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pave been discussing the
growing menace to the Greeks

of the great Persian empire under
Cyrus.

Cyrus was succeeded by his eon
Cambyses, who took an army into
BEgypt (625 B. C.), There was
a battle in the delta, In which
Greek mercenaries fought on both
éides. Herodotus declares that he
saw the bones of the slain still ly-
ing on thé field fifty or sixty years
Jater, and comments on the com-
parative thinness of the Persian
skulls, After this battle Cambyses
toock Memphis and most of Egypt.

In Egypt, we are told, Cambyses
went mad. He took great libertles
with the Egyptian temples, and re-
mained at Memphis “opening an-
clent tombs and examining the dead
bodies”” He had already murdered
both Croesus, ex-king of Lydia, and
hisz own brother, Smerdis, before
goming to Egypt, and he died in

@yria on the way back to Susa of
tn accldental wound, leaving no

eirs to succeed him. He was pres-
ently succeeded by Darius the Mede
€621 B. C.P, the son of Hystaspes,
one of the chief councillors of

us.
The Vast Empire of Darius.
The empire of Darius 1. was
farger than any one of the preced-
dng empires whose grewth we have
traced. It included all Asia Minor
‘and Syria, that is to say, the an-
elent Lydian and Hittite empires,
&1l the old Assyrian and Babylonian
.empires, Fligypt, the Caucasus and
| Caspian regions, Media, Persia and
§t extended, perhaps, into India to
the Indus. The nomadic Arabians
alone of alt the peoples of what is
nowadays called the Near East, did
mot y tribute to the satraps
{provincial governors) of Darius.
The organization of this great
empire seems to have been on a
smuch higher level of efficiency
than any of its precursors. Great
arterial roads joined province to
province, and there was a system of
woyal posts; at stated intervals post
horses stood always ready to carry
Rhe government messenger, or the
wveler if he had a government
t, on to the next stage of his
rney. Apart from this imperial
ht-of-way, and the payment of
te, the local government pos-
& very considerable amount
fooal freedom. They were restrain-
from internecine conflict, which
all to thelr own good And at

first the Greek cities of the mainland
of Asla paid the tribute and shared
in this Persian peace

Darius was first incited to attack
the Greeks in Europe by a home-
sick Greek physician at his court,
who wanted at any cost to be back
in Greeco Darfus had already
made plans for an expedition into
Europe, alming not at Greece, but
to the northward of Greece, across
the Bosphorus and Danube He
wanted to strike at South Russia,
which he believed to be the home
country of the BScythlan nomads
who threatened him on his north-
ern and northeastern frontiers, But
he lent an attentive ear to the
tempter, and sent agents Into
Greece. i

This great expedition of Darius
opens out our view in this history.
another floating bridge. Meanwhile
Darius and his host advanced along
the coast of what is now Bulgaria,
but which was then called Thrace.

brought to an extremity. of fear,” for
they foundé the bridge partially
broken down and its northern end
destroyed.

At this point a volce echoes down
the centuries to us. We see a group
of dismayed Persiams standing about
the Great King upon the bank of the
streaming river; we see the masses |
of halted troops, hungry and war-
worn; a trail of battered transport
stretches away toward the horizon,
upon which at any time the advance
guards of the pursuers may appear.
There is not much noise in spite of
the multitude, but rather an inquir-
ing silence. Standing out like a pler
from the farther side of the great
stream are the remains of the bridge
of boats, an enigma. * * * We can-
not discern whether there are men
over there or not. The shipping of
the Jonian Greeks seems still to be
drawn up on the farther shore, but it
is alt very far away. T

“Now there was with Darius an

an who had@ a voice louder
than that of any other man on earth,

They crossed the Danube, and pre-
pared to give battle to the Scythian
army and take the oitles of the
Scythians. -

But the Scythians had no cities,
and they evaded a battle, and the
war degenerated into a tedious and
hopeless pursuit of more mobile
enemies. Wells were stopped up
an@ pastures destroyed by the no-
mads. The Scythian horsemen
hung upon the skirts of the great
army.

But privation, fatigue and sickness
hindered and crippled the Persian
army; Darius lost many stragglers
an& consumed his supplies, and at
last the melancholy conviction dawn-
ed upon him that a retréat across the
Danube was necessary to save him
from complete exhaustion and de-
feat.

Deserts the Sick and Wounded.

In order to get a start in his re-
treat he sacrificed his eick and
wounded. He had these men in-
formed that he was about to attack
the Scythians at nightfall, and under
this pretense stole out of the camp
with the pick of his troops and made
off sou hward, leaving the camp fires
burning and the usual noises and
movements of the camp behind him.

Next day the men left in the camp
realized the trick their monarch had
played upon them, and surrendered
themselves to the mercy of the Scy-
thians: but Darius had got his start
and was able to reach the bridge of

boats before his pursuers came upon

«J Had Terrible Backache
From Kidney Disease”

I with little results. Now I am

One pill & dose, 25cta & box. All dealers, or Edmanson, Bates
& Oo., 12d., Toronto

Mrs. M. A. McNeill, Ca-
naan Sta, N.B., writes:
“l was troubled for years
with terrible backache, resulting
il from kidney disease. At times in
E each month | remained in bed,
pain was more than I could

I used about $50.00
worth of other medicines, but

completely better, after using
only five boxes of Dr. Chase’s
Kidney-Liver Pills.

—

\

OF co aise—-s/ze would
be pleased with a
pair of these

Dainty and attractive, cosy and warm. Oh,
how she will enjoy wearing them!
Perfectly lasted to fit snugly to the foot,
grade felt, beautifully trimmed with silk ribbon and
pom-poms, newest colors and
combination patterns......

A SLIPPER DE LUXE
Secores of styles to choose from........$1.00 and up

$2.00, $2.50

\
and this man Darius ordered to take
his stand upon the bank of the Ister
(Danube), and to call Histiaeus of
Miletus.” .

This worthy—a, day is to come, as
we shall presently tell, when his de-
capitated head will be sent to Darius
at Susa—appears approaching slowly
across the waters in a boat.

There is a parley and we gather
that it is *“all right.”

Playing It Both Ways.

The explanation Histiacus has to
make is a complicated one. Some
Seythians have been and have gone
again. Scouts, perhaps, these were.
It would seem there had been a
discussion between the Scythians
and the Greeks. The Scythians
wanted the bridge broken down;
they would then, they said, under-
take to finish up the Persian army
and make an end of Darius anad his
empire, and the Jonlan Greeks of Asia
could then free their cities again.
Miltiades, the Athenian, was for ac-
cepting this proposal.

But Histiaeus had@ been more sub-
tle. He would prefer, he said, to see
the Persians completely destroyed
before definitely abandoning their
cause. Would the Scythians go back

Problems In History.

Do you know=——
What warrior king first
built special transports for
the conveyance of war
horses?

Do you know—
What caused the ancient
Athenians, proud and intel-
lectual, to cast aside a long
feud and appeal to Sparta
for aid?

Do you know—
Why Xerxes, organizer of
one of the greatest armies
of antiquity, first laughed
and then cried as he looked
upon it?

Do you know—
Why  Herodotus, rpatriotic
Greek poet, wrote an epic
on the march of the Persian
hordes of Xerxes upon the
Greeks? -

Answers in tomorrow’s install-
ment of H. G. Wells’ “Outline of
History.”

to destroy the Persians to make sure
of them, while the Greeks on their
part destroyed the bridge? Anyhow,
whichever side the Greeks took fin-
ally, it was clear to him that it
would be wise to destroy the north-
ern end of the bridge, because other-
wise the Scythians might rush it.
Indeed, even as they parleyed the
Greeks got to work to demolish the
end that Hnked them to the Scy-
thians as& quickly as possible. In
accordance with the suggestions of
Histaeus, the Scythians rode off in
search of the Persians, and so left
the Greeks safe in either event, If
Darius escaped, they could be on
his side; if he were destroyed, there
was nothing of which the Scythians
coul@ complain.

Histlaene did not put it quite in
that fashion to Dariuas. He had at
least kept the shipping and most
of the bridge. He represented him-
of the bridge. He represented him-
and Darius was not disposed to be
too critical. The Ionian ships came
over. With a sense of immense re-
lief the remnant of the wasted
Persians were presently looking
back at the steely flood of the
Danube streaming wide between
themssalves and their pursuers.®* ¢ ¢
Copyright, 1921, by the Macmillan
Company. Published by arrangement
with the McClure Newspaper Syndi-
cate.
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THE FORTUNE TELLER.
".% Here Today.
Seated in, the quiet of his Paris

study,
M. JONQ greatest of French
detectives, from his father's

The diary tells how the son of
PEYTON : stole his
father’s will because he believed
his father at his death had been
strangely influenced by the Eng-
lishman

MR. GOSFORD, and that under this
influence had left Gosford all his
$50,000 estate instead of keeping
hg promise and leaving his son

,000.
The writer of the diary recounts
how his father and the lawyer,

MR. , were suspicious of Gos-
ford. The son admits he took the
will and surrenders it to the execu-
tors, who are gathered in the plan-
tation library with Gosford and
the old doctor,

Go On With the Story.
CHAPTER III,

l'.l‘ was my father who broke the

silence.

“Gosford,” he said, “what scheme
were you and Marshall about?”

“You may wonder, sir,” replied
the Englishman, continuing to write
his notes; “I shall not tell you.”

“But I will tell you,” said the boy.
“My father thought that the states in
this republic could not hold together
very much longer., He believed that
the country would divide, and the
South set up a separate government.
He hoped this might com@ about
without a war. He was in horror of
a war. He had traveled; he had
seen nations and read their history,
and he knew what they were talking
when they urged war.”

He paused and looked at Gosford.

“My father was convinced that the
South would finally set up an inde-
pendent government, but he hoped a
war might not follow. He believed
that if this new government were
immediately recognized by Great
Britain, the North would accept the
inevitable and there would be no
bloodshed. My father-went to Eng-
land with this scheme. He met Mr.
Gosford somewhere—on the ship, I
think. And Mr. Gosford succeeded
in convineing my father that if he
had a sum of money he could win
over certain powerful persons in the
English government, and so pave
the way to an immediate recognition
of the Southern Republic by Great
Britain. He followed my father
home and hung about him, and so
finally got his will. My father was
careful; he wrote nothing; Mr. Gos-
ford wrote nothing; there is no evi-
dence of this plan, but my father
told me, and it is true.”

My father stopped by the table
and lifted his great shoulders.

“And so,” he said, “Peyton Mar-
shall imagined a plan like that, and
left its execution to a Mr. Gosford!”

The Englishman put down his pen
and addressed my father.

“I would advise you, sir, to re-
quire a little proof for your conclu-
sions. This is a very pretty story,
but it is prefaced by an admission of
no evidence, and it comes as a spe-
cial pleading for a criminal act. Now,
sir, if I chose, iff the bequest re-
quired it, I could give a further ex-
planation, with more substance; of
moneys borrowed by the decedent in
his travels and to be returned to me.
But the will, sir, stands for itself, as
Mr. Lewis will assure you.”

My father seemed brought up in
a cul-de-sac. His face was tense and
disturbed. He stood by the table;
and now, as by accident, he put out
his hand and took up the Japanese
crystal supported by the necks of
the three bronze storks. He ap-
peared unconscious of the aoct, for
he was in deep reflection. Then, as
though the weight in his hand drew
his attention, he glanced at - the
thing. Something about it struck
him, for his manner changed. He
spread the will out on the table and
began to move the crystal over it,
his face close to the glass. Pres-
ently his hand stopped, and he stood
stooped over, staring into the Ori-
ental crystal, like those practicers of
black art who predict events from
what they pretend to see in these
spheres of glass.

Mr. Gosford, sitting at his ease
in victory, regarded my father with
a supercilious, ironical smile.

“Sir,”” he said, ‘are you,
chance, a fortune-teller?” .

“A misfortune-teller,” replied my
father, his face still held above the
crystal. “l see here a misfortune to
Mr. Anthony Gosford. I predict,
from what I see, that he will release
this bequest of moneys to Peyton
Marshall’s son.”

“Sir,” sajd the Englishman,
provoked into a temper,
enjoy this foeolery?”

“You are not interested in crystal-
gazing, Mr. Gosford,” replied my
father in a tranquil voice. “Well, 1
find it most diverting. Permit me to
piece out your fortune, or rather
your misfortune, Mr. Gosford! By
chance you fell in with this dreamer
Marshall, wormed into his confi-
dence, pretended a relation to great
men in England; followed and per-
suaded him until, in his ill-health,
you got this will. You saw it writ-
ten two years ago. When Marshall
fell ill, your hurried ghere, learned
fromi the dying man that the will
remained and where it was. You
made sure by pretending te write
letters in this room, bringing your
portfolio with ink and pen and a pad
of paper. Then, at Marshall's
death, you inquired of Lewis for
legal measures to discover the dead
man’s will. And when you find the
room ransacked, you run after the
law.”

My father paused.

“That i{s your past, Mr. Gosford.

Now let me tell your future. I see
you in joy at the recovered will
I see you pleased at your foresight
in getting a direct bequest, and at
the care you urged on Marshall to
leave no evidence of his plan, lest
the authorities discover it. For 1
see, Mr. Gosford, that it was your
intention all along to keep this sum
of money for your own use and
pleasure. But alas, Mr. Gosford, it
was not to be! I see you writing
this release; and Mr. Gosford,”"—
my father’s voice went up full and
strong—*1 see you writing it in
terror—sweat on your face!”
“The devil take your nonsense!”
cried the Englishman.
My father stood up with a twisted,
fronical smile. °
“If- you doubt my skill, Mr. Gos-
ford, as a fortune or rather a mis-
fortune teller, I will ask Mr. Lewis
and Herman Gaeki to tell me what
they see.”
The fwo men crossed the room
and stooped over the paper, While
my father held the crystal. The
manner and the bearing of the men
changed. They grew on the instant
tense and fired with .interest.

“I see it!” said the old doctor, with

a queer, foreign expletive.

“And 1” cried Lewis, ‘see some-
thing more than Pendleton’s vision.
I see the penitentiary in the dis-

tance.”
The Englishman sprang up Wwith
an oath and leaned across the table.

Then he saw the thing.
“My father’s hand held the crystal
the figures of the bequest

by

now

above
| written in thootbody of the will.

“do you

had been erased
added. One could
fibres of the paper

-the 5 lay across the top of
three and the top of the o be-
hind it like a black lath tacked

face became expression-
less like wood, his body rigid; then
he stood up and faced the three
men across the table.

“Quite so!” he sald in his vacuous
English i “Marshall wrote a 3
by inadvertence and changed it. He
borrowed my penknife to erase the
figure.”

My ftaher and Lewis gaped like
men who see a penned-in beast slip
out through an unimagined passage.
There was silence. Then suddenly,
in the strained stillness of the room,
old Doctor Gaeki laughed. Gosford
lifted his long pink face, with its
cropped beard bringing out the ugly
mouth.

“Why do you . laugh, my good
man?” he said.

“I laugh,” replied Gaeki, “because
a figure 5 can have so many colors.”

And now my father and Lewis
were no less astonished than Mr.
Gosford.

“Colors!” they said, for the
changed figure in the will was black.

“Why, yes,” replied the old man,
“it is very pretty.”

He reached across the table and
drew over Mr. Gosford’s memoran-
dum beside the will.

“You are progressive, sir,”” he
went; “you write in iron-nutgall
ink, just made, commercially, in
this year of ‘fifty-six by Mr. Ste-
phens. But we write here as Mar-
shall wrote in ’fifty-four, with log-
wood.”

He turned and fumbled in his little
case of bottles.

“I carry a bit of acid for my people’s
indigestions. It has other uses.” He
whipped out the stopper of his vial
and dabbed Gosford’s notes and Mar-
shall's signature.

“See!” he cried.
blue, Mr.
red!”

With ‘an oath the trapped man
struck at Gaeki’'s hand. The vial
fell and cracked on the table. The
hydrochloric acid spread out over
Marshall's will. And under the
chemical reagent the figure in the
‘bequest of fifty thousand dollars
changed beautifully; the bar of the
5 turned blue, and the reéemainder of
it a deep purple-red like the body of
the will.

“Gaeki,”” cried my
have trapped a rogue!”

“And I have lost a measure of
good acid,” replied the old man. And
he began to gather up the bits of
his broken bottle from the table.

Another triumph of M. Jonquelle,
“The Triangular Hypothesis,” will
begin in our next issue.

“Your writing is
Gosford, and Marshall's

father, “you

A PIG-HEADED FRIEND.
By Thornton W. Burgess.
Pig-headedness is without use,
Anad for it there is no excuse.
You know what it is to be pig-
headed. Everybody knows that. It is
to go right ahead doing what you
please and refusing to listen to rea-
son when others want you to do some-
thing else or to do the thing you are
doing in another way. Prickly Porky
is pig-headed.
Probably he always will be. He seems
to delight in doing just the opposite
thing from what others want him to
do. He began that way when he first
started out in the great world. There
are many people just like him.

Now Paddy the Beaver and Prickly
Porky never had quarreled. There

quarrel. They were the
friends. Prickly Porky had come
down to the shore of Paddy's old
pond many times. Never had he in-
terfered with Paddy in any way. Per-
haps that was because there had
never been any way in which he
could.

So when he made his first visit to
Paddy's new pond Paddy was glad to
see him. It was a pleasure to have

Prickly Porky simply grunted and

went right on eating.
a visitor who did not mean mischief
and of whom he was not afraid.
Paddy went right on about his work,
for you know he was extremely busy
and in a great hurry to get his food
pile completed before the coming of
ice.

Prickly Porky shuffled along the
edge of the pond and presently came
to one end of the new dam. At once
he climbed up on it. You know
Prickly Porky is never more at home
than when climbing. He examined
the dam with great interest. Now
and then he gnawed a bit of bark
from a stick in the dam. When he
came to the place where Paddy and
Mrs. Paddy dragged their food logs
over the dam into the Laughing
Brook on the other side he sat down.
There was a freshly cut aspen branch
lying on the dam right at that point,
and he took a notion to sample the
bark.

He had hardly begun when Paddy
arrived from the other end of the
pond with a food log he was taking
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He always has been. |

had never been occasion for them to |
best of |

Prickly Porky was right in his way.
At first Paddy sald nothing. He
politely waited, thinking that Prickly
Porky would move on.

But Prickly Porky did nothing of
the kind. He rather liked the taste
of that bark and he went right on
eating, .with not so much as a glance
at Paddy. Paddy became impatient.
He was in a hurry.  “If you will move
aside, Prickly Porky, I'll be very
much obliged,” said Paddy politely.

Prickly Porky simply grunted and

went right on eating.
"Yoﬁ%&altting right where I haul

my logs over,” explained Paddy. “If
you will move just a little I won't
bother you any re.”.

“I don’t want {o move,” grunted
Prickly Porky.

“But you are stopping my work,”
said Paddy. “Mrs. Paddy and I have
a lot of logs we must get down into
our food pile tonight, and this is
the only place where we can get them
over the dam without a great deal
of unnecessary work.”

Prickly Porky simply turned his
back to Paddy and went right on eat-
ing as if that was the only thing of
importance in all the great world.
When he turned his back that way
Paddy looked right up at the thou-
sand little spears peeping out from
Prickly Porky’s coat, and they gave
him a most uncomfortable feeling. He
began to grow very angry, and he
said some sharp things. He might
as well have talked to the wind.
(Copyright, 1922, by T. W. Burgess.)

The next story: “Paddy and Mrs.
Paddy Make the Best of a Bad
Matter.”
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$20,000 Stock
At a Sacrifice

LADIES’ COATS

65 Ladies’ Coats, slightly dam-
aged with fire and water. Sold
originally up to $30,
sale Price .......cco0vene

LADIES’ DRESSES

110 Ladies’ Dresses, in serge,
tricotine and silk. Values up
to $25,
sale price

SILK BLOUSES
160 Silk and Crepe de Chine
Waists, slightly damaged with

smoke. Regularly to 31.39

*$7.50, sale price

LADIES’ SKIRTS

165 Ladies’ High-Grade Skirts,
farge variety of styles and ma-
terials. Regularly up to $10,
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Marked To Clear At Startling Reductions

The recent fire at our store did very little damage to our immense stock,
our greatest loss being by the odor of smoke, which permeated every corner of
the store. Our stock was never more complete than now, but we must clear
all smoke-laden Winter Coats, Dresses, Skirts, Millinery and Furs.

This event presents an unusual opportunity to women of London to se-
cure high-grade ready-to-wear at a fraction of the original cost. We announce
herewith a few extraordinary savings that will make fast selling when the
doors open tomorrow morning.

SALE NOW ON

Hundreds of other High-Grade
Coats some with fur collurs and
cuffs, some plain, at cobf-
respondingly low price reduc-
tions.

LADIES’ DRESSES

800 Ladles’ Dresses, wonderful
varlety of colors and materiais,
including all our Evening Gowns,
at wonderful reductions,

MILLINERY
100 Ladies’ New Fall and
Winter Millinery at any price
they will bring.

SILK UNDERWEAR
Wonderful stock of Ladles’ Silk
Underwear, to clear at less than
wholesale prices.

SMOKE

$20,000 Stock
At a Sacrifice

PLUSH COATS

11 only, Ladies’ Plush Coats and
Dolmans (perfect in every way),
Regular value to $65,
sale prices

FUR COATS

8 only, Fur Coats (perfect
coats in every way), to be sac-
rificed at less than manufac-
turer’'s prices, .

LADIES’ VOILE WAISTS
Large stock of Voile Walsts and
Middies. Regular values up fo

ot AU

price
LADIES’ SUITS

110 Ladies’ Suits, In spring
and fall styles. Regular values
up to $85, sale price

$8.50 * $29.50
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