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Moonstone Lighting, and a
Woman’s Beauty

Moonstone globes and dishes diffuse and mellow the electric
light, adding to everything a new quality of charm.

They are decorated to match wall-papers and draperies—
an important consideration when all the world is reaching
after things harmonious, symphonic.

It is the modern way of lighting a house—infinitely more
beautiful than the old, and cheaper. MOON TONE glass
so multiplies the light that it is not necessary to use so
many high-power lamps.

No. 6024. Semi-Indirect Unit

Write for our

MOONSTONE BULLETIN No. 1

and at the same time give us the dimensions of your rooms
and passageways. Our engineering department will advise
you how to proceed, and at no cost to you.

Made in Canada.

Jefferson Glass Company, Limited

388 Carlaw Avenue, Toronto

Nobody Here!
Guess [l help Myself'!

Redleggd
TOASTED

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS MENTION “THE CANADIAN COURIER.”

“Eh, what’s that?” demanded Mr.
Pridham.,

“There’s no sign of the weapon, sir,
but she was lying so close to the canal
it might have been thrown in there.
They’re dragging it now, sir.”

“Dragging it, are they? Might have
had the decency to come to me about
it considering it’s nearly mine.  §
must look into this.”

Mr. Pridham rose, leaving his break-
fast untasted, and went to the door,
telling Hoskins to order the car
round at once.

“Why don’t you walk there?” said
his wife, who approved of no one’s
initiative but her own.

“Because I'm going to the Urban
Council first,” he replied briefly, and
departed.

Hoskins re-appeared in another min-
ute, looking exceedingly perturbed.

“If you please, ma’am,” he said,
“Mrs. Marsh wishes to speak to you.”

“Presently,” answered Mrs. Prid-
ham. “I can’t attend to housekeeping
now.”

“She says it’s very pressing, ma’am,
or she wouldn’t disturb you. She
thinks you ought to nnow at once.”

The two girls, Fenella and Theo,
stole a look at one aaother. Fenella
was wrestling with an inclination to
faint again,

“Very well,” Mrs. Pridham said, and
the housekeeper came in, apologetic
but important.

Her glance fell on Fenella, and she
said, dramatically—*“I think it would
be as well for me to speak to you
alone, ma’am.”

13 HAT is it all about?” demanded
Mrs. Pridham irritably. “I
haven’t finished my breakfast,

Marsh.”

“I'm sorry, ma’am, but—it’s
ward before the young ladies.”

“Well come in here then.” And
Mrs. Pridham crossed to a conserva-
tory, which opened out from the
vreakfast-room.

The housekeeper followed and Fen-
ella put her hands up to her face to
still the trembling of her lips. “Theo,”
she whispered. “I wonder what!”

The murmur of voices in the next
room went on for some moments and
then Mrs. Pridham returned, flustered,
indignant, hectoring.

“I have just heard something very
:npleasant,” she said. “It appears,
Miss Leacn, that you went downstairs
last night and were overheard speak-
ing to some man in the hall, and that
you let him out at the side-door, and
polted it after him. What does this
mean?”’

Fenella’s courage had returned. The
instinctive sense of Laurie’s danger
was a powerful stimulant to her.

“Who says this of me, Mrs. Prid-
ham?” she asked quietly, though the
neavy throbs of her heart ‘made her
mouth dry and her voice difficult to
control.

awk-

~Mavis, +the kitchen-maid, heard
a noise and went down the back
stairs to see what it was. She

thought the house might be on fire.
She saw you pass across the inner
hall and she watched. She -ays she
distinctly heard a man whispering and
she saw two figures in the moonlight
cross the little passage to the side
door. Then she crept nearer and
saw you lock it and go upstairs. And
now Jessie says that Theo was in your
room this morning instead of her own
and that you both seemed very queer
and you fainted when she spoke of
the murder.”

“What is all this, mother?” Agnes
entering had heard the last sentence
and, seeing that her mother’s wrath
was directed against Fenella, moved
towards her.

Mrs. Pridham waved the interrup-
tion aside.

“Did you or did you not go down-
stairs, Miss Leach?” she said.

Fenella was silent for a moment,
thinking deeply. Agnes slipped her
hand inside Fenella’s arm and pressed
it reassuringly.

“Yes,” answered Fenella, “I did,
Mrs. Pridham.”

“You confess it! And you admit-
ted a man by the side door?”

“NO."

“No? I should advise you strongly
to speak the truth, Miss Leach.”

Again Agnes pressed her arm kind-
ly. “Fenella will speak the truth, of

course, mocher,” she said gently. “We
can trust ner o do tnat.™

“wwaat dig you go aown for?”’ asked
Mrs. rridoam 1nsistently.

“What did Mavis go down for¥§
broke 1n 'L'neo. “Fenella probably
heard the same noise and went dowd
tor the same reason.” i

‘“rhat will do, Theo. I will deal
with you afterwards,” Mrs. Pridoamn
said, as ‘I'neo rebelliously tossed her
head.

“1 would rather not explain, Mr$
Pridham,” said Fenella. “I went doWnJ
for no harm and if it annoys you, I'm
sorry.”

“Annoys me! Good gracious,” Mrs:
Pridham said, “you speak as if it was§
a trivial incident. Don’t you underf
stand what the servants are all saying
and thinking?”

“No. Please tell me.”

“You heard what Hoskins said
about this murder—and you think 1
o_t no consequence - that at the very
time it must have been committed, 0f
soon after, you were having a clandes]
tine interview with some man in the
hall?”

“I have not said that that was true.

“No, but you have not denied it
Why, it is all over the village by this
time. Mrs. Marsh said that the baks
er’s boy heard every word that was
said while he was waiting for orders-"t,

The telephone bell rang sharply iB!
the hall at this moment and Mrs. Prid®
ham clasped her hands in angry dé
spair. “Go and see what it is, Theo,
she commanded, and as soon as Thel
obeyed, she turned to Fenella.
must insist on a full explanation fro®
you at once. ~We do not want to be
mixed up in any scandal and it seems
to me that your conduct has been U
pardonable, whatever your motives
may have been. I am reluctant to bé
lieve the worst of you——" She broké
off; for Theo had entered hurriedly and
wad run to Fenella, round whom she
put her arms.

“Don’t be frightened, Fen,” she
said. “It will all come right, I at
sure, but—but someone is coming heré
to—to see you.”

“To see me?”’” Fenella’s lips formed
rather than said the words.

“My poor dear,” said Theo, dist®
garding her mother’s imperious @€ °
mand for an explanation, “the tel¢
phone message was from father. H
told me that they are sending somé
one here, and he said we were to keé
you here—not to let you go out of out
sight.”

e At

A DEAD silence ' reigned in th°
room, while Fenella stood st
ing rigidly into space. Even MI#
Pridham’s volubility was stopped for
the time being. {

She was the first to recover B¢
voice. “Good heavens!” she 8 b
“what does it all mean? Did YO
know this poor girl—this Liz Ba¥

ton ?”

“No—I never heard of her.” Felt
ella spoke in a level toneless voicé g
“Who was it you met in the nall?
If you don’t tell us we can’t possib,;
help you, and I’'m not sure we ought ™

help you.” i

“Mother, don’t—please  don’t:
pleaded Theo. “Fenella is quite %
nocent. Whatever she did, it Wﬁ‘

nothing wrong; I can swear to thab:
“Why were you with her last night
asked Mrs. Pridham. ,
“I was nervous—that was all. 'l
stayed talking to her till rather Jatf
and funked going back to my rod*s
so I asked her to let me stop. i
can we do about this man comill
mother?  Can’t father stop hilt®
can’t he protect Fen in some way? .4
“Of course not. Don’t be so Chil&;
ish, Theo. Your father as a m ﬁ
trate cannot possibly impede the &%
in any way. If Miss Leach d"mj
strange and underhand things wh’a;;;
she refuses to explain, she must expe’
trouble.  She has brought it on B¢
self.” . ,,!ﬁ
“If I were you, Fen,” Agnes S5
gently, “I should tell everything/til
whole truth. No good ever o
from hiding it.” o
“She will have to tell it soonef e
later,” Mrs. Pridham continued wit!
acerbity, ‘“and, whatever her reaﬁ,ﬁ,
is, it won’t do her any good to ;
concealed it.” 48
Fenella smiled faintly. W
Even in the plight she found hers®
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