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A t'estdox Alarm

He Fathers Punctuality
AFPROUD godfather 'sfkiàdly Big Ben,, wben baby

first peeps at the, world. He
shares the joy of mother and dad
--and their new duties, Mo.

He lends two willing hands for
molding itde lives. He helps
make better men for FatherTime.

From the wec small lîours of in-,

L.a Salle. Ill., U. S. A.

fancy till twilight of old age, Big Ben is
truc to is trust. He 's afaithful friend
tbrough life.

Big Ben of Westclox is resyected
by ail-sentinel of time throughout the
world. He's loyal, dependable and
bis ring is true-ten haIfbminute cails
or steadily for five minutes.

Big Ben is six ormes factory tested.
At your dealer's, S3.50. Sent prepaid on
receipt of price if your dealer doesnt
stock him.

Western Clock Co. Makers of Westclox

«,Suppose I ain arrest,. You cannot di-
vorce me, and I eau make everything
like 'bell for you when I return."

"She lung to Coggs, trembling.
'If there ia a warrant for you, you

will b.e arrested," aaid hie comforting the
girl with hie strong lîand. There was no
trace of emotion; hie might have been
a professor eluidating a pet thesis. "No
inan who is known -to the police cau
hope to escape. Abd if you are arrested
you will be sent to prison." 1

Again a vague f ear of a danger he
could not foresee thrilled the Italian.
This man apoke with sucb assurance.
He spoke like one so certain of the out-
corne of thia adventure that hie could
affoffi to play with the othèr. 5

"You desire to escape fromn England ?"

Mr. Cogge looked down at the girl rned-
itatively. "My dear," hie aaid, "would
you face a court of law to rid yourself
of this man for ever?"1

III would face anything," she said, in
a low*tOfOân e.Vtin

" If itat a certain hml*in
thoughi thank God! no ahame T"

She nodded.
"Go!" lhe aaid.
"But-" spluttered Festine.

a sensational atory into a cornronplaceitem of newa.
A maid brought a card; ahe read it,

and flew down the stairs to meet a gruif
man who had just emerged triumph.
antly from a passage at arma with a
cabman, and was atili chuckling to him-
self, thouigh lie had paid more thun bisi
fare in the end.

"Well T"
I'v'e kept it out of the London

papers," he Maid, "but I cannot influene
the American press. Now it down, 1
have a plan."-I

She seated herseif on a aettee, and lie
drew up a chair to face her.

"Ciceley" he said, "I arnn old mnan-
oh, yes, I am. If you doubt me, I will
tell you that I arn three years older
than your dear mother. Yet-"

"Yet I arn going to ask you to marry
Me-W'ait! In ten yeara' time you will
stili be littie more than a girl; in ten
yeara' time I shail have gone the way of
ail flesh."

"«Oh, no," she protested.
"lWell, in twenty years' time," he ad-

mitted grudgingly. "I want you to bear
mý name; that the aneera of people-
and there must have been people who

This remarkable group, photographed on the front in France, shows several of the mightiest
men of Great Britain and France. In the group are, from left to right: Albert Thomas,
French Minister of Munitions; General Sir Douglas Haig, Commande r-in- Chief oi the
British forces dierating in France, and Marshal Joffre, hero of the Marne; and Lloyd
George, the British premiçr, who is the directing genius of the British Empire in the
world war. G encrai Haig is shown telling Lloyd George of the progress of the war, and

from the expression on bis face and bis gesture, it can be gained that he is speaking most
optimistically. Marshal Joffre is ready to affirm any of the British general's assertions, for
Joffre is, perhaps. better acquainted than any of th e French and British officers, with the

strategic moves planned and being chrried out at the present moment.

«'Go! You will not escape. Do you
not remember meT"

Festine scrutinîzed the mnan before
him with narrowed eyes; then lie stepped
back, his face livid.

"Yes, my lord!" hie breat0ed.
The other -nodded.
1I neyer forget a bigamist 1 have sen-

tenced," said Mr. Justice Grilby quietly.
"I think you had better go."

And Festine walked up the iih into
the arma of tîvo detectives who had
arrived that m1orning.

The girl sat in the littie drawing-room
of lier bouse in Mayfair. hInan agony
of apprehiension she liad searcbied the

colunn of the evening papers for lier
evidence, but the London reporters had

sbown considerable reticence, or perbiaps
it ivas tliat'very~ frank letter whielb a

judge of the appeal court bad addressed

to the editors wvbîel liad had the effect

of turning w-bat migit easily have been

sneered at your marriage and will be
jubilant now-may bie strangled at their
birth. I ask,-" his voice sank-"nothing
more than tbat- that you share My
nanie."

Shie. bad risejx at his firat words, and
walked to thé~ fireplace. She kept hier

fac erted f romn him; lie saw only the
curve of ler neck as she rested her head
agramtst the hand that clasped the manl-
t elboard.

"I cannot accept the sacrifice," she
said in so low a voice that hie CoUld
scarcelv biear lier. "-It would be unfair
to bear vour naie, to take all and to
give iotiing--unfair to you-and tO

She came to bim and put her armas
about bis neck, and in that 'moment it
seemed thiat thirty years of life fpl
away front bim.

And the girl wlio was destined to bie
the wife of a Lord Chief Justice of Eng-
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