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(By Win. Hamilton Osborne.)
(Continued)

Storme, sir. I can swear to that”

“Cross examine,” sald the state”
attorney briefly.

The counsel for the defense ros
with a smile upon his face.

*Mr. Burke,” he began, in a sauve
voice, “yeu have seen Mr. Storme
gince that night, have you not?”

“Yes, sir,” replied Burke.

i

“You krow where he lives?"
“I didn’t then,” returned Burke:l
“we don’t kesp track of everyhody

from headquarters, but 1 do :
lives at the Gouverneur

“And you attended there n
did you not, for the pwrpose
prehending him?”

“I did, sir.”

“And at that time 1s it not 2 mc_
that you made a careful s«
his apartments at the Gou
Jfor the purpose of finding so
t. connect him with

“It is,’ sir.”
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this crire?

“And did you find anything caleuq
lated to arose suspicion?’ woint on
the prisoner’s counsel.

“I did not, sir,” replied Purle.

*That'’s all,” anpounced the ccunscl

for the defense.

“Walt 2 minute,” exclainicd the
judge, as the witness started to lcave
ahe stand. “Burke, are you surs of
what you say? Think. Isn't it pos-
sible that you may have been mis-
taken? This is a sert matter, of-
lficer. You must be very careful. Are,

sure this is the man?” i

‘)Your honor,” returned Burke dog-
gedly, “my record shows that I'm a
careful man—your honor knows I
can’'t be mistaken. I was never surer
©of 2 thing in all my life. .

“And I swear that that man whq'
sits there—H. Stanleigh Storme—
was the man that robbed that bank‘
that night, so help me God!”

+ “One moment,” put in the prison-
er's counsel: “what day of the week
'was that, did you say?”’

“I didn't say, sir, but it was Wed-
mesday morning, the lv'vemy%hird o’
Jast month. Roundsman O'Connell,”,
continued the witness, turning to the
gudge, “will tell you just the same as
I have, your honor.”

Burke stepped down.

O'Connell took the witness stand
end gave his testimony and left IL‘
[Burke stood corroborated in each de-
Rail. There was no cross examin-
jmtion of this witness. |
! “The prosecution. rests,” announc.
r the counsel for the state.
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The Sheriff’s Testimony. !
-

The prisoner’s attorney rose. A
Hlickering ghost of a smile played
around the cormers of his mouth. |
i He departed from the usual rule
snd made no opening statement to
the jury. To him it seemedjun-
necessaly.

“I call the sheriff of the couunty,”
he announced.

The sheriff—a stout, good-natured
looking man, with a broad, genial,

”

“Will you state just what you werd
doing?" )

“Certainly,” responded the sheriff.
“We were playing cards. We were
disposing of some old scores that'we
had waited for some months to pay
off.”

“Was anybody with you? If
state to the jury just who it was.”

“Yes,” returned the sheriff, leaning
f'vrnrd in his turn as all witnesses
ve a way of doing; “there were
tiurce people with me, making * four

S0,

witogether—three of us played each

n‘eghr, and the fourth man looked on
and kept us company.”

“And these four—"

“These four,"” continued the sheriff,

cre myself and John N Caseidy,
.: o hardware merchant, nnd H, Stan-
Icigh Storme, tho pricc_.or at the

Lar.
“John R. Cassidy-is here?”
“"He's here,"” amsented the witncus,
“And the fourth munn—who was
2 inquired /the attorncy.

The sheriff was plainly embarress-
ed, but he nerved himsc!f neverthe-
tss for the ordeal.

“The fourth man,”
1g nervously around, “the fourth
mane was—wos the—the—the judge
presiding at this trial.”

He blurted this out m a desperate
rt of way, and yet with an apolo-
Zetie air, too

There was a prolonged titter in the
ourt room at the judge’s expense.
" he judge rapped for order, but at the
same time nodded in a dignified way
in confirmation of the testimony.
“His honor, then, was the man who
was looking on?" inquired the coun-
sel, anxious to place the courtin the

n

he began, look-

[ most favorable light, and expecting

¢n affirmative answer to the question.

The sheriff looked first at the coun-
cil and then at the judge—at the
judge and then at the lawyer again.

He didn't know what to do. The
judge turned red.

“I don’'t think, Mr.—er—er—" he
said to the counsel for the defendant,
“that it's at all necessary to go into
that. Proceed with the next. ques-
tion,” he continued, pounding with
his gavel to check the incipient mer-
riment.

The sheriff leaned back in his chalr
with a sigh of relief. Order was re-
stored.

“Was the prisoner there on each
occasion?” resumed the counsel.

“He was,” returned the sheriff, still
a bit rattled.

“Every night?”

“Every night,” replied the sherift.
“He was the first man on hand, and
the last man to leave. He was with
us all the time.”

“How far is the Montauk Club
from the Mordaunt bank?”

“It's a good three miles,”
the sheriff.

“Take the witness,” concluded the
counsel for the defense, as he settled
back in his seat with satisfaction
written on his face.

The district attorney rose with a
frown. There was a loud busz of
conversation in the court room, which

replied

honest face—had been seated quietly
In the body of the court room outside '
the railing, an unnoticed spectator.

Now' he rose and made his way,
with some difficulty, through the
crowd.

As he went he nodded to the judge,
ke counsel, and some of the jurymen
He did not lock at Storme, nor did
Storme look at him.

He took the stand, and was sworn.

He settled himself comfortably iu
the chair, threw one leg over the
other, and waited for the question.

“Sherift,” began the counsel for the
Jdefense, carelessly, would you mind
stating to the jury just where you
were at 2 o'clock on Wednesday,
Jmorning of the twenty-third of May
| last
The sherif looked around and

smiled. e
§ “On Monday night, on Tuesday
might anll  Wednesday might, the

twenty-first, twenty-second and
w-p-mm. last ‘month,” he re-
plied, ly and with an evi-

dent religtrof the situstion, “I was
the greem room of 'the' ‘Montank

)-omu at 8, And

4 enuse they sald I was laté an’ I dald

was iabout ten ‘minates ploy

oy

P"Mlmtbuﬂ you," continued

his honor stopped with a few raps
upon his desk.

The district attorney was plainly
non-plussed, and he showed it. Still
he maintained his composure.
“Sherift,” inquired he, looking that
individual squarely in the eye, “how
did you fix the night of May the
twenty-second, or the morning of the
twenty-third? By the way, which was
it?”

“Both,” replied the sheriff, laconic-
ally.

“Well, how do you fix
Why do you remembr it?”
The sherif returned the district
attorney’s stare with interest. The
two men were politically opposed to
each other, and there was no love
lost between them.

“I'll tell you how I fix it,” sald the
sheriff, shaking his finger at the ex-
aminer. “I could fix it, anyway, by
other things, but I know by one
thing in particulir, When I gotf there
that night there were two men ahead
of me—one of ‘em was Storme, and
the othér Cassidy. It ‘whs a few min-
utes after ten when we started in, be-

it, then?

I wasn't an’ I found that my watch

“Now . we. started In to. play, woder:

And when you're playing cards
time fies like the didkehid! " Wé've got
up there In the green room
rane a1l hight' as’ vdl A &N
d4y. The telegraph people here run

the sheriff, “that the news of this

was there three nights and
mmg with Monday

b

very robbery came in over the Ueker
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two in the morning. And Storme
was there—sat next to me. And 1
said to Storme, when the newscame
n, ‘Storme,” I salid,
Lilecn cracked, and there’s a
1 gone.’

“And 1 called up. headquarters then
and there, and we found out all
etout it. That's how ‘it was, and
that’s how I know, and his honor can
tell you just what I tell you, too.
That's all there is abcurt it.

“And I want to teli you,” conclud

pile

oney

ed the sheriff, officialiy, and for th¢
Lenefit of the rep who were
toking down his instimeny. “T waont
te tell you, counselicr, that the 2Hun-

This was the only precarious expe-
rience that Storse had suffered
during the whole th Two-th
perhaps, of his friends and acquaim-
tances were in the court room.

Every individual among the num-{
ber insisied upon shaking
hand. The crowd packed
waiting for him.

Storme had his cye iixed wistfully '

the isles,

bevy of men and women.
Suddenly he .glanced

street. g
“There,” he explained to his friends,

down the

while we were sitting there—Storw.e

“is a man I wont to see—a man 1
must see.”

And he hurried off. As he went h~n
glanced at his watch.

There was no nian, but he :dn‘.ply!
wanted to get a that's all.

Oa the way
nell a
As he did so he smiled upon them in
a way that was childlike and bland.

They . returncd the salutation '\'1(1
curt nods of their heads.

“Well, Jim,” « said 0O’Connell to
Rurke, as Storme left them far in the
rear, “what d've make of it any
way?”’

“Billy,” returnd Burke,
“I dor't know' what to make of it
The only soluticn I have arrived at is
that the devil must have been string-
in’ us that night. That's all I've got
to say.”

O'Connell shook his head doubtful-
ly. And they quickened their pace
and—followed Storme.

Away up the street Storme forged
ahead with rapid steps.

“An alibi,” he muttered to himself,
“is a blamed good thing.”

he passed Cfficcer O'Con-
ad Burke, the plen clot

solemniy,

CHAPTER VIL

The Shadowers and the Shadowed.

It took Storme some time to escape
entirely from the clutches of his
over enthusiastic friends. All the way
along the street he met them.

By means of one pretext and an-
other, however he fMnally eluded
them and slippred down a quiet street.
From this one he emerged into a more
open thoroughfare, and finally stood
before the Gouverneur, his bachelor
apartment home.

Once there, he glanced hastily up
eud down the street to make sure that
no one saw him, then quickly wun-
locked the door and stepped Iinside
He asconded noiselessly to the second
fioor apartitent. He entered it, and
Lastily passed through room after
room.

“Nobody here,” he remarked with a
sigh of relief. “T am all alone.”

He scated himself at a desk and
began to write.

“It is just as well ™ he said to him-
self, “to write once more, now thar
it's all over. It wes just as well, too,
to write before, when — the [irst —
catastrophe | occurred.  It's safer if
anything. It's  taking chances—bhig
chances perhaps—but in a safe quar
tor, after all.”

He wrote hastily as follows:

My Dear; Miss Dumont -

n mmmb address you .'

for the present.  ‘Thefe are “Certain
things to whigh' i Drefer to refer b:
ie!ur nldpu.- Vil

“You will_reeall M | m you op
the twen lasfd Jnonth e |
quiring T
my presence, or to me, to anything
which might have happened. Tha!

‘Mordaunt’s safe'’s
of

iru.s‘,‘

him by the

upon the exit. For some reason ho
was anxious to get way.

He thanlked his ccu fly, (J~.
gether with his witn s, and ‘\.1
hurried along. Finally he reached
the open air.

But there still clung to him a little|

hes man.
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ty detectives would ncver have made Vapa ‘“e'o,ene co
\ bull ! > this, either, and don’t you Leeming-Milcs Eldg:
forget it-—never in C:4’s world.” % MONTREAL
The sheriff steppe? ¢own, and John| =
R. Cassidy sterred up. e
His testimony was icentical. It was| sire to e rjared n “TIn—It wan
the purpose of the nrisoner’s councsel| @ pert 00 (s peculiar circumstances
to cail the priscrer, Lt i1t a3 he! which have constitutea a part of my
11£.
was to do so, the prisoner pluckoed t 1 Bave been vindicated in
him by the sleevc. and in the cyes of the
After a short cunisrence, the at k you to meke to me no ref-|
ney for the defe: need t \., erence to to-day’s honreninae, nor ”:
the defuce ciosed his cuse. such vindication, nor, indeed, to this
The judge's ch as mormeal ! letter or the other.
formal in the ext - At the close I have muny good rezcons for mak-
of it, the jury sugh invited ZJ' ing regu 1 will appea
retire, deciined to do so, and without | . o0 s expr alon o)}
stepping Irom the jury box retur: red | much regard. ¢ i
t. verdict of “not guiity.” “H. STANLEIGII'STORME.”
And then the (rpwd piled up on
top of H. Stanleigli Storme and show=1  «A 3t formal, perhaps,” coatinuec
ered him with coagratulations. Storme, “but certainly imperative

! This complication with Miss Dumon

wus cert ly unlooked for—and yet
—he sm to himee!f—*“not  alte
gether unfortunate, for me. I don”
! know after, —~Rut that it is a ;:0"(
{ thing — :‘mod thing, perkaps
after a &
| He ecnclesed it in an envelo ve, ad-
dreszed the latter, and : it care-
Itully with wax, upon \".. he im-
| bresse the secal riag ke wore.
- He at his waich.
“Ther Y tme. 1'ill send
! this up L mescenger. That's bost.”

7

Rising from the desk, ! oW upon
his head a soft felt hat wi 1 paitly J
| covered his face, and stole downstairs
'ﬁgain. He carefully opcucd the front
| door and looked out.
|  The street was

Put not guite—for ct each end of tha
! blocked lounged man, intent, ap-
i parently, on everything except tho
Couverneur or H. Stanleigh Storme.

“Great Scott!” murmured Storme to
himself, “so soon again?”
| He retraced his steps and re-en-
! tered the hall and, passing through
| to the rear of the apartment hcuse,

made his exit through an alleyway.

Once clear of the place, he hasten-
ed towards the ceantre of the town
end handed his mcssage in at a local
to!

descrted—almost

one

delivery office with instructions
| send it out at once.
In the meantime one of the twa

men who had stood outside sauntered
up and accosted the other.

Did you see him then, Jim,
he stuck his head outside?”

Burke nodded—for it was he.

“He won't come out till dark, now,”
he replies, “you see if he does.”

“Well,” returned tie first man, “ha
saw us all right, all right—though
he can’t be sure just who we are since
we're all togged out in this way. We
might just as well stick together now
for a while, anyway. Gimme a chaw
o' tobacco, will you? That's the
ticket.”

There was a silence while he care-
fully adjusted the stuff to suit his
taste.

Suddenly he grasped the other man
Ly the sleeve.

“Gee!” he exclaimed. “Look a here.
How the devil now did he get out!
He gave us the slip, after all.”

He pointed down the street.

Burke nodded his head

“He's been out—blamed if he ain't,”
assented he, “snd now he's coming

when

back. He's a slick one, all right
Went out the back weay, prob’ly, an'
now he's comin' tac: s Lold a3

brass.”

The object of their remarks disap-
peared within the house. He looked
neither to the right nor to the lefL
Most certainly he did not see the twc
plain clothes men, or, If he did, he
gave no sign.

It was now fairly late in the after-
nooa.

“Stumpy,” exclaimed Burke, “go
uround the corner there and ’‘phone
headquarters. We may see another
man. An' you keep that allcyway une
der yer eye, too."

“We got this fellow now where we
want him, an’ it's a blame good thing
I, forgot something and had to ~ome

tack. We'll camp on trall;
(onow Mn. no wpre
goes:"”

:mmma&nmm ;
goln’ to kKeep him in afght ‘
the Whola foree B do, ‘M

vorr man de'ntovn. Wllﬁ'o you

vegurst was not prempeed by aay de-

(To be Coutinued )

YOU'LL LIKE
THE FLAVOR.

Ardent tea-lover though you may be—
you have yet to learn a deeper enjoy-
ment of your favorite refreshment!
The one quality above all others which
* has endeared tea to your taste has been
multipiied. Flavor has been develop-
ed to a fruer fullness, richer smooth-
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You’ll learn how very, Yery much this
means (o you In real tea-joy when you
sip your first cup of King Ccle Tea.

Your only regret will be that the expen.
slve study of fiavor-blending which re-
suited In King Cole Tea wasn't started
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& roofing that can be leftoutin the
rain without the slightest damage.

surface is mineral
ded into a hea
coatmg of pitch and never ne

Tm mnkcs a prood roof if'you
anyas makes agood roof if you
Any felt mnkcs a good roof if

_ Even paper makes a good roof We shall be glad to send
sample of Amatite free of charge
if you will send a postal mquest
for it to our nearest oﬂice

sample will show
mineral surface is

Everjet Elastic Paint

A lustrous carbon black paint, ver
cheap, very durable—for protecting all
kinds of metal and wood work.

THE CABRITTE-PATERSON MFE, C0., Linited

S8T. JOHNS, N.B.
HALIFAX, N.S.

But Amatnte mzkes a good roof
if you DON’T paint it.

On a painted roof, the paint is
what gives the real protection.
The rest of it has no function
rovide a smooth un-
ace with no seams or
cracks, to which the paint can be

th enough to keep the wind
owing it away or the rain
from beating it in, will be water-
proof if you use paint enough.
Amatite Roofing, however, needs
no pamtmg. It 1s arealroofing—

ROM the lighthouse at Lobster
Cove Head, Boune Bay, New-
foundland, Mrs. W. Young sends
her experience of Zam-Buk,
Shesays: *‘ [ puff-red with eczema
for seven yoars and to my great
delight Zaw-Buk has cured me.
The discase sturted on my breast,
and spread until it extended over
my back. The itching and born.
ing—especially when ‘the affected
parts were warm—was terrible; and
yet when the cruption was ecratehed
or rubhed. it turned to bad sores
at pain. I wenttoa

scriptions, but secmed to get no
efit, so tried another doctor,
and then a fourth.

“Seven ycars is a long time to suffer, and I had got used to the
thought that I never would be cured, when I saw a report in the Family
Herald, tolling how be.eficial Zam- Buk was in cases o! skin disease.

** 1 bought some “Zam-Buk, and from the use of the very first box I saw
I persevered with it, and the improvement

Agun T got no relief, so tried a third doetor,

it was goiny to do ms good.
it worked in my condition was really wonderful.

“ It eased the irritation, stopped the pain, and the sores began to dry
In short, I found Zam-Buk all that wss claimed for it
:ml within a very short time it worked a complete cure in iy case.

*‘ Since that time I bave recommended it for seversl other cases, and
ia each it has proved iws wonderful merit,

What ZamBualk Cares

\tg cures Bezema, Ulr't.m Dlood Poison, Piles. Cold
Scalp Sor. #, Bad Leg, Festering,
. ‘f‘altlvx and Burne

up and disappear.

nmneuf lhlﬂm\prrnn

Chapp
( hn.in n'v Kruptiow

All druggisis and ~Lores ﬂall at 800 box or
tram ¥am-Buk Co., Toroniv. Iefuse worl!




