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‘Fresh from

the gardens’

SCHOOL HOURsS
sophisticated model for the grow-
irl of 8, 10, 12 and 14 years, who

adores to wear clothes that are quite

L was

" The Stréy

A Slight Sketch From Life

She was just a little thin dog, with
matted, tangled, dirty hair; taught.'
by ill-usage, hunger, and neglect, to bel
afraid of everything, and to trust to
nothing except her own little tired
legs.

I don’t know how long she had been
lost in the streets, but she was in a
deplorable condition when I first saw
her. \

Some noisy schoolboys on roll:r
skates were chasing her, and in an-
swer to my expostulations they said:
“Please, miss, it's only a stray!”

I followed her down a side-street,
and saw she was searching the gut-
ters for food, with famished looks,

Presently we came to a great build-
ing, and through the open gate we
could see a school playground. In
it stood a man throwing corn a
great flock of pigeons.

Perhaps the sight of llungry things

to

being fed gave her courage; at any
{rate, she crept in at the open gate,

BEGIN HERE TODAY

The body of cha ne’er-do-well bro-
ther, Robert Ablett, was found on the
ficor of the locked office of The Red
House, and Mark Ablett, bachelor pro-
prietor of tne country estate, was no-
where to be founa. = In the eyes of
Inspector Birch, it was clea- that
Marl had shot Robert, particularly
sioce everyone knew that Mark learn-
ed with disgust and annoyance of Rob-
ert’s return from his 15-year stay n
Australia,

But the circumstances
icus. The shot was hea.
after Robert’s arrival,
tony Gillingham, a gentleman adven-
turer, entered the house to visit
Mark’s guest, Bi'l Beverley, he found
Matt Cayley, Mark’s constant compan-
lon, pounding on th locked door and
demanding admittance, The two men
entered through a window and found
the body. How could Mark have lock-
ed the door if the keys were on ’'Le
outside? puzzled Antony. He discusses
some of th: .nysterious clues with Bill
Beycrley in the sunken garden, and
while there discover Cayley (who has
come through a secret tunnel) trying
to overhear their conversation.

GO ON WITH THE STORY

were myster-
two minutes
and when An-

CHAPTER IX.—(Cont’d.)
Antony wanied to shout his ap-
plause. It was neat, devilish neat.
For a moment he gazed fascinated,
at that wonderful new kind of ero-
quet ball which had appeared so dra-
matically out of the box, and then

[and I followed her.

The man was the caretaker of the
! school, and a good friend to all anis |
hnuls. When he saw his timid, wretch- |
Ec(l. starved little dog, he at once made
i kindly advances, but she fled, lvl'l'i»i
Jﬁm. At that he carefully closed t]w;
Iplayground gate and tried to catch lhf,‘;
| stray. !

For all his coaxing he could not get
jnear her, and fear gave her legs un!ilk‘

‘inp; speed Wildly she searched for |
|

reluctantly wriggled himself back.
There was nothing to be gained by
staying there, and a good deal to be
lost, for Bill showed signs of running
down. "As quickly as he could Antony
hurried round the ditch and took up
his place at the Lick of the seat. Then
he stood up with a yawn, stretched
himself and said carelessly, “Well,
don’t worry yourself about it Bill, old
man. I darvesay you're right. You
know Mark, and I don’t; and what’s

as smart as her elder sister’s. This|the way she had come in, and darted | the difference. Shall we have a game

practical little dress of bright plaid
woolen with velvet collar is chosen by
thke younger fashionables for school

to and fro. Finally the caretaker,
called his wife—a kindly soul in a big |
{blue apron. Together they cornered |

or shall we go to bed?”
Bill- looked at him for inspiration,
and, receiving it, said, “Oh, just let’s

: . . ) e ine li Y ¢ P » wife ave 2 oy shs ' 99
hours, because it is so comfortably |the trembling little dog, and the wife |have one game, shall we?

warm and smart at the same time. It
is a one-piece affair, tucked at shoul-
ders and low waistline, with an in-

| threw her blue apron over her, and
|then she was canght. She was mere |

!.uliin and bone, and her back was badly |

“Right you are,” said Antony.
But Bill was much too excited to
take the game which followed very

verted plait inserted at centre-front 1Uiln'ni\‘llvrl and Dbleeding from some ’5"1'1'011-\")'- Antony, on ths cther hand,

supply extra fulness for activities of
vouth., It takes but 115 yards of 40-

inch material with 14 yard of 36-inch!iDg Ior more cruel cuffs and blows!tion for ten minutes, and then

contrasting to make Style No. 306 for

!h(‘;l\';.' blow, i
| She lay trembling with terror, wait- |
ead, she was|

| from her captors. Ins
i

seemed to be thinking of nothing but
bowls. He played with great delibera-
an-

nounced he was going to bed. Bill

; ) s gy 7 op g g looked at him anxiously.
the miss of 8 years. Patterned wool | 8ently carried into a warm room and € anxiously

Jersey, plain jersey, homespun, vel-
veteen, wool crepe, tweed, wool challis,

placed on a mat, e |
Once she must have heen pretty,

“It’s all right,” laughed Antony.
“You can talk if you want to, Just

L T (s BT e ade. 1 |let’s put ’em aws zh.”
printed sateen, cotton ‘broadcloth uml:r'” she was tiny and well made, and | S I 1 away first, though

chambray also appropriate. Pattern
price Mc in stamps or coin (coin pre-
ferred).

HOW TO ORDER PATTELNS.

Write your name and address plain-
ly, giving number and size of such
patterns as you want. Enclose 20¢ in
stamps or coin (coin preferred; wrap
it carefully) for each number and
address your order to Wilson Pattern
Service, 73 West Adelaide St., Toronto.
Patterns sent by an early mail.
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How Many Dreams

How many dreams for a penny?
Dreams are poor fare for many.,

“Flour and salt,” said the
“Herring and dills—"
In a purple fen the firels
around a silver lotus.
“Dreams pay no bills.” ., .

grocer,

ss hover

“Clover and corn,” said the farmer,
“Horses and kine—"
Ripples of silver sequins
lazv waters
tease the drowsy pools’

on

unwinking amber eyes,

“Dreams feed no swine.”

IHow many dreams for a penny ?
ns > poor fare for many,
<. Uschold in The
Review of I.i ture

Saturday

to sleep now ~
Rested nerves make all the difference

Your doctor will tell you how
chewing relieves nervous tension,
how the healthful cleansing action
of Wrigley’s refreshes the mouth
and tones you up.

*\ Wrigley’s does much—costs little.

WRIGLEYS
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ther dirty, matted hair was long znul%
| fine, and her frightened eyes were |
|dark and bright. Her new I‘riunrls}‘
brought her food and tried to reas-
sure her, but she crouched close to the !
wall, trembling, with her face hi:l(lvn,\
| for nearly fifteen minutes. 1

At length the kind strokings and
pats, and the kind voices and smell
of food, prevailed. She turned round |
towards the plate stealthily, and sud-|
denly started eating like a f:xmishm]l
wolf,

Her new friends would not give he 1"‘
too much in her present condition. |
When the plate had been licked clean
many times over, she showed what
struck me as wonderful powers and
memory combined.

Once someone had 16ved her and |
taught her tricks. The poor, I)rmxml,!
starved little creature, with a dim re-|
membrance of politeness in hapnier
days (perhaps by association with
| kind voices and a o 'pet), sat up|
‘ur;n‘v]y ou her hind legs, and, peeping |
| through her mop of hair with her
flu‘ip]u eves, she extended a dirty little
thin paw to each of her friends that |
they might shake hands with her. 1It|
was all she could do to show her grati- |
tude |

Hunted and starved, with 80 much
from evil of man to remember, she
could yet call to mind the trick which |
had given pleasure to her friends of
old days, and for which she Lad been
‘1)1‘.:i ed. Her new friends washed and |
{fed her, and kept her for a week, and
her looks so improved in that short
time that I hardly re ‘ognized her;
but most touc thing about
her was her adoring a ffection for the
caretaker and his wife,

They had two dogs, so could
kkeep her: but they found her
if humble,

the

not |
v kind, |
liome, and I hear sle is|
much valued by her present mi.\‘-J'
M. A. Wrigley, in ’

The Little Animals’ Friend. I
|

—— o

Speeches in the House

Ottawa Journal (Cons.): The real
work of Parliament is not dmuz}
through set speeches in the Commons.
These, of course, are necessary, and,
when well done, when informed and |
authoritative, are of service. The |
trouble is that, usually, the Ir»m]cvrsJ
say all that needs to be said, and llmt:
what comes afterwards is little more
tha nfutile repetition, elucidating !
nothing and helping nothing. The
member who is of real service in the?
House, who earns his indemnity and '
helps his party and country, {is thex
member who works on committees, !
who is willing and able to “dig” for'
facts, who equips himself to apply to'
all measures a degree of constructive
criticism,

!
|

—
Use Minurd’s Lininvent for the Flu.

They made their way to the shed,
and while Bill was putting the bowls
away, Antony tried the lid of tie clos-
ed croquet-box. As he expected, it
was locked.

“Now then,” said Bill, as they were
walking back to the house again, “I'm
simply busting to know. Who was it?”

“Cayley.”

“Good Lord! Where?”

“Inside one of the croquet boxes.”

“Don’t be an ass.”

“It’s quite true, Bill.”
other what he had seen.

He told the

Seven Tube

All-Electric Radio

Guaranteed

Worth $285
An instrument
of tremendous
range. Has seven
tubes — three stages
of radio frequency,
detector, two stages
of aundip frequency
and _ectifier. All three stages of
radio freguency are fully tu:.cd
with four condensers, -operated hy
& single illuminated dial, and cali-
brated for wave length and fre-
qnency.

Only $149.50!

Terms: Bhipped Express prepaid
on receipt of $10 cash with order.
Balance C.0.D.

Radlo Dealers and Experimenters:
Write for our Parts Catalogue and
Discounts.. We have hundreds of
new and slightly used battery sets
at bargain prices. Ask for circular,

Our Policy:

“Each Sale Must Satisfy.”

Wentworth Radio and
Auto Supply Co., Ltd.

TORONTO: 1187 Bay Street
Hamilton: Cor. John & King Wm.

“Hut aren’t we going to have a look

at it?” asked Bill in great dizappoint-
mert. “I'm longing to explore.
Aren’t you?”
" “Tomorrow and tomorrow aud to-
morrow. We shall see Cayley com-
ing along this way directly. Besides,
I want to get in from the other end,
if I can. I doubt very much if we
can do it this end without giving
ourselves away. . . Look, there’s
Cayley.” 2

They could see him coming along
the drive toward them. When they
were a little closer, they waved to
him and he waved back.

“I -wondered where you were,” ke
said, as he got up to them. “I rather
thought you might be aleng this way.
What about bed?”

“Bed it is,” said Arntony.

Ll left the vest of the conversa-
tion, as they wandered back to the
bouse, to Antony. He wanted to
think. There seemed to be no doubt
row that Cayley was a villain. Biil
had never been familiar with a vil-

ke i

-« & punwe apology for dis-
turbing her,

luin before. It didn’t seem quite fair
of Cayley, somehow; he was taking
rather a mean advantage of his
friends. Lot of funny people there
were in the world—funny people with
secrets. Look at Tony, that first
time he had met him in a tobaccon-
ist’s shop. ;

But what on earth had Miss Norris
got to do with it?

Miss Norris, who had proposed to
catch an after-dinner train at the
junction, in the obvious hope that she
might have in this way a dramatic
cross-examination at the hands of
some keen-eyed detective, was encour-
aged tactfully, but quite firmly, to
travel by the earlier train with the
others.

Why?

Well, that question was not to be
answered off-hand. But the fact that
it was so had made Antony interested
in her. By sheer luck, as it seemed to
him, he had stumbled on the answer
to his question.

Miss Norris was hurried away be-
cause she knew about the secret pas-
sage. /

The passage, then, had something
to do with the mystery of Robert’s
death. Miss Norris had used it in
order to bring off her dramatic, ap-
pearance as the ghost. Possibly she
had discovered it for herself; possibly
Mark had revealed it to her secretly
one day, never guessing that she]
would make so unkind a use of it later
on; possibly Cayley, having been let
into the joke of the dressing-up, had
shown her how she could make her

appearance on the bowling green even
more mysterious and supernatural.
One way or another, she knew about
the secret passage. So she must be|
hurried away.

Why? Because if she stayed and
talked, she might make som= innocent
mention of it. And Cayley did not‘l
want any mention of it. |

Why again? Obviously because ﬂmi
passage, or even the mere knowledge |
of its existence, might provide a cluo.‘

“I wonder if Mark’s hiding there,”
thought Antony; and he went to sleep.

CHAPTER X.

Antony came down in a very good
humecr to breakfast next morning, and
found that his host was before him.
Cayley looked up from his letters and.|
nodded. I

“Any word of Mr. Ablett—of
Mark?” said Antony, as he poured out
his coffee.

“No. The inspector wants to drag
the lake this ufternoon.”

“Oh! Is there a lake?”

There was just the flicker of a smile
on Cayley’s face, but it disappeared
as quickly as it came.

“Well, it’s really a pond,” he said,
“but it was called ‘the lake’.”

“By Mark,” thought Antony. Aloud
he said, “What do they expect to
find?”

“They think that Mark—" He
broke off and sh uggéd his shoulders.

“May have drowned himself, know-
ing that he couldn’t get away? And
knowing that he had compromised
himself by trying to get away at all?”

“Yes. I suppose so,” said Cayley
slowly.

He added dryly, “From what I've
read of detective stories, inspectors
alwavs do want to drag the pond
first.”

“Is it deep?”

Famous for Econoniy andﬁihﬁﬂ

Full size biscuits thoroughly baked -

With hot milk
‘warming energy

~ -~ a bowlful of
for cold days

Made by The Canadian Shredded Wheat Company, Ltd.
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“Quite deep enough,” said~Cayley
as he got up. On his way to the door
he stopped, and looked at Antony.
“I'm so sorry that we're keeping you
here like this, but .. will only be until
tomorrow. The inquest is tomorrow
afternoon. Do amuse yourself how
you like till then.”

“Thanks very much.
be quite all right.”

Antony went on with his breakfast.
Perhaps it was true that inspectors
liked dragging ponds; but the ques-
tion was, Did Cayleys like having
them dragged? ’‘as Cayley anxious
about it, or quite indifferent? He
certainly did not seem to be anxious,
but he "could hide his feelings very
easily beneath that heavy, solid face.

Bill came in noisily—

Bill’s face was an open book:
citement was written all over it.

“Well,” he said eagerly, as he sal
down to the Dbusiness of the meal,
“what are we' going to do this morn-
ing?”

“Not talk so loudly, for one thing,”
said Antony.

Bill looked about him apprehensive-
ly. Was Cayley under the table, for
example? After last night one never
knew.

“Is—er—" He raised his eyebrows.

“No. But one doesn’t want to shout.
One should modulate the voice, my
dear William, while breathing gently
from the hips. Thus one avoids those
chest-notes which have betrayed many
a secret. In other words, pass the
toast.”

‘You seem bright this morning.”

“I am. Very bright. Cayley notic-
ed it. Cayley said, ‘Were it not that
I have other business, I would come
gathering nuts and may with thee.
I"ain would I gyrate around the mul-
berry bush and hop upon the little
hills.”

“It’s a touch of the sun, I sunpose,”
sai¢ Bill, shaking his head sadly.

“It’s the sun and the mocn and the
siars, all acting together on an empty
stomach. Do you know anything about
the stars, Mr. Beverley? Do you know
anything about Orion’s Belt, for in-
stance? And why isn’t there a star
called Beverley’s Belt?.Said he masti-
sating. Re-enter W. Beverley through
trap door.”

“Talking about trap-doors—"

“Don’t,” said - Antony, getting up.
“Some talk of .'lexander and some
of Hercules, but nobody talks about
—what’s the Latin for trap-door?
Mensa—a table; you might get it
from that.
and -he slapped him heartily on the
back as he went past him—*“I shall
see you later. Cayley says that you
will amuse me, but so far you have
not’ made me l-.ugh once. You must
try and be more amusing when you
have finished your breakfast. But
don’t hurry. Let the upper mandibles
have time to do the work.” With these
words Mr. Gillingham ther left the
spacious apartment.

Bill continued his breakfi.st with a
slightly bewildered air. He (id not
know that Cayley was smoking & cig-
aret outside the windows behind him;
not listening, perhaps; possibly not
even overhearing; but within sight of
Antony, who was not going to take
any risks. So he went on with his
Ereakfast, reflecting that Antony was
a rum fellow, and wondering if he
had dreamed only of the amazing

I shall really

Ex-

”

Well, Mr. Beverley,”—

things which had Lippened the day
before,

Antony went up to his '.;edroo\m to
fetch his pipe. It was occupied by a
housemaid, and. he made a polite
apology for disturbing her. Then he
remembered.

“Is it Elsie?” he asked, giving her
a friendly smile.

“Yes, sir,” she said, shy but proud.
She had no doubts as to why it wag
that she had achieved su~h notoriety,

(To be continued. . )
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Economir Slavery

Toronto Mail and Fmpire (Cons.):
Our pulpwood, our pulp, our minerals
in the primary state are gladly per-
mitted to enter the United States,
thre to provide material for manufac-
turing industries, which will return
a percentare of the finished products
to our consumers. Should the country
which denies Canada a market for its
farm products. anl for the finished
product: of Canadian labor, befillowed
to grab two-thirds of the huge buying
power of our natural industries and
thus so deluge our market with manu-
factured products as to blight the
growth of our own manufacturing in-
dustries? No other country gives the
United States a market of such mag-
nitude, no even free-trade Britain.
WEk~t is the secret of the United
St.tes’ power over the Canadian mar-
ket? Why does the King Government
continue to make the United States,
with which we have no commercial
treaty, the most favored nation, to
the great injury of Canada's own
progress?

—_————

I have no acquaintance with opera
bouffe, but I occasionally come in con«
tact with low comedians.—Winston
Churchill,

| FARKMERS

Requiring British help—Single men,
women or families, to assist with
farm work, shculd write Rev. Alex.
ViacGregor, 43 Victoria St., Toronto.
These people will be arriving after
March 15.

THE PROTECTIVE ASSOCIATION
of Canada
Esiasusnea 1807,
Assets puoy,iuY/.wv, surylus to
ygulicyaoluers over $15u,000.00,
Ak UNLX Xusmkux CAN-
dULAN CUMPANY issuing
Pickness and Accident insur-
ance to Memkers of vhe Ma-
#onic xraveriivy kxclusively.
A8cuws in all principal Ciues and towns

in Canada,
B, k. Gax SON, J. G. FULLER,
Pres. & Gen. Mgr. secy. Ass. MgT,

Head Office: GRANBY, Que.

SIMONDS CANADA SAW CO. LTD.
MONTREAL

VANCOUVER, ST. JOHN, N,B.. (M
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You can't -dye a dress—

no matter
real color.

That's the idea behind

be—without
iamond Dyes,

how careful you m

They are made to give you real service. They contain
from three to five times more aniline than other dyes on

the market.

Next time you want to dye, try Diamond Dyes. See how easy

it is to use them. Then compare results. Note the absence of that

re-dved look; of streaking, or spotting. See how soft, bright, new

loo}iiﬁg the colors are. Then observe how they keep their brilliance

through wear and washing. If you don't agrce Diamond Dyes are
better dyes, your dealer will refund your money,

The white package of Diamond

Dyes is the original “all-purpose”

dye for any and every kind of material. It will dye or tint silk, wool,
cotton, linen, rayon or any mixture of materials. The blue package
is a special dye, for silk or wool only. With it you can dye your
valuable articles of silk or wool with results equal to the finest pro-
fessional work. When you buy—remember this. The blue pack-
age dyes silk or wool only. The white package will dye every kind
of goods, including silk and wool.
Your dealer has both packages.
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