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THE STANDING ALI5! OF

“Do you remember that umont
1clibery—the thing Storme turned be-
fore he went for the First National®
Well, sir, Townsend married that gir

And they never did. For H. Slan-l
leigh Storme was only half right in
his last statement to the court.

St T

—

H. STANLEIGH STORME

(Ry Wm Hamilton Osborne)

be assumed.

“He begged me to atiend the Ginner
~—atated that he wouid make a full
Rreast of the matter, and that he
Avould leave town anc never bother
amybody again. Begged me, whom ho
bad Dbefriended—befriended, gentle-
men—not to give him up. Thkat all
be wanted was twelve hours to ar-
Tapge matters in—gave me his word
that all was not as bad as it looked.

“Whea H. Stanleigh Storme talks,
gentlemen, there is no ansyer. I went
sefutanctly, but I went, nevertheless.
B would have hesitated to give him up.
Fhoped there would be some way out
of it

“Gentlemen, you know what hap-
pened. I was the man who sat in the
poker game on the night of the Mor-

‘|#2unt robbery, and the man who was

-8gnest of honor at the Derddlington
dinner on the night when the First
National was robbed.

“The man that sits there, gentle-
®en,” he continued dramatically, “the
man H. Stanleigh Storme, was th.
man who committed each crime and
211 the others that have been so muci
deplored, and who upon each occasion,
without my knowledgr, was able to
prove an alibi.

“I have come here,” added the wit-
Ress, “to make what reparation 1 can
for my innocent share in those twe
¢rimes by revealing to you the exact
state of affairs as it exists. That is
wy story, gentlemen,” he concluded,
pointing to the prisoner, “and that is
also his™

The prisoner sat speilbound. inoking
at the witness with a fascinated gaze
In whieh desperation, wonder and ad-
miiration struggled for supremacy

CHAPTER XVII
The Biggest Surprise of All

The witness waited for the cross-
examination. But there was none.
He then stood up and addressed the
fudge.

“Your honor has
said quietly, ™and 1
there at any time
1s therc any reason
aow go?™

The judge looked at both
then shook his head.

“You may go,” he said

The witness stepped down from the
stand, and the crowd made way for
him as he walked slowly down the
ecuter aisle. He had almost reached
the door when the prisoner roused
himself.

“For hcaven's sake!™ he exclaimed
wildly, “you arc not going to let that
man go! Your honor, I wi!l be heard—
I must be heard,’ he cried insistently
*I am not o

“8ilence!” roarcd the fudge
*Sir, It you interrupt the
this procceding in this manner again,”
“he continued severcly. “I'll have you
bound and gagied. You have counscl.
You will have an opportunity to be
deard when your time comes.  Dut
you must not interrupt the court.”

The man who had passed down the
center aisle smiled slightly to himself,
and thea stepped out through the
Boors. The priscrer teok hiz seat with
a resigned air

“Let-it be upon yeur own head then,
your honor,” Lo sauid quietiy, ‘it mat-
lers but little to me.”

“Proceed,” went on the judge,
mg him.

“That’s our case,”
sttorney with a not

my address” he
can be found
it T am wanted.
why I should not

lawyers,

again
course of

ignor-

#aid the district
of rriumph in his

volce. “Wo rest.”

*Procced with the defense,”  ex-
elaimed the judge

Now the counsel for the prisoner
had becn doing some tall thinking

during tho testimony of the last wit-
ness, and In spite of the startling na
ture of the evidence he pretty
well prepared.

He knew onc thing—than ine
somblance betwecn the two men, hav-
ing degelved many péople Dbefore,
would constitute a strong argument
with the jury in the defendant’s favor.
For it was just as likely that the wit-
aess Warburton had robbed the bank
as it was that the prisoner himself
had dono Yso

He had a dim recollection of the
>apital that had been made out of the
resemblance of Charles Darnay and
3ydney Carton In Dickens' “Tale of
I'wo Cities,” and he purposed to avall

was

He -tcuchcd tho prissacr ca $3e
0 1 18 -

“You take tie 's:zal,” ho szid

The priscner lecked at e, Lut Q71
act move.

Yol - heard -¥05ur e Sins =" saig she
cRrpYity.  MPale the

The n'an obeyed an' was
liately sworn.

“Mr. Sturme,” said h'g
«n tell the jury »
“Wait a minunte ™ §
witness stan’
ith a gesture, “ren
‘stake—my nar-c iz nnef © -
“What!™ exclaimred his e~=a-a? oy
~cpared for this.

“What!"™ repeated o
1 mean to say, sir, ‘ha ‘
‘erme is an alias?"
The judge, frem his manaor
~uestionably convineccd cf tho ~is
uilt.
I mean,” replied the
cud, firm voice, lookirg

ruarely in the face, “that wy
s not Storme—that I am not k!
agh Storme—thar 1
soner.”

“Whats that? Whars
‘he prosecuted. *“Not

D
Stun-
am act the pri-

that?"
the

cricd

priseser?

What in God's name do you mean,
dir?
“I mean,” replicd the otner, “just

~hat I say. H. Stunleigh Storme, the
prigoner, is the man who has just left
‘he witness stand, and who has left
the court. I tried to tell you time
and time again that the man who
0ok the stand was the prisoner him-
self, but you wouldn’t listen to me.

“He was the prisoner, the eriminal,
the bank robber himself, and you
sever knew it. He knew that I was
roming here to take the stand against
fim—though I had told no one but
fdim—and he took the stand in my
place and told my story—the story
that I meant to tell—that 1 would
have tald. He knew it just as well
as I did, and he could tell it better.”

“I don’t believe it!” exclaimed the
prosccutor. “Your honor, it is a mere
ruse 5

The other man again iuterrupted.

“You haven’'t even the commonest
dbservation,” he said to the prose-
sutor. “You know the voice of H.
Stanleigh Storme. Is it like mine?
You are familiag with his face. Look
at mine. The one thing that Storme
lid not tell you was that the verv
points of differcnce between us were
In the voice and in the color of the
skin. His face Is florid, more or less,
mine is always pale »

“By George,” exclaimed the sheriff
in an audible voice to the crowd about
him, “that accounts for it."”

The judge adjusted hiz spectacles
and looked long and earnestly at the
man. Then he leaned back with an air
of conviction.

“This man is not the prisoner,” he
said finally: “he is not H. Stanleigh
Storme."”

The prosecutor thought for a mo-
ment. Then he spoke.

“Why, then, did you not take the
stund when 1 called your name?’ he
asked severely.

“You did not
‘tined the other.

“l did,” retorted the prosecutor. “I
iid call your name — the name of
Wesly Warburton.”

The man smiled and shook his head.

“My name {8 Henry F. Townsend,”
he responded quletly,

“What!"” returned the prosecutor.
‘Do you mean to tell me that you
Jidn't write this letter to me signed
Wesley Warburton? Look at it!™

“If you care to find out,” responded
Townsend “you are llable to
liscover that that letter is In the
faundwriting of (. Stanteigh Storme
—ask the bank men here—and,” he
continued, “it's my opinifon that you'll
huve to look a long way before you
find any real man of the name of
Wesley Warburton!”

“But these exhibits!” went on the
lawyer. “How did the prisoner come
lo have charge of these?’

“That’s simple enough,” returned
the other., “He had a copy of the
newspaper just as I did, and it was
an everyday job for a man like H.
Stanleigh Storme to prepare coples of
letters from memory—letters that he

call my name,” re-

slowly,

The juége had his address all right.
In that e was correct. .But he was
laboring under some grievous misap-
prehensicn when he told the judge
that he could Le found there any time,
I wanted.

Fer they tried it many,
encd with great persistence
they found he'd proved an alibi.

muay times,
—luter. And

either way. There's no diiference,

far as I can see, ctweza the two.”
And O’Cennell in much the

game frame of m!

CBAPTER

XVIIH

Storme Proves Ancther Alibi.

The facts sct ferih, in the forezoing)
narrative were ai! within the per-
scnal kncwledge of the writer; fo
what happened !2.or ne is dependen:
wholly on eviderce at second
but which nevartheless is in
spects reliable.

The writer sat within ke o
room at each trial, =ad in 1> re
gorted for a local sheet sueh of ihe
facts as were afterwards made nublic
tut immediately after the second tria

all

qy onted on the street not long since
Ly a bearded denizen of the old place
From this man he was able to glean
such further facts relative to H
Stanleigh Storme as were of interest
to him.

“Weil, sir,” said the visitor. “I'm
glad to see you. I haven't seen sou
for a couple o' years a! the outside—
not in fact since I saw you at the

Storme trial. Do you remember it'
You were on the Blade about thai
time.”

“The Star,” corrected I. "Did they
ever hear of Storme?” 1 asked.
“Hear of him?' replied the old man

added, “under another name.”
“Another name?" 1 said.
name 7’
The eld man slowly smiled

“What

“It's a name that's well known by
this time, I guess, pretty much all
over. Did you ever hear of Stephe:
Duckworth ?"

“What!" 1 exclaimed. “Stephen
Duckworih! The that tried tc
flout that million dollar bond scheme
—the forger Why, ne's in
prison in this state; been
month, at least.”

“Exactly,” returned my old friend
“that’s where he is. .and that man,’
he continued, “is H. Stanleigh Storme
I thought you knew it all the time
They've got him under lock and key
this time for fair. He won't get out
too soon.”

men

state's
there 2

nodded his head.

nn'me," he added, “is Henry F. Town-
send. He's one of the business
men in the place, and they all sweat
by him.

“They soured on him a bit after
th:at last trial on account of the blame
frol way in which he'd been taken in
but when they to cool down
they concluded all around that Town-
tend wasn't to blame more thap
auybody elseg — the whole town ha¢
been took im, the banks and the police
force the most of all.

“Henry F. Townsend told a straight-
forward story, and he was a straight-
forward man, and they came to under
tland that pretty soon. There wasn’'l
anything against him except that hs
.was mixed up in this unfortunate
thing atout the same way everyhod)
had been, and they found there was &
good deal in favor of him. He stayec

lLest

came

any

25 mud, they say.
with the railroad and other things, is
ad: pretty
guess;

hand » "

—the Dumont girl. I believe she’c
krown Storme, or something of tha!
i\, and T suppose Townsend met het

ia somme way after the trial, but, any

way, sie murried him, and they'r
1oth el! right.” Y

G {3 a fuuny thing, though
They say she saw the burglar in he:

house that night and recognized hi-n:

*“Now who was stringing us,
Durke?” said O'Conneil after it was cned it must seem queer o her whe!
11l over. “Was ii the devil or I « lcoks at Townsend, for if ever a
Stenleigh Storme?” n aokern like Storme; he’s the man,
“Well,” respo Larie, straten icuzh he's changed his lools some
ing his head. ziou: the s {0W, 100.

“That Dumont ;iél is rich, too; rich
S50 Townsend, whai

well fixed, and happy, too, I
as happy as they make ‘em.
VVell, sir,” concluded the old man,
tcaching for a bunch or toothpicks,
I'm due uptown about this time ond
1 guess I'll be moving.”

“I'll go with you,” I responded.

Ss we passed a newspaper bulletin

the way up the street, we saw a

. Ycrowd around it.
re-§

“Well, by George,” exclaimed my
mpanion, “will wonders never cease?
L.ook at that. That's about thie man we

:\\-(-re talkin’ of just now."”

! looked. Upon the bulletin, in fresh
Llack paint, appeared the following

essnciated himself with a leading words: =
Japer in an Eastera city. Duckworth’s Desperate Escape
It was with feelings of cons:derable Stephen Duckworth, lhe‘ .\o}ormus
Ilcasure that he fouad himseif con- Bond Forger, Breaks His Prison
Bonds

Cannot Be Found. Possess Scouring
The Country In Search.

The old man squeezed my arm.
“W hat do you thing of that?" he ask-
¢d. “You take my word for it, they'l'
pever get him—no, sir, they can't do
it. I'm bettin' on any man the first
letter of whose last name begins with
H. Stanley Storme.
out for good.”

And he was. Officlally, Stephen
Duckworth was supposed to be con-
fined in cell No. 143. Actually, he
far away.

They find his bars sawed, the cage

wWas

“Why, ain’t you heard? Dida't you broken, and the bird riown.

know ahout it?” Officially, the record in the war-
“Tell me,” 1 requested vden's office set forth that Stephen
“Why, no,” responded he, “they Duckworth, the famous forger, bank

never got him out there: but some- robter, and swindler, was safe within

body did on here East. Why, map|€ clutches of the law. But it was

alive, he's been rent up—he's jailed rot true. . u

though on another charse, and,” he| AS be had often done before, H.

Stanleigh Storme had once more
proved an alibl.

“Some fellow ought to write a book
about him,” exclaimed the old man
again as we started on once more.

I assented.

“I will,” I said.

And, accordingly, I have.

The End.
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the advent of
7. without
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ed on family
trees, with the = ovn se #te herald-
ry as substitutes for children, there-

rirer'v

by furnishin consicderavle  couso-
It was about dinner time. I led the| |i1:cn for race suleide

way into the cozy corner of a down- & d' mto i'wvo great
town restaurant, where we regalec es — predigteed 'r‘l-'-'.r'""",
€ areed are of tw 3 8 — mad

ourselves and whiled away an hour. Vcidigrend are of l, 2 ); ?
= 2 dogs and dogs Pedigreed are of
And the other fellow, Townsend | geveral kinds, chlef among which are
what became of him?" I asked. wateh dogs and sheep-dogs. Watch-
The old man wiped the soup of| dogs are so called b » they l'k""
i i all enough, and cranky
his wide expansc of short front anc| ™2 » . W v
4 i erough, to be carriea around in the

place of watches by people who have

“l don’t suppose,” -he answered | plenty of time. Sheep-dogs are so
“hat C. T. & A. Railway had a bettei] called because they are led around
’ v shee A r people.
mznager than thev've g £ by sheepish-looking people.
‘g' 8y v(," ":OI e J Those dogs are considered the
krow they haven't in my time His herdsomest by connolsseurs which

leck the ugliest to other people

Cnallenge the Jadge.

an Irish conrt

It was a .
hard 1o

case In

end, the prisgner seeming
satlsty, juryman after juryvmna as
sthed to leave the box. Howover. ull

things come to an end, even in .re-
land, and at last the swearing of the
jury was completed. And tlien the
prisoncr leaned over the dock and
sought the ear of his counsel

“lhe jury's all right now, I think,”
he whispered; “but ye must challenge
the judge. 1've been convicted under
him siviral times already, and maybe
he's beginnin’ to have a prejudice.”

Sophistry of a Sophist.

A cortain archbishop, when asked
woman to misstate her age, replied:
“A li* may be defined as a state-
ment made by one rational being to
another rational being, with the in-
tent to deceive. Now, as no rational

W. J. HOGAN, General

FOR SALE.

A NUMBER OF

Leasoned Logging Sleds, Heavy and Light
s Portage Sleds and Light Single Sleds.

1’2, .ons are invited to cal! and eramine these
home-wade sleds, which cannct be excelled by

ary cther make.
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J. & D. A. Harquail Co., Ltd.
CONTRACTORS & BUILDERS, - CAMPBELLTON, LO. -

PLANING MILL, DRY KILN, SASM & DOOR ’m

WHOLESALE and RETAIL DEALERS in
Building Mardware, Paints and Oils, Carpenters’ Togls, Rogivwall
Plaster.

W

" HIAH CLASS WOODWORK

Our experience in the manufacturing and ing of Timber
from the Forest to the Finished Product, has gained us a rep-
utation for turming out work, which in quality and wedkman-
ship, is second to none. Buyers would do well to bear this fast
in mind when comparing our prices with those of inferior produets.

W

PHONE, MAIL or WIRE your orders for Window Frames,
Interior and Exterior Finishings, Verandah Posts, Rafls, Brack-
ets, Mouldings, Birch and Spruce Flooring, Clapboards,
and Pine Sheathing, Wainscoating, Stair Newels, Rails,
ters, Doors, Sashes, etc.

No order too large for our capacity or too small to recefve our
prompt attention.

-

W
SPECIAL DESIGNS FURNISHED FPOR
Store Fronts, Counters, and Shelving, Church Windows,
Altars, Pulpits, Pews, Office and School Furniture.
WA
FREE DELIVERY TO ALL PARTS OF THE TOWN.
W
SPECIAL
Dry Spruce Scantling, 2x3, 2x4, 2x5, 2x6, 2x7, 2x8, 2x9.
o

DRY SPRUCE LATHS.

[adaa £ L 08 2T 28

J. & D. A. Harquail Co., Ltd.
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& roofin

Tin makes a good roof {fyou -

paint it

Canvas makes a good goof {fyott
paint,it.

Any felt makes a good roof {f

that can be leftout in the
t the slightest damage.

The wearing surface is mineral
matter em! into a he:ez
coating of pitch and never n

you paint it painting.
Even paper makes a good roof
V you paint it,

We shall be glad to send zou s
sample of Amatite free of charge
if you will send a postal request
for it to our nearest office. The
sample will show what the
mineral surface is l.iio.

i Y 8. .
Everjet Elastic Paint
A lustrous carbon black paint, ver
cheap, very dureble—for protecting all
kinds of metal and wood wo

But Amatite makes 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
except to provide & smooth un-
broken surface with no seams or
cracks, to which the paint can be
appli Anything which has
strength enough to keep the wind
from blowing it away or the rain
from beating it in, will be water-
proof if you use paint enough.

Amatite Roofing, however, needs
no painting. It s arealrogfing—

ST, JOHNS, N.B.
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being would think of asking a woman
her age with the expectation of being

himself of a similar advantage here.|had handed me in the past. Here are | right there and bore the brunt of the

o The more ho thought of it the better Imy preofs—look at- them.” And he:| whole thing—said he was all righl gnswered truthfully, one of the
b~ liked it placed another batch of papers In |and intended to stick to it elcmenis of the lie Is lacking, and the
He had bad ,of course, no ins'Ing of |ihe hands of the district attorney. “And he did. And he won out. Some¢ | woinan's statemgnt cannot, strietly ¥

this ho“ his client, and he had been
unable to prepare himself for It. In
fagl his clieat’'s whole demieanor had
changed from the instant the other
man had appeared. Hce had ignored

of his old railroad people got inter-
ested In the C. T. & A, and they
elapped Townsend right in as assist-
ant manager—you see he knew al
sbout the business. And then, by

The whole thipg id plain. Storme
is a clever fellow, and he knew before-
band that I was ¢oming, and he knew
what I was here for. He kmew that
the.man who had the first say would

speaking, be defined as such.”

Australia has Tallest Tree.

Australia claims to have the tallest
trec in the world.. It has long bean

' PP | ) grppt
Focu: Vear VWant
4 Classiilied Want Ads.
&is ocoymsel and kept his eyes fixcd lwin out and omst suspiciem en the Go‘oue. the manager resigned and ll‘]:ﬁux:i:ﬂ:!hc.t:onm bEZ“':?I:: 3::?;:‘? will All al vour re-
upon the witness and the court. Helyther man. It was a simple thing ToOwnsend stepped right into his nis trees are of gigantic dimcnsions, quirem-nts. They sct J

—l

as a le. wivleny el
concentrate ol your
needs, and rring thea
O a pest v dscns of

shoes. And he's all right, is Henry
¥ Townsend.”

“He never married, I suppose?’ )
queried.

Wad net even confided o his counsel

wkat It was he had wished to say.
Bat the lawyer was pretty sure

from the present imsistemt attitude of

for him to take' the stand and tell my
story. He knew it all by hesart. And
it was a simple. thing te get off the
stand and walk out in the open air a

they do not come up to Australia’s
cucalyptus trees. The Californians
are noted not se much for thelr height
&5 for thelr girth and diameter. The
tallest tree in California yet discover-

e prisoner that he conld trust h'l:: froc man from hame And. mark | 1':- ol:.-nn -:.u_.d again. por 'n,,“u by actual messeresent .Mobcton revala,
i P e TR BT pragaFation . on® (¢ | gy word, geutiomen, mover tiad '’ “You, Da'@id” he'saswered. “Amd] o be 340ft. high Australle’s record e o= w0 e
PasTe SO danl.  Wlie. ollent wes 20 fool. Jupm~ g .t %ei was snether funny thing. 4 Sum troe can beat thin by 1406t
m ‘I-‘ - ]
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