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of the use of the wrong method of
cleansing for that type of skin that is
subject to this disfiguring trouble.

The following Woodbury treat-
ment will keep such a skin free from
blackheads.

Apply hot cloths to the face until
the skin is reddened. Then with a
rough washcloth work up a heavy
lather of Woodbury’s Facial Soap
and rub it into the pores thoroughly
—always with an upward and out-
ward motion. Rinse with clear hot
water, then with cold—the colder
the better. If possible, rub your face for a
few minutes with a lump of ice. Dry the
skin carefully.

Do not expect to get the desired result by
using this treatment for a time and then
neglectingit. But make it a daily habit and
it will give you the clear, attractive skin

that the steady use of Woodbury's al-
ways brings.

To_remove blackheads already formed,
substitute a flesh brush for the washcloth in
the treatment above. Then, protect the
firigers with a handkerchief and press out
the blackheads. Thereafter, use the above
Woodbury treatment in your daily toilet.

A 25¢ cake of Woodbury's Facial Soap is
sufficient f or a month or six weeks of this
treatment. It is for sale at dealers every-
where throughout the United States and
Canada. .

Write today to the Woodbury For 4¢ we

| Canadian Factory for Samples will send @
cake large enough for a week's treatment. For
10c, samples of Woodbury's Facial Soap,
Facial Cream and Powder. Address The
Andrew Jergens Co., Ltd., 954 Sherbrooke
St., Perth, Ontario.

Made in Canada

Talk Correctly and You Will Think Correctly

Slipshod English promotes slipshod thought. Get into the habit
of careless use of words and you will soon be careless in thought. To
think correctly and talk correctly, to talk correctly and think cor-
rectly you will find :

A DESK BOOK OF ERRORS IN ENGLISH

a very serviceable little book. “Right to the point.” 12mo., cloth, 24

pages, $1, p.p.
UNIVERSITY BOOK COMPANY,

8 University Avenue

Toronto

the lady was and that she was dead.
I believe the constable would have ar-
rested me at once had it not been that
he knew me by name from my articles
in ‘The Day!’”

“Oh, he’s an intelligent man, but all
the same you could have scarcely been
surprised if he had arrested you.”

“As it is, I suppose I am ‘detained.’”

“Only until I hear from Miss Wil-
loughby—and I intend to motor to
St. Anton’s Avenue to-night to see
h‘er.’) ‘ \.J L W

“What, to-night!
be in bed!”

“I shall have to wake them up;
it’s too important a matter to stand
on any ceremony.” The superinten-
dent thought for a few seconds. “1
have no doubt that what you have
told me is the truth, but it must be
confirmed else you will remain ‘de-
tained” much longer. Still, to show
my confidence in yom, I'll take you
with - me to Colonel Willoughby’s
house.”

Max made no further protest, as he
saw Johnson’s mind was made up, but
he thought the line of action extraor-
dinary.

After some conversation with the
constable, Johnson stated that he was
going to Earl’s Court station at once
to look at the compartment, and that
in the meantime the surgeon must
make a report on the mature of the
wiound which had killed Miss Chase,
and omn the time when she had died.

“I wish you would let me come with
you, Mr. Johnson,” said Max eagerly.

“Yes, come along,” said Johnsomn.
“Tt may not be exactly regular, but in
the circumstances I see no objection.”

EFORE starting for the railway sta-
tion, however, Johmson, with the
surgeon and Dr. Wagstaff, went

into the room in which the body had
been placed; when he came back, his
face wore a harassed expression.

“Whatever the motive for the mur-
der may have been,’ he said to Max,
“it cerntainly was not robbery; there
are three or four rings on her fingers
that are very valuable, and there is a
string of pearls round her meck which
are real, unless I am greatly mistaken.
This is no sordid crime. I believe we
must be prepared for something very
unusual, something altogether out of
the course of ordinary crimes.”

“Yes; that is what I have been
thinking,” said Max. “There must be
some strange, perhaps some great
story behind it, but I confess I have
not @& glimmer of a notion what it can
be, unless—"’ Max paused, and looked
at the superintendent.

“Unless whait, Mr. Hamilton ?”

“I hardly like to say it, but the great
stories of the world have always be-
hind them the elemental things—Ilove,
passion, jealousy, hatred, revenge,”
Max replied thoughtfully, and paused.

“And you would say that Miss
Chase’s story, which has ended so dis-
astrously for her, belongs to this
class?”

“So it seems to me.”

Johnson nodded.

“There is just a chance that she
was murdered by some madman,” he
said; “such things have happened, you
know.” He mentioned a series of
murders, all committed by one mam,
evidently a lunatic, who had never
been caught. “But if the criminal was
not insgane, which is not a likely sup-
position, then I agree with you. Now,
let us go and see if the compantment
in which the body was found—your
compantment—can tell us anything.”

Johnson, accompanied by Max and
the constable, went toc Earl’s Court
station without further delay; the sta-
tion-master was awaiting them, and
immediately asked the constable, “Is
there any mews?’ He seemed to ex-
pect to hear some.

“None yet,” said Johnson laconi-
cally.

Traffic had now ceased on the line
for the night, and the whole train,
which had brought Max and the mur-
dered woman from St. Anton’s Park,
was brought up to the platform. The
compartment was unsealed, and John-
son made a systematic investigation,
but with the exception of the lady’s
handbag already referred to he found
nothing that bore in any way upon the
case.

But the bag itself contained more
than enough to reward him. For in it
was a telegram, that appeared ‘of the
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most vital importance; it had been dis-
patched from the telegraph office at
Charing Cross about five o’clock 0L
the previous afternoon; that is, on the
Saturday afternoon, for it was now be-
tween two and three o’clock on Sun-
day morning.

The message was “Hamstead Heath
station eleven.”

The superintendent showed the de-
spatch to Max, observing, “I should
not wonder if that was her death-wal
rant.”

Max turned to the station-master.

“What was it you said about the
train being about Hamstead Hewth_
station or Finchley Road at the time
of Miss Chase’s death?” he asked.

“Dr. Wagstaff told us,” replied the
official, “that she died shortly after
eleven o’clock, and I remarked that
the train would be near one or other
of these stations then.” _

“Yes,” said Johnson in a deep V0ic&
“that telegram brought her to her
death.”

CHAPTER 1IV.

The Birth of Love.
¢¢] URED her to her death, poor
thing!” cried the station-mas:
ter, with feeling. :

“I don't know aboui that—quite,
dryly said Superintendent Johmsol
who was engaged in going over the
few ‘other things which the handbag
contained—a gold chain-purse, hold
ing both gold and silver money, a SH
bunch. of keys, and a notebook.

Johnson counted the money caré
fully.

“Nearly six pounds,” he said %
Max. “Here is another proof that the
motive for the crime was not Do
bery.”

Max agreed with a nod.

Johnson glanced at the note-books
then handed the bag and its other
contents, except the telegram and the
keys, to the constable to take to tBe
police station. He spcke a few words
to the station-master, and he and Ma*
got into the taxi for St. Anton’s PaT'Kj
He was taciturn during the journey
which occupied perhaps a quarter ©
an hour.

Max, too, was silent. For the time
being his mind was full of this my®
terious tragedy, the murder of tl}-‘s
young and handsome woman, W
whom blind . chance, as some £00l8
term it, had associated him. He had
seen the telegram, and noted it Was
unsigned, a fact which at once SU8
gested that Sylvia must have knowo
who had sent it, for otherwise WO d
she have gone late, on a bitter winte’
night, to Hampstead Heath StatioD:
The telegram implied a considerabl®
degree of intimacy between her &b
the person who had dispatched it—50
much was clear. Who was this Pe¥
son? A man or a woman? He had 19
doubt it was the former, would a WO{
man have made such an appointme?
at such a, place and hour? It was DO
at all likely. Who then was thi®
man? 3

He pictured to himself her meetin8
this man at this staticn, and thought
of their going into that first-class com:
pantment, of the terrible deed that h
been done in the next few minutes, od
the murderer arranging her furs ao
perhaps her veil, so that no one cou”
see who she was, of his stepping oY
quietly, and as if nothing had haP”
pened, at the station before St. An_
ton’s Park that suited him best—proP
ably Willesden. He recalled that "t‘.hg
vindows of the carriages were Wb 1
with frost, and how improbable it W&~
that the dreadful act had been Wi
nessed by anyone; he remembelr’ ’
how empty the train was. Ever)"tmigf_
pointed to a a deliberate, .pmemew
tated crime. Again he came back 1d
the man who had done it; who co¥
he be that had such knowledge, Sufn_
power over Sylvia Chase, as 10 "
duce her to meet him, as had beel tuljld
case, and what in the world C€O%5
have been his motive for killing her’

Lost in fthese speculations, M ol
thought that the taxi reached ColoT
Willoughby’s house in St. AntoR”®
Avenue in an amazingly short i
He felt very uncomfortable about fh"'re
ing to arouse his friends, but theng‘
was no help for it. The bell was TWLZ
several times; at length the »C‘oloﬂel po:
head was dimly seen thrust out £r
a window of the second floor. s

“Who are you? What's the %
ter?” asked Colonel Willoughby




