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THE MAELSTROM — .* si £y ti.A e
ZDS-rBy Frank Ffoest

;FLate Superintendent of the Criminal Investigation Department of 
New Scotland Yard. (Copyright)

CREAM SALAD DRESSING. |
Two eggs, 3 tablespoons vinegar,

1 of Ceram, 1 teaspoon Sugar, 1-4 
■M mn mustard. I

te sugar, salt [ . h

A THIN EXCUSE. .ysmnii <
<From Wednesday’s Daily.)

I tuy whirled away to Magersfon- 
,o,n Road, where Hallett gladly 
. ,l himself of an offer of hospitality 
i Hat would enable niô, to eradicate 
iV.ost of the t- aces of the night’s ad- 
iinture.

is guilty. I'ffi maybe scornful of their 
understanding—that’s all." "

“That means there’s human na
ture, even in a detective.”

“Sure,” laughed Menzies. "I think 
we’ll get a move on."

The steady search of Mrs. Lyne’s 
house was still progressing when 
they returned to Ludford Road, a 
number of fresh detectives had ar
rived to help Congreve, and they 
found Heldon Foyle stretched lazily 
out in one of the horsehair chairs in 
the sitting-room. He rose and shook 
hands with Jimmie.

“How are you, Mr. Hallett? I got 
{your report, Menzies. Nothing much 

doing, so I thought I'd drop down and 
have a look at things.” He drew the 
chief inspector a little aside. “I didn’t 
think you would have let Gwennie 
get one in on you. She complicates 
things. The commissioner Isn't 
plG&S6d«”

“It’s against me, sir, and that’s a 
fact,” agreed the other ruefully. He 
made no attempt at excuse.

"It can’t be helped, old man,” said 
Foyle more sympathetically, now that 
he had delivered his official reproof. 
“I’d have fallen into it just the same 
way. Come up-stairs, 
moment, Mr. Hallett.”

He led the way up-stairs to a lock
ed room and tapped softly at the 
door. It was opened very slowly just 
wide enough to admit him. 
paper,” he explained 
“Come in slowly. Don’t make a 
draught.”

The chief inspector obeyed. There 
couple of men within the bed-* 

room, which reeked of oil from a 
cheap stove on the wash-stand. The 

t closed and the 
In the

grate were the blackened fragments 
of a mass of burnt papers. The big 
bed., too, was a chaos of burnt papers 
which had broken under the efforts 
of the two men to move them intact.

The superintendent and the chief 
inspector halted by the door. With 
infinite delicacy one of the constables 
lifted a sheet of burnt paper from 
the grate and placed it in a kitchen 

This he held over a steam-

Because people who profess to be 
Christians aren’t all they should be, 
doesn’t justify you one bit for bein$ 
afraid to even try.

And it is furthermore greatly to 
your discredit to persistently judge 
any movement by those who disgrace 
it instead of those who honor It.

In my morning paper the other day 
X noticed that the Executive Com
mittee of the Russian revolution 
posted a proclamation condemning 
acts of violence supposed to be com
mitted by revolutionists. “Only mad- 

or enemies of national liberty 
are capable of such revolting acts 
which might compromise the Rus
sian revolution” said the placard, 
and went on to appeal to the people 
to prevent a repetition of such acts, 
remembering that the high ideals 
for which they stand might be judg
ed by them. . _
Why Not Judge The Cause by Those 

Who Honor It
frOm Christianity

There are some people who seem 
to place their hopes of Heaven in 
other people’s failure to keep true to 
ideals.

A queer depository, isn’t it? And 
to my mind about as safe as a card
board box would be for a safety
vault. ' V

Perhaps you don't at once recog
nize the type 1 mean.

I mean the sort of person who ex
plains his failure to become a Christ
ian by pointing to some of the people 
who profess to be Christians and 
don’t do the name any honor.

“What do 1 want to belong to the 
Church for” he will say. “Look at 
Mr. M. Did you ever see a meaner 
skinflint? And he's a deacon. No, 
thank you. I’ve no use for such hy
pocrisy.”

She Might Be Glad If She Didn’t 
Gossip.

Or a woman will say, “When l 
hear some of those Ladies’ Aid wom
en gossiping I’m glad I don’t! belong 
to any Church.”

As if that were any thing to boast 
about. She might well be glad if she 
didn’t gossip, but she probably does.
Only she feels she has a license to do 
so because she has never been will
ing to place the restraint of a pub
lic pledge to higher ideals upon her-
ggjf.

Not to fall below ideals because yon 
haven’t any is no particular credit.
That’s No Reason You Shouldn’t Try ing.

teaspoon salt, 1-4 tea 
Best 2 eggs well, add __
and mustard, then the vinegar and 
cream. Place the bowl in a basin of I I
boiling water and stir until about the I I
thickness of rich cream. It the bowl 11 
is thick and the water boiling all the l-j „ 
time, It will take about 5 minutes. I 
Cool and use as needed.

*
I

TiiF chief inspector was waiting for 
rim by the time he had finished a 
baOfand a shave and made an ener- p&tfssr<*>

SALAD DRESSING.
One-half cup vinegar, 1-2 cup 

milk, 1 teaspoon muàtard, 1-2 tea
spoon salt, 1 teaspoon flour, 1 table
spoon sugar, 1 lump of butter size of 
walnut, a little pepper, yolk of 3 
eggs or 1 whole egg.

POTATO AND BEET SALAD.
Boil 3 white potatoes, cool and 

slice and place in centre of salad 
dish. Mix in a little finely grated on
ion. Mince finely 3 beets and place 
around them. Take 1 hard-boiled, x, 
egg, press yoke through a sieve and I 
put over potatoes and the white or-1 
er the beet, and p6ur over the follow
ing dressing One teaspoon sugar, 4 
.tablespoons melted butter, add 1 
tablespoon flour and cream together, I ,1 
and add i cup milk, and boil up by 
placing dish in hot water. Beat 3 
eggs and add 1-2 cup vinegar and 1 
scant teaspoon mustard, a little salt 
and pepper. Stir into boiling mixture 
'until thickens. Cool and use.

I
CABBAGE SALAD 

One egg, 1 teaspoonful salt, 1 tea
spoon mustard, 3 tablesgbonfuls 
cream, 2-8 cup vinegar (if- not too 
sour; it so, use part water), 3 table- 
spoonfuls melted butter, a pinch of 
cayenne pepper.

Set In a dish of hot water to thic
ken, and use when cold. As much 
cabbage as it will take up. Chop the! 
cabbage as fine as desired. I

Salad dressing—Four eggs, li
tablespoonful mixed-, mustard, 1-4 
cup vinegar, 1-2 cup oil. I

In piece of oil use butter, if pro-1 
ferred-. Beat all together and boll
until it thickens, stirring constantly, j ™

getic attack on his clothes with a 
brush. He also had changed. Flushed 
and rheerful, he looked more the 
churchwarden than ever by contrast 
with his late appearance.

'No need to hurry. Congreve won’t 
have finished yet awhile and a bit of 
breakfast won’t do you any harm. Let 
me introduce Mrs. Menzies. And 
here’s Bruin. Shake hands with Mr. 
Hallett, Bruin.” He fondled the dog 
lor a moment. “He’s a rascal. Tried 
in spoil my garden yesterday, didn’t 
- on—you wicked old sinner? Come 
and have a look at my patch, Mr. 
Hallett. It’s not big, but I do fairiy 
well with my roses.”

Menzies was quite capable of mak
ing himself a bore on the subject of 
gardening and it was with something 
of relief that Hallett at last received 
the signal for breakfast. It was diffi
cult for him to understand how easily 
the detective could detach himself 
nom the case to the consideration of 
hum-drum domestic matters. He 
hinted as much. The other man 
grinned.

“Wait till you’re married, my boy. 
Seriously, though, I never talk of 
business when I’m at home and never 
think of it if I can help it. I do all 
my worrying on duty. Some men 
let a case get on their nerves, and 
then—” He paused to dissect a sole. 
“It never does any good. You’ve got 
to regard your work quite apart from 
your personal feeling. Every C. I. D. 
man has sent some awfully charm
ing people to jail—people they liked, 
too. There was one of ours on a 
murder case who found that the mur
derer was a friend of his—a man in 
a good position. It broke him all 
up.”

men

—the Comfortable Shoes 
for Business Men

The Business Men are going to enjoy foot comfort 
this summer. They are going to wear FLEt I rUUl 
WHITE SHOES; and save a lot of money, too.
Wherever you go this summer—in town or country 
—at work or play—at home or office—you’ll see
FLEET FOOT WHITE SHOES.
They are so cool and comfortable in hot weather— 
and cost so much less than leather.
Askyour «Aoe dealer to show you thefuU line of Fleet Foot

Every cause 
down has within Its ranks those who 
disgrace it in one way or another.

To judge the cause by these few is 
like judging a beautiful garden by a 
few weeds.

And to think that you are excused 
from pledging yourself to the Ideals 
for which any great movement stands, 
because some who have pledged 
themselves fail, is the pettiest and 
most childish form of self bllndfold-

Excuse us a

“Burnt
laconically.

follow thé eccentricities of the writ
ing which, in some cases, stood out 
dirty-gray, in others brilliant black 
and still again pale black.

“Listen to this,” said Menzies, He 
read slowly, with pauses here and 
there to indicate where a word was 
indecipherable:

“We are all right for the time be
ing, and if . . . can be hand
led we shall be all to the good. 
Couldn’t you square one of the bulls? 
You.know some of them, and It might 
be worth a shot, as it would simplify 
things. It’s no good tackling M., hut 
a coüple of hundred with some of 
the others ought to go a long way. 
You can dig the money out and 
, . . Hallett is most dangerous

He absolutely must be

shown him by Menzies, the lawful 
husband of Peggy Greye-Stratton. 

(Continued in Friday’s Issue.)
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ECHO PLACEwindqw was tig^ 
chimney was blocked up. (From- Our Own Correspondent)

Echo Place Women’s Institute en
tertained the branch Institute of 
North Brant last Thursday. A 
tirowded house and a pleasant time 
was the result. ,. _ _. .

The Echo Place Bowling Club 
held their annual opening last Sat
urday at Mr. Hall’s home. About 
thirty-five were present.

The Elm Ave. people gave a rec
eption to Mr. and - Mrs. Wallis last 
Mondiy evening.

Mrs. R. Blanchard, city, visited 
Mrs. Murray Smith last Friday.

Mss Mae Neelands, of Toronto, 
vsited her sister Miss R. Neelands, 
Principal of Echo Place School.

Misses Helen and Muriel Smitn 
spent Sunday in the city, the guests 
of Mrs. F. Curtis.. „

Mrs. Geo. Smith, Miss B. Smith 
and Miss Bessie*Smith spent Tues
day in the city.

3v @
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Are You Seeking a Poi**2 _m ? 
Do You Need Help?

The Ontario Government Pnfatic Employment Bnrean

in^ kettle on the oil-stove while his 
companion, a transparent sheet. of 
paper on which gum had been thinly 
spread, in his hand, waited anxiously. 
The burnt paper softened rapidly and 
the gummed sheet was dropped upon

“Who?” queried Jimmie. “The 
murderer?”

just now.
settled if we are to pull off the game.
That’s up to you, as I’ll have to keep 
below the water-line. Better not 
write to" me, but if you can get in 
touch with Cincinnati, pass me a 
word. Don’t trust C too much; he
18 “The rest of the letter is gone,” 
finished Menzies.

The superintendent sucked his 
cigar thoughtfully. “That’s Cincin
nati Red,” he commented. “You’ll 
want to rope him in. He’s been in 
London for three months or more.”

“I’ll have that seen to at once,” 
said Menzies. “The rest of the letters 
can wait a little.”

Fovle stretched out his hand for 
the blackened epistle. “Pity the rest 
of it’s gone. The chap who wrote 
this thinks a lot of you, Menzies. He 
thinks you’re above graft. I wonder 
if Gwennie has been trying to buy up 
any of our men.”

“The letter’s probably been writ
ten this last day or two. There’s been 
no time yet. I’ll pass the word tha- 
whoever is tackled is to bite.”

“There might be a chance,” Jtt.il 
Foyle. “And I’ll tell you what. Men- 
ties. I’ll bet you a thousand pounds 
to a penny that the gentleman who’s
so anxious to keep his head under the CASE REOPENED,
water-line is Stewart Reader Ling.” Washington, June 13.—The Inter-

“No takers, sir,” said Menzies smil- state Commerce Commission’s decia - 
ingly. ion in the proceedings brought by the

_ . tt h- have heard Chicago Board of Trade, againstB“t Cr l,hefohAbis man’ Trunk Line railroads, upholding tates
would not have smiled, for this mam I graln product5 trom Chicago to
ready ^eared^deepTn his memory- I Buffalo, and New York, for export, 
was, according to the certificate

«-
“No; the officer. Of course, he 

might have put the circumstances be
fore the chief and left the actual ar
rest to some one else. But he pre
ferred to carry it on himself. The 
man was hanged.”

“What happened to the detective?”
“That’s the point I’m getting at. 

He couldn’t forget it, and every case 
he handled thereafter he let his sym
pathies go out to the crook he was 
following. He wanted to be judge 
and jury and make sure a man was 
guilty before arresting him. He suf
fered from temperament. It doesn t 
do. Pass the toast, please.”

“I suppose I’m dull,” said Jimmie 
apologetically. “You wouldn’t hold a 
man if you weren’t sure he was 
guilty?”

Menzies placed down his cup. “You 
bet I would, though,” he said em
phatically. “There’s some people 
ought to be arrested on general prin
ciples—Gwennie, for instance. All a 
police officer’s got to do—I don’t care 
whether he’s a constable or a superin
tendent—is to have a reasonable sus
picion to act upon. Of course, if hè’s 
dead sure, so much the better. But 
it’s for the court to make certain.

“You’re a newspaper man,” he 
went on, folding his serviette, 
you get a beat and put it before your 
paper you may be annoyed if they’re 
foolish enough not to run it, hut 
you’re satisfied you’ve done your 
part. The same with me. I get my 
evidence and my prisoner and I’ve 
done. Personally it doesn’t matter 
to me what happens. If a fat-headed 
jury acquits a prisoner I’m confldent

HOW MR. CROW GOT HIS BLACK 
■ - 4 SUIT

Once there lived two white crows 
near a beautiful peach tree Every 
evening Mr. Crow would build 8 big! 
bonfire in front of their hoime to 
smoke out the bad spirits, so he told 
his wife. Mrs. Peach Tree mdnt 
mind it until her baby^buds threw 
off their green coats and burst form
in their pink and whlt® ^^nt 
then things became very unpleasant 
for the peach blossoms. They com- _ 
plained to their mother tree that 
their beautiful dresses were getting ■ ■ 
all covered with- smoke stain.

Mrs. Peach Tree spoke to 
Crow and asked her not to build her 
fires until the children had taken off 
their pretty dresses. Mrs. Crow-told 
her husband and he grew very an-

it. ; WILL SUPPLY YOUR NEEDS 
POSITIONS FILLED. MEN PLACED—

“That’s the last, sir,” commented 
one of the operators, 
too broken up to be handled.” He 
indicated the grate with a gesture.

The chief inspector moved to the 
bed and took a seat upon it. Heldon 
Foyle lit a cigar.

“There are two or three check
book counterfoils not quite destroy
ed,” went on the man and picking 
them bff the coverlet he handed them 
to Menizes.

“Very Well,” said Foyle. “Mr. Men
zies and I will go through these 
things now. You can come to photo
graph them later on.”

As the experts vanished Menizes 
gingerly turned over the charred 
leaves of the check counterfoils. 
“Gwennie made the most of her 
time,” he observed, “but she seems 
to have been too much rushed to 
make a complete job of it. These are 
on the same bank as Greye-Strat- 
ton’s.”

“Same checks?” asked Foyle.
“Hallett may be able to tell us 

that. What are these other 
ments?”

It is a peculiarity of burnt paper 
that it often shows up quite clearly 
any writing that was upon it before 
it was consumed. Menzies wrinkled 
his brows as he studied the pasted- 
down portions that had been rescued.

Some pieces were almost com
plete, some had broken and twisted 
under the process of restoration so 
that it Was a matter of difficulty to

“The rest is

136 DALHOUS1E STREET
(Over Standard Bank) Phone 361

For all classes* of persons seeking employment and tor all those seek- 
- -- -ing-to employ labour- --------------------

T. Y. THOMSON, Manager

2;

. MOUNT VERNON ,
(From Our Own Correspondent)
Mrs. Fred Sturgis spent a few 

days last week visiting relatives at 
Hagersville.

Mr. and Mrs. Arch. Secord spent 
Sunday week with Mr. and Mrs. 
Wm. MacDonald.

Young people's League was held 
at the home of Mr. and Mrs. Alex. 
Fowler on Monday evening, 
by Fred Ludlow. Topics 
by Misses Etta Leggett and Mae 
Sturgis and Mr. E4. Norrie.

Miss Eva Newstead of Brantford 
is visiting her relatives here.

Miss Birkett, of Brantford,

e— -

Led
were taken Mrs.

fju
spent

a couple of days last week with Miss 
B. Perrin.

Miss Etta Leggett spent a day last 
week with Mae Sturgis.

SrTU do as I Please with my own 
home,” he cried and that evening he 
built a bigger fire than ever before.
- The peach blossoms were aU-dres- 
sed for a party and waitlng for the

smoke soot and when Mr. Wind 
came he dropped them to the ground 
beneath Mrs. Peach Tree. ,

“See what you have done! wall- , 
ed Mrs. Peach Tree, as the winds , 
rustled through her boughs.

But old Mr. Crow thought it a 
great joke and laughed when he 
told his wife. Mrs. Crow felt very 
sorry when she saw the peach blos
soms lying under the tree and she 
flew into the branches to try to 
comfort Mrs. Peach Tree’s grief.

-Mr. Crow is very selfish, but the • 
day will come when helwlll see his 
mistake,” replied Mrs. Peach Tree, 
and Mrs. Crôw went home.

„ next day Mr. Crow was Put 
to bed, for it was wash day and he 
only had one suit, and that was | . 
white and very dirty. Mrs. Crow 
washed it nice and clean and hung 
it from a bush in front of. the house. I , 
Then she went out to find some bugs 
and worms for supper. , I

Mr. Crow, thinking It a put-up 
job not to let him build his fire, 
waited until his' wife was gone. 
Then he wrapped the bedclothing 
about Mm and sneaked out and soon 
had a big bonfire blazing near^the 
door, forgetting his clothes were on 
the line. When Mrs. Crow came 
back from market she found, her 
clothes all covered with black soot. 

“It serves you right. There’s no 
these nice

A charming new book, writteri by a Canadian writer. 
The scene of this interesting and sweet story is laid be
tween Woodstock and London. The New York Times 
in its issue of April 8th, said : “The novel is admirably 
written and absorbingly interesting. It is a book with 
which we are glad to have made friends.

docu-

“If

e » ceniw $ i .35was re-opened to-day to receive fur
ther testimony.
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STEDMAN’S BOOKSTOREValuable Suggestions 
for the Handy Home- 
maker— Order 
Pattern Through The 
Courier. Be sure to 

State Size

Our Dailyfor Fletcher’s » ong
LIMITED

Pattern Rervice 160 Colborne St.■ Phone 569The

dum
MISSES’ AND SMALL WOMEN’S LONG COAT

v By Anabel Worthington.
r

There are at least four reasons why 
yon should sélect this coat if yon intend 
making one, and they are that it com
bines style with serviceability ; it has the 
added comfort of a convertible collar, the 
latest thing ine pockets and a new style 

The graceful, loose lines mean 
that there will be practically no fitting

SUTHERLANDSThe Kind You Have Always Bought, and which has been

Sift sonal supervision since its infancy.
CAllow no one to deceive you in this. 
Ail Counterfeits, Imitations and “ Just-as-good ” are but 
Experiments that trifle with and endanger the health of
Infants and Children—Experience againstExperiment.

What is CASTOR PA „
Castoria is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Paregotje, 
Drops and Soothing Syrups. It is pleasant. It conta^ 
neither Opium, Morphine nor other narcotic substance. Its 

« age is its guarantee. For more than thirty years it has 
been in constant use for the relief of Constipation, Flatulency, 
Wind Colic and Diarrhoea; allaying Feverishness arismg 
therefrom, and by regulating the Stomach and Bowels, aids 
the assimilation of Food; giving healthy and natural. deep. 
The Children's Panacea—The Mother's Friend.

Beautiful
Wedding

Gifts

*

i
use having a fire on 
days,” scolded Mrs. Crow.

Of course Mr. Crow was very I 
sorry he had been so thoughtless as 
to build a fire when his wife had 
her clothes on the liné, but sad .to I 
say he repented too late, tor his 
white suit was as black as coal and 
to this day it has remained so. Mr. 
Crow was broken of his foolish Idea 
of fire chasing out had spirits, sd 
the peach blossoms never had to 
worry any more about thetr dresses 
being spoiled with soot. * I

Now the children laugh when ..they 
see Mr. and Mrs. Crow flying around 
and call them old black crows.

FIRE IN PHILADELPHIA i J
By Courier I-essed Wire.

Philadelphia. June 12.—Fire early I 
to-day destroyed the garage stable 
and warehouse of Gomel Brothers; at 
121st and Market streets, causing a 
loss estimated at $150,000i Fifty I 
automobile trucks were consumed in 
the blaze.

Property of the company occupying ! 
the remainder of the block where I 
the fire occurred was destroyed by j ; 
fire last February, causing a loss of | 
three quarters of a million dollars.

belt. ;
;

to be done. Regulation coat sleeves are 
used, and they are finished with a deep 
cuff. The double belt effect is a par
ticularly attractive feature. The upper 
one increases its usefulness by being both 
a belt and a lining for the pockets, whicti 
are very large. They are stitched to the I 
coat around the edge. Fancy revers 
faced with the same material which is 
used for the collar are sewed to the 
edges of the pockets. The lower belt 
comes from under the pockets.

The long coat pattern, No. 8,284, tt 
cut in three sizes—16, 18 and 20 years. 
The 16 year size requires 6 yards 
of 36 inch material or 3% yards of 54 inch, 
with % yard contrasting material.

To obtain this pattern send 10 cents 
to the office of this publication.____

You can always depend on a gift coming from our 
establishment being appreciated and it is always a 
little different from the others.
Fine Cut Glass, the newest
Reading Lamps, the very latest. Serving Trays, 
$100 to $20.00 each. Travelling Bags, $2.00 to 
$25.00, and many, many choice lines to choose 
from.
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ElectricICASTORIA always!GENUINE V
628*iars the Signature of

las. L Sutherlandr
* »

In Use For Over 30 Yews,
• The Kind You Have Always Bought
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