mald entered. The girl read

“THE STANDING ALISI OF
(LEICH STORME

‘on Oshorne.)

e line of thought that 5o naa i
terrupted. She glanced at his face
and started.

“What—what's the matter? she
inquired, gently laying her hand upon
his arm. :

He started in his turn.

“Helen,” he replied, looking her full
in the face, “there—there is some-
thing that I've got to tell you. I—I
must tell you.*

She looked up into his eyes. What
she read there to her was well worth
reading. :

“You—you love me!"™ she
mured, lowering her glance.

He stretched forth his arms and
then withdrew them. *“Yes,” he re-
prlied in a temse, strained voice, “I
love you. You kmew it, then?"

She nodded, still with downcast
eyes. “I have known it all along,”
she said, “and I—"

“Helen!™. oxclaimed the man, in a
voice full of agonized entreaty, “wait
until you have heard—the rest.”

She glanced at him in a startled
sort of way. “The—the rest?' she
inquired. “Can there—can thera be
more to say?™

“Everything!” he responded, in a
low voice.

She searched his face again.

“What else can signify?” she asked.
“Now that-~"

Again he stretched forth his arms
—and agaln withdrew them. *“To
me,” he replied, “nothing, unless—it
cun to you."

She shook her head and laughed
gaily.

“It cannot to me—ct that I am
sure.”

She seated herself. He took a chair
at her side.

“What is this—something that you
have to te!ll me, then?’ she asked.
“Is therc—another girl? Somcbody
clse, perhaps?’

Even as she sald
again.

“No,” returned he, nothing of thow
kind.”

She picked up the paper, “You—
vyou haven't been doing wrong, have
vou?’ she asked again. Robbed jew-
ellery stores or anything of that
kind?"

She waved the shcet carelessly be=
fore him. He took it, rose to his feet
and, without a word of explanatioa,
dropped it gently in the fire.

It blazed up and made the room
suddenly light. He warched the flame
turn up and die away, and then he
turned to her.

AN AMBIGUOUS EXPLANATION.

“Little girl,” the caller resumed,
and his face grew pale, “did you vver
think—can you realize—just what it
means to starve and freeze, to wun-
der about the strets of a great city
with no place to lay your head? To
gc without food for days, to shiver
with the cold for weeks together? To
seek for honest work day after day,
without cleanliness and conscience, a
tramp and a vagabond upon the face
~t the earth? Do you know what that
awenns ™

She shook. her head.

“Why do you ask?" she demanici.

“Becausc,” he replied, with a ring
ot hitterness in his volce, “I know;

have realized it I—I1 have becn
ihrough it. It's a part, a gruesor:e
vart of my life's history."”

She started up and leoked at him

mur-

it she smiled

in doubt.
“You!” she exclcincl. “You--H.
Stanleigh Storme?”
He nodded.
| “Yes—I,” he replied, *“cf whom,

when people see me on tha street
1oy say: ‘There goes Storme—the
van witkout a care, who only lives

r life and pleasure. I have starved
and frozen—well-nigh to death.”

She gave a wild, Inarticulate cvy
rnd bhurried to his side. He noted .
cxpression and vos glad

But he held cut his hand.

“Not yet—not yet,” he oxclaimed,
*1 have but begun—wailt uxt:il [ da-
{sh."

“1 know,” he went on, “th=t all thls
does not signify, [ Lnow that it to-
day, instead of Nving in laxery w3 1
aimest do, I wero in tugs, that It
would not aficct, 'y one jot or title,
your feelings towards me, kuowing
me as yon do,"
| She sang back-dnto her chair with
8 sigh of relief. She knew now taat
sto was understood.

He weat on.
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“What does the town know of I
Stanleigh Storme? It wiinks It knows
much—it knows practically nothing.
Ask anybody.

“He will tell you that Storme is
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sturdy glaten.

itoba wheat
Ci don’t you see.
more water.

A very thirsty flour. Absorbs a lot of water.
Because it contains so much gluten.
Manitoba wheat is wonderfully rich in

fit ittty b 8 Andl.t}nnll:ngolt,tl;lVE ROSES is milled
exclusive m
e ly e very cream of the

ies.

So FIVE ROSES must be awfully thirsty,
In your mixing bowl it greedily absorbs

So you get more loaves than usual
using more flour.
Your flour lasts longer, doesn't it?
Less trips to your dealer.

That’s how FIVE ROSES saves money.

You use less.
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Storme came frolt—... ... ., waw. oo
town knows is but tt.e. Nou ao
much, perhaps, as that which Yo
know."”

“That is enough,” reiurned the uit
confidently.

“Some day,” he went on hursic
as though he duared not stop, “sc
day—but not now—I shall tell yoa
ul my birth and antecedonts ThLo;
are both gocu.

“Ir it Le a
Neow it [
your eq
Al position and  tae Maer
hut seem 10 couat so ueh
. not the point  There

dnigs 1 can tell you abow—-g

@t I must not. I cannot teii y.u
why"

*1 have done a foolisn thinz—n

enions thilg — a mdst - pecis

satisfactica to you
1ol you that i

—Qr

Soinctines I have dicugal of
$ ‘stood aghast. 'Sometimes. ea-
+Hy at first, I laughcd at iy oot
proved cof It. At othiers I b
1ced myselt for 1"
“What it I8 you may know scme
There is but one thing thet
veonciles me to the situation.  «ird
ot taken the step, I would noveg
«ave met you. Had I never mct
—still, that only complicates wul
‘as already too complicated.”

“I'm aofraid,” said the girl, with a
wischievous swmile, “tnai 1 do
understand KExcept,” she addoed,
gravely, “that to you it scems most
scrious.”

“Helen,” he exclaimed, “can ycou
conceive that a man—a gocd man, if
—if such a man were placed in a pe-
aliar position where he was literal-
1¥ forced to do something uttarly rid-
iculous and absurd, perhaps inals-
creet, but not wrong or viclous—a
thing that might some day make him
the butt and jest of the people whom
he knows, nay, that might condemn
him oven In their eyes when thoy—-
found him out; can you conceive that
such a man might, under the stress
of circumstances, do all this and yet
retain his character, his principlo, his
manliness? No matter whether you
understand. Can you answer that?"
The girl thought for a moment.
“If he were not wrong or viclous,”
she replied, “yes, I can. Many men
are laughed at for mistakes, for er-
rors, for imprudence, who have done
uo wrong If I only knew—"

He stopped her.

“Don't ask me that,” he protested.
“The detalls I cannot tell you.”

He laughed in an annoyed, ham-
pered sort of way

“I am prevented from telling even
you. It is a question In a very great
degree of honor. I—I wish I zould
s8y just what I mean, but I must
leave it as it is. Helen, listen closely
to what I have to say. Defore you
knew me you had heard others apeak
¢f motn What did you' Hear?"
“Nothing,” replied the girfl, “except
that Mr. Stanleigh H. Storme wus a
gentleman In cvery sense of the
word.”

She sald it proudly and yet gently,
too.

“And bellieve that still, I know. ¥
tbink I may tell you that your belief

cne of the best known men in the
town—perhaps that he Luis been ho,el
for years. He forgets that the :q.-\\ni
never knew H. Star . igh Storme threo'
years ago. He forgets that the town:
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, oes not kunow whare H. st.anlolﬂx'l
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6 justified. I want to ask you some-

i thing else.

“What would you do were I strip-
ped of every worldly thing that [
vossess—if to-morrow I walked the

]

e

hooted, perhaps, and jeered at by my
own class; and all for no wrong of
mp own? What would you do?

“It that were to happen—" re-
turned the girl.

“It may happen,” Interposed th:
man.

“Then,” replied the-girl “I would
come to you 1 would go with you”

He shook his head.

“It is the way of the world,” ho
mused

“Henry,” she said, softly, ‘it is my
way. It is our way.”

He turned and kissed her—for tha
first time.

“I—1 must say more,” he added,
titer a moment. I, too, have a duty

“Miss Dumont,” said the maid.

The girl looked up. The maid.hand-
ed ber the card. She took it and rcad
it with a little dry of delight.

Then she looked at ner watch.

“Dear me,"” she exclaimed, “I have
teen dreaming here for an hour.”

Then, as any other woman would
have done, she rose and surveyed her-
self in the glass.

And 1 look like a perfect fright™
she continued, albelt with a consid«
erable perversion of the truth.

She turned to the maid.

“Dear me,” she exclaimed, *“run
downstairs and tell Mr. Storme to
remove his coat.”

The maid smiled.

“He d!d so,” she replied.

“Well, then tell him to walk into
the library,” went on the girl.

The maid smiled again.

“He is already there,” she returned,
“and standing by the fire.”

The maid spoke truth. The man,
without hesitation and yet with a
measure of embarrassment, had, up-
on his entrance, removed his coat and
hung it up.

Then he sauntered slowly into the
little room just off the hall. Late in
the spring though it was, there was
2 fire burning, and it felt good to him
after all the damp apd cold outside.

“Jove, what a night!” he said to
himself as “r shivered and held his
hands towards .o fire, which blazed
up at this juncture, as though in an
effort to meet him half way, “a bad
night to be outdoors —a good night
to be in.”

He glanced carelessly about him,
On a table was an evening news-
paper. It had not been read appar-
ently, It lay unfolded, face upper-
most, fts black headlines blinking at
him in the uncertain light. And this
was what he read—what he could not
help reading:

RICHARDS & RIPLE ROBBED.

! Thelr Jewelry Store Cleaned Out.
Fourth Burglary of the Series.
The Gang Still Unapprehended.

And as he read he smiled. “Those
fellows seem to keep it up,” he said
to himselt.

He took a step towards the paper
rnd stretched forth his hand. And
then he shook his head.

“I bad better not, after all™ he
ciised. “I shall stick to the enforced
rule. Aad yet,” he continued, “why
not?! Why not? 's the strangest
part of all, not?™
| 1 hand touched the paper, but
Se s@lbdrew’ W sad turned his back
(1o ve Uunuuued.)
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JUST ARRIVED
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Another Car of Gravenstein Apples""

200 Basizsiis Ontaric Grapes

CAPE COD CRANEERRIES

Any one wanting Towl can

‘have same by ordering one day

in advance.

GEO.

At the People’s

STABLES.

Store

Be~r Traps

Y have on hand twenty Bear Traps
w hich I must sell at once. My Traps

are th e vest obtainable.

Call and

examin them. Low Prices ior Quick
Sale.

F .H. Gough

is a favorite in distant countries as well as
being the most popular Polish in Canada and
the United States. Australia alone takes over
half a million boxes per year.

merit is the reason.

Itcontains no Turpentine. Tryit with a match. -

It is good for your shoes.

THE K. B. DALLEY CO., Limited,
HAMILTON, Oat.,, BUFR\LO,N. Y,

sad LONDON, Eag.

Superior




