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• Tie listened fer a morte..*, 
was no sound fren without 
door worked better.

Noiselessly he ore tv back tuv .: 
cits and unlock'd tho ‘.cckr. 
uddenly, but rvùtivut-ty. ae ; ;; • 

kaetc one ~r 4lie 7<ondc2'vns sheet ?; 
ertais steeled cut upon thv r 
orni c? the outside siv;>s.

And then—he elect; stockstill vv. 
eld his breath. For he saw t!;:.. 
hlch gave aim a pause.
“The devil!” he muttered unùcr- 

»c*uh his breath.
For there, below upon the pr.v - 

lent, motionless as marble, but sl- 
ent and alert, stood two police::* 
ooklng at him as he stepped out i:r.r 
/lew.

Each of them had a cocked revoiw 
n his hind.

The Gouverneur was a farh*-r. - ’ *• 
: bachelor apartment hou«e at thee 
jond of town—is yet, for the in;..:.*
: of that.
: At half-past 3 that morning a •?.
;young man. with a long black v 
and an opera hat upon his ho'vl, ” • 
l*>d across its ti'.resholû and uoi 
lessly ascended to his rooms, a . a .. 
on the second fi.cor

His light was burring just !:• 
had left it. Outride it was ra. 
still. He was v. < t.

He removed his hat and hung t’ r 
and his coat upon a chair to r\•*:' 
and dry. Ho tcok off his dress cc: • 
Then he lit a cigar and rat* down ;• 
tm easy chair—or rather threw air.:- 
self upon it.

44 Jo vc. but I'm tirci!" he exclaim « 
wearily.

There was n slight mise, nr.d }•• 
strrted and poe’Y-d into another ivo*
Somewhere ia t! ■? di»rl; a doer cp.......
wid a ilia's voire c.poite.

•'it's yen. is it? «u-.id the voice
“Oh.” replied the man In the err 

chair, “I didn’t know you would Lt

Ke sank '«ark with an r.lr of roll -f
*T though: it beet,'* returned the 

'rice, *u least to-night. It was 
wet You have been the club?”

“At »he club." ns. ented the man in 
♦h" easy chan. “..II flight, and naif 
th“ moraiag.*'

The man in •** ■* dark laughed In on

“Good!" he responded. "Who was 
there?”

'Hie man In the l.ght half groaned, 
l»alf sighed, with weariness. He was
tired

"I'll tell you—tomorrow morning— 
*11 about It," he replied. "I'm too 
tired now."

He role and turned the stem of 
the incandescent lamp. Then he, too, 
became a man in the dark.

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

the line of thought that eco n«u* m- ! 
terrupted. She glanced at his face * 
and started. j

“What—what’s the matter T” she [ 
inquired, gently laying her hand upon 
his arm. j

He started in his turn.
"Helen,” he replied, looking her full j 

in the face, ‘‘there—there is some­
thing that I’ve got to tell you. I—I 
must toll you."

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

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

He stretched forth his arms and 
then withdrew them. "Yes," he re­
plied in a tense, strained voice, *T 
love you. You knew it, then?"

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

‘Helen!**, exclaimed the man. In a 
voice full of agonised 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 there be 
more to say?"

"Everything!" he responded, In a 
low voice.

She searched his face again.
"What else can signify?" she asked. 

"Now that-4-"
Again he stretched forth his arms 

— and again withdrew them. “To 
me," he replied, "nothing, unless—It 
can to you."

She shook her head and laughed 
gaily.

"It cannot to me—cf that I am
sure."

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

"What is this—something that you 
have to tell mo, then?" she asked. 
“Is there—another girl? Somebody 
else, perhaps?”

Even as she said It she smiled
again.

‘‘No," returned he, nothing of the
kind."

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

She waved the sheet carelessly 
fore him. He took it, rose to his feet 
and. without a word of explanation 
dropped it gently In the Are.

it biased up and made the room 
suddenly light. He watched the flame 
turn up and die away, and then he 
turned to her.
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Try this Thirsty Flour
A very thirsty flour. Absorb, a lot of water. 
Because it contains so much gluten. 
Manitoba wheat is wonderfully rich in 
sturdy gluten.
And, think of it, FIVE ROSES is milled 
exclusively from the very cream of the 
Manitoba wheat berries.
So FIVE ROSES must be awfully thirsty, 
don’t you see.
In your mixing bowl it greedily absorbe 
more water.
So you get more loaves thaw usual without 
using more flour. You use less.
Your flour lasts longer, doesn’t it?
Less trips to your dealer.
That’s how FIVE ROSES saves money. 
Actually saves YOU money. «•
Use this economical flour. ,
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CHAPTER III. J

'3*7 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 tali 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.

ye pressed the bottom and the door 
opened. He entered with the air of 
a roan who was expected and who 
felt somewhat at home. He dropped 
v card in the salver. The maid as­
cended with lt to the floor above.

On the floor above a girl eat 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.

The maid entered. The girl read
m.

He smiled Indulgently.
"I know," he returned, ‘‘but there 

la a reason In my suggestion Dora 
It signify, after all’"

She made a slight grimace. "Nfr— 
Henry, it does not," she said with a 
sugh.

He bowed gravely.
"Thanks," he replied, “some time 1 

will explain."
"Dear me,” she exclaimed, "these 

robberies — they still go on. I read 
all tide stuff through this momlngj
Bat IraT * awful? And they eay that 
there Is a lot that never got Into Um| 

ot all—the police are afraid 
at pnpalar opinion and are tiring td

AN AMBIGUOUS EXPLANATION.

"Little girl," the caller resumed, 
and his face grew pale, "did you wor 
think—can you realise—just what it 
means to starve and freeze, to wan­
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 tlay,^ 
without cleanliness and conscience, a 
tramp and a vagabond upon the face

the earth? Do you know wlxat that 
ruvnns?"

She shooter her head.
"Why do you ask?" she demanded.
"Because," he replied, with a ring 

ot bitterness in his voice, "I know;
I have realized it I—I have been 
(hrough it It s a part, a gruesome 
part of my life’s history."

She started up and looked at him 
in doubt

"You!" she exclii.nci. "You—H. 
Sianlelgh Stormo?"

He nodded.
‘*Yes—I," he replied, *‘cf whom, 

when people see me on the street 
H.ey say: ‘There goes Stormo—the 
:> an without a care, who only lives 
for life and pleasure. I have starved 
Bvd frozen—well-nigh to death."

She gave a wild, Inarticulate cry 
rnd hurried to his side. Ho noted '..cr 
expression and v .«« glad

But ho held cut his hand.
"Not yet—not yet," he exclaimed. 

"1 have but begun—wait until l a;i- 
h-h."

"I know,” ho went on, "tfcr.t all this 
does not signify. I know that if to­
day, instead of Mvir.g in luxury i.a I 
ninest do, I were ia rugs, that It 
would uot affect, ty one Jot or title, 
>our feelings towards me, knowing 
mo as yon dq,"

She sank back into, her chair with 
n sigh of rellof. Sho knew now that 
sfco was understood.

He went on.

"What does the tov.n know of II.
Sianlelgh S terme? It minks it knows 
much—it knows practically nothing. 
Ask anybody.

"He will tell you that S tor me is 
one of the beet known men In the

Storme came from—.*. . . ..........
town knows is but i.tt.v. Not a.:
much, perhaps, as that which yo.i 
know."

"That is enough," returned tho girl,
confidently.

"Some day," ho went on hurric.Ly, 
as though he dared not stop, ‘‘sc,: i*# 
day—but not now—I shall tell you 
ut my birth and antecedents T 
are both good.

“If it be u.ty satisfaction to you to 
\i o\v it, I may toll you that i 
your equal—or was - -m V r<\ r. . . -
. ,:V position and the other ^- 
.hat seem to count so mtv'i. '
»; not the point There ar ‘ v -* 

1 can toll you abcuv—no-.-1 
ter I must not I cannot tea y. t 

»* hy."
! have done a foollsn thing—:i 

ifl.i-'iiotta thing — a r:o*t yot «a*. »• 
bomuti.nes I have thau^u: z>;

.. : id 'stood aghast. Sometimes. c.>- 
,.vi .liy at first I laugh*.ù at it, i 

! pvt '.ed cf it At otut-ra I ha. v 
; nouaced my sell for lt."
“What it is you may know semv 
y. There ia but one thing thi t 

* conciles me to the situation, rird 
I uot taken the step, I would never 
.avc mot jou. Had I never met c it 

—still, that only complicates w'uuï 
was already too complicated.”

"I’m afraid," said the girl, with a 
mischievous smile, “tnat 1 do i:oL 
understand Except," she added, 
gravely, “that to you it scents most 
sc rioua."

"Helen, * he exclaimed, "can you 
conceive that a man—a good man. If 
—if such a man were placed in a pu- 
uliar position where he was literal­

ly forced to do something utterly rid­
iculous and absurd, perhaps inols- 
creet, but not wrong or vicious—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 they— 
found him out; can you conceive that 
such a man might, under the stress 
of circumstances, do all this nnd yet 
rt tain his character, his principle, his 
manliness? No matter whether you 
understand. Can you answer that?" 

The girl thought for a moment.
"If he were not wrong or vicious,” 

she replied, "yes, I can. Many men 
are laughed at for mistakes, for er­
rors, for imprudence, who have done 
no wrong If I only knew—”

He stopped her.
"Don't ask me that," he protested. 

"The details I cannot tell you.”
He laughed in an annoyed, ham­

pered sort of way
T am prevented from telling even 

you. It is a question In a very great 
degree of honor. I—I w«sh I could 
say Just what I mean, but I must 
leave it as it is. Helen, listen closely 
to what I have to say Before you 
knew me you bad heard others speak 
el mo; What did you hear?"

'Nothing," replied the ètfl, “except 
that Mr. Sianlelgh H. Storme was a 
gentleman in every sense cf the 
word."

She said It proudly and yet gently, 
too.

"And believe that still, I know. I 
think I may tell you that your belief
IS Justified. I want to ask you eorae- 

town—perhaps that he La* been he. e ^ elie
tor run. He torgeu, that the ftv nj would you do vin ,
nerer Imew ». 8t« -;gh Stem,ethree' ^ o< aytrf wor|d|y thlng Ult , 
year. ago. He target, that ti.e M to-morruw I walked the

net talow stsmd ^ toeeud Ml

."looted, pcrbapB, and jeered at by my " 
own class ; and all for no wrong of I 
c:p own? What would you do?

"It tha^ were to happen—" re- i 
turned the girl.

"It may happen," interposed tb ? 
man.

“Then," replied the girl. *T would 
come to you 1 would go with you "

He shook his head.
"'It is the w’ay of the world," he 

mused
"Henry,” she said, softly, * it is ir.y 

way. It is our w’ay."
He turned and kissed her—for tho I 

lint time.
"I—I must say more," he added. 

Filer a moment. T, too, have a duty
"Miss Dumont," said the maid.
The girl looked up. The maid .hand­

ed her the card. She took it and read 
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 xvduld 

have done, she rose and surveyed her­
self in the glass.

And I look like a perfect fright" 
she continued, albeit 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 did 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 Are."
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 lt up.

Then he sauntered slowly into the 
little room just off the hall. Late in 
the spring though lt w’as, there was 
a fire burning, and lt felt good to him 
after all the damp agd cold outside.

"Jove, what a night!" he said to 
himself as ho shivered and hold his 
hands towards ilia firr, which blezod 
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 Its black headlines blinking at 
him in the uncertain light. And this 
was what he read—what he could not 
help reading:

RICHARDS ft RIFLE ROBBED.

< Their Jewelry Store Cleaned Out
Fourth Burglary of the Series.

I
The Gang Still Unapprehended.

And as he rqkd he smiled. “Those 
fellow» seem to keep lt up," he said 
to himself.

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

"I had better not after alt* he 
erased. "I shall stick to the enforced 
rule. And yet” he continued, "why 
not? Why not? That's the strangest 

mr »etr
the paper, bet
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Another Car of Gravenstein Apples

200 Ba skets Ontario CF rapes
CAPS COD CRANBERRIES

Any one wanting 17 owl can 
have same by ordering one day 
in advance.

At the People’s Store

GEO. STABLES.
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~\r Traps

»u« of «a
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1 have on hand twenty Bear Trap s 
w hich } must sell at once. My Traps 
are th e best obtainable. Call and 
examin them. Low Prices lor Quick 
Sale.

F .H. Gough

2^1SHOE *
POLIS]

is a favorite in distant countries as well as 
being the modi popular Polish in Canada and 
«he United States. Australia alone takes over 
half a million boxes per year. Superior 
merit ia the reason.
It contains no Turpentine. Try it with a match.

j
H ia good for your shoes.

THE R. F. DALI BY CO., Limited,
■AMn.TON.OeL. BOWIMjO.KT. 
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