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One Good Way to

Prepare Macaroni

EGGS WITH MACARONI

Boil 2 ounces Catelli’s Milk Macaroni for
10 minutes, then drain. Acd 1 pint milk,
and let simmer for 15 minutes, Next
mix with a slightly beaten ecg or two,
put all in agreased pie-cish, rrate a little
nutmeg over the top, and bake for half
an hour.

Have it for dinner to-morrow. Easy to
make — appetizing — satisfying —
wonderfully nutritious—and costs less
than half as much as meat.

““The Girl at Catelli’s’’. A new recipe
book—{ree—Write

THE C. H. CATELLI CO., LIMITED,
MONTREAL.

Never was such a time in Canadian
history as now. So many, Boys are
finding out that they are uszefur and
can earn money. More 1t it.than ever.

Boys have an earning power that
helps. Nickels and dimes are impor-
tant in the boy’s bank, or the family
finances. ;

To the Boy who wants to get ahead
we give a grand opportunity to start -«
by selling Canadian Courier at 5 cents
per copy. Try it. You will be sur-
prised how easy. 1 can help you—tell
you how. Write me.

Sales Manager
~ CANADIAN COURIER

Toronto _

ASSIMILATIVE
MEMORY ;

OR HOW TO ATTEND
AND NEVER FORGET
-

By Prof. A. Loisette

The complete Memory System.
Its aim is to increase the power
of memory in much the same
proportion as the power of the
eye for vision is increased by
means of the microscope and
telescope. 12mo cloth, 170 p.p.
Price $3.00 post-paid.

“] have no hesitation in-com-
mending Professor Loisette’s
system to all who are in earn-
est in wishing to train their
memories - effectively.”—Richard
A. Proctor, the Eminent As-
tronomer.

UNIVERSITY BOOK
COMPANY

8 University Avenue, Toronto.
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had been hanging vaguely over him-
self ever since Warden’s murder was
peing fulfilled. But it was not San-
toine himself that was being attack-
ed: it was something Santoine po3-
sessed. There was omly one sort of
valuable article for which one might
enter that room below. And those
articles—

The blind man clenched his jaw
and pressed the bells to call all the
men-servants in the house and Avery
also. But still he got no response.

ASHOT in the room below meant
that in addition to the intruder
there must be a defender; the
defendler might have been the one
who fired or the one who was Kkilled.
For it seemed likely, in the complete
silence now, that whoever had fired
had disposed of his adversary and
was undisturbed. At that moment
the second shot—the first fired at
Eaton—rang out below; Baton’s re-
turn fire followed nearly simultane-
ously, and then the shot of the third
man. These explosions and the next
three the blind man in bed above was
able to distinguish; there were three
men, at least, in the room below firing
at each other; then, as the automatic
revolvers roared on, he no longer
could separate attack and reply;
there might be three men, there might
be half a dozen; the fusillade of the
automatics overlapped; it was inces-
sant. Then all at once the firing stop-
ped; there was no sound or move-
ment of any sort; everything seemed
absolutely still below.

The blind man pressed and pressed
the buttons on his bellboard.- Any
further alarm, after the firing below,
seemed superfluous. But his wing of
the house had been built for him proof
against sound in the main portion of
the building: the house, therefore, was
deadened to noise within the wing.
Santoine, accustomed to considering
the manner it which sounds came to
himself , knew how these sounds
would come to others. Coming from
the open windows of the wing and
entering the open windows of the
other parts of the house, they would
not appear to the household to come
from within the house at all; they
would appear to come from some part
of the grounds or from the beach.

Yet some one or more than one
from his house must be below or have
been there. Santoine pressed all the
bells again and then got up. He had
heard absolutely no sound outside, as
must be made by any one escaping
from the room below; but the battle
geemed over. One side must have de-
stroyed the other. From the char-
acter of the fighting, it was most
probable that some one had secretly
entered the room-—Santoine thought
of that one definitely now as the man
he was entertaining as Faton; a
servant, or some one else from the
house, had surprised him in the room
and was shot; other servants, roused
bv the alarm, rushed in and were
shot. Santoine counted that, if his
gervants had. survived, one of them
must be coming to tell him what had
happened.  Bnt there was 1no noise
now nor any movement at all below.
Tis side had been beaten, or both
gides had ceased to evist. ‘Those
alternatives alone occurred to the
blind man: the number of shots fired
within the confines of the room below
precluded any other explanation. He
did not imagine the fact tnat the bat-
tle had been fonght in the dark; him-
self perpetually in the dark, he thought
of nthers alwavs in the light.~ i

"The blind man stood barefooted on
the floor, his hands clasping in one
of the bitterest moments of his rebel-
lion against, and dofiance of. his help-
lessness of blindness. Below him—as
he believed—his servants had been
sacrificing life for him; there in that
room he held in trust that which af-
fected the security, the faith, the
homor of others; his guarding that
trust involved his honor no less. And
particularly, now, he knew he was
bound, at whatever cost, to act; for
he did not doubt now but that his
half-prisoned guest, whom Santoine
had not sufficiently guarded, was at
the bottom of
man ‘believed, therefore, that it was
because of his own retention here of

the attack. The blind .

Eaton that the attack had been made,
his servants had been killed, the
private secrets of his associates were
in danger. Santeine crossed to the
door of the hall and opened it and
called. No one answered immediate-
ly;: he started to call again; then he
checked himself and shut the door,
and opened that to the top of the
stairs descending to his study below.

The smoke and fumes of the firing
rushed into his face; it half choked
him; but it decided him. He was go-
ing to go down. Undoubtedly there
was danger below; but that was only
why he did not call again at the other
door for some one else to run a risk
for him. Basil Santoine, always held
back and always watched and oblig-
ed to submit to guard even of women
in petty matters because of his blind-
ness, held one thing dearer far than
life—and that thimg was the trust
which other men reposed in him.
Since it was that trust which was
threatened, the impulse now, in that
danger, to act for himself and not be
protected and pushed back by any one

 who merely could see, controlled him.

He put his hand on the rail and
started to descend the stairs. He
was almost steady in step and he had
firm grasp on the rail; he noticed
that now to wonder at it. When he
had aroused at the sound of firing,
his blindness, as always when some-
thing wasg happening about him, was
obtruded upon him. He felt helpless
because he was blind, not because he
had been injured. He had forgotten
entirely that for almost two weeks

he had not stirred from bed; he had .

risen and stood and walked, without
staggering, to the door and to the top
of the stairs before, now, he re-
membered. So what he already had
done showed him that he had merely
again to put his injuries from his
mind and he could go on. He went
down the stairs almost steadily.
_There was still no sound or any
evidence of any one below. The
gases of the firing were clearing
away; the blind man could feel the
slight breeze which came in through
the windows of his bedroom and went
with him down the stairs; and now,
as he reached the lower steps, there
was no other sound in the room but
the tread of the blind man’s bare feet
on the stairs. This sound was slight,
but enocugh to attract attention in the
gilence there. Santoine halted on the
next to the last step—the blind count
stairs, and he had gone down twenty-
one—and realized fully his futility;
but now he wounld not retreat or
merely call for help.

“Who is here?”’ he asked distinetly.
#Is any one here? Who is here?”

O one answered. And Santoine

knew by the sense which let him

feel whether it was night or day,
that the room was really dark—dark
for others as well as for himself; the
lights were not burning. So an ex-
altation, a sense of physical capa-
bility, came to Santoine; in the dark
he was as fit, as capable as any other
man—not more capable, for, though

he was familiar with the room, the

furniture had been moved in the
struggle; he had heard the overturn-
ing of the chairs, .
Santoine stepped down on the floor,
and in his uncertainty as to the posi-
tion of the furniture, felt along the
wall. There were bookcases there,
but he felt and passed along them
gwiftly, until he came to the case
which concealed the safe at the left
gside of the doors. The books were
gone from that case; his bare toes
struck against them where they had
been thrown down on the floor. The
blind man, his pulse beating tumultu-
ocusly, put his hand through the case
and felt the panel behind. That was
slid back exposing the safe; and the
door of the safe stood open. San-
toine’s hands felt within the safe

‘swiftly. The safe was empty.

He recoiled from it, choking back
an ejaculation. The entry of this
room had been made for the purpose
which he supposed; and the thieves
must have succeeded in their errand,
The blind man, in his uselessness for
pursuit, could delay calling others to
act for him no longer. He started to-
ward the bell, when some scrape on

-

the floor—not of the sort to be ae
counted for by an object moved by
thg wind—sounded behind him. San-
toine swung toward the sound and
gt‘ood listening again; and them, grop-
ing with his hands stretched out be-
fore him, he left the wall and step-
ped tbdward the center of the room.
He took two steps—three, four—with
no result; then his foot trod into some
fluid, thick and sticky and not cold.

'S,a.n,toine stooped and put a finger
tip into the fluid and brought it near
his nose. It was what he supposed it
anust be—blood. He raised his foot
and with his great toe traced the
course of the blood; it led to one side,
and then the blind man’s toe touched
some hard, metal object which was
warm. He stooped and picked it up
and felt over it with his fingers. It
was an electric torch with the light
turned on. Santoine stood holding it
with the warm end—the lighted end
~—turned away from him; he swiftly
gwitched it off; what put Santoine at
a disadvantage with other men was
light. But since there had been this
light, there might he others; there
had been at least three men, perhaps,
therefore, three lights. Santoine’s
senses could not perceive light so dim
and soft; he stood trying fruitlessly
to determine whether there were
other lights.

He could hear now some one breath-
ing—more than ome person. From
the house, still shut off by its double-
sound-proof doors, he could hear
nothing; but some one outside the
house was hurrying up to the open
window at the south end of the room.

HAT one came to, or just inside the
window, parting the curtains. He
was breathing hard from exertion

or from excitement.

“Who is it?” Santoine challenged
clearly.

“Basil!” Blatchford’s voice ex-
claimed his recogmition in amazement.
“Basil; that is you! What are you
doing down here?” Blatchford started
forward.

“Wait!” Santoine ordered sharply.
“Don’t come any further; stand
there!”

Blatchford protested but obeyed.
“What is it? What are you doing.
down here, Basil? What is the matter
here? What has happened?”’

“What brought you here?” San-
toine demanded instead of reply.
“You were running outside; why?"

What was out there?
see?”’ :

“See? 1 didm’t see anything—ex-
cept the window here open when I
came up. But I heard shots, Basil. I
thought they were toward the road. I
went out there; but I found nothing.
1 was coming back when I saw the
window open. I'm sure I heard shots.”

“They were here,” Santoine said.
“But you can see; and you just heard
the shots. You didn’t see anything!”
the blind man accused. “You didn’t
see any one going away from here!”

“Bagil, what has happened here?”

Santoine felt again the stickiness
at his feet. “Three or four persons
fought in this room, Wallace. Some
—or one was hurt. There’s blood on
the floor., There are two here I can
hear breathing; I suppose they’re
hurt. Probably the rest are gone.
The room’s all dark, isn’t it? That is
you moving about now, ‘Wallace?”

UYes'l’ 1

What did you

“What are you doing?”’

“Loooking for the light.”

HDon’t-!’ a1

“Why, Basil?” ) 3

“Get help first. I think those who
aren’t hurt are gone. They must be
gone. But—get help first, ‘Wallace.”

“And -‘leave you here?” Blatch-
ford rejoined.
again; the blind man heard his
cousin still moving along the wall
The electric switch clicked;, and San-
foine knew that the room was flooded
with light. Santoine straightened,
strained, turning his head a little bet-
ter to listen. With the flashing on of
the light, he heard the sharp, in-
voluntary start of 'Blatchford as he
saw the room; and, besides that, San-
toine heard movement now elsewhere
in the room. Then the blind man
heard his friend’s cry. “Good God!”

It was not, Santoine instanily

He had not halted, _



