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| WHEN YOUBUILD

wghen you build, first consider
ell your plans. We will send,
prepaid and duty free, to Canadian
" customers, two famous Hodgson
- cloth-bound books showing Bung-
alows, Cottage and House Plans,
" each containing over 225 pages and
‘ more than 3C0 designs, including.
TRSTRINGAT 2 s floor plans, upon receipt of $l. !
The rpguldr, price, of these books is $1 each. Every' design is by
a licensed ‘Architect;’ Mr. Fred. T. Hodgson being a resident of Canada
lﬁd*ﬁ&ﬁqﬁ‘fdf"tﬁé"—chnadiaﬁ Architects, F.A.[.C. Many of the Houses
are ' the last' word' in’ architectural beauty. Adapted td every purse and
?m taste, Elverydwgn ‘a typical modern home, with approximate cost
|1 o buiigiven. . Compete - - . : ¢
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‘for. these cheap and moderate-
| priced homes may also be obtained
| from us at about $5 per set, and
| from’ which any carpenter can
tbuild. - If made “to -your order,
—| an architect ‘would charge from
$50 to 875 for any one of them, and
it would.be no better. If yeu
purchase a set of our plans, we —

will rebate the $1 you paid for the books. To any prospective builder
this offer is easily worth tem times the cost. Address @

:F'RED"ER'ICK J. DRAKE & CO.

§ Ar-éhitectural Departinent

bR ”» with a | s
Not often,” answered e don’t know how long the door will hold ;

it seems to creak on its hinges already.”

Chicago, Il

15 5A Mlchlgan Ave.

i An Exceptional Offer

WHY ‘not subscribe for the ‘‘Western Home

Monthly”’ for three years and save your-

self the trouble of receiving bills from us

_ for subscription until 1915? . As a special

inducement we will not only accept the reduced

rate of $2.00 in payment for three years’ sub-

scription to the “Western Home Monthly,” but

will include, free of charge, three years’ sub-

scription ‘to “The Vegetable Grower,”’ and a
valuable Year Book as well.

- «“T'he Vegetable Grower” isa monthly magazine de-.
voted to the growing of vegetables, small %ruits and -
flowers, edited in a clear, understandable way by author-
(. ities in their €hosen fields. It comes to you twelve times’
! a year to assist in the hundred and one things that may
rplex you. Each issue will be worth what you pay for
it for an entire year. Itis the only paper of its kind in
the world. The editors and contributors are practical
wers, and we can say that the paper is practically
edited from the field. It isof help to many thousands
and can be of help to you.

“The Vegetabfe and Fruit Year Book’’ consists of over
- 300 pages and is a valuable compendium of information.
Here is our offer in a nutshell:

«“The Western Home Monthly,” for 3 years, $3.C0
““The Vegetable Grower,” for 3 years,...... 1.00
The Vear BoOK,. . vceseascenccrnnneeeenss. 1.50

$5.50

All for $2.00

.- Send in your subscription today to the “West-
ern Home Monthly”” Winnipeg, Canada.

rather ghastly smile. “There are two
men almost always on the premises, my
father and the gardener.”

“Have you a man about the place
now ?” #
As she hesitated for the moment what
to answer, a way out of her difficulties
occured to her. There was a basement
to the vicarage, reached by a flight of
stairs, and. provided with a strong door
at the top. This door could be bolted 1
from the outside, and there was no win-
dow to the cellars below large enough
for & man to get out by. There were
only three small openings, all provided
with strong iron bars ; so that if once
she could persuade her visitor to go
down there, he would be safely im-
risoned, and she would have time to
look about her.

But how was she to get him into the

trap ?

S‘;le knew that both the coachman-
gardener and his wife, who lived in a
cottage adjoining the stable at the end
of the long garden, would on this Sat-
urday evening be out doing their
marketing in the village.

“My father is not here,” she answered
cautiously, after a short pause. “But
the coachman lives at the end of the
garden.”

“] suppose you have some means of
communicating between the stables and
the house ?”

“Oh, yes,” said Mary quickly. “If
you will open that door, and go to your
jeft a little way, you will come to an-

other door on your right, leading to a
flight of stairs. Ring the bell in the
wall on the left, half way down, and if
he is at the sable. the coachman will
come.”

The visitor rose slowly. He seemed
puzzled by these directions, but appeared
uite willing to follow them.

“Would you, then, allow me to send
him into the village, if he should be
here ?” he asked.

“Oh, certainly.”

“Thank you very much.”

He opened the door and went out into
the hall, and Mary, running across the
room, listened with a fast-beating heart
while he pulled open the heavy door at
the head of the cellar stairs. She heard
him go cautiously down a couple of
steps,and then she flew into the hall, ran
on tip-toe to the cellar door, which he
had left open to enable him to see, and
shutting it quickly, pulled the heavy
bolt across it, and drew a long, shiver-
ing sigh of relief.

If only the old door would hold fast,
she was safe.

She did not heed his eries, his knocks
on the door as she ran to the kitchen
and beckoned to Perrin, who started up
from the chair on which she was sitting
by the table, at her young mistress with
eyes full of alarm.

“Oh, miss, what is it ?7

“There’s a madman in the basement.
Don’t seream.  He can’t get out. Will
vou run to the village and -get help to
secure him ?” )

“Oh, miss, T daresn’t 7

“Why, you will he mueh safer out of
the house than in it don't\vou zee ?

elf. Do—do go, there’s a good girl ! T

For the visitor was emphasising his

displeasure at the treatment meted out
to him by blows, which grew ever more
vigorous upon the basement door.

This sound redoubled Perrin’s ner-

vous fears ; and although she pretended
to agree, to go to the village for help,
Mary

heard the key turned in the
ock of her door, when the girl got to

her room at the top of the house, and
felt quite sure she should get no help
from that quarter.

In the meantime the knocking ha:l

ceased, and the silence which followed
alarmed her even more than the noise
had done.
man might be preparing some more
effectual, attack upon the door, so she
went quickly back into the dining-room
and hurried to the window, so that, if
he should break out, she might be able
to run out of the house and seek
protection.

She thought that the mad-

Indeed, she was in a divided mind as to

whether she should o this at once ; but
cowardly as Perrin had shown herself to

be, Mary did not like the idea of leaving
her alone in the house with the lunatic..
It occured to her as she passed by the
sideboard, and noted that the great
bread-knife was laying on the platter,
to wonder what the madman had done
with the long knife he had had in_his
hands when he came into the house. Had
he taken it with him ? And was he
now using it as a tool with which to

1t Communion, Catholic Church, Long Lake, Holdfast, Sask.

force open the door ?

This seemed highly probable, and
when the thought occured to her, Mary
slipped out into the front garden, afraid
to remain indoors.

As she did so, she at once became
aware that another visitor was standing
at the door. .

The joy she felt was so great that
she could not repress an exclamation, and
she clasped her hands in such evident
pleasure that the visitor, smiling, raised
his hat and waited for her to speak.
Then she preceived that her behaviour
must appear rather extraordinary to
him, as he was a stranger to her.
“You—you wish to:see the Vicar i
she asked timidly.

“Yes. I suppose I have the pleasure
of speaking to his daughter ?”

Mary blushed and smiled.

“Yes, I'm his daughter,” she said
“But papa is away ; he’s gone to take
the Sunday duty for a friend of his, and
won’t be back till the day after to-mor
row. Is there any message I can give
him for you.” ?

She wondered whether she would dare
to tell the visitor of the dilemma she
was in, and decided that she might make
the venture. For he was a sedate and
dignified man, with mild, blue eyes and
grave, gentle manners, who would cer-
tainly not fail to listen to her patiently,
and who would, she thought, at least
be willing to take a message to the vill-
age for her.

In the meantime he
questions.

“T have no particular message for him,
thank you. 1 looked in for a chat, that

answered her

1t is I who will have to look ont for my-

was all.”
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