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turned.
“You

e mayor, Max and Bland
alone in the office. I don't approve of
eavesdropping at Baldpate in summer—
it has spoiled a lot of perfectly adorable
engagemenis. But in, winter it is ai-
ferent. Whether you really want tg he'l&
me or not I'm sure I don’t know, but
you do, the conversation below now might
prove of interest.” - :

“Im gure it would,” Magee replied.
“Well, I have & scheme. Listen. ald-
pate Inn is located in a temperance coun-
ty. That doesn’t mean that people don't
drink here—it simply means that there's
a lot of mystery and romance connected
with the drinking. Sometimes those who
follow the god of chance in the card-room
late at night grow thirsty. Now, it hap-
pens that there is a trap-door in the floor
of the card-room, up which drinks are
frequently passed from the cellar. Isn’t
that exciting? A hotel clerk who became
human once in my presence told me all
about it. If you went into the cellar and
hunted about, you might find that door
and climb up into the card-room.”
“A bully idea,” agreed Mr, Magee.
hurry down there this minute.
grateful than you can guess for this
chance. And this time—but you'll see.”
He found the back stairs and descend-
ed.thln the kitchen the hermit got in his
path.

“Mr. Magee,” he pleaded, “I consider
that, in a way, 1 work for you here. I've
got something importa™t to tell you. Just
a minute—""

“Sorry,” answered Magee, ‘“but I can't
possibly stop now. In an hour I'll talk to
you. Show me the cellar door, and don’t
mention where I've gone, there’s a good
fellow.”

Mr. Peters protested that his need of
talk was urgent, but to no avail.. Magee
hurried to the cellar, and with the aid of
a box of matches found a ladder leading
to a door cut in the floor above. He
climbed through dust and cobwebs, un-
fastened the catch and pushed cautiously
upward. In another minute he was stand-

l(I'll
‘’m more

Ber heels At the head of the stairs she

iﬂd. --’r”r?u have your final chgnee." :);: ]

it
las that gone out of style up on the
avenue where you live?’ A
a,"Th‘ere are conditions——"" began Hay-
en.
“The h—— there are!’ roared Cargan.
“A man’s word’s his word, and he keeps
it to me, or 1 know the reason why. You
can’t come down to the city hall with
any new deal like this. I was to have two.
hundred thousand. Why didn’t I get it?”
“Because,”’ replied Hayden smoothly,
“the—er—ilittle favor you were to grant
me in return is to be made useless by
the courts.”
“Can I help that?’ demanded the
mayor. ‘“Was there anything about that
in "the agreement? I did my work., I
‘v’vant my pay. Ill have it, Mister Hay-
en”

Hayden's voice was cool and even as
he spoke to Bland

“Got the money, Joe?”

*Yes,” Bland answered.

*“Where?”

“Well—we'd better wait, hadn’t we?”
Bland’'s voice was shaky.

“No. We'll take it and get out,” an-
swered Hayden.

“Y want to see you do it,” erled Car-
gan. “If you think I've come up here
on a pleasure trip, I got a chart and
pointer all ready for your next lesson.
And let me put you wise—this nobby little
idea of yours about Baldpate is the worst
ever. The place is as foll of people as if
the regular summer rates were being
charged.”

“What!” cried Hayden. His voice be-
trayed a startled annoyance,

“It hasn't worried me none,”” went on
the mayor. “They can’t touch me, 1 own
the prosecutor, and you know it. But it
ain’'t going to do you any good om the
avenue if you're seen here with me. Is
it, Mr. Hayden?”

“The more reason,’”’ replied Hayden,
“for getting the money and leaving at

“g;l ~When I give my word, 1 keep
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ing in the chill little card-room. Softly
he opened the door about half an inch
and put his ear to it.

The three men were grouped very close
at hand, and he heard Mr. Bland speak-
ing in low tones:

“I'm talking to you boys as a friend.
The show is over. There ain't no use
hanging round for the concert—there
won’t be none. Go home and get some
clean collars and a square meal.”’

“If you think I'm going to be shook off
by any fairy story like that,” said the
mayor of Reuton, ‘‘you’re a child with all
a child’s touching faith.”

Bland,

once. I'm not afraid of you, Cargan. I'm
armed.”

“I ain’t,” sneered the mayor. *‘“But no
exquisite from your set with his little air-
gun ever scared me. You try to get away
irom here with that bundle and you'll find
yvourself all tangled up in the worst scrap
that ever happened.”

“Where’s the money, Joe?"” asked Hay-
den.

“You won't wait?’ Bland begged.

“Wait to get my own money—Il guess
not. Show me where it is.”

‘“‘Remember,”” put In Cargan, “that
money's mine. And don't have any pipe
dreams about the law—the law ain’t call-
ed into things of this sort as a rule. I
guess you'd be the last to call it. You'll
never get away from here with my
money.”’

Mr. Afagee opened the card-room door
farther, and saw the figure of the stran-
ger ‘Hayden confronting the mayor. Mr.
Cargan’s title of exquisite best described
him. The newcomer was tall, fair, fas-
tidious in dress and manner. A revolver
gleamed in his hand.

“Joe,” he sald firmly, ‘‘take me to that
money at once.”

“It’s out here,” replied Bland. He and
Hayden disappeared through the dining-
rcom door Into the darkness, Cargan
and Max followed close behind.

Hot with excitement, Mr. Magee slipped
from his place of concealment. A battle
fit for the gods was in the air., He must
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where Arnold Bennett and the post-im-
pressionists are often discussed, a house
the head of which becomes purpose and
apoplectic at the mention of Colonel
Roosevelt’s name. A

“Last night, Mr. Magee,"”” she said, I
told you frankly why I had come to Bald-
pate Inn. You were good enough to say
that you would help me if you could.
The . time has come when you can, 1
think.”

“Yes?' answered Magee.
sank. What now?

“I must confess that I spied this morn-
ing,” she went on. ‘4t was rude of me,
perhaps. But I think almost anything is
excusable under the circumstances, don't
you? 1 witnessed a Scene in the hall
above—Mr., Magee, 1 know who has the
two hundred thousand dollars!”

“You know?’ cried Magee. His heart
gave a great bound. At last! And then
—he stopped. *I'm afraid I must ask you
not to tell me,”” he added sadly.

The girl looked at him in wonder. She
was of a type common in Magee's world
—declicate, finely-reared, sensitive. True,
in her pride and haughtiness she suggest-
ed the snow-capped heights of the eternal
hills. But at sight of those feminine
heights Billy Magee had always been one
to seize his alpenstock in a more deter-
mined grip and climb. Witness his at-
tentions to the superb Helen Faulkner. He
had a moment of faltering. Here was
a girl who at least did not doubt him,
who ascribed to him the virtues of a
gentleman, who was glad to trust in him.
Should he transfer his allegiance? No,
he could hardly do that now.

“You ask me not to tell you?’ repeated
the girl slowly.

“That demands an explanation,” re-
plied Billy Magee. ‘I want you to under-
stand—to be certain that I would delight
to help you if I could. But the fact is,
that before you came I gave my wond
to secure the package you speak of for
another weman. I cannot break my prom-
ise to her.”

“l see,”” she answered.
cool.

“I'm very sorry,”’ Magee went on. ‘“But
as a matter of fact, I seem to be of very
little service to anyone. Just now I would
give a great deal to have the information
you were about to give me. But since
I could not use it helping you, you will
readily see that I must not listen. I'm
sorry.”’

“I’'m sory, too,” replied the girl. “Thank
you very much—for telling me. Now I
must go forward alone.” She smiled un-
happily.

“I'm afrald you must,” answered Billy
Magee.

On the stairs appeared the slim figure
of the other girl. Her great eyes were
wistful, her face was pale. - She came
toward them through the red firelight.
Mr. Magee saw what a fool he had been to
waver in his allegiance even for a mo-
ment. For he loved her, wanted her,
surely. The snow-capped heights are in-
spiring, but far more companionable is
the brook that sparkles in the valley.

“It’s rather dull, isn’t it?” asked Miss
Norton of the Thornhill girl. By the side
of the taller woman she seemed slight, al-
most childish. “Have you seen the pic-
tures of the admiral, Miss Thornhill?
Looking at them is our one diversion.”

“I do not care to see them, thank you,”
Myra Thornhill replied, moving toward the
stairs. ‘‘He is a very dear friend of my
father.”” She passed up and out of sight.

Miss Norton turned away from the fire,
and Mr, Magee rose hastily to follow. He
stood close behind her, gazing down at
her golden hair shimmering in the dark.
“I've just been thinking,’”’ he sald light-
ly, “what an absolutely ridiculous figure
1 must be in your eyes, buzzing round and
round like a bee in a bottle, and getting
nowhere at all. Listen—no one has left
the inn. While they stay there’s hope.
Am 1 not to have one more chance—a
chance to prove to you how much I care?”’
She turned, and even in the dusk he
saw that her eyes were wet.

“Oh, I don’'t know, I don’t know,” she
whispered. “I'm not angry any more.
I'm just—at sea. I don’t know what to
think—what to do. Why try any longer?
I think I'll go away—and give up.”

“You mustn’'t do that,” urged Magee.
They came back into the firelight. ‘ Miss
Thornhill has just informed me that she
knows who has the package!”
“Indeed,” said the girl calmly, but her
face was flushed.

“I didn’t let her tell°me, of course.”
“Why not?” Oh, how maddening
women could be!

“Why mnot?’ Magee's tone was hurt.
“Because I couldn’t use her information
in getting the money for-you.”

“You are still ‘going to’ get the money
for me?"’

Maddening, certainly, as a rough-edged
collar.

“Of——"" Magee began, but caught him-
self. No, he would prate no more of
“going to.” “I'll not ask you to believe
it,” he sald, “until I bring it to you and
place it in your hand.”

She turned her face slowly to his and
lifted her blue eyes.

“I wonder,” she said. “I wonder.”

The firelight fell on her lips, her halr,
her eyes, and Mr. Magee knew that his
selfish bachelorhood was at an end.
Hitherto, marriage had been to him the
picture drawn by the pathetic exiled mas-
ter. “There are no more pleasant by-
paths down which you may wander, but
the road lies long and straight and dusty
to the grave.” What if it were so? With
the hand of a girl like this in his, what if{
the pleasant by-paths of his solitude did
bear hereafter the ‘‘No Thoroughfare”
sign? Long the road might be, and he
would rejoice in its length; dusty, per-
haps, but her smile through the dust
would make it all worth while. He
stooped to her.

‘“Give me, please,” he said, ‘‘the benefit
of the doubt.”” It was a poor speech com-
pared to what was in his heart, but Billy
Magee was rapidly learning that most of
the preity speeches went with puppets
who could mnot feel. ;
“Bland and Max came in from a brisk
walk en the verandah. The mayor of
Reuton, who had been dozing near the

desk, stirred.

“Great air up her2," remarked Mr. g ]
Max, rubbing his hands before fire. - s ‘tha
“Ought to be pumped down into the re- . =

the white lights. It sure would :
“1¢ %‘%‘t out the lights st ten
|p.m.,” answered Mr. Magee, “and incul-

!

$he threw open the card-room door.

“An English officer,”” she remarked
loudly, stepping out into the other room,
‘taught the admiral the game. At least,
so he sald. It added so much romance to
it in the eyes of the rocking-chair fleet.
Can’t you see—India—the hot s»\lnal'he
handsome man eternally playing solitaire
on the porch of the barracks? Has the
barracks a porch?”

Roused, humiliated, baffled, Mr. Magee
felt his cheeks burn.

“We shall see what we shall see,”” he
muttered.

“Why coin the
mide?’ she asked.

Mr. Magee joined the group by the fire.
Never before in his life had he been so
determined on anything as he was now
that the package of money should return
to his keeping. But how? How trace
through this maze of humans the present
holder of that precious bundle of coliat-
eral? He looked at Mr. Max, sneering
his lemon-colored sneer at the mayor's
side; at the mayor himself, nonchalant
as the admiral being photographed; at
Bland, author of the Arabella fiction,
sprawling at ease before the fire; at the
tawdry Mrs. Norton, and at Myra Thorn-
hil;, who had by her pleading the night
before made him ridiculous. Who of these
had the money now, Who but Cargan
and Max, their faces serene, thelr eyes
eagerly on the preparations for lunch,
their plans for leaving Baldpate Inn no
doubt already made?

And then Mr. Magee saw coming down
the stalrs another figure—one he had for-
gotten—Professor Thaddeus Bolton, he of
the mysterious dlalogue by the annex
door., On the professor’s forehead was a
surprising red scratch, and his eyes, no
ionger hidden by the double convex lenses,
stood revealed @ washed-out gray in the
light of noon. g

“A most unfortunate accident,”” explain-
od the old man. ‘“Most distressing.
nave broken my glasses. 1 am almost
vnmé without them?”

“How’'d it Tappen,
Cargan easily.

“f came into unexpected juxtaposition
with an open door,”’ returned Professor
Bolton. stupid of me, but I'm always
doing it. Really, the agility dieplayed by
loors in getting In my path is surpris-
ing."”

“You and Mr. Max can sympathize with
each other,” said Magee. ‘I thought for
a moment your injuries might have been
received In the same cause.”

“Don’t worry, Doec,’”” Mr. Bland soothed
him, ‘“we’ll all keep a weather eye out
‘or reporters that want to connect you
ap with the peroxide blondes.”

The professor turned his Ineffectual
gaze on the haberdasher, and there was a
startlingly ironic smile on his face.

] know, Mr. Bland,” he sald, ‘“‘that
:ng‘safety is your dearest wish.”

he Hermit of Baldpate announced that
tunch was ready, and with the others
Mr. Magee took his place at the table.
Tood for thought was also his. The
spectacles of Professor Thaddeus Bolton
were broken. Somewhere in the scheme
of things those smashed lenses must fit.
But where?

o

years old and was widely known in his
profession.

Resar

AND KEEP THE HOUSE SPOT-.
LESSLY CLEAN WHEN YOU USE

“All right,! replied Mr, %
thought I'd pass you the tip, that’s all.
It ain’t nothing to me what you do. But
it’s all over, and you've lost out. I'm sorry
you have—but I take Hayden’s orders.”

“D—— Hayden!” snarled the zrayor. “It
was his idea to make a three-act play
out of this thing. He's responsible for this
silly trip to Baldpate. This audience
we've been acting for—he let us in for
them.”’

“I know,” said Bland. *‘But you can't
deny that Baldpate Inn-looked like the
ideal spot at first. Secluded, off the
beaten path, you know, and all that.”

“Yes,”” sneered the mayor, ‘‘as secluded
as a Sunday school the -Sunday before
Christmas.”

‘“Well, who could have guessed i{t?”
went on Mr. Bland. “As I say, I don’t
care what you do. I just passed you the
tip. I've got that nice little package of
the long green—I've got it where you'll
never find it. Yes, sir, it’s returned to
the loving hands of little Joe Bland, that
brought it here first. It ain’t going to
roam no more. So what’s the use of your
sticking around?”

“How did you get hold of it?”’ Inquired
Mr, Lou Max.

“I had my eye on this little professor
person,” expiained Mr. Bland. “This
morning when Magee went up the moun-
tain 1 trafled the highbrow to Magee's
room. When I busted in, unannounced by
the butler, he was making his get-away.
I don't like to talk about what followed.
He's an old man, and I sure didn’t mean
to break his glasses, nor scratch his dome
of thought. There’s ideas in that dome
go back to the time of Anthony J. Chau-
cer. But—he’s always talking about that
literature chair of his—why couldn’t he
stay at home and sit In it? Anyhow, I
got the bundle, all right, all right. I
iwonder what the little fossil wants with
.

“The Doc’'s glasses was broke,”” said
Max, evidently to the mayor of Reuton.
{” came Cargan’s voice. ‘“’Bland,

His heart

inevitable into a bro-
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three-cornered fight it would be the third
party that would emerge victorious.

In the darkness of the dining-room he
bumped into a limp, clinging figure. It
proved to be the Hermit of Baldpate
Mountain.

“] got to talk to you, Mr. Mages,” he
whispered in a frightened tremolo. “I got
to have a word with you this minute.”

“Not now,” cried Magee, pushing him
aside. ‘Later.”

The hermit wildly seized his arm.

‘“No, now,” he said. ‘‘There’s strange
goings-on here, Mr. Magee. I got some-
thing to tell you—about a package of
money 1 found in the Kkitchen.”

Mr. Magee stood very still. Beside him
in the darkness he heard the hermit's ex-
cited breathing.

CHAPTER XIV,
The Sign of the Open Window.

Undecided, Mr. Magee looked toward
the kitchen door, from behind which came
the sound of men’s voices. Then he
smiled, turned and led Mr. Peters back
into the office. The Hermit of Baldpate
fairly trembled with news.

“Since I broke in on you yesterday
morning,” he said in a low tone, as- he
took a seat on the edge of a chair, ‘‘one
thing has followed another so fast that
I'm-a little dazed. I can’t just get the
full meaning of it all.”

‘‘You have nothing
Peters,”” Magee
either.”

“Well,”” went on the hermit, ‘“‘as I say,
through all this downpour of people, in-
cluding women, I’ve hung on to one idea.
I'm working for you. You give me my
wages. You're the boss. That’'s why 1
feel I ought to give what information I've
got to you.”

“Yes, yes,” Mr. Magee agreed impa-
tiently. ‘“‘Go ahead.”

“Where you find women,” Peters con-
tinued, ‘‘there you find things beyond
understanding. History—"’

“Get to the point.”

“Well—yes. This afternoon I was look-
iny round through the kitchen, sort of
reconnoitering, you might say, and find-
ing out what I have to work with., for,
just between us, when some of this hunch
rdoes, 1'il easily be persuaded to come back
and cook for you. I was hunting round
in the big refrigerator with a candle,
thinking maybe some little token of food
had been left over from last summer’s
rush—something in a can that time can-
not wither nor custom stale, as the poet
says—and away up on the top shelf, in
the darkest corner, I found a little pack-
age.”

“Quick, Peters,” cried Magee,
is that package now?”’

“I'm coming to that,”” went on the
hermit, not to be hurried. ‘““What struck
me first about the thing was that it didn’t
have any dust on it. ‘Aha,” I says, or
words to that effert. I opened it. What
do you think was in it?”

“I don’t’ have to think—I know,” said
Magee. ‘‘Money. In the name of heaven,
Peters, tell me where you've got the
thing.”

“Just a minute, Mr. Magee.
it in my way. You're right. There was
money In that package. Lots of 1it.
Enough to found a university or buy a
woman’'s gowns for a year. I was ex-
amining it careful-like when
came in the joorway. ' I looked up

“Who?’ asked Magee breathlessly.

‘“That little blinky-eved Professor Bol-
ton was standing there, most owlish and
itnte-rest%%. He c}'{ame into the refrigera-
or. ‘That package you have in your -—
hand, Peters,’ he says, ‘belongs to me. AND EMBALMER.

I put it in cold storage so it would keep. g . .

I'll take it now.” Well, Mr, Magee, I'm a It is the most nutritious and most economi- 491 Richmond" Street. Phone 371
peaceful man. I could have battered that calofallfoods. The bestbrezd ismade with ; :

professor into a learned sort of jelly if I'd - ’ . s

wanted to. But I'm a great admirer of Fleischmann’s Yeast
Mr. Carnegie, on account of the library, .

and I go in for peace. I knew it wasn't
exactly the thing. but——"

“You gave him the package?”’

“That’s hardly the way I would put it,
Mr. Magee. I made no outery or resist-
ance when he took it. ‘I'm just a cook,’
1 says, ‘In this house. I ain’t the trusted
old family retainer that retains its for-
tunes like a safety deposit vault. So I let
go the bundle. It was weak of me, I
know, but I sort of got the habit of giving
up money, being marriel so many years”
“Peters,”” said Mr. Magee, “I'm sorry
your grip was so insecure, but I'm mighty
glad you came to me with this matter.”
“He told me I wasn't to mention it to
anybady,” replied the hermit,” *but, as I
say, I sort of look on it that we were here
first, and if our gnests get to chasing un-
told wealth up and down the place, we
ought to let each other in on it.”
“Correct,” answered Magee. ‘“You are a
valuable man, Peters. I wantl you to know
that I appreciate the way you have acted
in this affair.,”” Four shadowy figures
tramped in through the dining-room door.
“I ‘should say,” he continued, ‘“‘that the
mena you propose for dinmer will prove
most gratifying.” s

S

"W‘hag'—-oh—-yes, sir,”” said Peters,
€ al?” :

uite,”’ smiled Magee. ‘“Unless—just a
_minute, this may concern you—on my
rn&.—t!:gre’s another new face at Bald-

be in the midst of it—perhaps again in a . v ! AN P

l&-

Imagine my utter confusion,
chap, when, atfer taking pity on a
ragged fellow, who bore all the ear-
marks of a beggar, he returned to me
the b-cent piece I had placed in his
palm. While I stammered for an €x-
planation he replied:

“Here, here, mister! Keep your gitt!
Not that I don’t need the kale seed, but
this is my day off. Us moochers has
got to take a little rest like other
working folks, and this is the day  §
lay off the agony spiel and the boo-
hoo brace. If I didn’t get a little rest
I'qd be soon a benched panhandler. Be-
sides, I need a little spare time to rake
in the rent from my estate.”

MY WORD!

WILL SETTLE IN WEST.
[Canadlan Press.]

Montreal. Dec. 24. — The Canadian
Pacifip Railway head office here has re-
ceiveq word that a German settlement
in Nebragka, consisting of 50 families,
has purchased 1,300 acres near Pentic-
ton, B. C., and will move en masse there
next spring to take up fruit farming.

PROF. OSBORNE DEAD.
[Canadlan. Press.]
Philadelphia, Dec. 24.—Charles Francis
Osborne, professor of tThe history of
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Large Sifter Top Tin.
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FUNERAL DIRECTOR

Dec. 24, 25 THIRD Dec.'22,23,
®104 Dundas Street, London.

good for return 24, 25, valid for re-
untll Dec. 26; turn Dec. 27,
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Residence on Premises, Phone 469.
Private ambulance service, <
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Doe?’ asked Mr. Her tone was

“Um-m!
how much do you make working for this
nice, kind gentleman, Mr. Hayden?”

“0Oh, about two thousand a year, with
pickings,” replied Bland,

“Yes?’' went on Mr. Cargan. "I ain't
no Charles Dana Gibson with words. My
talk’'s a little rough and sketchy, I guess.
But here’s the outline, plain as I can
make it. Two thousand a year from
Hayden. Twenty thousand in two sec-
onds if vou hand that package to me.”

““No,” objected Bland. ‘I've been hon-
est—after a fashion. I can’t quite stand
for that. I'm working for Hayden.”

“Don’t be a fool,” sneered Max.

“Of course,” sald the mayor, ‘1 appre-
ciate your scruples, having had a few in
my day myself, though you'd never think
so to read the Star. But look at it
sensible. The money belongs to me. If
you was to hand it over you'd be just
doing plain justice. What right has Hay-
den on his side? 1 did what was agreed
—do 1 get my pay? No. Who are you to
defeat the ends of justice this way™
That’s how you ought to look at it. Your
give me what's my due—and you -put
twenty thousand in your pocket by an
honest act. Hayden comes. He asks for
the bundle. You peint to the dynamited
safe. You did your best.”

““No,”’ said Bland, but his toge was less
firm. *“I can’t go back on Hayden. No—
it wouldn't——""

“Twenty thousand,’”” repeated Cargan.
“Ten years' salary the way you're going
ahead at present. A lot of money for a
young man. If I was you I wouldn’t hesi-
tate a minute. Think. What's Hayden
ever done for you? He'll throw you down
some day, the way he's thrown me.”
“I—I—don’t know: '’ wavered Bland,
Mr. Magee, in the card-room, knew that
Hayden's emissary was tottering on the
brink.

‘“You could set up in business,”” whined
Mr. Max. “Why, if I'd had that much
money at your age, I'd be a milionaire
today.”
“You get the package,” suggested the
mayor, ‘‘take twenty thousand out, and
slip-the rest to me. No questions asked.
I guess there ain’'t nobody mixed up in
this affair will go up on. the housetops
and shout about it when we get back
to Reuton.”
“Well—'' began Bland. He was lost.
Suddenly the quiet of Baldpate Mountain
was assailed by a loud pounding at the
door, and a voice crying, ‘“Bland, Let
e in.Y
“There’s Hayden now,’”’ cried Mr. Bland.
“It ain’t too late,”” came the mayor’s
“You can do it yet. It ain’'t too

on me
answered. 3

there,
can’t,

R. BE. RUSE;

city passenger and
ticket agent,

Phone 80.

1, 1914, good 1914, valid for
for return untll return until Jan, §,
UNERAL DIRECTORS
AND EMBALMER,

Jan. 2, 1914, 1914,
Between all stations in Canada east
o s T ' P I 418 RICHMOND ST., LONDON,
architecture at the Unlversity o enn- ! K ) Premises.
sylvania, dled here today. He was 59 * Fesldence o9 5 *

of Port Arthur, also to Detroit and
Port Huron, Mich.,, Buffalo, Black
Phone 1968. Personal Atteattion.
¥
Free Treatment for
-
Skin Sufferers!

Rock, Niagara Falls and Suspension
Bridge, N. 1.
Tickets now on sale at Grand Trunk
Mcket Offices.
Although Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Ofate
ment are sold by druggists and dealers every-
where, a liberal sample of each, with 32-m
booklet on the care and treatment of

hair, will be sent, post-free, on a Cae
‘Cuticura,” Dept. 32, Bo-?an.‘(’fg.b

CHAPTER XIilI.

The Exquisite Mr, Hayden.

It was past three o’clock. The early
twilight crept up the mountain, and the
shadows began to lengthen in the great
»are office of Baldpate Inn. In the red
licker of firelight Mr. Magee sat and
sondered; the interval since luncheon had
)assed lazily; he was no nearer to guess-
ng which of Baldpate’s winter guests
1ugged close the precious package. Exas-
rerated, angry, he walited for he knew
ot what, restless all the while to act, but
1aving not the glimmer of an inspiration
8 to what his course ought to be.

He heard the rustle of skirts on the
stalr landing, and looked up. Down the
broad stairway, so well designed to serve
\¢ a show window for the sartorial
rilumphs of Baldpate’s gay summer peo-
sle, came the tall, handsome girl who had
he night before set all his plans awry.
‘n the swift-moving atmosphere of the
nn she had hitherto heen to Mr. Magee
but a puppet of the shadows, a figure
nore fictitious than real. Now for the
irst time he looked upon her as a flesh-
and-blood girl, noted the red in her olive
<~heeks, the fire In her dark eyes, and
ealized that her interest in that pack-
age of money might be something more
‘han another queer quirk in the tangle
~.! events,

She smiled a .friendly smile at Mageq
*nd took the chair he offered. One small
-lipper beat a discreet tattoo on the pol-
shed floor of Baldpate's office. Again she
~uggested to Billy Magee a house of
vsealth and warmth and luxury, a house

Jerviiine Ends Neuralgia
_ Cures Headache Instantiy

Yo Remedy Like Old “Nerviline”
_to Cure Pain or Soreness.

—

From Canadian Service. I'rom \
Southampton. Portland, Me.
Dec. 18—ASCANIA Jan, 3
Jan. 22—ASCANIA
Feb. 12—AUSONIA

Steamers call Plymouth eastbound.

Rates: Cabin (I1.), $46.25 up; third-clas%:
British, eastbound $30.25 up, westbound?
$30 up. For particulars apply to W. Ful-
ton, 161 Dundas street; F. B. Clarke, 416
Richmond street; R. E. Ruse, “Clock’”
corner; E de la_Hooke, 422 Park avenuey
o+ the Robert Reford Co., Ltd. general
agents, Montreal, Quebec, ‘Torcnto, St.
John, N. B., and Portland, Me.

Smith, Son & Clarke
Undertakers

118 DUNDAS S8T. PHONE 686,
629 DUNDAS S8T. PHCNE 678,
Residence on Premises.
Private Ambulance Service.

‘“where

Long Service

and satisfaction are assured
Ml if you purchase knives, forks,

spoons and serving pieces

bearing the trade mark

1847 ROGERS BROS.

This brand is known as

Silver Plate that Wears”
and is made in the lieavicst f T 12
grade of plate. Famous for ? g
over 6o years for its durability
and beauty.
Sold by Leadiag Dezlers
ook p 2 2 e

Sk

Traction Company
Winter Time

Commencing Oct. 1, cars leave London
6:50, 7:50, 9:30 a.m., and hourly to 11:30

FERGUSON & SONS

FUNERAL DIRECTORS
180 KING STREET.
PHONES 048, 373, 2056,

Let me tell N DAY AND NIGHT.

E. C. Killgsworl

FUNERAL DIRECTOR

.m.

g Through ears to Port, 7:50, 9:30, 11:30

a.m., 1:80, 8:80, 5:30, 7:30, 10:30 p.m.
Sunday cars to Port, 9:00 a.m. and.

every two hours to 7:00 p.m.; to St

Thomas, 9:00 p.m. Time table No. 4 at

«ll stations.

WHEN YOU GO
ABROAD GO BY

Auerican, Atlantic Transport,
Red Star, White Star-Dominion
Lines.

American Line steamers carry oniy
one class cabin (Il.) service,
UI«SURPASSED STEAMERS, SER-
VICE, CUISINE, AT LOW RATES,

ALL CLASSES,

hew York, Boston, Montreal, to England,
ireland, Continent, Mediterranean, \
For Rates and All Particulars apply te
. DE LA HOOKE, W. FULTON, ' F, B, '
CLARKE or R. E. RUSE, Local Agts.

L et o

Eat More Brea

TPy

late.”

“Do what?’ cried Bland in a firm tone,
“You can’t bribe me, Cargan.”” He raised
his voice, ‘““Go round to the east door,
Mr, Hayden.” Then he added to Cargan:
‘“That’'s my answer. I'm going to let
him in.”

“Let him in,”” bellowed the mayor. ‘Let
the hound in! 1 guess I've got something
to say to Mr. Hayden.”

There came to Magee's ears the sound
of opening doors and of returning foot-
steps.

‘“How do you @o, Mr. Cargan,” sald a
voice new to Baldpate.

A Splendid Pick-Me-Up

An Oxo Cube in a cupful of hot

water is just that nourishment

whichgivesatonce new,

life and vigour. Pure

beef-goodnessinaread.

ily assimilable form.—
dy—Convenient

—Ready in a minute.

All L.
Steamers sailing from St. John, Hali-
fax, Portland, Boston, Philadelphia to
Creat Britain, Excellent accommoda-
tion. Good service, Low rates. Ask

local agents, F. B. Clarke, R. E. Ruse, W,
Fulton, or E. de la Hooke.

Go To BERMUDA

8. 8. “BERMUDIAN,” twin screw, 10,-
518 tons displacement, sails from New
York 11 a.m., 24 December; 10 a.m., 7,
14, 21, 28 January. Submarine signals,
wireless, orchestra. Record trip, 39 hours
20 minutes; fastest, newest and only
steamer landing passengers at the dock
in Bermuda without transfer.

WEST INDIES,

New 8. 8. “GUJANA".and other steam-
ers at 2 p.m., alternate Saturdays, from
New York, for St. Thomas, St. Croix, Bt.
Kitts, Antigua, Guadaloupe, Dominice,
Martinique, St. Lucia, Barbadoes and
Demerara. "

For full information apply to E. de la
Hooke, W. Fulton or R. E. Ruse, ticket
agents, London. Quebec Steamship Com-
vany, Quebec. ywt

—use 3-in-One oil on
your sewing machine

; That terrible headache—how you
airly reel with it — that stabbing,
surping neuralgia—what misery they
»oth cause. Never mind, you don't
*ave to suffer-—use Nerviline, it's a
are cure, Not an experiment, be-
ause nearly forty years of wonder-

1l success has made a name for Ner-
illne among the people of many
ifferent nations. “There is nothing
peedier to end Neuralgic headache
2an old time ‘Nerviline,’" write Mr.

.« C. Dalgleish from Evanston. “It

3 80 powerful and penetrating that it
:oems to eat up any pain in a min-

/s ife, My family couldn’'t get along
j \":'lthout Nerviline, We always keep
"8 b0c family size bottle handy on
1he shelf, and use it to end chest
«olds, sore throat, coughs, earache,

. he and paln In the back. My

ife swears by Nerviline whether for
aun internal or external. For cramps
sordered stomach its effect is

we believe it is bet-
than ther house-

SR ——————— e |

"SALTS AND
SENNA

Can you forget the horror of i{t? Oh,
how it ,::nnga to memory, the one blot on
an otherwise happy childhood. Now you
have become a woman; same old billous
attacks, head splittin and those awiul
vomiting fits; same misery. Better have
your physician’ examine you for gall
stones, because there is mo doubt but
that is the cause of it 2l Sanol treat-
ment should be taken at once, Sanol
will dissolve the stones and permanently
cure you. Sotlg by anldgg ‘l!.sd‘ ! u\’1-
!nctured"'bi e Sano] o . o

‘wm" “nns agents: . Anderson l;

T. Strong, Taylor Drug Co.

w

Mrs, Winslow’s Socthing Syrup

has been used for over SIXTY YEARS.
by MILLIONS OF MCTHERS for their/
CHILDREN WHILE TEETHING, with.
PERFECT SUCCESS, IT SOOTHES
THE CHILD, SOFTENS THE GQUMS,
ALLAYS ALL PAIN, CURES WIND
COLIC, and is the best emedy for dlar«
rhoea.
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