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v best class of Se-
POSITORS AND
ir rate of INTER-
INCIPAL.

.5 600,000.00
390,000.00

$2,500,000.00

Savigs. Co.
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BANK CLEARINGS.

er Lensed Wire iz

hito, Oet. 5.—Bank  ciearings
pding October 4, 1917, $64,-
3 Same week, 1916, $54,-
1915, $36,713,481.
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(By LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE), =
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“The. Lone Wolf”

“Joan Thursday”
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(From Thursday’'s Daily.)
“Well? Who ig there?”
“Miss Manwaring, are you there?”

Heartfelt relief informed the voice
of Mrs. Standish. “Please let me in.
1 must speak with you immediately.”
Sullenly, without replying, Sally
turned on the light, moved to th2
door, unlocked and onened it.

“Come in,” she said ungracious-
ly. \
Mrs. Standish swept in, gay, crim-
son domino over fluffy skirts and
glim, pink legs assorting oddly with
the agitation betrayed by her un-
smiling eyes, her pallor, which re-
lieved the rouge on her cheeks like
rose-petals against snow.

“Thank God!” she
“T've found you at last. ~I've look-
ed everywhere for the last Thalf-
hour. This iz the second time I've
been here. You just got in, ‘-)f
course. Where have you been?”

“Does it matter?” Sally fenced,
maintaining a stony countenance.
“I mean, I don’t think it does, now
vou’ve run me to earth at last.
What'’s the trouble?”

‘“You haven’t seen
hasn’t told you?”

“No; I tried to speak to him half
an hour ago, but he ran from me as
if T were a ghost!”

“you knew why!” The '‘woman's
voice: trembled with restrdined rage,
«“you impossible girl! why, why did
vou let Aunt Abby go to ‘meet HiM
instead of you? 1t was fatal, {f was
critninal.. Of course, he gave ths
whole show away to her, mever
guessing. Now it’s all up with us;
we’ll never be asked here again, an{l
the chances are she’ll cut us out 9!
her will into the bargain. Why du‘l'
you do it? Oh, I could shake you!’

“I know well you would if you
could,” Sally admitted calmly. “Only
—better not try.”

“But why—" :

“Well, if you must know, Ts.
Gosnold overheard you three piot=
ting together out there just before 1
came on the scene. She was at the
window overhead, listening through
the shutters. I don’t know what you
were talking about—she didn’t tell
me—but it was enough to make her

whispered,

Walter? He

insist on my giving her my costume i

so that she might go and hear th=z
rest of it.” :

Mrs. Standish bit her lip. And her
eves shifted uneasily from Sally’s
face. ; 2

“You haven’t seen her since—

“No,” Sally -answered bluntly.
“Have you?” . :

“No. Walter and I have both been
looking for her as well as you. That’s
why he ran when he knew about this
terrible mistake; he wanted to find
her and set things straight if he
could: But she”’—the woman stum-
bled and her eyes shifted again—
“she’s gone and hidden herself-—
plotting our humiliation and punish-
ment I dare say. I only wish I knew,
Walter is still hunting everywhere
for her. See here, I presume you un-
derstand you’ve got to go now?”

“Why?”’

“For one good reason—if what
has happened isn’t enough to per-
suade you—because there will be &
man here from New York by the
first ' boat—seven o’clock to-morrow
morning—with a warrant for the
arrest of Sarah Manvers.”

“Are you telling the-truth, Mrs.

‘Standish?’*

__"How dare you! No, I won't let

_|nine.

T e
you make me lose my temper with
your .insolence. The matter is too
serious, and I've no wish to see you
suffer, even if you have ruined ‘every-
thing for us. You must }sten to me,
Miss Manvers: be advised and go. I

trail, what made them suspect you
were here, but the burglar-insurance
people had the warrant sworn out
yesterday afternoon and started a
man up by the evening beat. Wal-
ter got a telegram to that effect
about ten o’clock. That’s what he
wanted to say to you—that, and to
give you some money and directions
for getting away.”

“But why should I leave?”

“Do you want to ‘go to jail?”

“Not much. But I don’t see why
1 need. You can easily explain that
the things I left in the bath-room
were left there with your knowledsge|
at the time when you took pity on
me with that ‘letter of recommenda-
tion’ you threatened me with this ev-
ening and gave me a change . of
¢lothing to travel in.”” -

“It’s too late. If we had explain-
ed it that way, to begin With, it
would have been-all right. But nrei-
ther of us thought. And Walter
bungled frightfully in New York.
Now if we come. forward with anv
such story they’ll think we’re all in
a conspiracy to defraud the . com-
pany!” 3 ¢

“Oh!’”’ Sally exclaimed abruptly,
with an accent of enlighitenment that
discountenanced the older woman,

With an effort, recovering, she
sought to distraect the girl.

“‘Surely you must see now, ¥You
have got to go! _There's a boat to
the mainland at six thirty. If you
catéh that, you’ll have three hours’
start, for the detective won't be abl2
fo get off the island before half past
And vou ought to be able to
lose yourself in thdt time somehow.

urry; Pll help you paek a satehel.
You'd better wear that!blue serge!
everybody wears blue serge, so it's
inconspicuous. ' And here's some
money for travelling expenses."

Sally ignored the little fold of bills
held out to her,.
_“I'm not going,”

she decldred

F’ “Are 'you mad?”

“] would be to go with the situa-
tion what it is here. Don’t you see
that, unless those, iewels are re
turned to Mrs. Gosnold to-night—
yes, I mean the jewels you were 80
ready to accuse:me of sstealing » a
little while ‘ago; but ¥you ‘seem ‘to
have forgotten that now=—"’

“J wish you would,” Mrs. Standich
réplied, schooling her voice to aec-
cents of dulcet entreaty. ‘T was be-
gide myself with anxiety—"

“Wait. If I go before those jewels
are recovered-—disappear, as Yyou
want me to-—it will be equivalent to
a confession that I myself stole
them. And suppose I did.”

“What!” \

“I say, suppose I did, for the sake
of argument. What right have you
to assume that I didn’t commit the
theft? No more than yofi had to ac-
cuse me as you did. And until the
theft.is made good, what right have
you fo lét me go and, possibly, get
awdy with my  loot? No!” Sally
shook her head. ‘“You're not logical,
you're not honest with me. There's
gomeéthing behind all this. I'm rot
going to be made a seipégoat for

Couner Daly:

Pattern Service

you. I'm not going té run away now

LADY’S DRESS.

By Anabel Worthington.

The vest in this case fashions itsclf

more like a waistcoat than the usunal type

of vest which is set in.

together at centre front and continuc on

down under the belt for quite a distance

An éasy and attractive way of trimming
it is to border it with scrolls of soutache

braid. A new style collar—long and ndv-

The edges come

fow and softly draped—is the touich which

r
gives the waist its smart appearahce.

Long sleetes would naturally be chosen

for this type of dress, and these are cuffed

with a deep band and turnover to match

the collar. The skirt has four 'gcres, with

& panel effect at the front. Itis gathered

all aroand to ‘the regulation waisthine

A narrow separate belt of the saaterial

makes a very neat finish for the waisth

Iine.

The dress pattern No. 8469 is cut ‘in

eizes, 36 to 42 inches bust measure,
Width at lower edze of skirt is 214 yards.
As on the fizure the 36 inch size reguires
4% yards 26 imch material with 114 yards
22 inch eontrasting goods, 7% yard 18 iﬁﬂ’d

organdie for vest and 6 yards braid.
To obtain thig-pattern send
the office of this publicativa,

i
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{1 do not think that the

don’t know what put them on your|

jing table; hér passion of a mement

“J1f% the progesaings  without
Eethlr ‘digapproving them.

I have a friend who has a beloved
motor boat, . o i s,
. 'A$ {s_often'the way with motor
boats there ig frequently soieth
wrong with its inwards.

be spends timkering over it and the
tame he spends riding about in it,
balatice
would list to the sideé of the riding.

A year ago this summer there was
something extra wrong with it; and
he spent whole days trying to locate
the difficulty., o A

He Tried Out One Thing After

Another = =

He used to pass my house on the
way to the boat and he would tell
me triumphantly each morning’ that
he knew just what the matter was.
Then he would go down to the boat
and fix that thing and try to run
the boat.

a motor boat is called ‘shé’) would

‘frefuse to run.
And the next day he would de- gutomobile or

cide. there was
wrong and tinker with that.
see,” he would explain,

niight be wrong.”

and doubtless
why I am telling it.
And this is

1t ‘agoount were kept of the time

§ doctor.’ The doctor looked him over
and gave him some medicing and
some diét rules. He tried them for

{a week dnd did not gét any bettor.

The doctor tried again.  Again he
did not get any better. .
“To the Dickens With Doctors”
! ‘He Said . - .
That was the end of doctors for
EmA ' ;

“To the dickens with doctors,” hel

said. ‘“He doesn’t know what the
trouble is with me. Lookat the way
he tries first;one thing and then ano-
ther.”

Now, there cannot be much qugs-
tion. which is the more delicate

wmachine—a motor boat or a human
Lody—and yet that man expects a
dector to fix up his body withott try-
ing out his readjustments by letting
the machine run awhile.

And she (why ig it that un Don't Giv Doc
anything so masculinely obstinate as|: it ¢ ':JG she, _vtor e A

ce, .

And not only he, but many thous-
snds like him, who know that an
a motor boat or a

something “else clock or any other delicate mechan-
“you ca:}ll: - nnot be fixed without adjust-
el ments and read

tell‘exactly what it is until you fix jngs o:t.” justments

the thing ahd run her awhile. You've '
2 € ‘give one look at them and fix up a
g9t to try out all the things that body out of order with a bottle”or

! and ‘try-
will expect the dector to

{two _of medicine and a get of diet

you are won'd.evring “What \ fools

: why.  Recently ‘this which sound ‘about e ﬁa?q
same .neighbor got all run down. His Bible or stmlnaspeare;l Y
wife ﬂnglly prevailed on him to.go to thipg.

Of course there is nothing very rules (most i t e
origingl. or startling about this st A TR feutalo tiowee. )

Truly whoever it was that said
these mortals  be,”
(that is one of those many sayings

like the

gaid some-

and hide simply --to:-further. your
plans for; swindling  the burglar-in-
surance company. I'll see Mrs. Gos-

nold d#nd- advise with her
stir a.step!”’ :

“©h, yo,ix. are insufferable!” Mrs.
Standish cried. In a flash she lost

fage grfew ghastly with the pallor of
her rage. And she trembled visibly.

Eut what else she miight have said
to the defiant girl was cut short by
the sudden’ and unceremonious opeu-
ing of the door to admit three per-
Sons. ; ) -

The first and last -of these were
Mercedes Pride and Mr. Lyttleton.
Between them entered a man un-
known to Sally—a hard-featuved
citizen in very ordinary business
clothing, cold  of eye, uncompromis-
ing of manner.

Jubilation glowed in the witeh’s
glance; anticipative relish of the
flavor of triumph lent her voice a
shriller note. She struck an attitude,
singling out Sally with a denuncia-
tory arm.

‘“There she ig! That’s the woman
Now “#rfest hcr-—make her confess
what she’s done with those jewels—
pack her off to jail!”

CHAPTER XYL /
The Plant

The very sharpness of the attack
ghocked Sally into such apparent
calm as she might not have ‘been able
even to simulate had she been given
more time to prepare herself.

of surprise and indignation she stood
quite still, but with g defizay chin
well  elevated and — her sa&lld T8
back, and if she had in her. twrn
grown pale, it was less with fright
than  with the cuntained exaspefa-
tion that lighted the firés in her eyes
ranging from face tv face of the

Lyttlétofi, she noticed, lingered
anédsily ‘néar the dvor, hanging his
hedd, avoiding her glance, almost
m;mrs- sHamefaced.

The spiliszer vosed herself witn
y.r;pg’ a 0. and smirked supercili-
ously at the badgered girl, malicious
spite agleam in her little black eyes.
i Mys., Standish had fallen back on
the ' interruption and now half
stbod,. half rested -against the dress-
ago sedulously dissembled. - Shs
arched an iaquiring eyebrow: anua
smiled an inscrutable smile,question-
alto-

:‘Nearer "S#lly than any of these,
the ‘stzange 'm An' confronted “tHe ‘girl
squarely, appraising her with an un-
prejudiced ‘gaze. ’ §
“If. you please—" she
directly to him.

“Migs ‘Manwaring, I’ believe?” he
responded with” 4 slight, ‘semi-diffi-
dent nod. - ; :
Silently Sally inclined her head.
“That’s the nameé She gave when
she came Here, at least,” ‘Mercedes
comimented. !
Sally addressed Lyttleton. “Pleass
shut the door,” she said quietly, and
as he gbliged her, looked back to'the

stranger. Basjins 2
_ “Mason’s my name, miss, lg vel
on, ‘‘operative from Webb's rivate
Investigation Agency, Bo»s_t,oﬁ‘t
Gosnold sent for me by long-d
telephone this morning. T've b
here all evening, working up
case on the guiet. The understa

appeatea

[ 26 54

steps: without her permission, :
she left it to me to use my best judg-
ment in cade her little plan for-gg}.’
ting a confession didn’t work. So 1
thought I'd better not wait any lon-
er, seeing how late it is and how
ong: after, the time limit she set—
‘a 7 ¢ g

l:<(l304m.hmed in Saturday’s Issue.)
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. ARM MANGLED, l

By Courier Leased Wire
Toronto, Oct. 5.—Edward 18-
bottom, a teamster for the W i;
Dal)l" ea{ltnge D?llp:nyt;h?ad his ; ;n
f tfully C ~morning
w‘gn ‘a pll?e%t m‘ahmﬁ%x‘q;r jolted
front hig 'wagon when he was walk-

ing.beside it and pinneéd him to the
. Sigy nd. . Ampytation may. be Mecks-
Forde i e

beforea I

control of her.temper altogether. Her |

whomgadls~herself Sara: Manwaring. |

After that ‘first involuntary’ start ”

ing-was that I wasn't to také a % ;

THE MISCHIEF IMP

Marjorie was a dear little gif}
with big brown eyes and long black
Fair ‘that hung in beautiful curls,
that is when mamma had her way,
tut Marjorie aiwhys fretted when
mamma combéd har hair and said
ishe hated curls,

“I wish I didn’t have any hair,”
eried Marjorie one day, when mam-
ma pulled: it a wee bit. -

“Why, I should\ think you’d be
proud of your ,beau‘gul curls,” re-
rliecd mamma..-

‘But I don’tilike to have my hair
combed and Igdon’t want any curls,”

think—just as soon as the door clos-
cl behing lma.mma,.:ﬂgrjorie pulled

€ g A

¢if hHer pow az=c musséd her curls.
“Cut ’ém off! Cut ’‘em off!” laugh-
ed a tiny voice in Marjorie’s ear.’
“Why!” exclaimed Mapjorie, turn-
ing around. ; : :

dresser.
“Well, if you don’t waht the
them off,”’ he cried, and disappeared.

and one. by one thé beauntiful cu
fell to the floor. s
She pulled a chair up-to the mir-
ror and climbed up to look. The
bead that nodded backi#t her from
ti:e lboking glass lookéd dreadful.
‘“Oh, /dear,” cried Marjorie, ‘“what
will mamma say! ‘Oh, ‘why did I
listen to that wicked little fellow!”
Marjorie
mamma hurried into the room. She
stopped when she saw the curls lay-
ing on the floor “and the ‘tell-tale
scissors in Marjoriéls hand. St
“I'm <dreadfully sorfy. I was B0
r.aughty,”.-sobbed Marjorie. “Bit a
little voice kept saying, cut ’em ot‘."
“Yes, that little voiceiwas none

think, Marjorie seized the scls_soi‘ﬂg
ks

do’ your bit in preven
waste; - Demand ‘the who|
Bt v G eticing il :

much less. For
‘with milk and

Made in Caruda.

sobbed Marjorie, and—what do you]

Quick as a wink, before she could

A" queer little fetiow gat” on the}::

cut}’

cried < 80 loudly that .

i b.gll‘ngwa,t,e.r 1l it thickens. Strain
e

g £ 5

a fme supply.
Use |

Granulation and

L}

it today.
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of Lantic Sugar will preserve

for all Preserving _
Get the benefit of its purity, “FINE”

hlghn :weetenmg : power.
2 and 5 Ib. cartons.
10, 20 and'100 Ib. sacks.

Have you seen the Lantic Library ?

‘.: Y va'M D~ P
TFrademark cutfrom a sack or from
the top panel of a Lantic carton. Write for

ATLANTIC SUGAR REFINERIES,
/ LIMITED,

Power Building, Montreal.

Sent iré’e for a

other than the Mischief Imp. He
follows little children who are cross,
and whispers naughty things into
their ears, and when they listen to
him he goes away happy,” replied
mamma. ‘“Now all we can do is to
cut your hair real short and wait
for your curls to grow again,” and
she took the scissors and cut Mar-
jorie’s hair close to her head.

When Marjorie’s friends called to
her to come and play, Marjorie was
50 ashamed of her short hair that
che wouldn’t go out.

She ran down to the barn to hide. |

A fluffy white hen saw her and
siretched her head up and flopped
cff her nest.

‘“Cut, cut, cut your hair cut!”
oried the white hen, running out in-
tc the yard.

Marjorie slowly went into the
kouse, and with tears in her eyes
told rmamma,.

‘“Even the hens are making fun of

me,” :she wailed.

‘“Why, dear,” laughed mamma,
“that’s the only way the hen has of
telling: us she’s Taid an egg.”

“I guess it just sounded like she
said that because I'm so ashamed
ior. cutting my curls off,”” said ‘Mar-
orie.

323 Colborne Str .
90 MACHINE 46

‘“Now just remember, dear, when-|

sver the Mischief Imp finds a cross}
to ' whisper} |

tttle girl he's going: ;
naughty things into her ear that if
ghe does she’ll soon be sorry for,”
replied mamma. “He can never make
good little girls hear him.” 3

““Phen  I'll ' be  goodd!” - promised
Marjotie. Ve

And the next time the Mischief
Imp camie néar Marjorie turned away

and wouldn’t listen to him and hej |

rever bothered her again.
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Sweet Potato Meringue P:e.
Scrape clean 2 good sized sweet
potatoes; boil until tender and rub
through a colander; beat thé yolks
of 3 eggs until light; add 1 pint of
sweet milk; pour slowly into t§e
potatoes and stir until well mixed;.
add 1 cup.of sugar, % teaspoon of
salt, and flavor to taste with fregh

emon_juice; bake with a lower

st, and when done cover with a
meringué made of the beaten whites |
)f the eggs'and 3 ‘tablespoons of |
powdered sugar; brown lightly in
the oven. This is nice.

Mock Cherry Pie.

Cover the plate with = a thicker
crust than for ordinary pies, as when
tne cranberries burst they must not
come through; fill a deep plate’ w:gh'
eranberries; add a cup. of brown

sugar and %% cup of molasses, with {|

smail piece of buttér and 32 tea-
spoonful almond extract; cover amd

bake in pretty: hot oven; if -prefei- i

red sweeter add more brown sugar.
4 Soft Custal

t 5 o |
One ‘cup milk (scalded), 2 table~

spoonfuls sugar, 1 egg, % teaspoon-
ful flavoring. Beat egg to a frath,
add sugar and speck of salt; mix
well, add scalded milk and stir over

at on¢e, and when cool add flavor-
ing. Serve with sponge cake.
Small Baked Indian Pudding.

_Stald ‘1 ‘pint milk and stir into it
ST & Dk

Indian meal, 3 cup molasses; §
tablespoonful butter, 1 teaspoonful

ble, 2 tablespoo tu’l: :

cagsia and a pineh of salt. §tix weil
and turn into baking dish; then add

15 eup. cold. milk and bake two ov
three howrs in & modé’?w% oggn.
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Light and Durable
You save postage, and contents
arrive 1n good condition

~10c d 15¢
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