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'S departure, and

ter

fml_\ggn(}n"lls tapped his knee with his
Btis ﬁngeIL rose with an air of ponder-
it g S5 1t§’, drained his glass and set
“,(\’“n with neat precision.
did;l'[ﬂ?,od of light!” he remarked. “I
s ao far wrong in pressing you
o 1at smack in the face, Mr.
Sver (??ze, though you were so huffy
minel o You have been what I call a
Work Of information which ought to
aven}ip into a very pretty case. You
the o ffa notion, I suppose, of what
u“d:rlfgh was that they were handling
P e rose?”
C()nlr\»irby a guess. It might have been
sn\u:r:l-and of war that Pengarvan was
i ing out to one of those petty-
Di;: g states that are always scrap-
jus;yrorblt- may have been that he was
Or(‘“m‘" meg the ﬁ}'m by taking out
e hf"} me.rchandlse and raking in
© freight himself.”
gatZ:iplll’ that will have to be investi-
on his ater,” said Mr. Grylls, putting
- v(" ,Chgese-cutter cap. “I'm obliged
o U, sir, and T'll keep you posted
anything turns up. No, don’t trouble
givit;lomi down. T’ll slip out without
¢ an§ he gentlemen in the bar a
fant aeé :0_ pump me. I’'m such an in-
anoth his sort of work that if I had
OLler glass I might give some of
13 QWay.n
wﬁugaai{the Superintendent made his
flectio ¢k to his office his unspoken re-
tha 1 ns had nothing in common with
@ babbling of an infant.
i ?:[aa;‘ster Y,Vilson knows more than
= told,” he said to himselfl. “He
oh e by the nose right up to Lance
. };ga-rvan, and stopped short as soon
cione had planted his seed of suspi-
or o Now that’s a generous attitude
Nho ’ﬁYOn»e to take up towards a man
hanal as handled you as he has becn
Stran ed. Generosity isn’t Wilson’s
1 %hpolnt. It’s a bit of a conundrum.”
Hivo . © astute police-officer could
. Waeen his late host at that moment
to tha(,)tu'ld not have found the answer
confir conun‘dru.m, but he would have
gleay med his opinion that Wilson Pol-
For 1‘1e knew more than he had told.
Rt ‘D in his tawdry room at the third-
and g’ot?} the new chief of “Polgleaze
B h: on” was cuddling the stiff dram
* had poured for himself on his visit-
Words i was chuckling
hoar,;' meaningless tQ any chance
wn.,!qr’ but from which Mr. Grylls
ap have extracted a juicy kernel.
Sins ve fed that old fool up with the
mv"ﬂand S”tu.ll got the trump card up
Willi eeve,” he was muttering. “We
et the kettle simmer a while, Miss

llda Carlyon, before we set it on to

bOil,"

CHAPTER XI.
Left Behind.

Ol\ the summit of the headland that
sheltered St. Runan’s Bay to the
Yery ga.stward there stood, at the
Somai rink of the cliff, the crumbling
ichns of four stout stone walls,
i _year_after year were being bat-
Sy into Ilttl.e more than a shapeless
i The ruin, the roof of which had
urh vi;fo fallen in, had once been the
or sh ence t‘hg “huer” had watched
t ei; oals of pilchard so as to signal
Whereabouts to the boats at sea.
ep:rtt'he Sunday morning after the
ity ure of “The Lodestar,” a jack-
face' on its way to its nest in the cliff
jnsténli‘l*mhe.d on one of the wails, but
Ry Yy with a hoarse cr.oak of in-
Sumédlo'n rose into the air and re-
Wonteq its flight, startled: by the un-
s“.)ne'l' sight of a human being in the
“; ittered, grass-grown enclosure.
m;\v; eyes glued to a chink in the
tep}, nry, a bxwo.wn-faced boy of four-
2 'M &as directing his gaze alternate-
‘elow e three cottages in the cove far
aw’s "I‘and at the grim pile of St. Run-
ez{d[ ower perched on the opposite
Stain:dnd' The youngster was travel-
e I}ot to say dirty, though there
Or‘ne'}‘)thmg about him to suggest the
jacketess vagz'ibon.d. His blue reefer
8ave fWas fairly new, and his shoes,
Were for the caked mud upon them,
ang dm good ordler'. Yet the pinched
Noteq Iii‘Wn expression on his face de-
unger, and the fear in the hunt-
menetyes that were made for merri-
i85 Would have been apparent had
yone been there to see.
mék‘?}‘f and azain he consulted a cheap,
-cased watch, his vigilance in-
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creasing as the hands approached the
hour of ten. Almost to a second he
was rewarded by the sight of a tall,
gaunt figure in black emerging from
one of the cottages in the cove and
striking into the road that skirted the
little settlement. It was Nathan
Craze, starting on his four mile tramp
to the Wesleyan chapel where he of-
ficiated as deacon. It was a sunny
day, and the glint of the metal clasp
of the huge bible he carried was plain-
ly visible to the boy in his eyrie.

Thenceforward he gave his sole at-
tention to the entrance gates of the
Tower, and twenty minutes later he
saw an object which at that distance
resembled an elongated beetle crawl
out of the drive and down the shoulder
of the hill into the main road. The
boy was well aware that the beetle
was the equipage in which the long-
suffering Jenny, gently urged by
Timothy Pascoe, was conveying Miss
Carlyon and Mrs. Pengarvan to
church.

The boy had evidently been waiting
for the passage of these worshippers
from cot and mansion before breaking
cover. No sooner had the chaise dis-
appeared than he left the ruin and,
after speeding like a hare across the
wind-stunted grass of the headland,
struck with practised feet into a steep
path which brought him to the cove.
Glancing fearfully to right and left,
he slipped into the door of Nathan
Craze’s cottage.

“Marry” he cried in hushed tones.
“Marry, are you there? It’s Billy.”

SURPRISED exclamation sounded

overhead, and Marigold came

down the stairs, which were little
better than a ladder, into the living-
room. :

“Why, whatever is the matter? Has
your ship been wrecked?” she asked,
scanning her brother’s drawn face
anxiously.

“Not that I know of; I was left be-
hind,” replied the boy, his lips twitch-
ing, as though he was on the verge of
tears. ‘“And speak low, Marry. The
neighbours—no, nor father either—
mustn’t know. Give.me something to
eat. . .I’m starving.'’ - ;

She set food before him, watching
while he ate ravenously. A faint
colour mounted in his cheeks, but the
hunted look was still in his eyes.

“Where" have .you. been since ‘The
Lodestar’ sailed?” the girl asked when
he pushed his plate aside.

“Making my way here at night and
laying up by day,” was the reply. “I
have been frightened, Sis, and I had
to hide.”

“you must have done somehing very
wrong?”

“I haven’t done any harm, but there
are reasons why I mustn’t be seen till
Captain Pengarvan comes home
again,” the boy rejoined sullenly.

Marigold was at a loss what to make
of him. He was such a merry iittle
fellow as a rule, prone to mischief, per-
haps, but fearless and open as the day.
She could hardly believe that this was
the same lad who had gone blithely off
to join his ship ten days ago, promis-
ing to bring a parrot when he returned
from the voyage which it seemed was
to be no voyage at all. She had heard
that morning from a neighbour of the
murder of Jacob Polgleaze in Tal-
mouth, but she did not connect the
tragedy with her brother’s unexpected
appearance at the cottage.

“I don’t quite see why you’ve come,
Billy,” she said, “if you mustn’t be
seen till Captain Pengarvan is home
again. That will be four months, and
might be six. How are you to live in
this tiny cottage without father know-
ing, for instance? . ‘You say that even
he mustn’t: be let into the secret of
vour having beenleft behind.”

“He’d ropes-end it out of me, and
another secret that’s back of it,” re-
plied Billy. “I’d rather anyone should
know but him. I watched him off to
chapel before I dared come down.”

“Then tell me just what you want
me to do, little brother,” said Mari-
gold gently. “I’ll do anvthing I can.
What was in your mind when you came
to me for help?”

“I thought if vou’d bring me grub
1’d camp in Smuggler’s Hole—the cave
in the cliff under the Tower. It’s like
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The National Directory of
Schools and Colleges

The following is a list of some of the Leading Canadian Schools and
Colleges which-the Canadian Courier recommends as desirable institutions for

the education of Canadian children.
behind them.

BOYS’ SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES.
Bishops College School, Lennoxville,

Lower Canada College, Montreal.

Ridley College, St. Catharines, Ont.

St. Andrew’s College, Toronto.

St. Clement’s College, Toronto.

St. Michael’s College, Toronto.

Stanstead Wesleyan College,
stead, Que.

Trinity College School, Port Hope,
Ont.

BUSINESS SCHOOLS.

Shaw’s Business Schools, Toronto.

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS.

Shaw’s Correspondence Schools, To-
ronto.

Stan-

Most of them have years of reputation

GIRLS’ SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES.

Bishop Bethune College, Oshawa, Ont.

Loretto Abbey College and Academy,
Toronto.

Moulton College, Toronto.

Mount Allison Ladies’ College and
University, Sackville, N.B.

St. Margaret’s College, Toronto.

Stanstead Wesleyan College,
stead, Que.

Westbourne School, Toronto.

UNIVERSITIES.

Queen’s University, Kingston, Ont.

EXAMINATIONS IN MUSIC.

The Associated Board of the Royal
Academy of Music and Royal College
of Music, for Examinations in Music
in the British Empire. Resident Sec-
retary’s Office, 777 Shuter Street,

Stan-

Montreal.

First Year Work.

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, President.

(ST. MARGARET'S COLLEGE
: TORONTO
A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

(Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., Former Principal ot
Upper Canada College, and Mrs, Dickson.)

ACADEMIC COURSE, from Prepacatory to University Matriculation and

MUSIC, ART, DOMESTIC SCIENCE, PHYSICAL EDUCATION —
Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball, Hockey, Swimming Bath.

School Reopens September 12th, 1916

Write for Prospectus.

MISS J. E. MACDONALD,BA., PrincipalJ

fertie. o gl o

ﬁt. Andrenr’s Cnllege

i FOR BOYS
@oronto ueeer AND LoweR schioots (anada

Calendar sent on application.

Careful Oversight, Thorough Instruction.

Large Playing Fields. . Excellent Situation.
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, MA., LLD.
Headmaster

ONTARIO LADIES. CORFEGE

AND CONSERVATORY OF MUSI!C AND ART, WHITBY, ONTARIO
Send your daughter here in order that she may take up the duties of life well
equipped intelleatually, physically, spiritually and socially.
. The College is situated in 100 acres of grounds, in one of Canada’s most
healthful towns, only 30 miles from Toronto.
offered, notably by a large gymnasium and excellent swimming pool.

College reopens September 17th.
For Calendar, write to REV. F.

Every physical advantage is

L. FAREWELL, B.A., Principal.




