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Improve
Your

English

THESE GREAT BOOKS POINT THE WAY FOR YOU TO
Advancement---Success---Prosperity

in Commercial and Professional Life

With the mighty advances which are being made in every branch of business and
professional life there has come a demand for a higher standard of intelligence—of
proficiency. The time is past when illiteracy or slipshod methods of speech and cor-
respondence are looked upon with tolerance. The man who can express himself with
force and clearness is the man who is in demand everywhere.

GET THESE SIX VITAL BOOKS

Aside from their great value in widening a man’s mental i i i
£ ) f 1 J perspective—putting him
in a position to appreciate and enjoy all the beauties of literatxfre—thesg six %ooks
have an intrinsic value far beyond their cost. They have put thousands of men and
women into the path that leads to increased business, promotion, and higher salary.
sT;l:gd arte th:dsuntplest, thewmpsc pra‘;tlcal, the best, for Business Managers, Corre-
ents vertisement riters, Stenographers, St it i
Speakers,:and e grap b ory Writers, Authors, Public
‘*Your course is rich and fine. You seem to have condensed the experi-
ence of years into a few sentences that a business man can use immediately,’’
ﬁyt!h:sve‘ ]l;’ \]?{Varren, Marshall Field & Co.’s Advertising Manager, in speaking
ooks.

WORTH THEIR WEIGHT IN GOLD, BUT THEY'RE YOURS FOR A TRIFLE

These six books include many chapters, covering such subjects as

Spelling Use of Words Verse Writing

Pronunciation Style and Diction Novel Writing

Word-Building Description Essay Writing

Gapitalization Advoriisement Writs Bew to Gy S
rtisemen ritin How

Punctuation How to Write a Storg gt B i

and
Letter Writing—All Kinds Character Study it L Aut.ho_rl
These books also show you the correct use of English in Short
Stories, Novels, Essays, Articles, Conversation, Speeches, Busi-
ness and Private Correspondence, Advertisements, Circulars,

Booklets, ete. NORMAN

Formerly Cost $25--Now Only $3--$1.00 Down,

50 Cents a Month - Inclosed find $1.00
g which send me

In typewritten form this course of study, as
now published in these six cloth-bound books,
was sold for $25.00. There are over 800 i
pages. 2

Sign and mail the Acceptance Card
with $1.00, and the set of books willg .-
be forwarded to you, carriage prepaid; .

will send you four

- until the price ($3.00) is paid.

Increase
Your
Income

RICHARDSON

12 E. Wellington St.
Toronto, Canada.

Sherwin
Cody’s six cloth-bound books,
‘““The Art of Speaking and
Writing the English Language.’’
further
monthly payments of 50 cents each,

50 ce?t' &hmont% for four months LY, MEe AR S 5 R e e
pays for them. his is the big-
gest 33_00 worth of books you Popt-OMeED . 1o s vevas it pvsdmmns sois oy
ever bought. .

PIOVIRCE 200 Ll oo v e {6 v e e & a¥s avin-bpla o
NORMAN RICHARDSON,
12 E.Wellington St.,Toronto TR < cwnnnnnbb ok onts B e Pieninie 9w

You always pick
a sure thing when

you ask for
Whyte & FRENCH BRANDY
Mackay’s
Bt Camus Freres
Scotch Whisky Proprietors

Connoisseurs recognize
this to be the most whole-
some and highest grade
brandy imported. It con-
tains all the properties of

lts quality is sure,
constant, and al-
ways satisfactory.

R. H. Howard :
& Co. the Finest French

Kasits Grapes.
TORONTO R. H. HOWARD & CO.

Agents, TORONTO

COURIER.

the contents and felt for his pouch.

“T met him walking with that girl,
Miss Leach, close to the Chase. He
had no hat on, his clothes were all
muddy and his hand was bound up in
a handkerchief. He looked awful and
she said he had had a fall.

In Tubby’s eyes had grown an ex-
pression of incredulous alarm and
horror, but his sister, occupied with
Ler own thoughts and feelings, was
unmindful of his.

“They were ahead of me when I
was bicycling along the road leading
to the common, and I saw him stop
and try to shake her arm off. He
wanted to break away from her, but
she wouldn’t let him. They stood
arguing for some minutes, and once
he got himself free and began to run,
but she caught him up and hung on
to him, and then he quieted down
and went along with her again. I
couldn’t understand it at all. When I
overtook them they were just plodding
along, saying nothing to each other. I
dismounted and asked if there was
anything the matter and if I could
help, but she said no, he would be all
right when she got him home. But—
pbut he didn’t seem quite—all there!”

She broke off, and Tubby, who had
been leaning forward, Ilistening in-

tently, repeated now: *‘All there!
What do you mean?”
“T mean”—=Sallie for once found

ready speech difficult—‘“he looked as
if he had had an awful shock. And—
and he didn’t know what he was say-
ing. He said something about being
late for parade.”

UBBY, whose uneasiness seemed
to culminate at this, rose and
walked to the window, filling and

refilling his pipe.

“Why don't you speak?” said Sallie,
with impatient vexation. “What do
you think can have happened? Why
was he with that girl at all? I don’t
like the look of it. Can’t you go along

and ask him and find out what's
wrong?”
Tubby, without looking round,

merely said, “No good! I was there
this morning—went to have a match
with Theo: we fixed it yesterday. The
butler said they were all-at home, but
were sorry not to be able to see
visitors—some family business.”

“How  extraordinary! What on
earth can it all be about?”

She was silent, thinking. Then she
sprang up and went across to the
window, her beautiful discontented
face flushed with a sudden inspira-
tion.

“Tubby,” she said, “it can’t—it
wouldn’t be—anything to do with this
horrible murder—this wretched girl,
who » She broke off aghast, for
Tubby with a violent gesture and a
voice that was quite different to his
usual drawl, turned on her and said:
“Good Lord! of course not. Don’t
talk such rot!”

And without another word, he step-
ped out on to the verandah and
strode away.

Sallie stood still, as if turned to
stone, her thoughts fraying the edge
of a circle, in the centre of which
Laurie, his blue eyes distraught, was
a dark figure against a lurid back-
ground. Laurie—who had told her his
leave was up the day before—still at
the Chase!

Laurie, his appearance and mind
equally disordered, wandering about
with this girl as his keeper!

Laurie, with the face of a Greek
Eros, and the heart—to herwards—of
a ‘Spartan soldier, losing his senses on
the very morning after this handsome
village girl had been done to death.
And the family too occupied to re-
ceive visitors, though they were all at
home! What did it mean?

Tubby, always so unmoved and
bored—rough and abrupt and angry!

Of course he was put out by Theo’s
refusal to see him after going there
by invitation. Sallie had suspected
an incipient love affair between the
two for some time.

But it did not account for his ex-
traordinary behaviour just now.

And, in a flash, she felt she had
solved the puzzle of Tubby’s strange-
ness. He had thought of this possible
connection between the Chase and the
murder, before she did, and he had
jumped to the very conclusion he had

so forcibly negatived. And as Laurie
was his friend and had possibly con-
fided in him, he might have more
ground to found his guess-work on
than she had. '‘Sallie was wholly un-
used to strong emotions of any kind,
and the agitation of these ideas,
coupled with a latent jealousy of
Fenella Leach, showed itself in a
gust of ungovernable rage.

The dark eyes, reminiscent of the
portrait of wayward ‘“Sal,” by Joshua
Reynolds, flashed stormily; the lips
drew themselves down at the corners,
and a frown disfigured the wide, low
brow, with its crown of reddish hair.
But the crude, commonplace sound of
the luncheon-gong recalled her to
ordinary domestic life and, after a
moment, she regained her careless
demeanour and went to the dining-
room.

Lord Brismain, punctual always to
o fault, was already seated in his
carved chair, with the curry and
Bombay ducks and split toast that
invariably formed part of his midday
meal.

“Where’'s Theodore?” he asked in a
voice that was refined but very cold
in its timbre.

“Coming, I think,” answered Sallie,
s she took her seat, and presently

‘Tubby lounged in, a little paler and

graver than his wont, but im-
perturbable once more.

They discussed the news in the
papers and local topics in a desultory
way, with long intervals of silence,
for each was preoccupied.

The lunch was nearly over when
Lord Brismain gave an order to the
parlormaid, to be conveyed to the
gardener, to which she replied that
he had gone away for an hour or two. =

“Gone away?” his Lordship queried.
“What for?”

The maid replied, with some slight =
hesitation, that he had been asked
for the loan of a large rake, to help
drag the canal, and had gone along
with it himself.

ORD BRISMAIN looked at her in =
lofty displeasure and asked her
what she was talking about.
The maid, a little nervous, stam-
mered that it was to do with the =
murder—they wanted to find the °
knife. :

And Sallie, to end the little incident =
which was rousing her father’s ir- =
ritation, hastily explained, but Lord |
Brismain, whose principle it was to =
put everything aside that did not con- p
duce to well-being and pleasantness, =
cut her short in the middle. 3

“I don’t desire to hear any details
of this sordid affair,” he said; “these
tragedies are very deplorable. Pray =
let us change the subject.” b

Tubby, who had again developed his -
abnormal impatience, got up at this =
moment, saying: “Yes, for God’s
sake let us cease harping on it,” and
strolled off to the window. .

“Have you finished, Theodore? =
asked Lord Brismain, with an ironical °
reflection, pouring himself out some
more hock. :

“Sorry, father!” Tubby returned

meekly to his place and sat out the:
next few minutes while his fathel
toyed with a biscuit, in silence, until:
the signal was given by the old man =
rising himself. 3
An ugly old man, with heavy feat
ures and build, but unmistakably well™
bred in spite of them. He looked
back as he reached the door and said:
“What is to-day—seventh or eighth? =
“Bighth,” answered Sallie. “Yester".
day was the seventh, I know.” 3
“Seventh day of the seventl
month,” Lord Brismain rejoine
meditatively, and went out, closit® =
the door after him. 3
Sallie looked at Tubby, and raised
her eyebrows. “Numbers again!” shé =
said. “I wonder what he is thinking. =
Tubby merely nodded, and escaped
by the window, vanishing into L
garden. Later, passing his father E
library, it occurred to him to look il
from a vantage point at the end 0
the verandah. Lord Brismain WAa% 8
seated at a table on which a sa'mﬂrll :
roulette board, the exact replica 9 =
the famous tables at Monte Carlo, ¥ =
gaged his absorbed attention. A
As he took the ball out of its groo¥s
and, putting it into the wheel, turnés
it rapidly, he muttered to himself;




