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Twelve Thousand Miles From Ceylon
yet every package of “SALADA” TEA sold in

Canada has the flavor, strength, and fragrance
of the tea as it leaves the plantation in Ceylon.
This is because

“SALADA"

is sealed in lead packages---air-tight and moisture-
proof---thus preserving its delectable deliciousness

BLACK, GREEN or MIXED 058

The Secret of Beauty

is a clear velvety skin and a yoquthful
complexion. If you value your good
looks and desire a perfect complexion,
you must use Beetham's La-rola. It
possesses unequalled qualities for im-
parting a youthful appearance to the
skin and complexion of its users. La-
rola is delicate and fragrant, quite
greaseless, and is very pleasant to use,
Get a bottle to-day, and thus ensure
a pleasing and attractive complexion,

BEETHAMS
a-ro

Obtainable  frem  all
Chemists and  Stores

M. BEETHAM & SON,
CHELTENHAM, ENG.

The Greatest Serge Makers
Under the British Flag

"VICKERMANS”

Black, Blue or Grey

Rough or Smooth Finish.

wait | @L BVICKERMANSSONSI™ @4 | 5%,

Nisbet & Auld, Limited, Toronto, Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada

Beaufy and Protect Your Property

Y Peerless Ornamental Fencing accomplishes
" two great purposes. It beautifies your premises
by giving them that symmetrical, pleasing, orderly
appearance, and it protects them by furnishing rigid,
effective resistance against marauding animals, etc.

Peerless Ornamental Fencing

is made of strong, stiff, galvanized wire that will not

sag. In addition to galvanizing, every strand is given
a coating of zinc enamel paint, thus forming the best
possible insurance against rust. Peerless ornamental

fence is made in several styles.
and holds its shape for years.
Send for free catalog. If interested, ask about our
1] farm and poultry fencing. Agents nearly every-
[NNNEI, where. Agents wanted in open territory.
Banwell Hoxie Wire Fence Co., Ltd.
Winnipeg, Man.—Hamilton, Ont.

It’s easy to erect

COURIER.

whizzed noiselessly round the bend.
The terrified nurse screamed, but was
too paralyzed to move.

With one bound, John Grey had
leaped upon the child and whirled him
clear of the car. The driver had ap-
plied the powerful brake so suddenly
that the car swung round, knocking
the man to the ground, where he lay,
to all appearance dead.

The occupant of the car put his head
out of the window.

“What has happened?”

“We’ve knocked a man down, Sir

Lawrence. He sprang in front of the
car to save a child. I'm afraid he’s
dead.”

The driver was down in the road;
the occupant of the car had sprung
out with a startled exclamation.

HE nurse was crying and alter-
nately shaking and scolding a
very sobered little boy, who

stared with round eyes at the sud-
den crowd.

“Mary, is he deaded?”’ he asked sol-
emnly.

Sir Lawrence Goss, bending over the
unconscious man, uttered a smothered
exclamation; then with the help of the
chauffeur and footman, the injured
man was carefully lifted into the big
car and laid on the seat.

“Drive to Doctor Bassingbroke, Har-
ley Street,” was the imperative order,
and the great car was again speeding
on its way, leaving a gaping crowd,
which had collected from nowhere,
gazing after it.

Sir Lawrence, on the opposite seat
of the car, was bending over, studying
the face of the unconscious man, his
bushy eyebrows bunched together over
deep-set, puzzled eyes.

“I'd stake my reputation it is Arnold
Bassingbroke, but by all that’s won-
derful, what is he dressed in a green
uniform for? Looks like somebody’s
chauffeur! Most extraordinary thing I
ever heard of. Well, well, to think
he should have been in London all
these months and I've mnever run
across him! No wonder people say
-London is the safest hiding-place in
the world; but who would think of
looking for Arnold Bassingbroke
amongst chauffeurs? What can have
been his motive?”

Clever as Sir Lawrence Goss un-
doubtedly was, he gave the problem
up—it was beyond him, and, as they
had reached Harley Street, he concen-
trated his energies to the needs of the
moment. :

Surprise and consternation again
fell upon Dr. Bassingbroke’s house
when the lost master was carried back
to it insensible and to all appearance
lifeless.

The middle-aged housekeeper wrung
her hands helplessly. The old manp-
servant looked and felt flabbergasted,
only Dr. Wilson kept his wits about
him. A college chum and medical col-
league, he had kept Arnold Bassing-
broke’s clientele together by the con-
tinual reiteration of the polite fiction
anent tropical diseases, especially the
“sleeping sickness” which the fav-
ourite young specialist had gone to
Africa to study, his return being neces
sarily indefinite.

This story had been kept up for nine
months, until it was becoming a moot
question whether to prolong it or ad-
mit that Dr. Bassingbroke had suc-
cumbed to fever and died abroad.

Doctor Wilson clung tenaciously to
hope, he was attached to Bassingbroke
and put off the final announcement
week after week, and all the time
Scotland Yard was secretly at work
and inquiry agents and detectives were
cautiously and incessantly following
false clues and striving in vain to un-
ravel the mystery of Arnold’s sudden
and complete disappearance, being
geriously hampered because they were
not allowed to make it public.

And now here he was, brought in
unconscious, knocked down by the
motor of Sir Lawrence Goss, in a most
public place, where apparently any
one might have seen him.

Evidently there had been no at-
tempt at concealment on his part, and
yet, what could it mean?

Undressed, and laid in his own bed,
the hospital was rung up to seqd a
competent nurse, and fate ordained
that it should be nurse Wilkinson;

who had assisted at the operation, nine

months before, upon James Kenway,
the man shot in the trenches in South
Africa.

It ran like wild-fire through the hos-
pital that the missing young doctor
was found. Everyone had a theory
of his or her own to propound, and not
one was correct; but curiosity had to
abide, for Arnold Bassingbroke lay un-
conscious to the world.

“Concussion of the brain,” was the
diagnosis of Sir Lawrence Goss. “And
a miracle he was not killed outright.
Nearest thing I have ever known.”

Sir Lawrence Goss was right, it was
a near thing, and when brain fever set
in later, the patient raved unintellig-
ible things which no one could fit to-
gether into coherent whole.

One monotonous refrain ran through
everything: “A marriage has been ar-
ranged—do you hear? A marriage has
been arranged—but—it—must be stop-
ped!”

Then the patient would try and
spring up, fight wildly with the nurse
who strove to quiet him, fresh ice pads
would be put upon his head, and pre-
sently he would sink into a stupor.

“Can’t think what he’s got on his
mind!” muttered the big doctor, more
and more puzzled. He came every

" day, and often several times a day, to

the bedside of the sick man, for whom
he felt almost a fatherly affection.
Another visitor came also, in re-
sponse to a hurried telegram, and took
up her abode in the doctor’s house.

NE day, some six weeks later,
Arnold Bassingbroke opening
tired and hollow eyes, found

them resting upon the peaceful face
of a woman who sat near the win-
dow, some needle-work in her hands.
The nurse had gone for her short
daily walk.

Fpr the space of a minute, the in-
v.ahd’s eyes rested upon the white
ringed hands busy with their delicate
work, they were lifted to the fine lawn
kerchief over the ample bosom, and
ﬁr.xall)_f wandered to the placid face
with its crown of white hair confined
under a cobwebby cap of lace, orna-
mented with tiny bows of black vel-
ve‘g. Then he whispered in a weak
voice:

“Mother!”

She dropped her work, and came
softly to the bedside.

“My darling boy! Oh, my darling
boy—you know me! Thank God!”

“Of course I know you—but—why
are you here?”

: “You mustn’t talk, Arnold, my dar-
ling—you must go to sleep, dear.”

She gave him something to drink
from a wineglass and smoothed his
pillow tenderly. Without protest he
closed his eyes and dropped asleep,
while she tiptoed back to her seat
by the window, wiping her eyes, and
breathing a prayer of thankfulness.

The next time Arnold Bassingbroke
opened his eyes, they fell upon Nurse
Wilkinson and Sir Lawrence .Goss,
who were both at his bedside. He
looked at them in surprise.

“Goss!—Nurse Wilkinson! ‘What
has happened? Nothing wrong with
Kenway, I hope? Why have you left
the case, nurse?”

He tried to rise in sudden alarm.

Sir Lawrence Goss laid a firm de-
taining hand upon him.

“Don’t worry, Arnold—he’s doing
splendidly,” his quick wit had grasped
the meaning of Arnold’s words and
saw that the sick man’s mind had re-
verted to the last operation at which
the nurse had assisted him.

“Fact is, my boy,” he explained cau-
tiously, “you’ve been rather bad your-
self—got knocked down unfortunately,
and—"

“Of course,” interrupted Arnold fev-
erishly, “that brute of a cabman just
about did for me—how he dared to
bring me home, I don’t understand—
we must have the police on his tracks
before he has time to get away.”

Sir Lawrence gave the nurse a sig-
nificant look enjoining silence, and sat
down by the bedside.

“Tell me all about it, Arnold,” the
big man spoke soothingly. “We
couldn’t make out quite what had hap-
pened to you.”

“T'll admit, Goss, that I was im-
mensely relieved to get that operation
over, and for a change, I turned my
attention to that Japanese drug we
were talking about. I hadn’t slept
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