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9 ete, versus H. Stanleigh Storme.
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<erybody—H. Stanleigh Storme in-
wluded—oconsidered the affair in the
Jgnt of a huge joke.

#H. Stan Storme was not =
stranger place. True, he had

22
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e (By Wm. Hamilton Osborne.)
(Continued)
more—ZY Gi¢ 15wy weite YOU | wnat aloof—he made no atteiapt to

jgre. At other times I am not a differ-

bnt n, but I do diferent things.
"é‘ you believe always that what
¥ &m hec ! am everywhere? Can you
believe that? After all, if you can
Dbelieve that, it-is more than half—it
s all the baitle.”
“I can,” rcturned the girl.

“I supro:ze,” she added, “millions
of girls have said that, too, and found
jout later their mistake. 1 want you

,gto understand me. I don’t want vou
to think that I am lackinz in pru-
@ence, or discretion, or cominon sense.
1 am dying with curiosity to know
what all this means, but I am taking
you on trust, Stanleigh—yes, ' Stan-
ley, just this once—I take you on
trust, and if,” she concluded, glancing
&t him with a smile of perfect con-
Qdence. ‘vou are dececiving me in
what you say or what you are, why—
4why, I am deceived, indeed.”

“Some day,” he returned, “you will
know, and then you.can better judge
for yourself. As for the rest, I would
count myself the happiest 6f men were

§t pot for this terribie incubus that
hangs over me. But we-—we'll hope
for the best, and as scon as I can,

and in the bst way I can, consistent
glways with honor and good faith, I
ehall be free to tell you everything,
and to—to claim you as—"

He did not finish the sentence. In-
glead, he stretched forth his arms.
And having stretched them forth, he
@¢id not withdraw them.

Ten minutes later, with Helen Du-
mont at his side, he stepped into the
ball and donned his long black coat
and turned up his trousers.

He took from his pocket a gold

hunting case watch, and, without
opening the case, touched a small
spring. It was a repeatr, and it

strucl the hour.

“Half past nine,” he exclaimed. “I
am due now—at the club. Goodbye.”

He opened the door and placed upon
his head an opera hat.

“What a beastly night!”
“Goodby, Helen.”

‘Goodby,’ returned the girl.

She watched him go and
closed the door.

‘What an awful night it is!” she
mused.

Then she went into the little room,
and, slipping from beneath the pages
of a book a photograph, bat down by
the fire and gazed at it for a long
while.

And there she sat and thought un-
til her maid came down.

“Miss Dumont,” she
“haven’t you retired?”

“Dear me,” returned the girl, with
& blush. “I forgot about it. It
must be late. What is the time?”

The maid consultea a clock upon
the mantel.

“It is just half past 12,” she sald.

#" )
CHAPTER V. ° *'“

he sald.

then

exclaimed,

2

4
!

It was number forty-six on the over
and terminer calendar—The People,

The charge was breaking and en-
tering and the robbery of sixty odd
thousand dollars from the vaults of
the private bank of C. W. Mordaunt
& Co.

H. Stanleigh Storme, the defendant,
was a society man, a club man, and
generaly a well-known and popular
man about town—which is saying =a
good deal, for the town was a large-
siged city.

T%e charge against Itim, in the eyes !
of soclety, of his clubs, acd of the
lpvn. was preposterous—with a capi-

tal P.

Ever since his arrest, in fact, the
mewspapers had heaped abuse and
«<alumny upon the police department
and its officers.

The comic papers took it up. Ev-

Tved there for only about three
Years, but he had come to'town load-
@i with the hest recommendations and
fetters of Introduction from large
seatern citles, and, what is More. he
made his advent with his pock-

full of money.
@ was & man of lelsure. Bingle
‘e was, and attractive as he made

be had been in great de-

'Mvh'n‘.lhn.mdhe'n
s popular with the men as he was

period of time
most exclusive.

He made no display of his we
but the banks knew that he ¢
large balances, which never v
ile even kept in the two s

touched.
He paid his bills, and rarely aszhes
redit—when he did so i 5
2¢ a mater of business, -
's settled on the due da
lier or later. A
Many a mother \\'it‘.x/ merriareah
junghters had ccurted Storme it
ssiduity and perseverance, but with
i success But Storme avoide
ngling aliances cf 7
‘ocst, he had done so thu
To all mea he was the
etleman.
Whatcever

mystery

‘torme  was
n than many
e place.
it  was sm

*hat the town |

n which ke wi

ke coultreom

crercrowded with the Lcauly aad th
rivalry, the wealth &nd the arit
vacy of tha piace
It was =&

d frter

more like

aght else.
Storm ert £t and of tis tailes in
le the 1. ling, wah
him. He fooed the

| =0, turned nuw
tly to reek zunie |

audience
ng f¢

eyebrecws
t ncd nis Lczld.
{1e fel. that it was unfair to his
s t3 €0 it. He prefcrred Y
ait the igsue cf the tricl.
if at these times he sm:é’ht th>
Helen Dumoat he was
She was not there, nor
very many of the vcry

tact were
ciusive inner set.

Stil Sterme kept his eyes
% and forth among the crowd un-
! the trizl beban.
Burke—a plain
1 the stand.
worn.
The prosecutor ieaned against the
wiling in an easy, careless manner.

roviag

clothes man—was
He had just Yeen

.urke looked first at the jury and
len at the prosecutor.

“Shall I tell my story, sir?” he
ald.

“Yes, tell your story, Burke,” as-

sented the other.

The witness turned to the jury.

“It was on the twenty-third of last
month,” he began. “I was ordered up-
town on special duty. It don’t make
ro difference where I was—it was
the filght o' that anarchist row in the
tall up there I got through at ten
minutes after 1

“It was a bad night—buckets full
o' rain an’ a hurricane to back it up.
It was flerce. An’ dark as piteh, too,
—half the lights were out.

“I had to walk from Manning's
Hall up there ‘'way across town.
There weren't any cars except about
once an hour that time o’ night, an’ 1
had to get back to headquarters an’
report.’

“Wel, now, Burke,” interrupted the
district attorney, “tell us just what

happened, and talk a bit more
slowly.”

Burke nodded again.

“Well,” continued Burke, leaning

over confidentially towards the jury
box, “I'd reached about Munroe an'
I.afayette streets when I heard the
sound of a night stick somewhere in
the vicinity. I knew by the sound it
wasn't a roundsman, an’ I stopped to
locate it.

“Then I get out on a dcad run for
the place. About two blocks away I
run into Officer O'Connell. He wasn't
rappin’ then, 'cause, I suppose, he'd
heéard me comin’. I knew something
was up, for he was long past due af
that place at that time of night—"
‘Is he here?!” Interrupted the dis-
triet attorney.’

“He s, sir,” continued the witness;

“there he sits, sir,
he says to me—"
The 1 for the def.
to his feet.

“Never mind what O'Connell said,”
he interposed.

The witness snorted and began
“In consequence,” continued he,
with'a tflumphant smile at the pris-

Well, O’Connell,

sprang

'm A year after his ar
arme Lod hald Liwrel! some
 a—

>

ORME

force himself into any circle, the con-
sequence being that within a short
he was sought by the

Lanks large sums which remained un-

to rise.

Meaning weak

strong.

Stays risen too.

Aerfal

Note the

""" May be the dough had forgotten

Or had risen quickly overnight
and fallen again—

To rise nevermore.

Twas weak flour, of course.

But FIVE ROSES is strong, anusually

A With that glutinous strength which compels
g it to rise to your surprised delight.

Being coherent, elastic.

Axnd the dough feels springy under your hand.
Squeaks and cracks as you work it.

Feel the feel of a FIVE ROSES dough.

in gluten.

th soft L

Your dough!

Great is the bread bomn of such dough—
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qaversation 1 Daa Wiid U bcaaces
hat corner—'

‘Now, what cern
cmanded the prisoae

“The corner o' Was!
Monroe,” returned the Avi
vcu'll give me time I'll teil you ail
‘here is to tell. At the corner o
Yashington an' Mcaroo 2
ongequence o' that 1 went
¢ the next coraer, WV
‘une and First sireet.
id,

“Well, what did you find
:%ed the district attcrney. “C

“I found this bank there, siw
southwest  corner — Mord
ir, aa’ O'Ceonneil told m
The priscaer’s couasel a
o4 to his feet.

“Wheat did yeu do, Burke?” inanir.
ed the district attornev.
what you did."

“Well,” replied Burke, uncertain’;,
“I ¢idn't do rothin’ just 1 w
tp ca the stoop and locked hrs
thc little hole in the outside dacrs,
and I didn’t see but that everyth:

aa' ia
ith

me

i

1o
i1C

cak, ¢

“Tall

then

looked all right, an’ I to!d O -
nell—"" -

‘That is to say, sir,” he ccatinuc
hastily, “I stayed there with O'Cou-

nell for a time, about ten minutes, [
should say. And here's where the
gueer thing happencd, gentlemen,”
and Burke warmed up now that L
had reached th interesting stage.

4#Me an' O'Connell was just startin’
in to reconnoiter when heard a
big racket at the front door—it's on
the corner, cater-cornered like. It
was the vestibule inside door he
tackled first, o' course, 'n’ we heard
some bolts shook back; 'n’ then all
of a sudden something snaps very

we

cpenspout, and a fellow comes down
the front steps. He didn't

us there.
guess.

“As I sald, it was dark an’ rainin’
pitchforks, but we could see this fel-

We feazed him & bit, I

low come down all right, ne an’
O’Connell, an’ we both snapped our
lanterns on him at the same time.
Se we had him in a light that was

double strength,

“An’ the fellow had on a high hat
—one o0 them dull looking things,
not a regular stove pipe—an’ full
dress—we could see just a bit of his
shirt—an’ a long overcoat. Them's
the first things we noticed. *

“An’ if he hadn't turned round
when the light flashed on him we'd a
nabbed him then and there. But he
d'd turn round an’ looked at us—an'
you could a knocked us hoth down
with a feather, me an’ O'Connell—for
we knew the man well, both of us
did.

“Well, to make a long story short,
while we was both standing there
paralyzsed with heart disease pretty
uear, an’ both of us with guns, the
fellow turned an’ made for it, an’' us
after him—me and O'onnell.

“We'd a caught him, too, but for
its bein’ such a night, but it was so
dark an' so windy, we couldn't ‘rack
him by sight or by sound, so finally
we lost him an’ give it up for good.
“We came back o tho bank, an’ }

stayed there while O'Connell went for
young Mr. Mordaunt; an' he dressed

oner's attornev—"in consequence .ot & | yimegit an’ come, an’ we found that

b ad

onen -

cverrthing had been

quick and loud and the big iron doprs |

come |
down right away, either, for he saw |

it was done clever, (0o, an- sixiy

thousand odd dollars an’
was gone clean.”

Did you find anything else?” in-
quired the presecutor.

“Not that night,” responded Burke,
“but the next day we fcund that one
| o' the side windows had been entered
' The bars were sawn clean apart, an’

stuck together again with some kind

some cents
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clever.”

“And did you recognize the man?’
queried the district attorney.

“l did, sir,” answered the witness,
an’ so did O'Connell. We both knew
him—"

The district attorney visibly trem-
Iled with excitement.

“Who was it, Burke?' he askead.

Burke bent his gaze upon tne man
at the next table.

“It was the man that sits there,
sir, at that table — H. Stanleigh
Storme.”

As he said it, he pointed with his
finger. There was an audible mur-
mur in the court room, which had
been as still as death.

“The prisoner?” continued the
prosecutor.

“The prisoner, yes, sir,” asseunted
Nurke. “I Knéw him well by sight,

gir, an’ I saw him well sir, an’ it's
the same/mgh, It's ‘H. Stanfeigh

(T be contihued.)

Monuments In Queer riaces.

Jbere are Monuments in all sorta
of cot-of-the-way places but one that
f8 really unique is that erected in a
river. It stands in the Parrumatta
River, New South Wales, a stream
known the world over the rowing
| events that have taken place upon it
| This monument, which is in memory
©0. the world-famed rower, Searle, is
also unigue frcm the fact that it has

been used as the winaning-post of the
races for the woeld's championzilp,
and i still used os suth fou local

events.

The Emperor Gorges Himsell,

rican doctor recently visited the
palace at Peking to examine the bhaby
Emperor, who, it was found, had
gorged himself with a meal of swal-
lows' nests (a sort of glutinous mat«
erial), and thus provoked ‘a raging
thirst. The indisposition yiélded easily
tv the doctor’s treatment. The Bm-
peror sleeps in a gigantic beéd, big
enovugh for six people! he rises at
six, at once has a meal of rice-gruel
or rice, and then goes to pay his
respects to the Dowager Lung-yu.

A sculptor recently produgd the
likeness of a celebrated’ ¢
whose blography it was
that he regarded archit as 8
very secondary art. The son of
personagd” visited the artist'p-
for: the purpose of examining the
bust, when, after considering it
the'air of a connolsseur, he in
“Could you not sxpresssgpore clearly
his contompt feor tecture ™

The “Hoel Pao” says that an Ame- \

The Bedrt of & mia)ia! into | ] THE F. F. DALLEY CO., Limited,
maLy compartments, 1solated. b g

t!:o of them, or - . e e | HAMIL !m'l.On.l Imm""-w
e lege 415 3 | "

Any one wanting Fowl can

'have same by ordering one day

‘iin advance.

! Atthe People’s Store
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GEO. STABLES.

Be~r Traps

! I have on hand twenty Eear Traps
w hich ! must sell at once. My Traps
are 1he best obtainable. Call and

examin them. Low Prices for Quick
Sale.

is a favorite in distant countries as well as

being the most popular Polish in Canada and

the United States. “\ustralia alone takes over

half & million boxes per year. Superior

merit is the reason.

Itcoatains no Turpentine. Tryit with a match.
It is good for your shoes.
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