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All prices in stock. Fifty cents per
hundred. Samples for stamp. Frank H.
Barnard, 35 Dundas St., Toronto.
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ACKAGES free to collectors for 2 cents
postage; also offer hundred different
foreign stamps; catalogue; hinges; five
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BOOKS.

SSIMILATIVE MEMORY, OR HOW

TO ATTEND AND NEVER FOR-
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ary. A perfect memory means increased
capabilities and a larger income. 12mo.,
cloth, 3.00, post-paid. TUniversity Book
Co., Desk A., 8 University Ave., Toronto.

THE NEW FREEMAN’S HOTEL.
(European Plan)
One Hundred and Fifty Rooms.

Single rooms, without bath, $1.50 and
$2.00 per day; rooms with bath, $2.00 per
day and upwards. :

St. James and Notre Dame Sts., Montreal.

KING EDWARD HOTEL.
Toronto, Canada.
~—Fireproof—

Accommodation for 750 guests, $1.50 up.
American and European Plans.

MOSSOP HOTEL.
(Limited)
TORONTO, CANADA.

Eﬁropean Plan. Absolutely Fireproof.

Rooms with or without bath from $1.50. -
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THE GREAT HOME POLISHES —IN
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“EASY-OPENING"

Why not atrip “Way Down East’ to the
Famous Atlantic Resorts

Which stretch from Boston north to New Brunswick
and Nova Scotia? This strip of coast is dotted with
places of historic and literary interest. The scemery
is varied and delightful throughout, and every kind
of summer recreation is afforded. Comfortable hotels
and boarding houses are available, with a range of

prices to suit every purse.
Kennebunkport

[Maine]

Old Orchard

[Maine]

St. Andrews

[New Brunswick]

! and a hundred seaside resorts in Nova Scotia

[Evangeline Land]

are waiting for you. Travel there by the

Canadian Pacific Railway
Full particulars from any Canadian Pacific Ticket

~ Agent, or write M.
. Agent, Toronto.

G. Murphy, District Passenger

COURIER.

jewel she famcied,” said Villiers. And
the subject dropped.

Nothing was discovered in the bed-
room in the nature of a clue, and the
same was true of the rest of the flat.
Johmson felt as if he had come up
against a dead wall, and said so to
Max.

“Thene’s mothing left mow,” he ad-
ded, “but to go to Hampstead Heath
station.”

“Will you come here again?” asked
Bertha Schmidi.

“Yes, or, if I do not, another officer
will come to-day,” was the answer.
He cautioned her to let everything
stand in the flat as hie had left it un-
til she heard from him again.

“Will you come with me to Hamp-
stead Heath station?’ Johnson asked
Max amd Villiers, and both assented.

At Hampstead Heath station Johm-
son heard that two first-class tickets
had been bought about eleven o’clock
on ithe previous evening for Earl’s
Count by a- man who wore a fur coat—
but theme the news came to an abrupt
end, for the ticket-clerk could mot Te-
member anything more about the
mamn.

“The clues, so far, have all failed
me,” said Johnson, with deep regret.

“What will you do mnext?”’ asked
Villiers earnestly.”

“I cannot say,” answered Johmson.
“For the moment I am completely baf-
fled. All is mystery.”

CHAPTER VII.
" The Rivals.

BOUT four o’clock on the after-
noon of that Sunday Peggy Wil-
loughby was sitting in the draw-

ing moom of her father’s house in St.
Anton’s Avenue. Her mother was
with her, but her father had with-
drawn to his own particular den for
his Sunday aftemnoon mnap. For the
sake of their servants, the Willough-
bys, like a good many other people,
dined in the middle of the day om
Sundays, with the result, according to
the colonel, that a certain amount of
slumber—“the slumber of digestion,”
he called it—was absolutely necessary
for his welfare.

Before Max Hamilton and the super-
intendent had left the house Peggy
had told Max that she would like to
hear everything there was to be heard
and said about the murder of Sylvia,
and to hear it as soon as possible.
Max had veplied that he would call
in the afternoon before going to the
office of “The Day,” where he was
due, in the usual course, at six o’clock.
So she was expecting to see him walk
in any minute. She did not acknowl-
edge to herself that she was anxious
to see him for any other reasomn -—-
though she was; but the prospect of
seeing him was distinctly an agree-
able one. Hearing the door bell ring,
she smiled happily.

She was therefore more than a lit-
tle disappointed when, instead of Max,
Captain Hollander was shown in,
though she smiled on him graciously
enough. She knew that he was ac-
quainted with Sylvia Chase, and she
wondered if he had heard of the trag-
edy; he was on terms of considerable
intimacy with Villiers Chase—and the
ternible news might have reached him
through that channel, for mo doubt
Villiers must have heard of the mur-
der early.

Nothing, however, in Hollander’s
appearance or manner could suggest
to anyone that there was such a thing
as tragedy in the world. There are
some faces that seem to have tragedy
written. upon them, but most faces
wear either a gay or a grave expres-
sion, as the circumstances of the mo-
ment dictate.

Hollander, a tall, fair man, with
broad but not dispropontionately broad
shoulders considering his height, was
good-looking and decidedly- handsome,
but there was about him that after-
noon an atmosphere, as it were, of
radiant good-spirits and of buoyant
gaiety, combined at the same time with
an air of perfect aplomb, which seem-
ed to say that all was™ veny well with
him, and that mothing much could be
the matter with anybody else.

There was no trace of exaggeration,
of vulgarity about him, and any pic-
ture of him which failed to convey
that he was a person of distimction

. t0o0,”

would convey a false impression. He
was strong, virile, dominant and de-
bonair.

Peggy had always liked him, and
had sometimes preferred him to Max,
as has been said, but on this after-
noon she had but a small place in her
mind for him; it was Max whom she
wanted to see, and the presence Of
Hollander, attractive as he was, e
phasized the absence of the other mal.
Why didn’t Max come? Had something
(_)rcc'umeyd to detain him? She was ask-
ing these questions as Hollander bow:
ed before her mother and herself, an!
exchanged the usual greetings.

“I rather thought that you would be
here last evening,” said Peggy to him.
“We were a hand short at bridge, and
I telephoned to your rooms, but 80
no weply.”

“Unfortunately,” said Hollander,
“most unfortunately for me, I hd
some business last might which kept
me out very late.” The way in which
he spoke implied how much he B
lost by mot being able to be with her
and her friends. “I always enioy
these little informal parties of yours
s0 very much,” he went on, turning t0
Mirs. Willoughby.

That lady smiled. Hollander was &
tavourite of hers, and she often tri
to guess what her daughter though
of him.

“Nothing wvery exciting ha\p\p‘enejd
while we wene bridging—that camé
afterwards,” said Mrs. Willoughby, 12
a voice that suddenly had grown very
grave.

“Something very exciting h‘aippened
afterwamnds,” observed Hollander. “rm
afraid I don’t quite undenstand.” He
saw that she had become serious, &%
his tome was sympaithetic.

“Then you haven’t heard?” asked
Peggy.
“Heard! About what?” i

“It’s the strangest, saddest thing:
exclaimed Mrs. Willoughby. “I think
you knew Sylvia Chase?”

“Yes, of course, and her brother
responded Hollander, with &
show of interest. »

“Villiens Chase was here last night
said Mrs. Willoughby, amnd pauses
tears had come into her eyes. H‘?'l‘
lander wstirred slightly in his chail’
and looked a little distressed. :
Willoughby glanced at Peggy, as if ¥
suggest that she should tell Captal®
Hollander what had occurned. o

“Is it something about the Chases:
inquired Hollander of Peggy.

BOUT Sylvia Chase,” rejoined
) Peggy, in troubled accents.
“Some accident?” he hin

as Peggy hesitated to continue.

“She was mundered last night i
the train—the last train that Tuns fro%
Broad Street to Harl’s Court,” S8
Peggy, somewhat abruptly, as 5
scarcely trusted herself to speak. .

“What!” exclaimed Hollander rlﬁi
credulously. “Sylvia Chase murde
—in a train!”

“It is the truth,” Mrs. Willoughby
joned in, as Hollander gazed at ther?
blankly. ’ 1

“How did you hear of this ﬁr‘ig‘h‘t.ﬁu
thing?” asked Hollander, address!
Peggy. i

“That is as strange a pant 'Of“g?m-
sad affair as any,” said the girl. Bt
friends left us shortly after midnié a»é
and we had all gone ito bed—We ‘hr(
been in bed for some time and weu,s
agleep—when Max Hamilton roused
all mp.”, b

“Max Hamilton!” cried H‘Oﬂaﬂd:x:
and a shadow came upon his faceé o
pressive both of surprise and an® d
ance. He was a keen observel gy
something in the way in which Pe@ck
pronounced his rival’s mname st
him as new and not wholly agreé
to himself. he

“Yes, Max,” said Peggy, and rect”
lingered on the “Max” for an appie,
able imstant, a fact which did DOY
cape Hollander’'s notice. The ST uly
on his face deepened, and then d% iyiflﬂ'
passed away—for this man had-

tedv

gelf well in hand. d pul
“How extnaordinary!” he Sal¢
very quietly. s\tod'y

Then Peggy launched upon the 1vit
of the finding of the body of Shgt-
Chase by Max Hamilton in © €~ of
class compartment of the train, &
what had happened afterwards: ‘s
ing, “It' was lucky for Max that he




