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“At last!” he hissed in the approv-

d manner of melodrama, “We are
alone!”’ ™

She wasn’t able to rise to his irres-
ponsible humor. The impression
lingered of a hand of steel beneath
the velvet glove. Thus far her auda-
city seemed to have earned nothing
but his derision. He was not in the
least afraid of her—and he was a
desperate criminal. Then what was
she in his esteem?

Such thoughts drove home a fresh
painful realization of her ambiguous
personal status. It began to seem
that she had been perhaps a litti»
hasty in assuming she was to be spar-
ed punishment for her sin, howeve:
venial that might in charity be reck
oned. Chance had; indeed, offered
what was apparently a broad and
easy avenue of escape; but her own
voluntary folly had chosen the wrong
turning.

Her hands were twisted tight to-
gether in her lap as she demanded
with tense directness.

“What have you
them?”

He lifted the
*“Them?”

‘““The jewels. I saw you steal them
~—watched you from the dining-
room, through the folding doors—"

“The deuce you did!”

“I saw you break open the desk—
and everything.”

“Well,”” he admitted fairly,
jiggered!”’

‘““What have you done with them?”

““Oh, the jewels?”” he said with
curious intonation. ‘‘Ah—yes, to be
sure; the jewels, of course. You’re
anxious to know what I've done with
them?”

“Oh, no,” she countered irritably;
*I only ask out of politeness.”

“Thoughtful of you!” he laughed.
“Why, they’re outside, of course—
in my bag.”

“Qutside?”’

“Didn’t you notice? I checked it
with my hat, rather than have a row.
I ought to be ashamed of myself, 1
know, but I’'m a moral coward before
a coat-room attendant. I remember
keeping tabs one summer, and—will
you believe me?—a common, ordin-
ary, every-day three-dollar straw lid
set me back twenty-two dollars and
thirty cents in tips. But I hope I'm
not boring you?”

“Oh, how can you?” she protest-
ed, lips tremulous with indignation..

“Don’t _flatter; I bore even myself
at times.”

«] don’t mean that, and you know

don’t. How can you sit there jok-

.2 when you-when you’ve just—"'

“Come off the job?” he caught her
1p as she faltered. . *“But why not?

feel anything but -sad about it. It

as a god job, wasn’t it? a clean
\aul, a clear get-away. Thanks, of
course, to you.”

She responded, mnot without some

ifficulty: “Please! I wouldn’t have

req if he hadn’t tried to get at
at sword.”

“Just like him, too!” Blue Serge

served with a flash of indignation,

‘s kind, I mean—Iless burglars
than bunglers, with no professional
pride, no decent instinets, no human
consideration. They never stop to
think it’s tough enough for a house-
holder to come home to a cracked

done _ with

ironic eyebrow.

“T'm

erib without finding a total stranger;

to boot—a man he’s never even seen
before, like as not—ah—weltering

on the premises—"’

“Oh, do be serious!”

“Must 1? If you wish.”

The man composed his features to
a mask of whimsical attention.

“What—what did you . do with
him?” the girl stammered after 2
pause during which consciousness of
her disadvantage became only more
acute,

“Our active litle friend, the yegg".:
Why, I didn’t do anything with him.

“You didn’t leave him there?”.

““Oh, no; he went away, consider-

N pabate iy
through the, seuttle—the . way  he
broke .in; you know, Surpris‘iﬁg!y
Spry on his feet for,a.man . af  his

weight and age—had all .I cotuld do |

to keep up; He did stop once, true,
as if held forgotten something, but
the-sword ran into him—T happened
thoughtlessly. to be. carrying, it—-anly
& 'quanter.of 'an inch.or so, and he
changed his mind, and by the time
I gotumy head through, the scuftle
he was gone-—vanished ,completely
from human ken!” i

‘““He had broken the scuttle open,
you say?”’ ;

“Pried it up with a jimmy.”

“And you left it so?  He'll go
baek.”

‘“No, he won’t. I found hammer
and nails and made all fast before
1 left.” :

“But,” she demanded, wide-eyed
with wonder, ‘‘why did you take that
tiouble?”’ :

“My silly conceit, I presume. I
couldn’t: bear the thought of having
that roughneck return and muss up
cne of my neatest jobs,”’ 5

“I don’t understand you at alL”’
she murmured, uttterly confoundqd.

“Nor I you, if it matters. ; Stil,
I'm sure you won’t keep me mugh
longer in suspense, considering how
open-faced, I've been. Buf here’s that
animal of .a waiter agaim.” | ...

She ‘wag, willingly silent, - though
she exerted herself to seem at. ease
with indifferent suceess. . The voiee
of her companion was like a-digtant,
hollow: echo in her hearing; ber wits
were all awhirl, her neryes as taut
and vibrant as banjo-strings; before
her vision the face -of Blue. Serge
swam, a flesh-tinted moon now and
again traverged by a flash of white
when he smiled.

“Come!” the man rallied her
gsharply, if in an undertone, " {his
will never do. You’re as whife as a
sheet, trembling and staring, as it I
were a leper or a relation by mar-
riage Or something repulsive!”

She sat forward mechanically and
mustered an uncertain smile. ‘‘For-
give me. I'm a little overwrought—
the heat and—everything.”

“Not anmother word, then, till
you’ve finished. 'l do the talking,
if it’s all the same to you. But yo'l
needn’t answer—needn’t listep, for
that matter. I've no pride in my
conversational powers, and yog
mustn’t sisk Josing.your, appetite.

He seemed to find it easy enough
to make talk, béf “S#lly “snared himr
little attention, being at first exclu®
sively preoccupied with the demands
of her hunger, and later, as the meal
progressed, renewing her physical
strength and turning the ebbing
tide of her spirits, now thoroughly
engaged with the problem of how t0
extricate herself from this embarras-
ging association or, if éxtrication
proved impossible, how to turi it to
her own -adyanfage. For if the af-|
fair went on’ this way-—his way-—
she were a sorry adventuress indeed.

Small cups of black coffee stood
before them, steaming, when a qués-
tion roused her, and she shook her-
self together and faced her burglar|
aeross the cloth, once more full mis-
tress of her faculfies.

“Youre feeling better?”

“Very much,”
thank you!” _

“Don’t make me uncomfortable;
remember, this is all your fault.”

“What—"

“That Pm here, alive and while,

able to enjoy a most unique situa-
tion. Who are you?”
“That she wasn’t to be caught by
any such simple stratagem as a gues-
tion plumped suddenly at her with
all the weight of a rightful demand;.
she smiled again and - shook her
head.

“But if I insist?’

“Why don’t you, then?”

F‘Meaning insistence won’t get me
anything?”’

Sensitive to the hint of a hidden

[ -

S

‘I htindred times, if once,
ghie smiled, ‘‘and |leave valuables in that silly old tin
|‘sdte.
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trump, she stiffened slightly.

. “I haven’t asked you to commit
yourself. I've got a ‘right to my own
‘privacy.”

ing, an elbow on the table, a cigar-
ette fuming idly between his fingers,
the man favored her with a steady
look of speeulation whose challeng?
was modified only by the inex-
tinguishable humor smoldering in his
eyes—a look that Sally met square-
ly, dissembling her excitement. For
with all her fears and perplexity she
could never quite forget that, whai-
ever its sequel, this was verily an
adventure after her own heart, that
she was looking her best in a won-
derful frock and pitting her wits
against those of an engaging rogue.
that she whe had twelve hours ago
thought herself better dead was now
living intensely an hour of vital em-
ergency.

“But,” the man said sutddenly, and
yet deliberately, ‘‘surely you won't
dispute my right to know who makes
free with my own home?”

Her bravado was extingunished as
suddenly as a candle-flame in a gust
of wind.

“Your home?” she parroted wit-
{essly,

“Mine, yes. If you can forgive
me.””  He fumbled for his card-case.
‘“It has been amusing to play the part
you assigned me of amateur craeks-
man, but really, I'm afraid—it ean’t
be dome without a better make-up!”

He produced and placed before
her on the cloth a small white card.
and as soon as its neat black script
ceased to writhe and run - together
beneath her gazZe she comprehended
the name of Mr. Walter Arden Sav-
age, with a residence address identi-
cal with' that of the house wherein
Jher great adventurg had begun.

“You!” she ‘breathed ' aghast,
‘“you’re not really Mr. Savage?”

. He smiled indulgently. “I rather
think I am.”

uB’ut_u

Sally’s voice failed her entirely,
:and he' laughed a tolerant little
laugh.as he bent forward to explain.

“I don’t wonder you are surprised
—or at your mistake. The faect is,
fthe circumstarces are peculiar. It's
'my sister's fault, really; she’s such a
flighty little thing-—unpardonably
careless. must have warned her a
never ' 10

But she won’t listen to reason
—never would. And it’s her house
I’ve got no right to in-

~—her "safe.
And that is why

stall a better one.
we’re here.” -

He smiléed thoughtfully down his
nose. “It’s really a chapter of ac-
cidents to which I'm indebted for
this eharming adveénture,” hé pur-
sued with a Ssuwavely personal mnod,
“heginning with the blow-out of the
taxicab tire that made' us five min-
utes late for this évenitig’s boat. We
were bound up thé Sound, you ur-
derstand, to spend a fortnight with
a maternal aunt.  And ‘our luggage
i¢ well on its way there now. S0
when we missed the boat there was

inable storm, booked for Boston by
the eleven ten, and ducked across’

" Vetuable Suggestions §
for the Handy Home:

the way to diné at the Biltmere. }\"o
good going home, of course, v:nth
'the servants out—and everything.

There fell a small pause. Loung-|’

nothing for it but go by train. We"
| taxiéd baeck here through that abom=

Sl FRUD L O :
“Hatred is theé vice of narrow who she fancies fancies herself a-
souls; they feed it with their 1ttlé-| b6ve her. There is another meighbor
nesses.”—Balzae. i whom she décldres énce (triéd” to |
What silly things feuds are! gf;e: slln;;ll:r&:;zn;;gmther'n ‘n‘;md'
: : s too numer-
To.take some little offense, somei s t5 mention. To all these people
small wound to your vanity or some she ddes not speak. But she more
divergence from your notions of tEdA “makes u tor. it b SHEARS
good taste, and to build out of it al.pon. Ty re P e o
barrier of dislike a habit of hatred : o i
o g ;| One Shouldi't Bother With Her.
;sa:;xgglys:;m@’ﬂmc says “the vice of | N,y of ‘course it is natural that
4 one should not love a neighbor who
And’ yet how 'many people there|tried to get one’s maid away from
are who really enjoy these petty|one. But why bother oneself to have
feuds. I do verily believe that there|a femd with her? She isi't worth
are people who enjoy meeting some-|it I say.. One lowers onéself too
one with whom they have such a féud| much in entering into such a rels-
and passing by on the other side of|fionship. One need not go out of
the street with- averted head, more|one’s way to meet her but neither
thdn' they enjoy meetidg a friend. should omne go out of one’s way to
The Butcher Who Wouldn't Advertise | avoid her. That is too much digmi<
In Her Church Paper. fying ‘her position in your life.
There 18 one womdn in’ our néigh- As for ‘‘not speaking” that is a
borhood who has' ftoténough to" oc-f childish trick whieh fully matured
cupy her mind and’' consequently{people leave behind in childhood.
makes a great. deal of such feuds.| We Can’t Like Everyone Alike./
She has a long list of them tabulated Every now and then I’/catch my-
in‘her mind. - Theré is the butcher|self chérishing 4 fedd 'and 1 am
who - refused to advertiseé in - her|ashamed. I cannot like everyone
Church paper ten years ago. Shejeéqually (and I don’t want to) I cah-
withdrew her trade from him-andfnot help hating wrong and injustice
never loses a chance to speak slight-|and meanness (and T don’t want to)
ingly of his standifig as a Dutcher{but I éan keep from descending to
and a man. ‘There is the neigh‘bor petty feuds. Afd I certainly want to.

and their little legs soon grew tired.
They were glad when the man with
‘{the can turned in at a big white
gate and, they slowly followed.

. pfrom the side of the Hotse,

»qened that they forgot they were tir-
.14, and torneq down the pd%h and
:agaot;thof the gate and up the road
oward Home, the big ‘

“ Ftl)llefi 15:;1(: Tumble were two lit- [their héels. e s T
e blac ttens. Old Mrs. Cat was| '“Run up that tree!” efied Fiufr
very proud of them both, and when | I never climbed a trée in my Hfer
she wasn’t hunting food she rough- | Tamble gasped, 'all otit of bréath. .
ed and tumbled them over the floor| Fluffy ran up the tree and out o1
until they cried ‘‘Stop,” then ‘shela lmb. :
would ‘lick ‘out their = pretty, shiny

coats ‘and sing little bug songs until |gnd just as the de :
1 g was about to
they were asleep. seize ‘hig tail Tumble ¢Hmbed the
One day after the bug seng was|tree beside Fluffy. !
over and Fluffy and Tumble were| Thé hig dog sat undérneath ~and’
sound agleép in thé corner of the|parked until he was hoarse, and theu
porch Mrs. Cat stole out of the gate when it began to grow dark he wag-
in search of food. She hadn’t been|geq his tail and went baek' homeé.
aw(;ly it(il:ong ll‘!f.llgﬂn Tumblll;e;i awakened fmymble and Flutfy raited until they
and gdt up looking around. were sure that he was out of sight.

gaté.” Mother always’ comes back :
with ‘her mouth full when she ' re- il;i];.ree and home ax fast s’ they
5 Mrs. Cat, who had returned ' be-
fore them, was calling them at the
top of Wer voice.' Sheé wis s§ Happy
to have'thém safely“home once miore
i that” she never scolded ‘them ‘for:
4 - [running away. She  ecleaned and
smoothed their roughened coats with
much eare, while they told her a-
bout the big dog and the man witn
the can, ‘ :

“Had you waited awhile you would
have seen a nice saucer of milk on
the porch. For just as soon as {ho

: Iﬁ’ right cut of the bock, a good kind’
Fairy Godmocther should pep and
- take you touring .on her aeroplane,
" looking down “into home after home
_ every morning, you would see thou-
- sands' of boys and girls, and their
; : : elders too, enjoying
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Buck’s Leader Furnaces---Buck’
Reliance Furnaces

always give perfect satisfaction and are coal savers. Now is the time

to prepare for coming winter. Have your furnace cleaned and over-

,hauled, or replated by an up-to-date Bucks Leader or Reliarice Fur-

-nace. Phone us for estimates for all kinds of Furnace work, also:
for Roofing and Sheet Metal work.

Turabull & Cutcliffe, Ltd. |

Hardware, Stoves, Furnaces, Roofing, Etc.
Cor. King and. Colborre St.

“Bow, wow!” came a gruff voicel'

Tumble and Fluffy were so fright-]

For City cdemmt‘ry o
HUNT & COLTER

* 155' DALHOUSIE STREET

Bell Phones—4549. .. M: —45 7 “We meéet all Trains”

Tumble looked 4t her for a second, |

Never Struck You As Being An Important Job. But It Is.

1 wonder what lies beéyond that then they ran down the other side of ||

EDDY is the only Canadian Maker of these matches, every stick of

MAYBE BUYING MATCHES
It Is Important That You Buy None Bat -

EDDY’S
CHEMICALLY. SELF - EXTINGUISHING
' Silent|500’s] :
The Matches with “No After ‘Glow”
which has been dipped in a chemical solution which positively en-

sures the match becoming DEAD wood once it has been lighted and
blown out.

LOOK FOR THE WORDS “CHEMICALLY SELF-
EXTINGUISHING” ON THE BOX

manp brinigs the milk our mistress f.lllsi R E
. |out plate. You must learn to be pa-
-Jtien. One doesn’t have to know the
courée of ome's blessings to be able I}
to-enjoy them,” said Mrs. Cat kindly, |
Then she 16@ her two little ones |
argtind to the porch where a. saucer
of good frésh milk waited for them.

Lk o p i SR AP

store which
b newspaper
1S word-of-

maker— 0 m [l And just as we were finishing dinner
Paitern Through Thi [ this amiable sister of mine gave a|

Courier. sure I whoop and let it out that she’d for-
S‘ B;iz b gotten her jewels. Well, there was
tate e

plenty of time. I put her aboard the
B train as soon as the sleepers wero|
T ‘ opeén—ten o’clock, y?ut 1l‘mewth 1—{1:!?'
-, RIS £ g trotted back home to fete e loot.
-~ LADIES’ SKIRT \ (Continhed in Friday's Issue.) _
%:: By Anabel Worthimgton. : ' CANNON %J&N'DED. Gl i RO = : T3 A
=) €. turng th » i ]
For t’h_e dressy skirt that is used for any BYM%(:;;’;‘;,L%_‘ 99 A Germg@ himself. at way,” Tumble sa_fd to CO"lla Dmly
of the semi-formal occasions of midsnme c{mno;,t en’ ronzz;'tf:gf (&:f::v’a, 2 v;:: Just thefi a man with a big ean| p £ g 4
i i landed from a s . stepped th h. ¢ T g PO ! (7
mc:ir' thgre is nothing more gracefal tha‘n s?xr;lered . a direct hit, a portiom mnpp; : onaﬁde ::!::ed fi%ese}fr:gﬁ T Réclpe COIumn
a draped skirt, The one selected for this of its bal'{ﬁl h:gvel:bgen‘blown off. milk ifito & D4h tHAt ‘the * midfress ; L SO
s handed. him. - -Tupible licked & drOD | ottt
that fell on the poreh, then he quick- | SPONGE CAKE . 1 '
1y’ awakened Fluffy. A réeipe which the ’Wtei" hés use
¢ “Therd goés fhe ‘mMan who brings [for twenty years: ji 1R
thHat good milk, Let's follow him| One cup sugar, 4 eges; beat the| g
and maybe he’ll give us some,” cried |whités and yolks séparately; cream
Tumble. : ¢ the yolks and sugar together; then
/'Flutfy grabbed Tumble by his tale: {igdd 1 tablespoonfel milk, 1 1-4 eups
J“No!  Nol’ she oried. “We must fsifted flour, ifi which two level tea=jig
‘méver mun off the porch. 3 spoonfuls baking powder is
But Tumble pulled loose and foi-{4nd sifted 3 times; a pineh salt, any

wed the man with the can. There |extract preferred; the whites which i
H'was nothing else’ f%‘)‘i‘,‘ " Fratty to do|are beaten to a stiff froth, are fold-]
¥l 'but-run after Tumble. ‘1 lad in last. : &%
T dotes to find out where he | - BUACKEYED' COOKIES
ligets that milk,” said Tumble. ¥ .One eup lard, 1 cup sugar, 2 eges,

| ‘Away the jwo kittens' scampered | 1.2 cup milk; teaspoonfu ‘nutmeg, 2
after the'milk-man. ~ ~ ' " lteagpoonfuls baking powder, 1 cu
{ The road was dll‘i{? and. !ﬁo' Wey |eurrants; add flour enoy t? sti
was long, for they had never been:|n: yooo pue sejfoo Ojup odwys iuey
further than' the porch steps before, ! o not ovems . .. .

1 Courier Dai}yi; |
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purpuse, No, 8,374, is prettily draped and.
yet it has straight lines, This-effect is
. gaimed by the cut of the riglit gore, which ;
laps over the left and gives the cascade |8
effect, ' The skirt is gathered all a'*‘outd-ﬂ
to the sfightly raised’ waist like. The |
. skirt has three gores. It is a splendid g
y model for materials ‘such as taffeta, char: .
: meuse, satin, ‘silk,  poplin, foulard and
; faille, 7 M ]
{  The skirt pattern, No. 8,374, is cut in
¢ five sizes—24 to 32 inches waist, mens;,
. ure.. Width.at lower edge of skirt.is 214,
. yards. “The, 24 inch size requires 87
» yard¢ 88 inch material, with 45 .yards

* banding. 5 Fok
" To eobtain this pattern.send fen centd

{ to the offies. of shis publicatien . .- |
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