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WRIST WATCH e,‘-."—'
Fully jewelled
lever move-
ment, 3 years’
warranty Sil-

ver case. $90)

MASSIVE SICNET

Very\heavy
18 carat Gold Signet

Many $2

WATCY; Fully
jewelled accurately N
timed and adjusted, in bea
sell-closing Bracelet.

& Rubies

should

\.":‘:‘LG "‘««
coLD ceM ==~ BROGCH.

Charming design. Set with lustrous
Pearls and Amethyst.  © $8.50

card will bring
ars has' been

Diamonds

be ordered at
once. Hundreds
of suggestions in
the FREE BOOK*

AMAZING
TESTIMONY.

Discove, Bruton,

-Somerset, 3/2/1919.
To H. Samuel, ~

Dear Sir, _

“ | have had one of your
Watches for 20 years and
although it has
badly
battered it has been a
splendid timekeeper the
whole of the time.’*
(Signed), P. W. BRAKE. richly chasec

aten about and

ou post fre? a remarkable b(}ok tgat for over
e € means of saving money for thousand

) ted buyers by post. Wnteto-dayto}ils L e O
-“The Western Home Monthly,” Winnipeg, for this

) FREE BOOK OF WORLD-WIDE RE

it will be posted to you by return. Get your copy at

once. It contains over 3,000 astounding bargains
in Diamond Jeweiler., Watches, etc. Only by

. dealing direct with the largest firm of the
kind in the Empire can you secure such
amazing advantage of price anc quality

and H. Samuel’s offer of next to__{

\FAGTORY PRIGE

$22Q50 may save you pounds.

Mail your order at

53, Market ~
Street,Man«
S O chester.
Diamond

Cross-over $48.m $9.°o

Set with - arls (&
. Peridots.Char-

Diamond

Q/‘ “\\\_) ' Cluster,t $96.00 -
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been

Pearl centre,

utifo ly finished Gold, sation baiance,

§ years' warranty. 5years’ warranty.Silver case, $1 2

LEVER.
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oncetoH.Samuel,

Superb lustrous

Send a Post Card for the Free Book To-day
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53, Market St., MANGHESTER, E
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Continued from October

HAD been to town one day

this spring and was returning

home as evening was drawing

on, pretty tired and feeling

the cold wind. Half a mile
from home, as I passed Mike’s place, I
saw him hurrying down to meet me.

“Anything new in town?” he said, as
he came at earshot, in ‘a quite excited
way.

“No,” I said, “I did not hear a single
thing that could be called news to-day.”

“No battles, or riots or murders?” he
asked. '

“Not that I heard of. Why?”

“Well there is something new here,”
he said. “A naked man came here out
of the bush. He says he is being pursued
as a spy by returned sgldiers, and if they
catch him they’ll kill him.” -

“He’s crazy,” I replied.

“That’s what I think,” said Mike.
“Spells. But we wonder something might
have happened. Sometimes I think he
might have done something and got away
and hid his prison clothes, and be” put-
ting this on. . I take him in. I lose half
a day, I cannot leave him with my wife
and children.”

I must here explain. There was some
sort -of riot il Winnipeg last winter, and
it happened that a most substantial
citizen of the mnearest foreign town had
been set upon and beaten and robbed of
his money, fortunately only some $26.
He had been bundled off to the hospital,
and it had been quite some time before
he was even listened to.  Eventually he
managed to communicate by long dis-
tance, and ask for money, of which he
had abundance.” Naturally he was asked
what had happened. He just reached the
word “riot” when the ’phone was shut
off. Nor was he permitted to communi-
cate with his home again. This was very
stupid, because what he was not allowed
to say made a story a thousand times
worse than anything he could have in-
vented. For 50 miles around terror and
anxiety spread: Many were secretly
preparing to pack up and go. “0” said
one of them to me, “Do you mever feel
a longing for your own country, a place
where you will not feel a stranger.”

I turned my horse into’ Mike’s yard.
and said I would have a look at the wan-
derer.

“He was huddled in the wvec under
blankets and robes. A very strained and
anxious looking. individual he looked
indeed. He spoke cultivated English.
His story was a highly remarkable one
and slightly incoherent. What I made
out of it was this. He was a school
teacher, and had been in Winnipeg at
the teachers] convention. He had been
on the train returning with his friend,
Mr. B ski, also a school teacher, and
they were talking over their schools when
he saw a man, who had been listening
from behind, point him out to a lot of
returned sgldiers in the car as a spy.
His tone was anguished with herror at
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the thought of his being taken:for a 5DY.
If his condition had not been so tragi.al
I would have burst eut laughing. iie
?en heard much loud talking, “many

oss words,” and the breath of the
soldiers was heavy with whisky. How
potent is truth. Here was & small frag-

.ment of objective reality. He saw that

he was going to be killed so he unob-
trusively got off the train, leaving soine
$60 worth of purchases behind him. He
took refuge with a farmer some distance
from the line and worked with him g
day or two, but a stranger came and
|pointed out to the farmer that he was
a, dangerous spy and must be killed.
Quite naturally he left that locality at
once.

He boarded another train, and there
were the returned soldiers’again, seeking
his life. He shammed sick, and went out
on the car platform, but the conductor
drove him in, so he finally barricaded
himself in the lavatory and journeyed
with returned soldiers banging at the
door at intervals—seeking his blood of
course.

When the train began to slow down
for the town, where he personally knew
the mayor and some well-known citizens,
he slung his boots round his neck and
escaped through the lavatory window.
How he performed this acrobatic feat
I know not. I never tried to leave a
train by that route. I should not have
thought it possible.

I asked him why, if he knew the
mayor and other responsible citizens, he
did not go to them for protection. He
said he was doing so, but as he neared
the .depot, he saw it was crowded with
returned®soldiers, so he took to his heels
and ran.

Some trip he had made, 15 miles,
across the roughest kind of bush, and
across three rivers. At the first river
he came to the returned soldiers were.
very close behind him, so he stripped off
his clotkes and-swam for it. Having
crossed he kept on going. He first
appeared in this Adamic simplicity of
costume to a' farmer’s wife, whom he
scared into fits. She gave him, however,
an old pair of overalls and a chunk of
bread. He was' in dire need of both,
especially the overalls. This, of course,
I discovered afterwards. The wander-
ings of this Ukranian Odysseus ceased
at Mike’s farm where he now was.

Mike and I went outside, and walked
over towards his brother, who was bring-
ing in the horses.

“Mike,” I said: “The man is bugs.”

“I think so, spells, yet sometimes he
might be putting it on,” he said.

“This is no case for us,” I went on.
“We cannot take the responsibility. We
must hand him over to King George.”

“What do you mean, King George?
I would not want to see him go to
prison,” he said.

“He won’t go to prison,” I said. “Don’t
you know that that' is what we first
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