Alan said, evenly. “I think you and
I had better have a talk before we
leet with Mr. Sherrill this afternoon.
Lam here in Mr. Corvet’s office now
ad will be here for half an hour;
then I'm going out.”

Spearman made no reply, but again
hung up the receiver. Alan sat wait-
g, his watch upon the desk before
hlm‘tense, expectant, with flushes of
hot ang colg passing over him. Ten
:’:Rutes passed; then twenty. The

fph()ne under Corvet’s desk buzzed.

Mr. Spearman says he will give
YOU five minutes now,” the switch-
0ard girl said.

Spt;an breathed deep with relief:
- I:iman had wanted to refuse to
kL M-—but he had not refused; he

4 ent For him within the time Alan
. zppomted and after waiting until

efore it expired.
Doait put his watch back into his
oftice and, crossing to the other

k- found Spearman alone. There
Spea:m Df‘etense of courtesy now in
= man’s manner; he sat motion-

at his desk, his bold eyes fixed

: Alan intently, Alan closed the

* behind him and advanced toward

S desk.
expllathOUSht we’d better have some
IIIeetinatiOn’” he said, “about our

g 0g last night.”

Dea(t);;‘. Meeting?”  Spearman re-
tuly, » his eyes had narrowed watch-

o«
8120? told Mr. Sherrill that you
. ;1 Duluth and that you arrived
D Chicago only this morning.
tha:";"se you don’t mean to stick to
; Ory with me?”
e hat are you talking about?”
L aman demanded.
Course, I know exactly where
re a part of last evening; and
know that 1 know. I only want
10W what explanation you have
Offer.»
e:;’:arman leaned forward. “Talk
2 Ythi:nd talk it quick, if you have
i 8 to say to me!”
haven't told Mr. Sherrill that T
Night . You at Corvet's house last
tor  PUt I don’t want you to doubt
& Minute that I know you—and
+Your damning of Benjamin Cor:

and your i 4
Ml“’aka!" cry about saving the

Yoy W
You

InA;l,sﬁ afh of blood came to Spear-
ace; Alan, in his excitement,
; but there was just
®arman He turned, while
Staring = sat chewing his cigar and
Dartyy him, and went out and
de; Closed the door. Then, sud-
®logeq i: Teopened it, looked in, re-
W, -y Sharply, and went on his
aking a little. For, as he
llantaCk this second time at the
Seateq at" _determined, able man
& Spegy his desk, what he had seen
hhnse)t Man’s face was fear; fear of
Dids’\ of Alan Conrad, of Blue
Sort v_.Vet it was not fear of that
Wag Ich weakens or dismays; it
Ing g '3 Sort which, merely warn-
g‘ines onznfel‘ close at hand, deter-
15 Dowgy, to use every means within
0 save himself.

Alay,
T cr(;Ss:f;H trembling excitedly.
. ajt to Corvet’'s office to
wl‘en gy It was not, he felt
a’&s' ODpog; an Conrad that Spearman
af,na!‘e sng; it was not even the
G &:"k of Cucce“m' to the controlling
ML &Orvet, Sherrill, and Spear-

Th
't Alan resembled some one

log
d°fni

herriyy,

CANADIAN

—some one whose ghost had seemed
to come to Spearman and might, per-
haps, have come to Corvet—was only
incidental to what was going on now;
for in Alan’s presence Spearman
found a threat—an active, present
threat against himself. Alan could
not imagine what the nature of that
threat could be. Was it ‘because
there was something still concealed
in Corvet’s house which Spearman
feared Alan would find? Or was it con-
nected only with that some one whom
Alan resembled? Who was it Alan
resembled? His mother? 1In what
had been told him, in all that he had
been able to learn about himself, Alan
had found no mention of his mother
—no mention, indeed, of any woman.
There had been mention, definite
mention, of but one thing which
seemed, no matter what form these
new -experiences of his took, to con-
nect himself with all of them—men-
tion of a ship, a lost ship—the Mi-
waka. That name had stirred Alan,
when he first heard it, with the first
feeling he had been able to get of any
possible connection between himself
and these people here. Spoken by
himself just now it had stirred,
aueerly stirred, Spearman. What was
it, then, that he—Alan—had to do
with the Miwaka? Spearman might
—must have had something to do
with it. So must Corvet. But him-
self—he had been not yet three years
old when the Miwaka was lost! Be-
yond and above all other questions,
what had Constance Sherrill to do
with it?
HE had continued to believe that
Corvet’s disappearance was Tre-
lated in some way to herself. Alan
would rather trust her intuition as to
this than trust to Sherrill’s contrary
opinion. Yet she, certainly, could
have had no direct connection with
a ship lost about the time she was
born and before her father had allied
himself with the firm of Corvet and
Spearman. In the misty warp and
woof of these events, Alan could find
as yet nothing which could have in-
volved her. But he realized that he
was thinking about her even more
than he was thinking about Spearman
~-more, at that moment, even than
about the mystery which surrounded
himself.

Constance Sherrill, as she went
about her shopping at Field’s, was
feeling the strangeness of the experi-
ence she had shared that morning
with- Alan when she had completed
for him the Indian creation legend
and had repeated the ship rhymes of
his boyhood; but her more active
thought was about Henry Spearman,

- for she had a -luncheon engagement

with him at one o’clock. He liked
one always to be prompt at appoint-
ments: he either did not keep an en-
gagement at all, or he was on the
minute, neither early nor late, except
for some very unusual circumstance.
Constance could never achieve such
accurate  punctuality, so several
minutes before the hour she went to
the agreed corner of the silverware
department.

She absorbed herself intently with
the selection of her purchase as one
o’clock approached. She was sure
that, after his three days’ absence, he
would be a moment early rather than
late; but after selecting what she
wanted, she monopolized
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“Contented and Healthy”

20 0cts; 1917

Dear Sir :

46 Addison Road,
Portland Road,
S. Norwood, S.E. 25.

Enclosed you will find photo of my little daughter, Jenny,
age 8 months, weighs 18 lb. 2 oz., and is 2 ft. 4 in. long,
and has eight teeth. She is a contented, healthy baby and
has had your Gripe Water since she was four weeks old.
I weaned her a fortnight ago and she eats and sleeps well
and will not be long before she walks.

I am, Sir, yours truly,

MRS. L. A. COPPARD

WOODWARDS

GRIPE WATER.
b1y el /!

Canadian Agents
Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Limited, Toronto, Ontario
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BABY'S OWN

For Nursery Use

you cannot take chances on
Soap. Four generations of
Canadians have enjoyed the
creamy, fragrant skin healing
father of Baby’s Own Soap—
the Standard in Canada for
nursery use, on account of its
known purity.

Baby’s Own is Best for
Baby—Best for You.




