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Preserved Pears(By LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE)
<& M %

MOTOR BOATS AS

I have a. friend who has a beloved 
motor host. , .... ,i

A6 is often,' the way with motor 
boats there ts frequently Something 
wrong with its Inwards.

If a «count were kept of the tline 
he spends tinkering over it and the 
t.me he spends riding about In It,
I do not think that the balance 
would list td the side 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.,

He THed Orit One Thing After ther.”
Another Now, there cannot be much ques-

He used to pass my house on the tion which Is the more delicite 
way to the bojat and he would tell machine—a motor Jboat or a human 
me triumphantly each morning t|.at tody—and yet that man expects a 
be knew Just what the matter was. doctor to fix up his body without try- 
Tlfen he woftld go down to the boat ing out his readjustments by letting 
and fix that thing and try to run the machine run awhile.
(hé boat. And she (why is tt ti^at they Don't Give the Doctor Half A 
anything so masculinely obstinate as Chance
a motor boat is called 'she') would And not only he, but many thous- 
refuse to run. ends like him, who know that an

Aed the next day he would de- .automobile or a motor boat or a 
cide there was something else dock or any other delicate mechan- 
wrong and tinker with that. "You tem cannot be fixed without adlust- 
sea, he would explain, “you can’t ments and readjustments and try-
iai V 18 “ïîi1 ,fix, ines out, will expect the doctor to
the think ahd run her awhile. You’ve 1 give one look at them and fix up a

W 0l?t aU the things that, body out of order with a bottle or
nrl*“* be wrong. ’ j two of medicine. and a set of diet

of course there is nothing very rules (most inadequately followed.) 
original or startling about th(? stop-, | Truly whoever it was that said 
a.nd doubtless you are wondering ‘ what fools these mortals' be,” 
' a J telling it. ! ( that Is one of those many sayings

And this is why. Recently this which sound about equally like the 
same ^neighbor got all run down,. Ris Bible or Shakespeare) skid some- 
wife finally prevailed on him to go to thipg.

AUTHOR OF 

“The Lone Wolf” 
“Joan Thursday”

“The Brass Bowl” etc.

4HUMAN BODIES are& p doctor. The doctor looked him over 
end gave him some medicine and 
some diet rules. He tried them for 
a week And did not get any better. 
The doctor tried again. Again he 
did not get any better.

“To the Dickens With Doctors" 
Ha Said

That was the end of doctors for 
him. x

“To the dickens with doctors,’’ he 
said. “He doesn’t know what the 
trouble is with me. Rook at the way 
he tries first ,-one thing and then ano-

m Economical mi,
F VERYBODY likes preserved pears 
^ because they retain so ranch of 
tiie refreshing quality of the raw fruit 
Owing to the absence of sharp acid 
they can be preserved in fight’syrup 
with excellent results. Pears wm 
possibly be good and abundant this 
year and the ten pound sack 
of Lantic Sugar will preserve 
a fine supply.

iCopyrighted *7

we l
you make me lose my temper with 
your insolence. The matter (s too 
serious, and I’ve no wish to see you 
-suffer, even if you have ruined every
thing for us. You must listen to me, 
Miss Man vers; be advised and go. 1 
don’t know what put them op your 
trail, what made them suspect you 
were here, but the burglar-insuraqce 
people had the warrant sworn out 
yesterday afternoon and started a 
man up by the evening boat. Wal
ter got a telegram to that effect 
about ten o’clock. That’s what lie 
wanted to say to you—that, and to 
give you some money and directions 
for getting away.”

“But why should I leave?”
"Do yo’u want to go to jail?’’
“Not much. But I don’t see why 

I need. You can easily explain tpat 
the things Ï left in the bath-room 

left there With your knowledge 
at the time when you took pity on 

with that Tetter of recommenda
tion’ you threatened me with this ev
ening and gave me a change of 
clothing 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 Nei
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 -

“Oh!” Sally exclaimed abruptly, 
with an accent of enlightenment that 
discountenanced the older Woman,

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

"Surely you must see now, you 
have got to go! There’s a boat to 
the mainland at six thirty. If you 
catch that, you’ll have three hours’ 
start, for the detective won’t be able 
jo get off the island before half past 
pipe. Apd you ought to be able to 
lose yoprself in that time somehow- 
Hurry; I’ll help you na<* a satchel. 
Yoii’d better wekr'thit'Dlue serge,: 
everybody wears blue serge, so it’s 

And here’s some

(From Thursday’s Daily.) 
"Well? Who is 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 
turned on the light, moved to 
door, unlocked and opened it.

“Come in,” she said ungracious-

X

replying, Sally
ythe

Vly.
Mrs. Standish swept in, gay, crim

son domino over fluffy skirts and 
slim, 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 whispered, 
“I’ve found you at last. I’ve look
ed everywhere for the last

This is the second time I’ve 
You just got in, of 

Where have you been?”

Use j «
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Lantic Sugar
for all Preserving^^BfeSe;half-

liour. 
been here.

t»: Am*
were

Get the benefit of its purity, “FINE” 
Granulation and high sweetening power.

Wf<|

2 and 5 lb. cartons.
10,20 and ltiO lb. sacks.

Have you seen the Lantic Library ? 
Three new cook books on Preserving, Cakes 
end Candies, arid Desserts. Sent free for a 
Red BaH Trademark cut from a sack or from 
the top panel of a Lantic carton. Write for 
it today.

ATLANTIC SUGAR REFINERIES,
LIMITED,

Power Building, Montreal.

course.
“Does it matter?” Sally fenced, 

maintaining a
■■I mean, I don’t think it does, now 
you’ve run me to earth at last. 
What’s the trouble?"

“You haven’t seen Walter. He 
hasn’t told you?”

••No; I tried to speak to him half 
hour ago, but he ran from me as 

if I were a ghost!”
“You know why!” The womans 

voice trembled with restrained rage. 
“You impossible girl! why, why did 
vou let Aunt Abby go to meet Mm 
instead of you? It was fatal, tt was 
criminal. Of course, he gave thé 
whole show away to her, never 
guessing. Now it’s all up with us: 
we’ll never be asked here again, and 
the chances are she’ll , cut us out of 
her will into the bargain. Why did 
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, 

Gosnold overheard you three Plot
ting together out there just before 1 
came on the scene. She was at tlu. 
window overhead, listening throug-i 
the shutters. I don’t know what you 
were talking about—she didn t tell 
me—but it was enough to make her 
insist on my giving her my costume 
so that she might go and hear th
reat of it.”

Mrs. Standish bit her lip. And her 
shifted uneasily from Sally s

me mstony countenance.

an

and hide simply -to further your 
plans for swindling the burglar-in
surance company. I’ll see Mrs. Gos- 
nold dud advise with her before I 
stir a step!”

"Qh, you are insufferable 1” Mrs. 
Standish cried. In a flash she lost 
control of her temper altogether. Her 
face grew ghastly with the pallor of 
her rage. And she trembled visibly.

But what else she might have sain 
to the defiant girl was cut short by 
the sudden and unceremonious open
ing of the door to admit three per
sons.

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

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

“There she is! That’s the woman 
who-caUs.he reel £ Sara* Manwaring. 
NbW” Srrest her—make her confess 
what she’s done with those Jewels— 
pack her off to jail!"

CHAPTER XYL i 
The Plant

v- jcoin-
«
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Pure and Uncolored* *z

THE MISCHIEF IMP
Marjorie was a dear little girl 

with big brown eyes and long black 
lair that hung in beautiful curls, 
that is when mamma had her way, 
tut Marjorie always fretted when 
mamma combAd her hair and said 
she hated curls.

“I wish I didn’t have any hair,” 
cried Marjorie .One day, when 
ma pulled it a wqe bit.

“Why, I shduloK^think 
proud bf your beautiful curls,” 
plied mamma. X

“But I don’t} like to have my hair 
combed and L,don’t want any curls, 
sobbed Marjorie, and—yrhat do you 
think-—just as soon as the door clos
et behind Marjorie pulled

179

HeMrs. ■other than the Mischief Imp. 
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 
so ashamed of her short hair that 
she wouldn’t go out.

She ran down to the barn to hide. 
A fluffy white hen saw her 
stretched her head up and flopped 
off her nest.

“Cut, cut, cut your hair cut! ” 
cried the white hen, running out In
to the yard.

Marjorie slowly went into the 
house, and with tears in her 
told mamma.

“Even the hens are making fun of 
me,” she walled.

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

“I guess It just sounded like she 
told that because I’m so ashamed 
for cutting my curls off,” said Mar
jorie.

fa

Lmu

<\p*V>inconspicuous, 
money for travelling expenses."

Sally ignored the little fold of bills 
held out to her.

“Pm not going,” she declared
mm

mam-

you’d be
re-

L ; “Are you mad?”
‘T would be to go with the situa

tion what it is here. Don’t you see 
that, unless those,, jewels are re
turned to Mrs. Gosnold to-night— 
yes, I mean the jewels you were so 
ready to accuse- ■ me of .steeling . a 
little while ago; but'yôu seem to 
have forgotten that now*—”

“I wish you would,” Mrs. Standilto 
replied, schooling her voice to ac
cents of dulcet entreaty. “I was be
side myself with anxiety—”

“Walt. It I go before, those jewels 
are recovered—disappear, as you 
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 ar

G*eyes

“You haven't seen her since—”
“No,” Sally answered bluntly. 

“Have you?”
“No. Walter and I have both beeu 

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 
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 a 
man here from New York by the 
first boat—seven o’clock to-morrow1 
morning—with a warrant for the 
arrest of Sarah Manvers.”

. “Are you telling the -truth, Mrs. 
Standish?”

“How dare you! No, I won’t lpt

p

and
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BELL 90A,The very sharpness of the attack 
shocked Sally Into such apparent 
Calm as she might not have been able 
even to simulate had she been given 
more time to prepare hersejf.

After that first involuntary start 
of surprise and indignation she stood 
quite still, but with q defiaat chin 
syeU . elevate^ and f her shoSild^fs 
back, and if she had in her ty[vû 
grown pale, it was less with fright 
than with the contained exaspera
tion that lighted the fires in her eÿes 
ranging from face tv face of the

herself— dN eyes
r'

3
A

gument. Wliat right have you 
to assume that J didn’t commit the 
theft? No more than you had to ac
cuse me as you did. 
theft is made good, what right have 
you jo let me go and, possibly, get 
a why with my loot? No!” Sally 
shook her head. “You’re not logical, four, 
you’re not honest with me. There’s Lyttleton, she noticed, lingered 
something behind all this. I’m rot nnëàsily nèâr the door, hanging his 
going to be iha'de a. stâpegoat tor head, avoiding her glance, almost 
you. I’m not going td run away now frttnRtÿ sKâhieïaced.

The. Mxdsyer ?osed herself witn 
pruts akimbo and smirked supercili
ously at the badgered girl, malicious 
spite agleam in her little black eyes.

Mrs. Standish had fallen back on 
the Interruption and now half 
stood, half rested against the dress
ing table, her passion of a moment 
ago sedulously dissembled. She 
arched an Inquiring eyebrow anu 
smiled an inscrutable smile,questiqn- 

the Jroèeeaiags Without alto- 
gethfer d
:-Nearer "’SSnY than any of these, 

the strange man confronted Tito girl 
amiarelv. "adbraistng her with an un-

$ FDR ■-J\ H
- jAnd until the

t T‘ TAXI CABS i%
Q

"Now just remember, dear, when- 
... „ ^ , ever the Mischief Imp finds a cross

e,f her bow a=c massed her curls. Httle giri he’s going to whisper
“Cut ’em off! Cut ’em off!” laugh- naughty things into her ear that If 

ed a tiny voice in Marjorie’s ear. she does she’ll soon be sorry for,”
“Why!” exclaimed Marjorie, turn- replied mamma. “He can never make 

ing around. good little girls hear him.”
A queer little fetioty gat on the “Then I’ll be good!” promised 

dresser. ' ‘ .. Marjorie.
“Well, \t you don’t waht them cut And the tfext tfmè the Mischief 

them off,” he cried, and disappeared, imp came near Marjorie turned away 
wink, before she could

if. « , n *. ’ i w •., /

and Touring Cars
For City find Country
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Pattern Service

Valuable Suggestion» 
for the Bandy Horn* 
maker—.Order ant 
Pattern Through Tin'

State 31s»

3Quick
think, Marjorie seized the scissorq, 
and one by one the beautiful cutis 
fell to the floor. 1

She pulled a chair up to the mir
ror and climbed up to look. The 
head that nodded back at her from 
the looking glass looked dreadful.

“Oh, dear,” cried Marjorie, "what 
will mamma say! Oh, why did I 
listen to that wicked little fellow!”

Marjorie cried so loudly that 
mamma hurried into the room. She 
stopped when she saw the curls lay
ing on the floor and the tell-tale 
scissors in Marjorié’s hand.

“I’m dreadfully sorry Ï was so 
haughty,” sobbed 
little voice kept sa

“Yes, that little voice was none-

as a and wouldn’t listen to him and he 
f ever bothered her again. ■155 DALHOXJSIE STREET

Bell Phones—45,49. Machine—45 “We meet all Trains"

Courier Daily 
Recipe Column

Si
rdvifig them.

LADY’S DRESS.
By Anabel Worthington.

sqüqrelÿ, "appraising her with 
prejudiced gaze.

"If- you please—” she appeatèo 
directly to him.

“Miss M*ffwariùg, I believe»"; he 
responded With" a slight, semi-diffi
dent nod.

Silently Sally inclined her head.
“That’s the name She gave when 

she came here, at least,” Mercedes 
commented.

Sally addressed Lyttleton. "Please 
t'the door,’ she said quietly, apd 
he Obliged her, looked back to the 

stranger.
"Mason’s my name, miss," he wenf 

on, “opérative from Webb’s Prlvaffe 
Investigation Agency, Boston. Mrs. 
Gosgold sent for me by long-distance 
telephone this ptorning. I’ve beèn 
here all evening, working up( this 
case on

t
Sweet Potato Meringue Pie.

Scrape clean 2 good sized sweet 
potatoes; boil until tender and rub 
through a colander; beat the yolks 
of, 3 eggs until light; add 1 pint pf 
sweet milk.; pour slowly into t 
potatoes and stir until well mixed; 
add 1 cup ojf sugar, % teaspoon of 
salt, aid flavor to taste with freph 
lemon juice; bake wl^i a lower 
crust, and when done cover with a 
meringué made of the beaten whites 
of 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 
the cranberries burst they must not 
come through; fill a deep plate wi£h 
cranberries; add a cup of brown 
sugar and *6 cup of molasses, with 
small piece of büttér and tea
spoonful almond extract; cover and 
bake in pretty hot oven; if prewi
red sweeter add more brown sug^r.

Soft Custard.
One cup milk (scalded), 2 table- 

spoonfuls sugar, \ egg, % tcaspoon- 
ful flavoring. Beat egg to a froth, 
add sugar and speck of salt; mis 
well, add scalded milk and stir over 
boiling water till it thickens. Strain 
at once, and when cool add flavor
ing. Serve with sponge cake.

Small Baked Indian Pudding.
Scald 1 pint milk and stir into it 

ai fist as possible, 2 tablespoohfqls 
Indian meal, V» cup molasses, 1 
tablespoonful butter, 1 teaspoonful 
cassia and a Pinch of salt. 8t$ well 
and turn into baking dish; then add 
% cup çold milk aqd teike tiro qv
three hours in a moderate oven, ”

The vest in this case fashions itself 

more like a waistcoat than the usual type 

of vest which is set in. The edges comè 

together at centre front and continue on 

down under the belt for quite a distance 

An easy and attractive way of trimming 

it is to border it with scrolls of soutache 
braid. A new style collar—long and nar
row and softly draped—is the touch which 

gives the waist its smart appearahee. 

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 geres, with 
a panel effect at the front. It is gathered 

all around to the regulation waistline" 
A narrow separate belt of the materia! 

makes a very neat finish for the waisth 

line.

The dress pattern No. 8409 is cut in 

sizesy 30 to 42 inches bust measure. 
Width at lnwer edge of skirt is 214 yards. 
As on the figure the 3(1 inch size requires 
4% yards 30 inch material with 1% yards 
22 inch contrasting goods, % y are! IS inch 
organdie for vest and 0 yard’s braid.

To obtain this pattern send 
the office of this publication.

SUTHERLAND’S«t1i'U4U \

mm * eMarjorie. "Rut a 
ytng, cut ’em olt” Soldiers’ Overseas 

Comfort Boxes

L1

m Pont Waste, Dont 
Starve—there is plenty df 
food for all if you will only 
do your bit in preventing 
waste. Demand the whôle 
wheat grain in breakfast 
fbbdff and bread. Shredded 
WKèàlWsetthisiee percept
wfiolfc wheat—nothing grist
ed, every particle utilized. 
It contains more real nutri
ment than meat, and costs 
much less. For any meal 
with milk and fruits,

-
shu
as

vs
Light and Durablei

case on the quiet. The understand
ing was that I wasn't to take any 
steps without her permission, but 
she left it to me to use my best judg
ment in cake her little plan forget
ting a confession didn’t work. So I 
thought I’d better not wait any lon
ger, seeing how late it is and how 
long after the time limit she set—• 
and' all.”

(Continued in Saturday’s Issue.)

You save postage, and contents 
arrive in good condition

-W-i-k 4-W

1 Oc and 15c"f
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. ARM MANGLED.
By Courier Leaeed Wire

Tbronto, Oct. 5.—Edward Rams* 
bottom, a teamster for the William 
Daly Cartage Company, had his arm

from h1s wagon When he was walk
ing beside it and pinned him to the 

. groûnd.. Amputation may he Aecèk*.
.........- -

I Jas. L. Sutherland
04-69 u

BOOKSELLER and STATIONERS"

CO
Made to Canada.*r

.
•»***'■^ . . H ,»»»*••***■ /

BANK CLEARINGS,
er l.eased Wire
(to, Oci. 5.—Bank clearings 
Sding October 4, 1917, $ li 
[ Same week. 1911!, $54 
; 1915, $36,713,481.
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