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You Can Begin this Splendid Story To-Day

MARY PEMBERTON.

Story of a Famous Cheshire Mystery.

NEW READERS START HERE.

Mary Pemberton, the daughter of the tenant
of Bruckhurst Farm, is the dearly-loved sweet-
heart of Roger Kllis, sou of Squire Ellis of
Copstone Flail. But Sam Thorley, head gar-
dener at the Hall, also loves Mary, and one
evening attempts to take her in his arms.
Mary resists. Roger comes on the scene, and
gives Thorley a thrashing. The latter vows
to be revenged. Roger is now determined to
tell his father of his love for Mary. He makes
his way to Copstone Hall, only to find his
father struck down with paralysis, the old
man dying without regaining consciousness.
Roger is now the owner of Copstone Hall,
and Mary, the farmer’s pretty daughter, his
promised wife.

Jonathan Coates, the dead Squire’s lawyer,
arrives at Copstone Hall to wind up his late
client's affairs. He reads the will, in which
Roger inherits everything but a few legacies,
including a sum of ~150 annually to Sam
Thorley. Why should his father have done
this? Roger wonders. But he is soon to know.
Jonathan Coates tells him that he is not the
son of Squire Ellis, that he is the child of old
Mother Thorley, and that Sam Thorley is the
legal heir to the estate. “ Mother Thorley,”
says the lawyer, “ substituted the one child
for the other when you were brought to her
to nurse.” He tells Roger he will keep the
matter secret on condition that he marries his
daughter, Violet Coates, who during her stay
at Copstone Hall lias done her best to cap-
ture his affections. Roger refuses to have
anything to do with the wily lawyer’s scheme,
and will not believe his story.

He visits Mary, and is assured of her un-
dying love, whether he be Peer or pauper.
Thus comforted, he goes off to Mother Thor-
ley’s to find out what truth there is in the
lawyer’'s story. Fie finds the cottage door
open and the place in darkness. Entering, he
feels for his match-box, and strikes a light.
Something meets his gaze—something horrible.
Old Mother Thorley lies huddled up on tHe
bed— murdered!

T YA
If He Had Only Spoken.
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Roger’s first impulse was to run from the spot
and leave someone else to make known the
ghastly tragedy, the result of which he had
just witnessed. But his better feelings pre-
vailed ; his manliness came to the rescue, and
he rushed off, fleet of foot, to get help for the
poor old woman.

It happened that Richard Harvey, the game-
keeper, was walking in the wood that night,
1 keeping a sharp look-out for poachers, of whom
there had been plenty of late. He heard some-
one coming quickly along the path, crashing
through the brushwood as if in a violent hurry.
Richard Harvey, a strong, stalwart young
fellow of four-and-twenty, determined to see
who was approaching, so he hid himself behind
the hedge and waited.

Mistaking the man who came rapidly along
for a poacher, he darted forward and seized
his arm.

“ Not so fast, if you please,” he said in a tone
of authority. " What's your business in the
woods to-night ?”

The next moment he started back, exclaim-
ing, "Beg pardon, sir; | declare | didn't
recognise you.” He looked very foolish, as
well he might, for he had actually taken his
young master for a poacher.

But Roger, his thoughts on other things,
paid no heed to the apology. Ghastly pale he
looked in the half light, and Harvey saw that
he was trembling from head to foot.

* Run for a doctor, Harvey,” exclaimed
Roger, “ and send him to old Mother Thorley’s.
Something’s the matter there; don't lose a
moment.”

The gamekeeper started off, and Roger,
knowing he could do nothing more than he
had done, remembered that Mary would be
waiting for him at the entrance to the woods.

He had but a few moments in which to pull
himself together, for he was close to the spot;
another moment, and he caught sight of Mary
standing by the gate. He could not speak of
this awful horror he had witnessed. Why
should he upset and agitate his darling un-
necessarily ¥ She would hear of it soon
enough the next morning. With this deter-
mination he met and clasped her to his heart.

“ My darling, how good of you to come !”
he whispered. ” | hope | haven't kept you

waiting t"
i No, dear; but—but what's the matter,
Roger ? .You are so pale and white ; your

arms tremble as they hold me.
has happened to upset you ?”
Well for him would it have been had he told
his sweetheart the truth, but out of considera-
tion for her feelings he kept it back.
" Dearest, there is nothing the matter.
I've been walking last; that’s all.” And

Tell me, what

twining his arm round her, he walked with her,
talking on different subjects, trying to blot out
from his mind the terrible thing he had wit-
nessed. But in spite of all his efforts he could
not deceive Mary ; she felt intuitively that
Roger was agitated and unstrung from some
cause he had not told her. And it was with
anything but a light heart that she kissed him
good-night and parted from him at the end of
the lane.

What was she thinking about as she took her
way homewards towards Bruckhurst Farm ?
Was it of that sudden visit Roger had paid
her earlier in the evening ? Of that strange
question he had put to her ? Whatever it was
troubling that gentle girl, she told her thoughts
to no one, but went straight upstairs to bed,
locking the door of her room. She passed an
uneasy night, for dreams visited her, all of a
distressing nature. Roger always seemed to be
in some trouble, from which she had no power
to extricate him.

Early next morning she was awakened by
someone knocking at her door. With a
startled exclamation Mary rose to open it;
already fear was tugging at her heart, she knew
not why

Outside stood her mother. *“ Oh, Mary,
such terrible news !” she cried. ” Poor old
Mother Thorley was murdered last night.

Father’s just heard it. The police went out
there at once, but they can’t find out who did
it.”

Mary for the moment turned quite sick -and
giddy, panting, she stood against the door,
trying to control herself.

“ Yes, it's given me a shock too,” said her
mother, observing her daughter’'s distress.
" Make haste and dress, Mary; I'm ail in a
tremble, | declare.”

When Mary did get downstairs she found
Richard Harvey talking to her father in the
kitchen. He was describing his visit to the
cottage in company with the doctor and the
police.

” There was the old woman lying with her
throat cut,” he said. *“ It gave me a turn, as
you can imagine. But though the police
searched the cottage thoroughly they couldn't
find any clue. Who was in the woods last
night ? That’s what they’ve got to find out.”

Mary fancied Richard Harvey looked at her
in rather an odd way; immediately cold fears
seized her ; she could say nothing, but in the
general talk and confusion of things her silence
was not noticed except by the gamekeeper
himself.

” Well, 1 met the Squire there last night,”
said Harvey. ''He was tearing on at a
frantic rate. He gave the alarm, and told me
to run for the doctor.”

Mary turned away, and began laying the
table for breakfast; but her hands shook and
she let a plate fall to the ground with a crash

“ Why, what’s come to you, my dear ?” said
her mother reproachfully.

Mary made no answer ; she did not trust her
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voice ; nor could she tell anyone of the distress-
ing thoughts that flashed like lightning through
her brain. As fast as she put them 'from her,
so fast they gathered again, and as there was
little talked of all through the district that day
but the mysterious murder, poor Mary could
not get away from them.

What puzzled the police was the total ab-
sence of any motive for the brutal deed for
whilst searching through the cottage they came
upon a box containing the old woman’s little
hoard of gold, which was tied up in a bag and
placed beneath her bed.

Evidently robbery was not contemplated
by the villain who took the life of the helpless
old woman. Then what other motive could
there be ? The police worked untiringly,
making inquiries in every direction, but when
night closed in they were as far as ever from
success.

Roger spoke of the tragedy to no one when
he returned to the Hall, and after his guests
had retired, went upstairs to bed, but very
little sleep visited his eyelids. The distressing
news he had learned the previous night, fol-
lowed by the ghastly sight he had witnessed,
had upset his nerves to such an extent that to
hope for sleep was impossible.

Everyone noticed how pale he looked the
next morning, and when the butler brought
the news of the tragedy into the breakfast-
room it was Mr Coates who exclaimed, “ And
have they arrested no one yet ?”

“ No one, sir; the police have no clue to go
upon, so | hear.”

Roger felt the lawyer’s eyes upon him ; he
must break the silence; so lie said, " | heard
of the murder last night. | thought | wouldn’t
say anything as your daughter was present.”

Even then, from some reason scarcely
ackgijwledged to himself, he did not say that
lie had been-to old Mother Thorley’s cottage
and had witnessed the ghastly scene himself.

After breakfast Jonathan Coates went out ;
where he went no one knew but he was not
back for lunch ; only when the shades of even-
ing were beginning to fall did he return, and
hanging up his coat in the hall, sent a message
by the butler to know if he could speak to his
host in the library.

Roger, who had spent a restless day, and had
not left the house except for a short stroll in
the grounds, expressed hin”self quite ready to
see his guest.

With tightened lips and an expression of firm
determination on his face, Jonathan Coates,
when he found himself in Roger’s presence,
went straight to the point.

" Look here, Ellis,” he said, eyeing him
fixedly, " have you thought any more of what
1 said last night ? 1 mean about hushing up
this scandal as to Thorley being the real heir ?”

“ Why should I think any more of it 7’ asked
Roger bluntly. “ I'm not likely to alter my
mind ; what | said last night | should repeat
again now.”

” Come, come !” and the lawyer altered his
tone a little. " You’'d best give in; you'll
find yourself in a deuce of a hole if you don’t.”

Ullnsed to being threatened, Roger turned
sharply upon his guest. " | don’t understand
you, sir. | have not the slightest intention of
hushing up any secret that could only be kept
1 with dishonour.  On the other hand, as far as
I am concerned, | shall do everything in my
power to set things right.”

The lawyer’s lips were pressed tightly to-
gether. Haughty insolence now could be
read on his face.

“ 1 think you’'ve hardly counted the cost,”
he said scornfully. ‘* I must ask more plainly,
I seE. | don’'t mind telling you now that
reports are going about the village not alto-
gether to your credit. Why didn’t you tell me
last night of this shocking murder ? Wasn't
it father an odd thing to do to go right away
to your room and say nothing ? You made
the excuse of my daughter's nerves as a reason
for your silence. But | wonder if a Coroner’s
jury would believe that.”

Roger started, hjs face turned pale, then was
suffused with a deep flush. Alarm first filled
his mind, then indignation replaced it.

“ How dare you !” he cried, looking the
lawyer in the face. " How dare you threaten
me like this ? 1 am quite ready' to stand any
inquiry, but | shall certainly not answer to
you for any of my actions.”

‘“Very well,” said Jonathan Coates, “ please
yourself. But it certainly is an odd fact that
you were seen in the woods last night.  Indeed
it | mistake not, you went to the old womanis
cEc;It;ag)e. What did you go there for, Roger

is ?”

Dead silence. Roger began to feel the net
he had inadvertently drawn around his feet
tightening with unpleasant grip. Then he
spoke up, determined to show no fear.

“You are a scoundrel I” he cried. " |
begin to see through you now ; you think to
frighten me into consenting to your shameless
plan. But I've nothing to be afraid of, and can
face any inquiry with a brave front. | was in
the woods last night; | was foolish not to say
so before. And when | went to the old woman'’s
cottage to discover if there was any truth in
what you told me, | found her lying on the bed
with her throat cut. There, now, | have told
you all.”

A scornful smile appeared on the lawyer’s

face. “ A very neatly-concocted story,” he
said. “ But | wonder how it will sound at the
inquest. Of course, you'll be called to appear,

and it may be a little paper | have to bring

forward won’t help to mend matters. But go

your own way ; you've had a fair offer, and
rejected it. Now, you must take the con-

gequences of your folly upon your own shoul-
ers.”

“ I'm ready to do that,” quoth Roger in a
towering passion. ‘' But | think as things are
it will be pleasanter for both of us if you left
my roof, Mr Coates.”

“ 1certainly shall,” cried the lawyer.
without any further delay.”

Without another word Jonathan Coates left
the library, banging the door violently behind
him. Seeking his daughter in her boudoir,
he told her that she must pack up at once as
they were leaving the Hall that very evening.

“ Oh, what's the matter ?” cried Violet,
who was beginning to tliink that success would
attend her efforts to capture a rich husband.

“1'll tell you later,” he said. “ Don’t stop
to talk now ; go and pack your things. 1 am
not going far away. Oh, no, I'm not going to
leave the district,” lie added, with a knowing
smile. “ I've got a good deal more to do before
I do.”

While things were in this state Roger was
pacing his study, his brain in a whirl. He had
to allow that tilings looked black ; but still, if he
told the truth, he should certainly be able to
extricate himself from the difficulties of his
position. He wished now, when it was too
late, that he had mentioned the tragic murder
to Mary, and also to liis guests when he reached
home last night. He had acted foolishly, no
doubt; but as his own conscience was perfectly
clear, surely he would be able to convince others
also of his absolute innocence ?

“And

1§

oL Richard Harvey Speaks.

ja

The next morning Roger was informed that
the gamekeeper Harvey wished to speak to
him.

“ Show him in,” said the Squire, then, with
pallid face he braced himself up for the ordeal
before him.

The gamekeeper came into the study, cap in
hand; he greeted his master with respect;
but as soon as the door was shut and they were
alone Roger felt his manner alter.

‘* Instinctively he perceived that he was not
the same polite, respectful fellow he had
known him.

He came a little nearer to his master, and said
in an odd voice— " I've come to have a word
with you, sir, about this murder. 1 know
what 1t is to have a good master and a good
berth. 1've been subpaenaed to appear at the
inquest. What am I.to say ch, sir
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Roger’s face changed too ; he saw' through
the wily man ; the oily words and servile
manner did not deceive him. This man was
trying for hush-money. He could be bought
at a price, and would swear just what he was
told to swear.

" What are you talking about, Harvey ?’
asked his master haughtily, looking him full in
the face.

A little surprised, for ho thought his master
would fall into the net spread for him, Harvev
replied— " Well, sir, you know T met you
rushing through the woods last night ? You
said you’d come from Mother Thorley’s, didn’t
you ?”

“ Well, suppose | did ?”

It was an open challenge, and put the game-
keeper at a disadvantage. He shrugged his
shoulders. "Well, sir, it’ll be my unpleasant
duty to tell the Coroner what | heard some
time before that. It was a scream— a woman’s
scream, and it came from the direction of old
Mother Thorley’s.”

“You can tell the Coroner what you think
fit,” said the young Squire sternly. *“ But I
warn you, Harvey, you won't get a penny out
of me for keeping anything secret. 1 am will-
ing that the most searching investigation
should be made.”

“ Oh, sir, you've made a mistake,” said the
wily man, changing his tactics. “ | ne’er
dreamt of asking for money; | was merely
doing a friend’s part in putting you on your
guard. | only want to hush up anything that
might do you damage.”

“1 want nothing hushed up,” said the
Squire haughtily, “ by you or any other man.”
And his thoughts reverted to another offer
that had been made to him. “ When the right
time comes | can tell my own story, and abide
by the results.”

With face black as night Roger signed for
the gamekeeper to take his departure, which
Harvey did, decidedly crestfallen, almost wish-
ing he had not spoken quite so openly. But
he never thought the Squire would act. with
such spirit, and throw his words back in his
face as he had done.

He slunk away from the hall down to the
village, and entered the inn, where, to his
surprise, he saw Mr Coates, the Squire’s
lawyer, talking to the landlord. The instant
he approached Jonathan came towards him
and touched him on the arm.

“You're the very man | want to see,” he
whispered in his ear. “ Will you step this
way? | want a word with you In my private
room.”

It was the first intimation Richard Harvey
had that Mr Coates had left the Hall. But
the latter soon put him in possession of the
facts.

“ I've had a fall out with your master,” he.
said easily, “ and | thought it better to leave
the Hall. He’s an obstinate young cub; if he
don’t take care he’ll find it difficult to get his
neck out of the noose he’s put it into.”

“ That he will,” cried Richard Harvey. |
could say a thing or two that would tighten
the noose if | liked.”

Jonathan Coates said nothing at present; he
merely rang the bell and told the landlord's
daughter to bring some ale and a bottle of
brandy to his rooms.

“ Now, look here,” he said, when with full
glasses before them the two men sat together
over their liguor, “if you and | pull together
we shall make a lot out of this. Let’s hear
what you know about the matter. You want
a lawyer to advise you, and I'm ready to do it
if you like.”

And before very long, under the influence of
the liquor with which he was generously plied,
the gamekeeper related all he knew, even
embellishing the facts a little. »

“ Now, isn't that enough to put the rope
round his neck?” he said, looking triumphantly
into the lawyer’s face when he finished his
recital. “ And yet when | went up to the Hall'
and offered to he low and say nothing, blest if
the young Squire didn’'t ride tbe high horse
and order me to leave the room.”

Jonathan Coates’ face beamed : he leant over
and grasped the gamekeeper by the hand.
“ We'll pull together, you and 1,” he whis-
pered in a hoarse voice. * I've got a grudge
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against the young upstart as well. Keep your
lips closed ; say nothing to anyone till | bid
you open them. We'll pull the rope so tight
then there’ll be no wriggling out of it for
him.”

Farmer Pemberton came home to dinner
that day full of the gossip he had picked up
during the morning. Added to that, he had
called at the inn on his way home from the
fields, and had leamt there that Lawyer Coates
had fallen out with the Squire, and had taken
rooms there for his daughter and himself.

“You may bet they had words over this
murder,” said the farmer. * There’s all
kinds of reports going about, but no doubt the
*Squire was in the wood last night; some say
he went to the old woman’s cottage.”

Mary’s cheeks blanched a deathly white;
all her uneasy fears rose again. Seeing how
pale her daughter had become, Mrs Pember-
ton thought this a fitting opportunity for a
few words of warning.

“ What's wrong with you, Mary?” she asked,
eyeing the girl severely. “ You're as white
as a sheet. You've never been the same since
you took these foolish notions into your head
about the Squire. Mark my words, my girl,
nothing good will ever come of your marrying
out of your station. Sam Thorley’s the hus-
bﬁnd for you, and me and father will stick to
that.”

Mary said nothing : lately she had schooled
herself to silence when these attacks were
made upon her. But the thought fastened
upon her with persistency that would not be
shaken off. She must see Roger or she would
go mad.

Fortune, seemed to favour her. After dinner
was cleared away, and the dishes washed up,
the farmer having previously gone off to the
fields, Mrs Pemberton expressed her intention
of visiting a sick neighbour.

“Now, keep a look to the fire, my dear,”
she said to Mary, “ and put the kettle on in
good time. 1 shall be back to tea.”

Off went the busy housewife, a well-filled
basket upon her arm. And Mary, left to her
own devices, sat down by the open window
and took up her sewing. But she did not pro-
gress very fast with the seam.; the work
dropped upon her lap whilst she indulged in a
day-dream, but presently the sharp trotting of
a horse was heard, and Mary, with bright
crimson cheeks, flung the window open and
peeped forth. Yes, she was right, it was her
lover. How handsome and manly he looked
in the saddle. He was stopping at the door ;
he must have come to see her. On wings of
love she flew down the path and met him at
the gate.

“ Oh, Roger, Roger,” she panted, “ | have
been longing to see you. Come in, dearest.
1 have so much to say to you.”

Roger tied his horse to a ring in the wall,
and followed his sweetheart up the path and
into the house.

When they were safely in the kitchen he
took her in his arms, and pressed his lips
tenderly to hers.

“ My dearest,” he said, “ 1 would have come
before ; but so much has happened since last
night that— that----" He paused, noting
Mary’s pallid cheeks and red-rimmed eyes.

“ Darling, are you ill? Mary, love, -what's
1 fre matter? Don't tell me you believe the
ghastly things they are saying about me? M
eirling, if I thought that 1 should go mad.”

“ Roger,” cried the "gitated girl, drawing

ini. head down level with her face, “ you
Uit to trust me better ban that. But -'bat
tins story father has brought home? He

arrys you and Mr Coates have quarrelled, and
- the lawyer and his daughter ".re staying
t the inn. Is this true?”

“ It is, my dearest. We had high words
1st night 1 have found out what a rogue
re fellow is, and | told him so to his face;
..so, that | did. not desire his company any
longer. He. threatens to make me a penniless
beggar, but I do not mind even that it | keep
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your love, my darling. Mary, tell me once
again you would not desert me even if | had
nothing but love to offer you?”

“No, no, a thousand times no,” cried
Mary, the love-light flashing in her eyes.
“What | said before |1 say again. Nothing

could part us but death or dishonour.”

A cold shudder convulsed Roger. Would
Mary call it dishonour if she were to see iron
fetters on his wrists? But he could not stay
long, even though he found it hard to part
from her. He was on his way to Mr Medli-
cote’s, the Magistrate. The latter was an old
friend of his father, and the only man Roger
thought of in this emergency who could give
him sound advice.

“1 must go now, my darling,” he whis-
pered into Mary's ear. “ I'm riding over to
Transley Towers to see Mr Medlicote.” 1

“ Yes, yes; | won't keep you, Roger,” she
said as she nestled in his arms. “ To have
had these few moments with you has braced
me up again. When shall 1 see you again?”

“ 1 shall be riding back this way in an hour
or two,” replied her lover. *“ Could you not
be on the watch for me?”

“ Indeed | will.” And, embracing him ten-
derly, Mary released her lover, and followed
him down to the gate, waiting to see him
mount his horse.

As he rode away Roger felt his heart a little
lighter within him. It was always so after
he had been in Mary’s company, she possessed
so soothing and calming an influence. If only
he could have her for ever at his side; but
now circumstances had arisen which might
part them for ever. No, no, he would not
allow it even to himself, and hot tears
gathered in his eyes at the bare thought of
having to part from his sweetheart.

Arrived at'Transley Towers, he asked if he
could see Mr Medlicote upon important busi-
ness. He little knew who had been there
before him, or the important legal document
the Magistrate had already signed.

Roger felt that Mr Medlicote’s manner was
not as usual. He was cold and stiff, and even
before he uttered a single word as to the
reason of the visit he informed him in
pompous voice that if he wished to say any-
thing about the murder committed the pre-
vious night he must at once inform him that
he could do nothing to prevent the law from
taking its course.

Roger stared at him, scarcely comprehend-
ing his meaning. “ 1 am the last person to
wish to prevent it,” he said quietly. “ But I
thought under the circumstances you would
advise me what to do. Through a most re-
grettable error and foolish conduct of my owi|
last night | have placed myself in very un-
pleasant surroundings.”

And without more ado Roger proceeded to
relate his case to the stately old man with his
cold grey eyes and white waxed moustache.
At the close of his narration he merely an-
swered—*“ Well, what you tell me places you
in a very unpleasant predicament. | can sav
no more. As things stand the facts must go
before the Coroner at the inquest. What
steps the. police are taking is, of course, a
very different matter.”

There was so much meaning in these words
that Roger looked up mystified.

11 trust 1 shall be able to clear myself com-
pletely,” he said warmly.
“ 1 trust you may,” was the grave answer ;

Y and then, without a word of advice, without

bestowing another look upon the young man,
the bell was rung, and Roger Ellis was shown
from the Magistrate's room.

He left Transley Towers burning with in-
dignation. .t was too bad to treat him as a
guilty man in this way. What had he done
to deserve, it? Had he fallen in with Jona-
than Coates’ shameful proposition he would
have had something to be ashamed of. But
his conscience, so perfectly clear as it was,
without a shadow of crime upon his soul, he
bitterly resented being met in this fashion by
one of his father's oldest friends.

Half-way between Transley Towers and the

;3
village he came upon Sam Thorley walking in
the laries, and not alone. With him, engaged
in deep and earnest consultation, was Jona-
than Coates.

The sight of the two heads put together
caused Roger’s fiercest resentment to rise.

“ What? Plotting fresh treasoh against
me?” he exclaimed bitterly as he reined up
and faced the two men. ,

Sam Thorley turned away, not caring to
meet the Squire’s look. But the lawyer faced
him boldly. “Y'ou will learn soon, Roger
Ellis what a fool you've been,” he said scorn-
fully. “ When it is too late you'll repent the
part you've played.”

“ Not 11" cried Roger. “ Come what may,
I'll fall into the hands of honest men, not
scamps like you and Thorley.”

The words called up a purple flush in the
latter's face. He shook his fist after the de-
arting horseman. But his friend reminded
im that his time was short. “ Don’t you
mind him, the stupid young fool!” he ex-
claimed. “ He'll feel the irons on his wrists
before nightfall.”

Meanwhile Roger, all the fiercest passions
he was capable of were sweeping over his
soul. To see the man his father had trusted
and called “ friend ” in league with one of his
own servants against him was indeed a
humiliating thing. The only consolation that
presented itself to his mind was the thought
that evil machinations do not always turn out
well.

And at this moment a turn in the road
brought Bruckhurst Farm into sight, and the
fond lover recollected that Mary might be
waiting for him in the lane that ran parallel
with the farm.

Ah, yes, there she was, his sweetest trea-
sure. He caught sight of her pink sunbonnet
through the foliage. The-next moment fife Bad
dismounted, and with the bridlopver his arm
was walking at her side.

“ Well?” she queried, her pretty eyes speak,
ing the question she dared not put.

Roger shook his head.

“ No use, darling. Mr Medlicote would not
listen to me. 1 fancy some enemy had been
beforehand with me. At anyrate, he told me
to my face the jury at the inquest would have
to settle things. He could offer no advice
whatever.”

The pretty little hand upon his arm tight-
ened its hold. “ Never mind, dearest,” whis-
pered Mary. *“ Truth will triumph. Inno-
cence will be established. My own darling
Roger, if only 1 could help to bear this for
you.”

“ Dearest, what makes it easier is the
thought that you believe in me, that nothing
will change you,” he erred. “ Come what
may, Mary, will you swear to be true to me?”

“ Come what may, | am always yours, and
for ever,” said Mary, her eyes looking into
his, her hand nestling fondly In his arm.

At this moment there was a sound of wheels
in the lane. The lovers stopped, and Roger
backed his horse into the hedge to let the trap
pass. It contained the inspector of police, a
man well known to Roger, and he nodded
familiarly to him. But to his amazement the
vehicle pulled up, out jumped the inspector,
and came to his side.

Without a moment’s hesitation, without any
preliminaries, he said in a loud, clear voice—
“ Roger; Ellis, | arrest you on the charge of
murder !”  The next instant his hand was torn
from Mary's, and encircled with a pair of
heavy irons.

Mary cried aloud in alarm. At this moment
someone crashed through the hedge, and hur-
ried to the spot. It was Farmer Pemberton.
He was f’ust in time. Before the amazed
Roger could speak, could move a limb or utter
an exclamation, Mary fell backwards in her
father’'s arms in a deep swoon.

Are the lovers to be parted for ever? Poor
Mary, there is sorrow in store for her, as you
will ‘learn from the splendid chapters of this
fine story which appear next week.
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HOW TOMDO IT.

A few minutes work for half-a-crown ; how
is it done? | will tell you. Jot down that
funny story you heard the other day on a
postcard and send it to the Joke Editor, He
awards four prizes of half-a-crown each week
to the senders of the best jokes for this page.

Almost Lost It.

Mrs Smith was known to her boarders as
being rather "near” in the portion of food
she doled out at her table. At one dinner,
wishing to be polite to a new boarder, she
asked— " Mr Finley, how did you find the
steak this morning ?” " By turning my
potato over,” replied the boarder.— Prize of
zs 6d.—R. Barton, | Church Street, Rib-
chester.

His Deep Concern.

The kind old lady noticed a small lad enter-
ing a cobbler’'s with a small package. " What
have you there, sonny ?” she asked kindly.
“ Ma’s slipper,” replied the lad. "You see,
there is a tack out of place in it, and | want
to have it fixed before ma notices it.” * Ah
what a considerate little boy. | suppose you
arc afraid the tack might hurt your mother’s
foot 2 " Well, it isn't exactly that. You
see, the tack is sticking out on the sole, and this
is the slipper ma spanks me with.”— Ernest
Rigby, Liverpool.

Doubtful Bliss.

It was a sweet, sad play, and there was
hardly a dry handkerchief in the house.
But one man in the gallery irritated his com-
panions excessively by refusing to take the
performance in the proper spirit. Instead of
weeping he laughed, while others were mopping
Jfcjrc eyes, and endeavouring to stifle their
sob™f his opn eyes brimmed with merriment,
and he. burst into inappropriate guffaws.
At last the lady by his side turned upon him
indignantly. " | d-don't know what brought
y-you h-here,” she sobbed with streaming eyes,
and pressing her hand against her aching
heart, “ but if y-you don't like the p-play you
might 1-let other p-people enjoy it.”— Prize
of zs 6d— E. Bassnett, 22 Butts, Coventry.

The Tongue and the Wag.

Binks and Jinks met in the Strand yester-
day, and got talking. " I was on the top
of a tramcar the other day,” said Binks,
“ puffing quietly at my cigar, when suddenly a
lady sitting by me calmly snatched it away
from me, and aimed it overboard. *You've
no right to smoke on a tram,’ she said. ‘It is
not allowed.” ” “ Well ?” said Jinks. " Well,
| was rather taken aback at first, but in a*
minute | grasped the poodle she was carrying
in henjap and dropped it overboard. *You
have no right to have dogs on a tramcar, |
said. ' Itis notallowed.” She glared, and we
both looked over into the road, and what do
you think it had in its mouth?” "The
cigar?” "No,” said Binks; “ its tongue.” —
Prize of 2s 6d— Albert Thorne, 3 Manor Street,
St Paul’s, Bristol.

He Missed Part.

The youth was brave, as all lovers are.
" 1 will sing to my sweet,” said he. He caught
up his worse-for-wear guitar, and strangled
thoughts of her cross papa, who jibbed at his
sori-to-be. To his love's abode he made his
way with a jaunty and fearless stride. " Let
pa with his shot gun blaze away,” he laughed
in tones that were blithe and gay. “ I'm safe
by this rain-butt's side.” And the stars looked
down on this Romeo, their twinkling eyes
a-shine. " Love me,” he sang like an opera
pro., his head perked up and heart aglow,
"and thewhole wide world ismine.” There came
the clank of a rusty chain, a growl, and the pad
of feet; they’d have counted that songster
'mong the slain, if he hadn’t scooted might and
main, dog-chased, down Sloshton’s street.
He starts the tale— " Talk of narrow squeaks,”
so the dog never quite got there. She loves
him well, local gossip speaks, but the world’s
not his for his blue serge breeks, or part, went
as Towzer's share.— C. Engaine, Colchester.

No Wonder Ho Turned Pale.

Wife—" Wretch | show me that letter!”
Husband— “ What letter?” Wife— "Thatone
in your hand. It's from a woman | can see
by the writing, and you turned pale when you
saw it.” Husband— “ Yes, here it is. It's
your dressmaker’s bill.”— Fred Hornsbey
Mexboro.

Easily Cured.

Doctor (to new assistant)— " | want you to
look after my practice while I'm off to Scotland
for a holiday.” Assistant—*“ But I've just
graduated, doctor—have had no experience.”
Doctor—- That’s all right, my boy. My
practice is strictly fashionable. Tell the men
to play golf, and order the lady patients to
Monte Carlo.”— H. Newton, Huddersfield.

Rough on the Jury.

They were a rough-looking lot that jury,
but they were the best material that could’
be collected in that district, which was notorious
for its lawlessness. “ Gentlemen of the jury,”
said the crier of the Court, ‘‘you will now
take your accustomed places.” The first man
looked up with a start, and then dejectedly
led the way into the prisoner’s dock.— Sam
Hayes, Blackburn.

He Found It.

A Lancashire man and his wife were re-
turning from their holiday alter a lively week.
He remarked to her—"Well, lass, 1 reckon
we're about spent up ?° “ Ay, Ah reckon
we are, but we shanna be quite broke when we
gettin’ whoam.” "Why, what dosta mean,
lass 77 “ Well, Ah put thirty shillin’ under
th’ candlestick upo’ tli’ mantle afore we coom
away.” “ Ay, an’ Ah fun’ it.”— Prize of 2s 6d
— W. Davies, 25 St Thomas Street, Netherton,
near Dudley, Wore.

All's " Fare” In— -

The ’bus conductor had an afternoon olf,
and he was spending part of it in a little nap,
when his loving wife awoke him, and exhibited
for his admiration a lamp shade. It was made
of coloured tissue paper and cardboard, and
its scalloped border was perforated with little
holes, through which the light would percolate.
"1 made it myself, George,” she said en-
thusiastically. *“ Isn’t, it beautiful?” "Yes,
It is,” said George. But when he scrutinised
it more carefully he turned a sickly green.
" Did you make those holes with my bell
punch ?" he asked. ” Yes, wasn't it a capital
idea,” said his wile. “ Why, what’s wrong ?”
" Nothing,” said poor George very calmly;
"only you've rung up enough fares to use up
six months’ screw, that's all.”—Charles A.
Gracie, Dundee.

You can begin reading three powerful continued stories this week

Compromise.

A man took the pledge after much persua-
sion on the part of hisclergyman. The minister
saw this man’s daughter hastening homeward
with a jug of beer one day. He stopped, and
said, ‘* My dear child, where are you taking
that beer 7 “ Home to father, sir.” “ But
surely your father doesn't drink beer,” said
theminister, “ after taking the pledge ? " Oh,
no, sir,” said the girl; “ he doesn’t drink it.
He only soaks his bread in it I’— J. Il. M'Cul-
loch, Glasgow.

Eloquent.

Si and Josh were settlers in Australia, and
when they met' one morning indulged in the
following brief conversation:(— Mornin’, Si.'
" Mornin’, Josh.” " What did you give your
horse for a chill last week ?” f* Turpentine.”

" Momin’.” “ Mornin’.” At another meet-
ing a few d*iys later tliis dialogue ensued: - -
““Mornin’, Si.” "Mornin’, Josh.” "What
did you say you gave your horse for a chill ?”
"Turpentine.” “ Killed mine.” *“ Mine too.”
“ Mornin’.”  "Mornin’.”—J. A. Cook, West
Gorton.

*Now Is My Chance !

Young Rector (in evident embarrassment)
—" My dear Miss Clara, | (trying to leave the
chair) believe 1 have formed an attachment,
and----- ” Miss Clara, (blushing furiously)—
“ Oh, Arthur— 1 mean— Mr Green, this is so
unexpected 1 | must--——- " Young Rector
(frantically)— "Beg pardon, Miss Clara, but
| was about to say that | formed an attach-
ment to this chair, due to the presence of a bit
of cobbler's wax placed there by that un-
generate brother of yours.”—M. Raby, Lan-
caster.

Fishy 1

It was the old lady'’s first trip on the brinv
ocean, and she straightway made her way to
the captain, and implored that he would let
her know whenever a whale hove in sight.
The captain promised her he would certainly
inform her whenever a whale was sighted.
After persistent inquiries about twenty times
a day, the captain could stand it no longer,
and exclaimed, "My good woman, whatever
do you want to see a whale for?” "Well,"
replied the old lady, “ it’s like this. 1’'ve heard
a lion roar, a dog whine, and | would so much
like to hear a whale blubber I’— T. Peacock,
Darvel.

Help 1

A physician was hearg to use very uncompli-
mentary language about a certain butcher.
“ Why is it,” asked his friend, “ that you abuse
the butcher so much ?”  “ It's a good reason,”
was the reply. “ Last winter | owned a fat
pig. | sent for that butcher to kill and dress
it. He did so, but what do you think he told
me when | wanted to know what the bill was?”
“ I have noidea.” *“ Well, that butcher patted
me on the back and said, *Never mind the bill.
We're in the same business, you know. We
professional men must help each other I What
do vou think of that ?” continued the doctor.
“ 1 was so angry with him | could have...- ¥
“ Prescribed for him !” added his friend.—
C. Clifford, Erdington.

The Hints That Failed.

An enthusiastic literary gentleman had con-
sented to deliver a lecture in the village club
on Burns. For weeks beforehand the hoard-
ings and boardings showed announcements,
and when the appointed night arrived the hall
was full to overflowing. He began with “ The
Cottar’s Saturday Night,” “ Tam o’ Shantcr,”
and “ The Jolly Beggars,” and was proceeding
with “ John Anderson,” when there came an
interruption from the back of the hall. ‘*What
is it, my man ?” inquired the lecturer. *“ Hi,
when are you goin’ tq give us a few ’ints ?”

came the reply. “ Hints ?” repeated the
puzzled gentleman. “ Yus, ’'ints!” growled
out the man. “ | paid threepence to come ip.

'cos you was supposed to know all about burns,
and there you stands, spoutin’ poitry like a
parrot, while my. missus, who’s upset a sauce-
pan o’ boiling water on ‘cr foot Is waitin’ ter
‘car whether she’d best souse it wi’ oil or shake
the flour-dredger over it I’'—B. Hill, Glasgow.
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*So 1 want lo give you back your promise,
Maggie. | shall always have to use crutches,
and a fine handsome girl like you does not need
to tie herself for life to a cripple.”

Ever since the day jnn Halley had met
with the accident to his leg, and the doctors
had told him they were afraid lie would never
have the proper use of it again, lie had been
preparing himself to say those words to Maggie
Pratt, the girl lie loved with all the strength of
his manly nature. Now they were spoken.
He had explained how hopeless the electors
considered, his case to be. and Maggie, who had
not imagined that her handsome lover was
permanently injured, heard him in tearful dis-
may.

“ 1 don't want my freedom, | will stick to
you, Jem !” she managed to say at last, but
Jem had seen the shrinking look in her brown
eyes, and he knew that Maggie, who had ad-
mired him first because of his strength and
fine appearance, would soon have her love
killed if she had to walk about by the side of a
man on crutches. Her pride* would not with-
stand the pitying looks of those who had envied
her only a few short weeks ago.

" T want you to give me up, Maggie,” lie
therefore said-gently. “ Von would only be
sticking to me through pity, and | could not
bear that.”

"£1f von insist | suppose | must.” said Maggie
a trifle sulkily, for she knew that a more un-
selfish girl would have thrown herself upon her
lover’s, breast, and told him tMt#his injury
«ould make no difference to their Io0\*\ “\hit
don’t you put the blame on me. Jim. and let
people say 1 jilted you because of the acci-
dent.”

” 1 will make it all right for you, little girl.”
Jem said, but a spasm of agony crossed his
face at her apparently heartless words, and.
seeing it, the girl seized his hand and burst
suddenly into tears.

* Xam a hateful, selfish thing, Jem.” she
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Me Up, Maggie’

Story of a Broken Engagement.

" Have you let him give you back your free-
dom ?’

" Yes,” Maggie answered. “ Don't look at
me so reproachfully, Mrs Halley, ft isn’t my
fault. Jem insisted, and In? did not seem very
downhearted about it either. Why, he actually
smiled when we said goodbye.”

Poor Jem ! He had acted bis part bravely
to the end, and Maggie could not guess that the
strong man had turned his face, to the wall and
sobbed when she teas gone But his mother
understood, and her careworn face lighted up
with pride.

” He’s a good, brave lad I’ she whispered to
herself, but Maggie heard, and her heart once
more reproached her for her selfishness. But
she could not summon up sufficient courage
to face the future as a cripple’s wife, and al-
though she longed to weep out her sorrow and
disappointment in Mrs Halley’s comforting
arms, she let Jem’s mother leave her without a
word of regret.

Within a month Jem was able to get about
with his crutches. He bore his trouble as a
brave man should, but it was a cruel blow to
him when he first saw Maggie walkng with his
former rival, Aif Trunncr. His mother had
tried to prepare him for the shock, but in his
iinmost heart he had refused to believe it till
seen with his own eyes.

The man and girl were laughing and talk-
ing when first he caught sight of them, and al-
though Maggie’s face grew grave and ashamed
when she, saw him his lucky rival did not at-
tempt lo disguise his feeling of triumph, ft
hurt Jem mops than anything else to think
that his peerless Maggie could care for such a
man as Trunner, whom all the men at least, if
not the women, knew to be a coward and a
sneak.

Perhaps poor Jem would have felt more com-
forted had he known that Maggie accepted
Trunner’s attentions really because she felt too
sore at heart to repulse him. She had not re-
ceived much sympathy from anyone. Her
mother had spoken bitterly of Jem, as if it were
his own fault that the accident had happened,
and in a way it was, for he had received his in-
juries whilst pushing a young lad out of danger.
Then Maggie's sister had always been jealous
oi her luck in winning the love of handsome
Jem Halley, and now she did not try to liide her
spiteful satisfaction at the cruel end of Maggie’s
engagement.

So the girl for whom Jem was breaking his
heart thought that she had good cause to feel,
aggrieved, and she turned to Atf Trunner for
relief from her unhappy thoughts. Too gener-
ous to try and profit so soon from their friend’s
unfortunate accident, all Maggie’s old admirers
had held aloof even when they knew that she
was once more free. Only Trunner. who cared
for no man but himself, stepped readily into the
vacant place, and laughed Maggie’s first faint
objections to scorn.

That evening after seeing Maggie the unhappy
Jcin dragged himself wearily homeward, feel-
ing that such a life as hiswas notworth living.

sobbed, but the man pressed her fingers re- {Hjs mother met him at the door, led him to his

assuringly.

" It's hard on you. Maggie, just now, but you
will see when you think it over calmly that we
could neither oi us have acted any differently.
Kiss me for the last time, dear, and then go
out to mother. She will wonder what you
have been doing all this lime.”

When Maggie joined Mrs Halley outside the
hospital she looked very white and subdued,
so different to the bright-eyed girl who had
entered the building a short while before.
And Jem Halley’s mother, who Jnvcd her only
son passionately, looked anxiously at this girl
in whose hands the happiness or misery of his
future lay.

“ Has he told you, Maggie T' she asked.

couch, and made him as comfortable as she could
but all her loving ministrations could not
deaden the gnawing pain at his heart.

” You have seen them ?” she asked bluntly,
when he pushed away untasted the cup of
coffee she had made for him, and he nodded his
head wearily, without speaking.

" A selfish, worthless hussy !” she continued,
angrily brushing away the tears that would roll
down her cheeks. "She wasn't worthv of
you if she could put a man like All Trunner in
your place, Jem.  Make up your mind to for-
get her, mv boy.” i

“ | love her, mother,” Jem answered sadlv. \
“ Don't reproach her; it only hurts me more j
to hear you talk like that oi Maggie, and wol

have no right to blame her, for | gave her her
freedom although she did not want to take
it.”

“ She was ready enough, only ashamed to
admit it,” was his mother's gruff reply, but she,
saw that her words really pained him, and said
no more.

CHAPTER 2

One evening a few weeks later Maggie was
out with All Trunner. Several tunes latelv
he had asked her to marry him, but she held
him off with a coquetry that had never been
shown to Jem. Sometimes he frightened her.
His domineering ways were so different to the
quiet Jem’s, and she felt that he would one day
make her say ” Yes ” when she only wanted to
say “ No.” Trunner had already bought a
ring, and had shown it to her, flashing the large
pastes before her eyes. It was so different lo
the simple ring that she had worn so proudly
during those happy months when she had been
Jem’s promised wife, and the sight of it filled
her with loathing.

But Trunner was persistent, and her home
life was far from happy. So she let liim meet
her every evening, and each time told him that:
he should have his answer on the morrow, till
Trunner grew impatient.

“ | am going to have my answer to-night,”
he informed her, as they walked along, “ and
it’s going to be *Yes ’ or | wilt know the reason
why. Do you understand, Maggie

“ Yes, of course,” she answered ; “ you arc
so impatient. Anyone would think | was likely
to run away.”

“ 1'd follow if you did,” said Alf truculently.

“ That sort of game would not court..
After all the encouragement you've given jure
I won’'t be made a laughing-stock of. Here's
Jem Halley. Doesn’'t he look sick to see you
and me together 1"

“You are a cowardly brute!” Maggie in-
formed him, when Jem had passed with hardly
a look in their direction, although Trunner’s
sneering faugh must have reached his ears.

Alf only laughed again at Maggie’s uncom-
plimentary remark. He fancied that to be
called a cowardly brute by a woman proved a
man to be strong and commanding, and in-
dicated a sense of inferiority on her part. He
was quite confident that Maggie would give
him her promise in the end, but he wanted to
put his flashy ring upon her finger, so that he
could openly boast about it to Jem Halley and
rtIhe other men who he knew looked down upon

im.

For some time they walked on almost in
silence. Maggie always had these tils of de-
pression after she had seen Jem, especially if
she were in Alt’s company, as generally seemed
to be the case.

“ You're a nice, cheerful companion. T must
say,” Trunner remarked at last. “ For two
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“YOU MUST GIVE ME UP, MAGGIE
—Continued.

pins | would throw you over for Becky Allen
She would know when a good thing came her
wav. which is more than you do.”

The girl referred to was approaching them
as he spoke, and her bold black eyes stared
insolently at Maggie. Trunner raised his cap
with exaggerated politeness, and Maggie saw
him wink as the other girl passed. It was the
one thing necessary to change her indifference
into actual dislike, and after they had walked
a few yards farther she stopped and faced him.

‘“ How dare you smile and wink at a girl like
Becky Allen when you are walking with me,
Alf Trunner ?” she demanded. “ You know
that no decent woman will speak to her.”

“ Hoity-toity, what a storm about noth-
ing I” cried Trunner, who saw, however, that
he had gone too far in his desire to show Maggie
he was master. " Now, don’t lose your tem-
per, Maggie, | only did it for fun.”

“ Itis fun | don’t care for,” Maggie retorted,
“and | am about tired of you, Alf.”

” Oh, are you I” he asked with a sneer.
"“Well, you are not likely to get anybody else.
Most fellows don’t care for a jilt. Perhaps you
are thinking of going back to your miserable
cripple ?” .

“Yes, | am !” cried Maggie, surprised at the
readiness with which the words seemed to trip
off her tongue. “ A cripple Jem may be, but
he is still worth a dozen men like you I”  And,
without giving the discomfited man time for
further retort, she turned and walked rapidly
away.

Jem Halley had been to the hospital again
that day, and had remained there long after
the other patients left. When he saw Maggie
he had wanted to stop at once and tell her his
news, but the presence of Trunner prevented
him, and ever afterwards he was glad. His
mother met him at the door when he reached
home, and immediately she saw his face she
cried out in joy.

“ You have good news, Jim ? The doctors
arc going to do something for you ?” she cried,
and Jem answered with a cheery smile.

“ YevttU'th®@*- The great doctor who came
down specially to see me is certain that an
operation can be performed that will set my
leg straight and strong again. | am to go in
the hospital again to-morrow.”

Great was his mother’s joy and relief at this
welcome news, but she frowned slightly when
Jem made reference to the matter always first
in his thoughts.

“ 1t will make all the difference to Maggie
and me again, mother. | know she will be
glad.”

‘“You would, wed her, Jem, after all that’s
passed ?” asked his mother in surprise. “ She
wouldn’t have you crippled ; she does not de-
serve to have you when you are strong again.”

“ But | want her as badly as ever,” Jem
answered. “ 1 would rather she had stuck to
me all through, of course, but it does not really
make any difference to my love for her.”

They were still talking of the wonderful
promise the doctor had given when a gentle
knock sounded at the door and when Mrs Halley
opened it Maggie pushed past her and into the
room where Jem lay. Sobbing, she threw her-
self on her knees beside his couch, and buried
her face on his shoulder.

“ 1 thought | could do without you, Jem T’
she told him between her sobs ; “ but I can't.
1 love you just the same as ever, and | will be
a good wife to you if only you will forgive
me I’

“ Why, Maggie, my dear little girl, you have
come back to the cripple, and you don't know
what the doctors have promised me my health
again 1 You won’t have an invalid husband,
Maggie. | am going to be a great strong
man again, but I shall always thank God that
vou came back to me to-night before you
knew.”

And Maggie, as she realised all that his words
meant, was even more thankful than Jem that
she had listened to the promptings of her heart
that night, and returned to the man loved
while he was still a cripple.. Ke*
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” I'm tired o' Lllen —tired o' secin’ her face
day after day. ft should have been von |
should have wed, Mary.”

The woman looked up into his face and
smiled. Hers was not a pretty face. Indeed,
it would have been counted uncommonly plain
bv most men, but it was fated to change the
quiet stream of Jonathan Taylor’s life into a
turbulent stream that would hear him upon
the rocks.

” Then why don’t you leave this place ?”
asked Mary Garbutt. ” There's plenty in
Hull for a man like you to turn his hand to.”

Jonathan Taylor thought hard for a minute
or two. Tillen had » sharp tongue at times,
though she was a good wife—as prudent and
thrifty a helpmate as any Yorkshire farmer
had. She lectured him, and he felt that he
was no longer master on the farm.

" I'll go with you. Mary," he said.
I'm tired o’ this life.”

So Jonathan Tayfor left his farm, his wife
and family at Kscrick, which is near Selby’, and

Joined the Other Woman,

Mary Garbutt, in Hull  He had rented a farm
from Lord Wenlock, and although a capable
farmer, it was said that he was lazy, and that,
if it had not been for his wife he would have
been cleared out long before.

F.Hen Taylor shed a few tears over her way-
ward husband, but she was not the one fo cry
her eyes out. She was pluckv, and when her
husband had gone she. took on a tenancy of
the farm jointly’ with her sons. Jonathan
settled down as a publican in Hull, and had
Mary Garbutt to help him. When he beard
that the farm now belonged to his wife he
paid a hurried visit home and demanded that
he should get a certain sum of money. His
wife did not ask him to return to her. She
knew his nature, knew his craving for money,
and foolishly she resolved to pay him a small
sum. She also told him that if he cared to
return and work on the farm he would be paid
a weekly’ wage like the rest. Jonathan Taylor
went back to Hull, and the years drifted past.
He paid periodical visits—truly a strange
situation for husband and wife-but did not
stay’ long. It was always the same tale, the
same request.— money.

But if the truth be told, Jonathan Taylor
had rued the step he had taken, for he saw
that his wife and family were prospering, and
that when he returned he was treated like a
hired servant. The fascination that Mary
Garbutt had had for him was dying, if not
already dead, and Jonathan regretted the
past. His one great regret was that he had not
made money as his wife had. He knew that
she had plenty of money, although she grudged
him a few shillings.

In October the Taylors were busy gathering
in the potatoes, so Jonathan thought that
would be a proper time to pay another visit.
He bade goodbye to Mary Garbutt in Hull,
and duly presented himself at the farm. He
was

‘" For

Greeted as Coldly as Ever,
his eldest son telling him that there was plenty
of work amongst the potatoes. Jonathan
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screwed up his mouth, but he took off his coat
and went out to the fields.

He had been working for three or four days
when the something happened that set the
spark to Jonathan’s avaricious nature. They
had all come in from the fields for the midday
meal, and Jonathan was in the kitchen at the
table. While the meal was going on a neigh-
bour came in to pay a debt of seventy’ pounds.

Jonathan's eyes glistened as he saw the
goiden coins counted out. and he watched his
wife go to a chest, which she used as a safe
box for the money she kept in the house, and
place the bag with the coins inside. Then she
shut the lid and placed the key in her pocket.

Jonathan went on with his dinner, and never
uttered a word about the transaction. Had
he known that his wife within half-an-bour
had handed the money to her son to take to
the bank it would have been well for Jonathan
fa vlor, well for everyone concerned.

He returned to his work in the fields, about
half-a-milc from the house, and when it came
to dropping work for the day he proceeded
home. Nothing was done, however, until the
Monday.

With the exception of Mrs Taylor, who
looked after the house, they all went to work
in the fields. Jonathan was not present at
the breakfast table, and his sons and daughters
left without seeing him.  One of the daughters
made up the fire in the kitchen, and it was
soon blazing merrily. It was after noontide
that the two girls came, home, and one was
in advance eager to tell her mother that her
father had not turned up to work, and that
that he would likely have gone back to Hull.

It was the youngest sister who was the first
to cross the threshold.

A Strange Smell Assailed Her Nostrils,

and all was still in the house.

She looked in, then shrieking wildly’, terrified
at what she had seen, she rushed back to her
sister, who had gone to fetch a milking pail.

” l.izzie, there’s something awful happened,”
she cried. " Mother is lying on the floor— near
the fire, and | think she’s dead T’

The elder sister hurried into the house, and
a terrible spectacle presented itself to the
young girl.

Her mother lay’ on the floor right across
the hearth—in old farmhouses the fire was
piled on the hearth— and the lower part of the
body seemed to be terribly burned. Part of
the poor woman'’s clothing was still smoulder-
ing.

“ She is—dead!” exclaimed Lizzie with
bated breath. * Mother is dead.”

” What mark is that on her neck ?”

The girls looked, and could easily distinguish
a deep purple ring which seemed to be sunk
into the skin.

The sons had arrived, and when they had
lilted their mother’s body they noticed her
keys lying on the floor beneath her. The first,
impulse was to search the chest of drawers
and see if anything lead been stolen.

The money was gone, along with a bottle
of rum which the mother had kept locked up.

About four o'clock Jonathan Taylor ap-
peared upon the scene, and a neighbour told
him that his wife was dead.

**|'ve been at Selby,” he said.
been near the house all day.”

He entered the kitchen, where his dead wife
lay, and, bending down, took her hand.

“ She was a good wife to me,” he said,
shedding a few tears. “ | durstn’t do this if |
had any hand in her death.”

No one had suspected him, but already he

” 1've never

was on his defence. The folks in the room

noticed that he reeked of rum. Now everyone
Regarded Him With Suspicion,

and then it was whispered that a man named

Kettlewell had called at the farm, and had

met Jonathan.

Then several labouring men who had been
working in a field which commanded a view
of the house declared that they had seen
Jonathan leaving the house. Still another
declared that he had walked with Jonathan
to Selby, and when the path they had traversed
was examined an empty rum bottle was found
in the ditch along with two lengths of rope
which had hung in the farm kitchen.

The cry flew round that Jonathan Taylor
had killed his wife, and Jonathan, instead of
returning to Hull, was taken to prison.

The crime could easily be constructed.
Jonathan had made up his mind to possess
the money’ which he thought was in the drawer.
He had waited his epportunity, and, stealing
into the kitchen, had attacked his wife. After
stunning her he had twisted a rope round her
neck, and slowly strangled her. Then, thinking
to hide all trace of his crime, he had placed the
body on the fire, thinking that it would be
believed she had met her death by accident.
But the flames had not removed the tell-tale
mark on the neck, and the doctors declared
she had met her death by strangulation.

That was the terrible indictment of fact that
Jonathan Taylor had to face when he stood
before Baron Rolfe in the dock at York. There
could be no defence to such a mass of con-
demnatory evidence, and the Judge declared
that if the jury believed only one half the
evidence they would be entitled to return
a verdict of guilty. Restless and uneasy
in the dock, often burying his face in his hands,
Jonathan Taylor must have felt that his
hour had come. The jury did not even take
the trouble to leave the box, but, consulting
in whispers, gave the one verdict possible
guilty.

Taylor was asked if he had anything to say.

Like a man waking out of a dream, he
answered absently—

“ 1 suppose i1t's all
nocent !”

No one believed him, and the Judge in
scathing words told him not to add lying to his
other sins. He was hurried below, and when
he came to himself, when he realised that there
was

right—but I'm in-

No Hope of Mercy
from man, he turned to the chaplain, who is
the last friend of the doomed, and in trembling
tones confessed his guilt.

“ It was the sight of the money that did it,”
he exclaimed. ” Mary Garbutt and me hail
often talked about going abroad, but we never
had the money.”

For a few pounds and a bottle of rum he had
murdered the woman who would have loved
him and shared her last penny with him had
he played the man— the wife who would have
forgiven him at any time and taken him back
and for that paltry stake he himself was to
meet death on the scaffold.

One morning Calcraft came to the prison at
York, and was cheered by a large throng ol
Yorkshire men.

The doomed man was not hanged. He was
strangled to death, for, as it often happened
with Calcraft. the drop was too short, and
Taylor dangled at the end of fhe rope, writh-
ing and twisting for a long lime. It was the
same death as he had dealt his wife, and who
shall say he did not deserve that fate ?

NEXT WEEK—

The Borrowed Cloak.
Daring Escape from a Lancashire Prison.
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THAT BOY CECIL.

The

" Ah, Cecil, my
hoy. Home for
the holidays, are
you ?  Well, well,
boys will be boys,
I remember tile
time ; it is not so

very

but. Martin Wells
found that he
was talking to
empty air. Cecil
Forsyth had dis-
appeared.

" Impertinent
young imp !” he
muttered angrily.
" Why couldn’t

they "have kept!as he took her hand.

Part He Plays in His Sister’'s Wooing.

different to this other johnny. Won't | take

a rise out of him before I'm many years older !’

” You mustn't,” Mamie protested. ” Re-

member that he’s father’s guest. You must be
polite, Cecil.”

Oh, I'll be polite all right, ’ Cecil said' airily,

" It won’t do lor me to let on that I know

long ago,” janything about it if he gets scared out of his

wits.”
i Cecil maintained a mysterious silence when
"Mamie questioned him, and refused to be drawn
:further. They arrived at the station just as
the train steamed in, and Cecil waved his cap
as a tall young man alighted from a compart-
ment.

Harry Gautrey waved his hat. in reply, and
hurried towards them.

“ How are you, Miss Forsyth ?” he asked
” Do say you are glad

him at school alllto see me.”

the year round ?

It's a nuisance,

but | suppose 1'll
have to be decent to him. He seems to get
on all right wfth his sister.”

His eyes brightened as he saw Miss Mamie
approaching from the orcharii. She wore a
dark tweed costume, which looked neat and
serviceable, and the bloom of health was on
her cheek. There was a light in her eyes which
a close observer would have put down to
amusement which she was trying to suppress,
but Martin Wells saw no reason why it should
not be pleasure at sight of him.

“ Ah, Miss Mamie, bright and blooming as
usual,” he remarked in his pompous tones.
“ Whither away, if | might ask the question ?”

Mamie blushed. " I'm going to the station
to meet Mr Gautrey,” she replied. “ He
hasn’t had time for any holiday all summer,
and he's managing to spare a week for us just
now.”

Martin Wells repressed a desire to frown.
He had heard a great deal of the brilliant
young traveller, who had distinguished himself
by exploring a hitherto unknown tract of land
in New Guinea.

I don’t blame him,” he replied with heavy
gallantry. ” Who wouldn't make an effort
if a holiday spent in such charming company
was the reward ?”

Mamie tried hard not to giggle. " I must
hurry,” she said hastily. ” The train is about
due. Have you seen Cecil anywhere about ?”

” He was here a moment ago,” Wells said
huffily. " I'm afraid he did not find my com-
pany or conversation congenial.”

He walked stiffly to the house, ami Mamie
stood looking after him with an amused smile
on her lips. 4’ | don’t blame him.” she mur-
mured in exact imitation of Wells’ tones.

Ooo-ee !”

Cecil appeared from behind a tree, munching
ail apple. He pointer! expressively in the
direction of the retreating stockbroker.

" Got fed up with him,” he explained
briefly. ” 1 wasn't going to have him patronis-
ingme. Notmuch!”

Mamie laughed. ” What did he say ? Oh,
1 can see him patting you on the head and say-

ing ' Well, my little mail i  But he's father's
guest. We mustn’t laugh at him. It's too
had really.”

Cecil fell into stop beside her as she hurried
in the direction of the high road. The fallen
leaves made a pleasant rustling beneath their
feet, and there was a cold snap in tile air that
already betokened the coming of winter.

" I'm awfully glad Mr Gautrev’s coming,”
Cecil said. ” It'll bo something to tell the
1 haps when we go back that he’s been staying
4l onr house. won't il :”

Ilh all that, and a good lellov
Cecil replied emphatically

into lhe
" A bit

Mamie withdrew her hand. It seemed to
her that the young man was rather too sure
of his welcome.

“ Of course,” she replied primly. “ We are
all very pleased that you have been able to
come. Father is sending down for your
luggage.”

Harry Gautrey looked a trifle disappointed.
This cool, self-possessed young lady was a
different person from the blushing school-
girl who had wept on his shoulder when he had
gone away three years before. Mamie was
almost distant to him ; at anyrate, she made
it very evident that she had got over her
|girlish foolishness, and that he was no more
to her than any other acquaintance, or, as she
primly put it, " Friend of her father’s.”

With a pretty air of interest she begged the
explorer for an account of his travels.

A shade of annoyance crossed his face.
" Don’t make me talk about myself,” he said.
“ 1 want to hear about Harding ; it is three
years since | have been here. Is Bingo quite
-veil, and are there any apples left in the
orchard ? In other words has iny young
friend been home for his holidays long ?”

“ Nearly a day,” Cecil replied promptly.
" And | haven't eaten more than a dozen, and
a sour lot they are. | wish you joy of them.
And there’s an old cove staying here that'll
nearly drive you to drink. You might spare
him his reminiscences. Sis. Old Wells will see
to that all right.”

" Is that Martin Wells, the financier ?
he staying here ?” Harry asked.

‘“Yes, he’s been here a week, and likely to
stop longer,” Cecil said. ” He's sweet on Sis,
you know.”

Mamie blushed crimson. " You are a
naught}! boy. Cecil,” she said angrily. ” I
told you before that you should not allude so
disrespectfully to Mr Wells.”

Cecil winked at Harry Gautrey, but that
gentleman had put quite the wrong con-
struction on Mamie’s confusion.

“ | daresay Cecil has only told me what |
would see for myself inanother hour,” hesaid
pleasantly. “ What form are you in now,
Cecil ?”

" fin in the cricket eleven,” Cecil replied
proudly. " And a fellow told me that | might
be picked for the boating crew. What do you
think of that ? 1 tell you, we put up some
very good form on the river. Oxford and Cam-
bridge might begin to look pretty sick if we
rowed against them.”

Gautre.v laughed. " | see you don’'t stock
humility in large quantities,” he remarked.
” Do you ever learn anything by any mis-
chance ?”

We do that,” Cecil replied energetically.

We have to swot pretty hard, 1can fell you.
It's a regular grind, and I'm not sorry the
holidavs have come round.’

Is

" Poor boy. You look
worn out, doesn’'t he, Miss
Forsyth ?”

Mamie smiled at her

brothel’s fresh, round face.

I'm hoping that he will
recuperate,” she  said,

" Rest and quiet will do him good.”

They both laughed as with a wild whoop
Cecil started to race down the road. He had
caught sight of Bingo, the old collie, and as he
ran the dog leaped up at him, barking de-
lightedly.

"It is grand to be here,” Harry Gautrey
sighed contentedly as he watched Cecil playing
with the dog. ” You have altered a great
deal, Miss Forsyth.”

He glanced admiringly at her as he spoke,
and Mamie was conscious that he considered
the change an improvement. .

” You think so,” she replied indifferently.

| can’t say the same about you. Aon look
much the same as usual.”

Gautrey thought he detected a note ot dis-
paragement in her tone, and wondered un-
easily if Wells was very- good-looking.

Martin Wells came towards them at that
moment, and Mamie performed the introduc-
tion with a conscious blush that deepened
the impression already formed in Gautrey's
mind.

As soon as they reached the house Mamie
slipped away, and she did not meet Gautrev
again until just before dinner. Cecil had been
allowed to dine with the elders, by virtue of
his fifteen years and his Eton suit, and he
sidled up to Mamie as she turned over some
music, in the drawing-room after dinner.

" It's in the air,” he whispered mysteriously.
” Old Wells has been talking to the Dad this
afternoon, and | feel it in my bones it’s about
you. And then Gautrey’s dead nuts on some
irl or other. It makes me feel quite sad, so
ar away from Gwendoline.”

" You ridiculous boy,” Mamie laughed.
" Wait till you grow up before you fall in love,
and then don't—if you can help it.”

Cecil sighed. “ I couldn't help it,” he ad-
mitted.
“ Who is she ?” his sister asked. ” Not

anybody | know ?”’

“ Fler father keeps a sweet shop near the
grounds. She’s got yellow hair in two plaits,
with bows on the end, and she always gives nie
a few extra to the penn’orth. Half the fellows
are gone on her, but I'm sure she likes me
best.”

" You’'ll get over it, and so will Mr Gaut rey—
if he really isin love.” She spoke with studied
carelessness, but slie was all eagerness to
hear what was behind her brother's allusion.
Surely, even if Harry wanted to resume the
friendship broken off three years ago, he would
hardly confide in such a feather-brain as
Cecil!

” He dropped a photo,” Cecil confided.
” And when | was going to pick it up for him
he nearly bit my head off. It was a girl in a
white dress, but 1 couldn’t sec what she was
like.”

Mamie was thankful for flic firelight, which
hid her sudden pallor.

" Well, it’s no concern of ours. Cecil.” she
replied carelessly. ” And it's very bad taste
to pry into other people’s affairs.”

“ | wasn’'t prying,” Cecil said indignantly.

But when anybody drops anything you
naturally want to pick it up for them. 15ut
catch me doing it again, that's all. He can
go dropping things ailabout the plarcfor all |
can?,”

Cecil stalked away then, and was not seen

ain until bedtime.  Mamie wondered un-
easily if he was up to any mischief. It was



Qodoer 4 1910
THAT BOY CECIL—Continued.

seldom that he was invisible for so long at a
time.

But a summons from the library made her
forget Cecil. Her father wanted to speak to
her, and as she was alone, the two guests
walking together in the garden, she went at
once.

" Ah, my dear,” her father said, looking up.
“ 1wanted to tell you about Mr Wells. He
asked me for your hand this afternoon. | am
aware that as yet he has said nothing to you, a
most proper proceeding on his part. Xdo not
hold with the lax methods of the present
generation. An affair of this kind needs the
wisdom of older heads if it is to be a success.”

“ Did you ask grandpa for mother before
vou spoke to her ?” Mamie asked innocently.
She knew well that her father’s had been a
runaway match, and that they had been
absurdly happy.

Mr Forsyth frowned. “ The circumstances
were exceptional,” he replied. ” I merely
want to tell you that | consider Mr Wells a
most suitable match for you. He is rich,
though | do not attach primary importance
to that fact. | believe that he will make you
an excellent husband. He is very devoted to
you, and | doubt not would be exceedingly
kind.”

Tears were in Mamie's eyes. “ Oh, | know,”
she cried. “ 1 believe he is all that.
But--—- "

Her father glanced at her kindly through
his spectacles. *“ Please yourself, child,” lie
said. “ 1 merely wanted to assure you that X
approve of Mr Wells. Do nothing hastily,
though. Xwould not wish you to act contrary
to the dictates of your heart. Suppose you
think it over, and let me know what you have
decided to-morrow ?”

” Very well,” Mamie replied in a choked
voice. “ | will do that.”

She went straight up to her room, and sat
down by the window. The otter was tempting,
she admitted that. Not because Martin
Wells was rich. She cared little tor wealth
for its own sake.' But Harry Gautrey had
been almost her lover in the old days. Now
it was evident that he no longer cared tor her,
indeed that ho loved someone else. She even
wondered if he had taken this roundabout
means of letting her know that there could
now be nothing between them.

Her pride was up in arms at the thought.
She must let him know that she did not care,
she could not be too emphatic, and surely the
best way was to let him see her happily en-
gaged to someone else.

She thought long and earnestly, but always
she came back to that one consideration.
Arid since Harry did not love her it did not
matter what became of her. She might as
well marry Martin Wells as do anything else
with her life.

" 1'll do it,” she decided, then started up in
alarm.

A series of discordant screams rent the air.
They were .repeated with incredible rapidity,
and Mamie rushed out into the corridor with
blanched face.

The sounds seemed to be in a man’s voice,
and she felt relieved as -she saw her father
emerge from his room farther on. It was not
her father. Could it be Cecil ?

" Cecil ?” she asked him, her breath coming
and going, for the agonised screams still con-
tinued.

I left him asleep,” her father said sternly.
” He’s sleeping with me, you know.”

Mamie wondered how he could possibly
sleep through the disturbance. Then it struck
her that he might be responsible for it, and
” lying low.”

She remembered that he had promised to
frighten Mr Wells out of his wits, and slipped
back into her own room while her lather
knocked at Wells’ door.

” Is anything the matter ?” she heard her
father ask. ” Are you ill ?”

There was a moment’s silence, then she
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heard Martin Wells’ voice, broken by sobs
and choked with indignation.

Presently she heard her father’s voice again.
" Why, man, it's nothing but a piece of card-
board. Somebody’s painted it with phos-
phorescent paint so that it would shine in the
dark, that’s all.”

“ But it danced about just as if it was alive,”
a tearful voice replied.

” There’'s a bit of string attached to it, |
see,” Mr Forsyth said. ” I must apologise,
Mr Wells. You may rest assured that I will
sift it to the bottom. It looks like one of my
son’s escapades.”

“ It’s an outrage,” Wells stormed.
ing me out of my wits like that.”

Mamie giggled. It seemed comical to hear
Cecil’'s threat repeated in such tragic tones.
Then as an awful silence fell she realised that
she must have been heard. A door slammed
violently, and then she heard her father
returning to his own room.

But the incident had served to make her
mind up. A man who could howl like that
because a schoolboy tried to frighten him with
a piece of luminous cardboard was no husband
for her.

But she found that her decision was un-
necessary. When she went down to break-
fast she found that Mr Wells had taken the
first train to London. He had not mentioned
her, and evidently his offer of marriage was
withdrawn.

"1 expect he reflects that you are
Cecil’'s sister,” Mr Forsyth said severely.
“ And really, Mamie, | considered it very bad
taste on your part to laugh as you did last
night.”

" Well, it was funny,” Mamie said apolo-
getically, “ to make all that fuss about nothing.
Xshould think the real reason he has gone was
because he daren’t face us after the exhibition
he made of himself. Where’s Cecil ?”

“ He's upstairs,” Mr Forsyth said sternly.
” Where he will remain until it is time for
him to go to the station. He spends the
remainder of his holiday at school.”

” Oh, father!” Mamie cried in dismay.
“ And he’s only had a day.”

“ Then he must learn to behave properly
when he comes home,” her father replied.
“ He treated our guests disgracefully.”

“ Guests ?” Mamie repeated faintly.

“ Yes, he put a square of luminous card-
board in Gautrey’s room as well. It had a
face painted on it, and was, if anything, even
more grotesque than the one that frightened
Mr Wells. He had strings tied to them, and
was actually manipulating them in bed while
| thought he was asleep. | shall be surprised
if Gautrey doesn't make some excuse to go
during the day.”

Harry Gautrey did leave Harding during the
day, but Mr Forsyth- did not rightly place the
cause. Mamie treated him with contemptu-
out coldness, for she thought he had complained
to her father about Cecil's conduct. As a
matter of fact Cecil had told his father about
the cardboard in Gautrey’s room, while
descanting on the cowardice of the financier.

For three days Mamie wandered about,
restless and miserable. She missed her
brother, and she missed Gautrey more than
she could say. The sight of him had revived all
her girlish affection, but it had returned with
tenfold strength as a woman'’s love.

And he wanted none of her, but carried
another girl’s photo about with him, a photo,
which he jealously guarded.

She worried a great deal about Cecil alone
at school. He had told her that none of the
boys were staying this term. There w'ould
only be the housekeeper to talk to, and per-
haps Gwendoline.

She decided that she would go to see him. It
would perhaps cheer him up. She obtained
her father’s consent with difficulty, but she
obtained it, and took the first train to Barlow'
next day.

Cecil was alone in the classroom, looking
disconsolately out of tile window, and he gave
a whoop of joy when he caught sight of his sister.

* Scar-

are sure to want one too s 39

” Now this is bully I” he exclaimed as he
gave her a bear-like hug. “ You're a real
brick, Mamie, and a sight too good for old
Wells. Has he come back, or written, or
anything ?”

Mamie shook her head with a smile. “ lie
has done with the family that has Cecil For-
syth for one of its members,” she said.

“ Hurrah 1" Cecil cried. ” | wish 1'd seen
him before he went. Xd have 'told him,
" Boys will be boys,” what he told me the dav
before. OIld Gautrey’s worth a dozen of
him.”

“ Mr Gautrey went away too,” Mamie said
coldly.

“ He was frozen off, you mean,” Cecil said.
” Oh, he told me all about it.”

" Told you 1"

Cecil nodded. ” He's here, you know.
Came to stay at the King’s Arms, and he’s
stopping all the holidays to keep me company.
Something like a pal that. Oh, and it was
your photo, lie had in Xus pocket that day.
One he pinched before he went away, and
carried it all around with him. 1 can tell
you, Mamie, that chap's got a bit about him,
you take it from me. He didn't raise the roof
as bad as if he was being murdered, 'cos a bit
of cardboard dangled on the end of a string.
He just laughed, a'nd said 1'd put the paint on
streaky. He’'s here now. Going to take me
on the river this morning.”

Harry Gautrey entered the room at that
moment, and Mamie considered it her duty
to apologise for her coldness, and to thank
him for his kindness to her brother.

It took her nearly half-an-hour, and she
found that the apology had to include several
kisses and a promise that the engagement
should not be unduly prolonged.

Cecil was nowhere to be found, but they
decided that he would have gone to got the
boat out.

He had indeed got the boat out, it was tied
to the little jetty, and pinned to a cushion was
a scrap of paper.

Harry picked it up, and found it to contain
the message, ” Two’s company.”

” That boy’s a genius,” Harry said emphati-
cally, as he handed Mamie Into the boat.
” | shall be proud to have him for a brother-
in-law.”

While Mamie, her eyes misty with happy
tears, murmured “ Bless him !”

MUST HAVE IT.
ONE FOOD ABOVE ALL OTHERS.

Tradition or custom has long denominated
bread as the “ stall of life,” but there are
times when bread even palls on the appetite.

There is one food, however, that seems
to appeal and satisfy even the poor sufferer
from dyspepsia and indigestion. The follow-
ing will verify this statement :—1

“ A little over two years ago | was very ill,
so thoroughly run down with indigestion,
neuralgia, &e., that | had to give up business
and go under a doctor’s treatment for several
months.

“ 1 did not seem to improve much, lost
my appetite, the very sight of food made
me feel worse.

“ Having read about Grape-Nuts, | tried
it, and found that it agreed with me. | did
not get tired of it like everything else.

” Soon | found myself’ getting stronger,
more energetic, rested better at night, was
more refreshed in the morning.

" Now, | am happy to say, thanks to
Grape-Nuts, | am at business again, feeling
strong and healthy. | would gladly do with-
out any other article of food but Grape-Nuts.
I have proved it to be the best food for in-
digestion, and shall always remember with
gratitude what it has done for me.”

“ There’s a reason.”
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This is a rather strange happening, but in
every detail perfectly correct.

A bright girl used to consult ine. She had
no relatives in the city, and only few friends,
and it had.always given her confidence in any
change or undertaking if she previously had
my advice on the subject. She was a bright,
practical girl, an orphan, and had been brought
up until she was the age of twelve in an orphan
home not many miles from Manchester.

At that age she had been claimed by a cousin
of hermother’s, residingin Yorkshire, and who
had married a small farmer there. The couple
had died within a few years of each other, and
had left the little farm and their small savings
to the girl. She then came to Manchester, and
had invested her small capital in a shop in
a good locality. She had very great personal
attractions—plenty of tact and charm of
manner—and her business venture was a
great success. She was sensible beyond her
years. Her early days had done much to-
wards making her so. She soon had many
friends, and also had received

Several Offers of Marriage.

The thought of marriage seemed rather to
amuse her, for, as she expressed it, she knew
where she was, and did not know where mar-
riage might lead her. This was not “ lip talk,”
but the straight view of a hard-working, ear-
nest-minded young woman One day, how-
ever, she came to see me and to consult me as
to the advisability of keeping on her shop
and putting in someone to manage it, or selling
right off, as she was getting secretly married.

| felt astonished that she, of all others, should
meditate this step, and in a manner so seem-
ingly hidden. She told me that the young man
was in his third year at the University.
When his studies were finished, and he had
bought a practice, they would be married.
She consented to this on condition that his
friends were agreeable.

" Like yourself, Marion,” he replied, “ I
have few relatives, and my mother will be
only too pleased. Although I am an only son
in the house, and she does her duty to me, there
is not much in common with us. You see,
she is very worldly, and fond of travelling,
and when | am married and settled down she
can have no anxiety about me.”

Soon he brought along

An Invitation for Marion
to come and meet his mother. She seemed a
sensible, cold, very strong-minded womaii,
but received the girl, if not warmly, at least
graciously. After things had been talked over
she said bluntly—

” Well, Marion, and you, Dick, | have not
the slightest objection to you becoming en-
gaged, granted that you consult me openly and
fully before you think of bringing oil the mar-
riage, for | certainly would not even dream of
sanctioning a marriage until your studies are

The new Competition this week is most engrossing.

Extraordinary Romance

It may also be profitable for you

of Love and Greed, by

Madam Sara Lomax.

complete and you are settled in a profession in
life.  Under your father’s will your trustees
and | have full powers, if we think it necessary’,
to withhold your estate from you until you are
thirty. There is a clause added that if even
at that age we do not consider you mentally
competent to take it in hand we can retain it
for y'our benefit.”

The couple were quite content to wait the
required time, and the elder woman seemed to-
thaw greatly towards the younger. However,
one evening some straight questions she had
put to Marion as to her relatives and her past
had caused the girl to show some embarrass-
ment and nervousness. The elder woman was
told the girl’s history', the death of her parents,
and her subsequent life in the Orphanage.

“ Did you tell this to Dick ?” -she asked.

"No,” replied the girl. " He said when |
lwished to tell liim that it was myself, not my
Ipast, that he wished to marry.”

“ Then you must never tell him now. He
is very proud, sensitive, and quixotic, and
would go on with the engagement from a sense
of duty. But the thought of his future wife
having been brought up a pauper in an orphan
home would sour his whole life. Promise me,
give me y'our word, that you will not tell him.”

The girl did so, but ere long she had strong
reason to regret that she had ever

Trusted Her Secret
to Dick’s mother. She received neither calls
nor invitations to the house of her prospective
mother-in-law, who seemed as if she had been
deceived, and tried to put every obstacle in the
way of the young couple meeting.

Dick soon noticed the change, and insisted
in his sweetheart telling him what had come
between his parent and she. The girl vielded
to his pleading, and told him of the in-
tervieiv. He wasangry, and tried unavailingly
to get his parent to alter her views and attitude
towards his fiancee. She in turn announced
that she was going abroad shortly, and that
unless he saw fit to accompany her his allow-
ance, which he only received subject to her
approval, woidd be stopped.

The. young man realised this journey abroad
was for the purpose of parting them, and so
they decided that as he was still dependent
upon his mother for the means to live until
he could find some suitable occupation, they'
would marry and

Keep the Marriage Secret
until the fates would prove more kindly to
them. This all seemed good enough reasoning,
and | agreed that the mother of the young
man was certainly a tyrant, and also that when
such a strong affinity and affection existed
there should be no parting

She strongly desired that | should take the
glove lately worn by the y'oung man and get
psvehometry from it. | took the article, and
immediately said, “ There must be no mar-
riage. It was very fortunate that you came
here.”

“ Oh, what iswrong ? Surely | could not be
mistaken in Dick 7’

“ No,” | replied. " His character is all you
have thought, liis mind noble and generous,
but I get from this article you are prohibited
by blood from marriage. | must warn you to
be careful. Yopr intended husband is a near
relative.”

She was astounded and shocked. She left
me, and that same day returned with the
gentleman—a tall, athletic-looking youth.
Whilst he had never consulted me before, he
had been an ardent reader of Professor Coates,
the great lecturer and writer on mental science,
and had al>o attended and been greatly inter
esteil in Sir Oliver Lodge’s lectures.

that on the face of my results he dare not pro-
ceed with the marriage. He also very sensiblv
admitted that his supposed mother must know
all. 1linsisted that he could only

Solve the Mystery
by bringing her to me, as | would require her
presence to get full and comprehensive results.

He returned ne'xt day, having managed
easily enough to interest and induce her to
come. She was a tall, haughty-looking lady.

| described to her her husband's sudden
death, and her anger when she discovered that,
except for a small portion, he left the rest of
the money in trust for the hoy, of whom she
was really only step-mother, her husband
having been previously married. Then | saw
two little boys playing together, both very fair
and like each other in appearance, except that
one looked more delicate. Then | described
the passing away of the little delicate hoy, and
the other taking in childish innocence his nhame
and place, as a condition of the will had been
that if the boy died before coming of age the
father left the money in equal proportions to
his wife and his brothers and sisters, of whom
there were seven.

She listened to all tliis and more, much more
in stony silence, paid my fee, and swept
majestically from the room, followed dutifully
by her supposed son. She had been

Taken So Much by Surprise

that on reaching home she had a very bad
‘“attack of conscience,” and admitted every-
thing to her adopted son, for such only he was.

Her step-son had always been delicate.
She would be his guardian until manhood, and
have control of ample interest and money
If he died she would have only a portion with
other seven people, such as she was already
enjoying. She saw that the boy lacked stamina
and could not possibly live long. So she had
taken a little orphan boy from the Homes
already mentioned as a supposed playmate
and brother for her step-son, taking care to
make sure that the child would have no in-
quiring relatives seeking him out. She also
took possession of his certificate of birth, and
had a full knowledge of his general history.
The little delicate boy died some few months
later. She had him buried under the name of
the little orphan, and the innocent orphan
child, too young to realise, now became the

Heir to the Much-Coveted Money.
Even yet he had hazy recollections of his little
playmate. She had ascertained that the bov
had a little sister, two years older than himself,
also at the Homes, and great was her con-
sternation when by the irony of late she dis-
covered that Marion was that little orphan
girl, and that they should by that strange force
of circumstances be so attracted to each other

The shock, of course, to the young people
was dreadful, but they fully realised what an
awfui mistake would have been made if dis-
covery had not been in time.

As atonement, the elder woman went abroaci,
and left ample proof for the rightful heirs of the
deception.  Of course, the young man who had
been brought lip in the belief that he would in
time have control of thousands, was now with-
out anything, but the uncles and aunts of tv*
dead boy fully understood how he also lia<
been wronged, and settled enough money upon
him to allow him to begin life anew.

This he has long since’ insisted on paying
back. His sister is happily married, but he is
still a bachelor, or, as he says, " wedded to bis
profession.” He is a consulting specialist of
great repute. Sister and brother are devoted
to each other.

Don't miss Madam Sara Lomax’s startling

After some conversation with me, he admitted, revelation next week.
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You can begin three splendid serials in this week's Red Letter

My Runaway Ride ina Coal Mine

Thrilling Experience of a

During my thirty-five years' experience of
working in a coal mine | have Had more than
one touch-and-go with death, but the one
adventure where | saw my danger the most,
and was least able to help myself has been very
vividly brought to my mind again by the
thrilling accounts told by the suryivors of a
recent charabanc disaster, where a runa-
way motor dashed clown a steep hill, then
overturned, Killing ten of its thirty-five
occupants outright and more or less injuring
nineteen others.

The affair with which | was too intimately
connected took place in

The Darkness of a Coal Mine,
and being all in a day’s work, as one might say.
little notice was taken of it.

It happened over twenty years ago. | was
then working at St Hilda Colliery, Co. Durham.
At that time the coalface was such a long
distance from the shaft that wc used to ride to
our working-places on trams specially made to
lighten the toilsome travelling on foot. The
height, of the travelling way being sometimes
no more than four feet six inches high, the
trams were very low-built- -about two feet
high, in fact. Each tram carried nine persons,
closely packed, sitting astride as on a horse,
and crouching as best they could to avoid
hitting their heads on jagged parts of the roof
of the mine.

1n ordinary circumstances there was no great
amount of danger attached to this method of
locomotion— after you had become accus-
tomed to the road, and knew when lo duck
your head to avoid the lower parts of the roof —
the overhead haulage ropes, sheaves, signal
wires, and hxings, Ac.

The chief element of danger lav in the fact
that the trams were unprovided with brakes,
and that the motive power was a pit pony
harnessed simply with collar and chain traces—
the only means to prevent the trams dashing
against the pony's heels was by the driver
placing his feet against the hind parts of the
pony and then pushing with all his might
against the parties who sat behind him—a

most primitive method of " putting on the
brake,” it must be admitted.
Still, from time immemorial almost, this

custom of riding in-bye and out had been
carried on without any very serious accident
happening. There were accounts of runaway
trams now and again, but
Bruised Heads and Broken Limbs

were what miners took as part and parcel of
their hazardous calling, and they would rather
take their chances than forego the ease derived
from a two-mile rirle underground, taking into
consideration that underground walking is
immensely more fatiguing than the same dis-
tance above.

There were different ponies to draw us in
each different shift that we happened to be in,
and | always had a sort of dread when a cer-
tain pony, called Sergeant, had to take us in to
our working-places. This pony was a verv
strong, wild, and nervous pony. On account
of his flighty nature he could not he trained
to do the usual work of strong ponies—that of
drawing coals, so he'was entrusted with the
charge of drawing the riding trams, where
men’s life were at stake !

On July 9th, 1891, | was in the foreshift,
and with twenty-four fellow-workmen was
waiting at the station for the official in charge
of us to come and drive us out-bye. We
Idled three trams. Sergeant was the pony for
us that morning. The official was rather late,
so he came hurrying out and jumped oil the
last tram.

Drive on,” he called out to the foremost
man on the trams. There was nothing un-
gs_ual in this, as most of us could manage to

rive.

“Red Letter” Reader.

Off wc went at a moderate pace, but suddenly
our pony took fright at a piece of white paper
that was lying on the road in front of him.
He stopped so quickly that he took the driver
unawares, and the man was unable to prevent
the flying trams from dashing against the
nervous pony’s heels.

Look out. men, he is running away !”
shouted the driver to ifc as the pony took the
bit between lus- teeth, and dashed off along
the engine plane.

The warning for each man to look after
himself was needless. We could not if we
tried. We were sitting packed so tightly
astride of the trams that not a man could
make a move to jump off to save himself if he
tried. Even to do that was fraught with some
certain injury to body and limb, as there was
such scant room betwixt the tram lines and the
walls of the gallery that there was the risk of

..being knocked down amongst the wheels of the

trams.

We could do nothing but ride on to what
we all thought would be certain death, or very
severe injury, at the least. If the trams left
the rails, as they seemed likely to do by their

Swaying From Side to Side,

it would probably have stopped the pony, but
it might also have meant the knocking out of
the timber supporting the roof, when we would
likely have been buried by falling stone.

However, the trams kept on the rails, and on
we rushed tor over a mile-and-a-half, expecting
the crash that might bring death to some of us
at any moment.

At last it came 1 The gradient became so
inclined that the pony could not keep ahead of
the runaway trams.

There was a sudden stop ; pony, trams, and
men became all mixed up in a confused heap
Most of our lamps were extinguished, but
with the few remaining lighted those of our
party, who were least injured, began to extri-
cate their comrades from beneath the trams.
Beyond a few bruises | was none the worse
myself, but we found one of our mates had had
his last ride in the mine. He was lying between
two trams with his head crushed. We sent
out to the shaft for a stretcher, and when it
came placed his mangled body on it, and
followed it reverently to his home, knowing
full well that his fate might have been ours :
that only by a miracle the death-roll was not
into the teens.

It remains but to add that Sergeant was
immediately taken out of the pit for ever ;
that, the chain-traces were abolished, and
limmers substituted for the ponies from that
day, and that this system of hurrying men in-
bye to their work was abolished altogether not
long after.-—Prize of One Guinea— E. Ward,
iiz Chichester Road, South Shields.

HAIRBREADTH ESCAPES.

Many readers can doubtless look back
to one supreme moment In their lives
when they seemed to be face to face with
death or disaster. They could tell at
least one thrilling story, and to induce them
to do so for the benefit of ” Red Letter ”
readers | offer

ONE GUINEA

« for each of such experiences published.
They should be told in from 1500 to 2000
words, and must be records of genuine
happenings. Never mind though your
grammar Is shaky.
good one, the Editor will put that right.
Address all contributions of this kind—
Escapes Editor, " Red Letter " Office,
170 Fleet Street, E.C.
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FACTS IN BRIEF.

Wine is sometimes made from potatoes.
b_,?jquatic birds are more numerous than land

irds.

Cloth is now being successfully made from
wood. ,

Ireland’'s population in 1841 was 251 to the
square mile; now it is 144 only.

Eighteen hundred miles is the measurement
of the coast line of England and Wales.

Matches to the value of ,£25000,000 are
annually consumed throughout the world.

A Dutchman is reported to have discovered
a form of petrol which will not explode in any
circumstance.

St Petersburg possesses the largest bronze
statue in existence—that of Peter the Great.
It weighs 1000 tons.

Mr J. If. Boynton, of the Garden Village,
Hull, has grown a cabbage wh'ich is fifteen
feet in circumference.

Madrid’s famous bull-ring is situated a mile
or so outside the city. It was built in 1874 at
an estimated cost of jE80,000.

Twelve bees, released at a distance of three
miles from the hives, were found to travel
faster than twelve pigeons released at the
same time.

The Pope is about to issue a mortu proprio
condemning recent feminine fashions, the
abuse of jewellery, and the enjoyment of ex-
cessive luxury.

The famous Tugela River, in South Africa,
is said on one occasion to have risen 40 feet
1 during a single night, owing to thunderstorms
on the mountains.

The oldest of our Australian colonies is New-
South Wales. It was discovered by Captain
Cook in 1770, and was first occupied by
settlers eight years later.

Stag-hunting, which lasts only two months
in England, is the shortest of the regular hunt-
ing seasons; hare-hunting, continuing for
eight months, is the longest.

Table Mountain, at Cape Town, is a mag-
nificent natural curiosity. It is nearly four
thousand feet in height, and has a level top
about three square miles in area.

In production of wheat per given area Bel-
gium and Holland stand first, Great Britain
and lIreland second, Germany third, Canada
sixth, and the United States tenth.

In China many of the natives are dressed in
dogskin. There are various establishments
where dogs of a peculiar breed are bred in
large numbers ior their shaggy coats.

The most expensive watch made in Switzer,
land cost ~140. This watch had a split
second hand, and struck the hour if needed.
It also had in it a tiny musical box, which
played three tunes.

A scientist has discovered that chloroform
and ether have a wonderful power in awaken-
ing the vegetable kingdom. While they put
the animal world asleep a closed flower can
be reopened instantly by either of these agents.

Carrier pigeons in China are protected from
birds of prey by an apparatus consisting of
bamboo tubes fastened to the birds’ bodies.
As the pigeon flies the air passing through the
tubes produces a shrill whistling sound, which
keeps the birds of prey at a distance.

A staff doctor of the London hospital says
there are two chief predisposing causes to
appendicitis. One is luxury. The other is a
sedentary life. A man who eats too much is a
likely subject. A man who doesn’t take exer-
cise is a likely subject. And when you have
the two causes operating at once there is, of
course, very grave danger of the disease.

An American trader lias to change his tactics
to get the full advantage of every opportunity
that comes along. American business consists

If your story is a of taking advantage of a series of opportuni-

ties. 1n this country it consists chiefly of satis-
fying wants that are more or less consistent.

The disadvantage of that is that the latter leads .
to routine, and routine leads to sleepiness.
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Violet awards prizes every weekfor the best Household Hints and Recipes sent her

Begin Reading this Great New Serial To-Day

THE LITTLE OUTCAST

PEOPLE YOU MEET HERE.

Little Nellie is an unhappy child. She is
cruelly neglected, and her father being
paralysed and dumb is unable to protect
her from the persecutions of

Marla Smith, her stepmother, and his supposed
wife, Maria really being the w-ife of

Mike Foster, a scoundrel and jail-bird. Nellie
having been left a fortune by her grand-
father, Maria and Mike plot to have her
removed, and to put their own child,

Bessie in her place. Bessie hates Nellie, and is
never tired of ill-treating her. Nellie’s
father, however, has a firm friend in

Lilian Dale, daughter of the trustee of Nellie’s
estate. Lilian is becoming suspicious of
Mike and Maria, and is fast falling in love
with John Smith, the afflicted owner of
Rose Farm. But

Sir Lester Roberts desires to make her his wife.
He threatens to expose Mr Dale as not
being the legal heir to the money left by
his father, knowing that an elder brother,
William Dale, a drunken reprobate, is
alive. Mr Dale thought his brother was
dead, but for the sake of his daughter’s
social position promises to urge her to
marry Sir Lester, and so save the family-
name. Sir Lester is jealous of Lilian’s
interest in John Smith, who is meantime
in great peril. Maria drugs

Will Adorns, a young burglar who has be-
friended Nellie, and sets fire to the farm,
hoping thus to be rid of the father and
child.  Will Adams pluckily rescues them,
but falls down unconscious. Now is
Mike’s chance! He determines to take
Nellie and Bessie away to London before
help arrives. Once there Nellie will
be put out of the way, and Bessie will be
brought forward as Nellie Smith, the
heiress. Bessie, so he will say, has
perished in the fire at the farm.

Poor John Smith meantime lies uncared for
on the grass. He hears all the vile con-
spiracy, but is powerless to prevent its
being carried out. Suddenly he hears the
faint pattering of horses’ hoofs and human
voices giving forth the alarm.

" Oh, God !" he prays, “ send them in time—
send them to save my child I”

OR, NELLIE’S

By the Author o

STEP-SISTER

“ Little Meg.”

God help her, outcast lamb ; she trembling sthnds,

All wan her lips, and froz

en red her hands ;

Her feet benumbed, her shoes all rent and worn—
God help thee, outcast lamb, who stand’st forlorn.

W rwolr Er W W Ty Ty L CVENRAEY:
The Flight.

MUY & BRI P Y, W R

It was old Dr Jones who first noticed the
distant burning house.

Returning late from a patient, his gaze was
caught by the glare in the sky.

" Good heavens I he cried. “ It is Rose
Farm,'l and, galloping back to the village, he
gave the alarm, and soon gathered a band of
men who were willing enough to lend assist-
ance to poor John Smith and his little daugh-
ter.

When they arrived on the scene they saw at
once that nothing could be done to save the
house. Maria ran toward them wailing and
wringing her hands.

“ Bessie! My child—she’s still in there!
She’s being burnt to death!” she screamed.
“ Save her! Oh, | shall go mad if she isn't
saved!”

“Where is she? What part of the house?”
asked one of the men hoarsely.

“ Up there—that's her bedroom—over the
porch I” Maria gasped. *“ I've tried to get to
her, but I can't—I can’t. In helping lo save
my husband | have lost my child—my own
dear child !”

She fell to the ground, covering her face and
sobbing hysterically. No one guessed she was
merely acting a part, and a chill of horror
swept through each heart as the impossibility
of entering the house became apparent.

The men rushed hither and thither, fetching
ladders, ropes, water, only to find themselves
beaten back by the flames on every side.

Will Adams was found lying insensible
across the path, and for several minutes Dr
Jones, after hastily tending the paralytic, was
occupied in bringing the lad back to life.

Meanwhile Maria continued to behave like
a mother maddened wth fear and grief, and
when the old doctor asked where little Nellie
was she sobbed out—

“ My brother took her into London this after-
noon. Miss Dale wanted Nellie to go and
stop with her, and as the child was so much
better | let her go.”

“ Humph!” grunted the doctor. *“ She
wasn't fit to travel, but under the circum-
stances it is just as well that my orders were
ignored for once.”

“ It isn't!” she wailed. “ If my brother
hadn't been away this dreadful thing wouldn’t
have happened. It was all his fault.”  She
pointed down at the lad whose burns he was
temporarily bandaging. *“ It's him that set the
house on fire. lie overturned a lamp while
we were sitting together in the parlour. The
place began to burn like a bit of paper. We
tore upstairs to carry John out, and when
we’'d saved him Will fainted, and | couldn’t
get up to Bessie. Oh, my child, my child !”

Poor, wretched John,-hearing all this, knew
the worst.

“ Mike has escaped without being, seen,” he
thought in utter despair. “ God in heaven,
why can’'t | speak and tell the truth? Dr
Jones believes all Maria is saying, and Nellie
—little Nellie—there’s not one soul to help
her now!”

What words can describe the agony of this
man as, a few minutes later, he and Maria

and Will were being driven away from all that
was left of his once prized and peaceful home.’

| or his sake a neighbour placed a couple nt
rooms at their disposal for the night, and the
old doctor remained with them, dividing his
attentions between the three—the paralysed
farmer, the supposed grief-stricken mother,
and the lad who had been so seriously burnt as
to make his recovery doubtful.

And no one dreamed that Mike Foster was
steering his way cautiously along the quiet
lanes which led to the main road to London,
and that in the bottom of the cart lay Nellie
and the child who was said to have perished
in the fire.

Little Nellie knew nothing of that lon
drive into the city (for she was more dea
than alive), but Bessie was only too conscious
of its every detail.

Mike’'s constant reminder of her coming
good fortune alone kept her quiet under the
sacks he had thrown over her.

After this dreadful night was gone she would
be Alexander Smith’s heiress, and that stupid
Nellie'would have nothing, and, telling her-
self this, Bessie bore all the worry and dis-
comfort without complaining.

Nor once did she bestow a pitying thought
upon the poor little martyr at her side. She
had been brought up to hate and despise her
step-sister, and she had inherited Maria's
greedy lust for riches together with her cruel
and callous nature. What wonder, then, that
she should be so indifferent to lijtle Nellie's
sufferings? The fault was more her mother's
than her own.

Dawn was breaking over the city when at
length Mike brought the cart to a standstill,
and bade Bessie alight.

Pale and trembling, she did so, and saw
with not a little disappointment that the house
they were entering was a dirty, ramshackle
old place in a narrow alley.

Mike carried Nellie up a flight of carpetless
stairs, and Bessie followed, groping her wav
in the dark.

The inmates of the house were sleeping.
Nobody stirred.

“ 1 suppose it's Uncle Mike's own place,”
she thought, and would have been consider-
ably surprised had someone appeared and told
her that Mike was her father, and that the
house was inhabited by a gang of thieves and
pickpockets, most of whom had been trained
by him.

He pushed open a door on the first landing,
laid little Nellie on a couch, and lit a candle.

“Now,” he said to Bessie, whose dismayed
gaze was wandering round the grimy parlour,
“ wait here while 1 go and wake one of the
girls. This brat mustn't be allowed to die.
We shall want her later. But don't forget—
from this minute you are Nellie and she is
Bessie—d’you understand?”

# The Sacrifice.
it
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Sir Lester Roberts waited in the library for
Mr Dale’s return.

“ Fate has played into my.hand,Mhe mused.
“ Dale is at my mercy, and knows it. But
how will he manage Lilian? What argument
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ran he ute that will be strong enough to make
her consent to marry me?”

The unhappy lawyer had asked himself the
same question when, half an hour ago, he had
gone up to the drawing-room.

“1 can’'t do it! 1 can’'t force my child into
a marriage so distasteful to her!” he inwardly
cried. “ She has been right all along.

Roberts is not a suitable husband for any
good girl, but, God knows, | never guessed he
was as bad as he is !”

For a moment he was tempted to tell Lilian
everything, but the desire speedily faded. It
would be useless to argue that his father had
intended the money for him—had died a sud-
den death the very night he had written mak-
iug an appointment with his lawyers for the
drawing up of the will. Useless to argue that
William Dale was a drunken scoundrel, un-
worthy even of their charity.

He did not doubt what she. would reply.
The money was legally William’s, and he, who
had stolen it, must give it back. She would
say this, and she would add that though it
meant comparative poverty to them, right must
be done, and at once.

“No, | cannot tell her,” he thought. “I
would sooner die than let William squander
all that money away. It was meant for me;
and I'll keep it—keep it for Lilian.”

In his extremity he tried to find excuses for
Sir Lester’'s cowardly threats.

" lie loves my girl—he’'s mad to get her.
How can | blame him—I, who knows what a
jewel she is? lie’ll be good to her, and as
Lady Roberts and with plenty of money to
continue her noble work, she. cannot fail to be
haplpy. Yes, | will keep my secret, and she
shall marry him. It is best so—best so!”

As he crossed the threshold of the beautiful
drawing-room Lilian, who was sitting by the
fire, started up with a cry.

“ Father, are you ill?”

“ No, girlie, no,” he answered.
I've had bad news.”

“ Oh, my poor dear,” said the girl softly,
drawing him into a chair, and sinking in hei
favourite attitude at his feet. “ Tell me all
about it. Is that the reason Sir Lester called ?
Is it he who brought you this bad news?”

The lawyer nodded, and looked away. He
could not meet those pure, lovely eyes. He
hated himself for the lies he was about to
breathe to her.

“ 1 won't go into details, Lilian,” he said.
“It's just this. Through something that oc-
cured years ago—something in which | was
not really to blame—1 find myself faced with
ruin.”

“ Ruin! Do you mean disgrace?” asked the
girl in a rapid, incredulous voice.

He nodded.

“ You wouldn't understand,” he continued.
“ Yet it is possible for disgrace to fall upon a
person even though he has always done what
he considered the right thing. You mustn't
think, dear----- 7

“Oh, | couldn’'t think you had ever done
wrong,” she broke in. “ But ruin—disgrace—
oh, mg é)oor, darling father, surely it can't

a

“ But I—

be as as that?”
“ The position is worse than | dare tell
you, child,” he groaned. “ Rich though I

am, money will be of no avail. There is only
one man who can help me, and he—he wilj,
if you marry him.”

Lilian stared up at him blankly.

“ Sir Lester,” she said.

“ Yes,” he answered.

“ Why, in what way can Sir Lester save my
father from disgrace?” questioned the girl, her
heart beginning to beat painfully.

“ By keeping silent,” was the" reply in low,
strained tones. *“ He alone knows of it. If he
speaks | am a lost man—my good name, every-
thing | possess depends on his silence.”

“ But you are innocent!”

“ | cannot prove it, and without proofs my
bare word counts for nothing.”

“ Sir Lester is a friend of yours.
know the facts?”

“ Yes, he knows all.”

“ Why, then, should he speak?”

“ It is a matter of business. To-day he has
learned that by giving information to certain

Does he

-1f you like your Parody Supplement, please recommend it to your friends

people it will benefit him financially. There
IS no reason why he should remain silent un-
less—upless he is to become my son-in-law.”

A bitter little laugh escaped Lilian.

“ 1 see,” she said. “ So Sir Lester shows
himself in his true colours at last? He would
betray a friend for the sake of money!”

“ Put it the other way,” said the lawyer
huskily. “ He will save that friend for the
sake of the woman he loves.”

“ Exactly. He offers you your freedom at
the price of your daughter,” cried the girl,
rising to her feet. “ Oh, he is all that |
thought him, and worse—worse! Father, |
will go down and speak to him myself on this
subject. Yes, he shall prove now just what
his so-called love for me is worth.”

“ Lilian I j

Mr Dale thrust out an appealing hand. She
looked back at him. His haggard face and
twitching lips brought quick tears to her eyes,

“ Don’t worry, dear,” she said quaveringly.
“ 1 know that, whatever this thing may be,
you are guiltless, and if Sir Lester's silence
depends on me | will buy it—at any cost.”

“ Wait—after all, | had better tell you----- "

“ No—what you have already told me is
sufficient. Do you think I could doubt you—
you, my own true, dear lather? The whole
world might rise up here and condemn you,
and | wouldn't believe you capable of a false
word to me.”

With a smothered groan the man buried bis
face in his hands, and ere he could speak
again Lilian went swiftly from the room.

Every nerve, in her tingled with indignation
and scorn against Sir Lester.

She ran down to the library and stood Ire-
fore him, white and beautiful in her simple
evening frock, but with eyes so full of anger
and mouth so set with determination that his
arrogant smile of greeting instantly vanished.

A storm of reproaches broke from her.

“You who call yourself my father’s friend
should be the last to threaten him !” she cried
fiercely. " You know that his trouble is not
of his own making, yet you dare to come here
and persecute him as though he were covered
in guilt.”

“ Has your father told vpu the facts?” asked
Sir Lester.

“ | refused to listen to them. He is inno-
cent. Nothing else matters. But | under-
stand that it will pay you to publish those
facts, and since apparently you need money |
now demand your price. My father is a rich
man. Let him have the chance of buying
your silence.”

“ Mv, price is you, Lilian,” said the Baronet
quietly. “ I have already told Mr Dale—as
his son-in-law only will | consent to keep his
secret.”

“ This is preposterous—a man you know to
be innocent----- 7

“ 1 do not know it. | have nothing but his
word to go on,” he interrupted cunningly.
“ But as your husband | will do my best to
believe in his innocence.”

Lilian’s hand went to her leaping heart.

“ You are wicked !” she cried passionately.
“ If you really loved me you would not tTy and
force me by such means.”

He took a step nearer, and touched her
quivering shoulder.

“ It is because 1 love you—because | see no
other way to get you—that 1 have taken this
course,” he said beneath his breath. * You
have driven me mad with your cold, scornful
ways. Long ago | swore to win you, and by
Heaven | will! Hate me, despise me, shud-
der at my touch if you like, I will take -you,
hate and all. You will have to come to me,
Lilian. You will have to give in, or by this
hour to-morrow your father’s name will be a
by-word all through the city. The whole
country will call him—a thief I’

Lilian reeled back with a strangled cry. lie
clipped his arm around her, holding her in a
tight, cruel grip.

“ A thief!” he repeated. “ Now, will you
refuse? You, who are so ready to give a
helping hand to a fallen stranger, do you
really hesitate to save your own father from
prison?”

* Prison! Ah, no, no, no.

You are say-
ing this to frighten me.

I can't—I1 won't be-

43

lieve it! Let me go!” she gasped, struggling
to free herself.

“ It is true,” he said, his hot breath burning
her cold cheek. “You and | alone can save
him.  Will you refuse, Lilian? Will you re-
fuse ?’

“ No; | consent!” The words came from
her in a choking sob. “ Twill marry you, Sir
Lester, and may God forgive you for this.
Let me go! Let me go, | say! You have
won ! Let me go!”

With a low, triumphant laugh he kissed her
full on the lips, and released her.

“ You will learn to love me,” he said.
am content to wait.”

Lilian stumbled blindly from the room, and
fled up the stairs, to sink, weeping, at her
father’s feet.

Sir Lester lingered a while, but neither of
them came down, and presently, shrugging his
shoulders, he took his departure.

“ So far, so good,” he pondered. “ | have
managed Dale and Lilian all right. Now, 1
must arrange with that old drunkard. He'd

better stop in my house. He'll be as docile
as a child so long as he has enough to drink.
As for my debts—well, Dale can settle those
in course of the week. | can bleed him all |
like after this.”
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As had been arranged, Mike Foster returned
to Rose Village first thing in the morning.

When he alighted from the train one of the
porters who recognised him as the unfortunate
John Smith’s “ brother-in-law ” informed him
that the farm had been burnt to the ground in
the night.

11 Good gracious!” exclaimed Mike with an
amazement which might have deceived any-
one. “ But my sister and the others—are
they safe?”

On being told that Mrs Smith’'s daughter
Bessie had perished in the fire he looked so
shocked and grieved that the porter regretted
having broken the news with such abruptness.

“ Mrs Smith and her husband are at Hill
Cottage,” he added. “ They weren't hurt
much, but the lad who was stopping there last
night, he*s been badly burnt, and isn’'t ex-
pected to live.”

“What! You mean my young friend Will?
Dear, dear! Who could a-dreamt such a thing
would happen. | ihust go to mv sister at
once. Hill Cottage, did you say? Let me
see ! Isn't that the white house at the end of
the village?”

* Yes—Mrs Miller’s. She took Mr and Mrs
Smith in. The lad's there as well.”

“ Has the body of my poor niece been dis-
covered?”

“ No, and never will, Mr Foster. The farm
was burnt to a cinder. Kveryone's sayin(l;
what a lucky thing John Smith's own littl*
girl was away, else she too might have been
burnt.”

Mike wiped bis eyes, sniffed once or twice,
and -went out into the village. Everyone was
discussing the fire. For the time being people
forgot their dislike for Maria and her
“ brother,” and were generous in their ex-
pressions of sympathy for the loss they had
sustained.

ui 1 suppose there’ll have to be an inquest
on the ashes,” pondered Mike. What a
farce! A bally nuisance too. But it's best
all round that Bessie should be believed
dead.'5

Hill Cottage was a ptelty house standing ir
a well-kept garden and orchard. It's owner
was a middle-aged widow who before Maria
had come upon the scene had often visited
John Smith and his motherless child.

When she heard that Rose Farm was on
fire she had sent her stableman along with
her old pony chaise and a message that if
shelter were needed for John Smith he could
come to her.

She had scarcely bargained for Maria and
the unknown boy Will Adams as well, but
husband and wife, of course, could not b*
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separated, and the lad, Dr Jones said, would
be conveyed to the county hospital- in the
morning. So she had taken all three in for
the night.

Mike Foster was a stranger to her.

“ What a horrible-looking man,” she thought
as he introduced himself, and inquired for
Maria. “ If all Mrs Smith’s relations are like
that the less I see of her and them the better.”

“ 1 will tell your sister you are here,” she
said, and hastened out of the room.

Mike took a quick panoramic glance about
him. It was evidently the dining-room he
was in, and on the sideboard were shining
pieces of plate, which his professional eye
valued as worth at least fifty pounds.

However, he could see nothing that he could
safely take with the exception of a small solid
silver salver, and this he unhesitatingly
whipped into his pocket.

“The old woman will never suspect where
it's gone,” he assured himself. “ Ten chances
to one she’ll blame the servant.”

Then Maria appeared, and hurriedly they
discussed the next move in their villainous
game.

“ Everything is all right,” she whispered.
“We don't need to worry about Will. = He’s,
too bad to talk yet, and they're sending him
to the hospital to-day—five miles off. Dr
Jones doesn’t think he’ll get over it.”

“ If he does I'll soon quieten him by threat-
ening to do for Nellie,” smiled Mike. “
only have to keep going to see him till we're

“ Well, now, look here,” said the woman,
“ you get back to town quick, and take Bessie
to Miss Dale. Say you've brought her be-
cause the place is burnt down. She'll be cer-
tain to have the fchild stop with her, and
that's what we want.”

“What about John?”

“ I've telegraphed to Mr Dale asking him
to put off Sir Andrew Brend’'s visit to-day.
No doubt he’ll give you money to move John
into town, for, of course, he can't remain in
this house, and you must make that clear.”

“It won't do to have the Dales runnin
down here any more,” observed Mike. “ I
Miss Dale hears about Will she'll go and see
him in hospital. She’s just that sort.”

“You're right,” nedded Maria. “ But in
order to move John we must have money. |
haven't a penny. I've lost everything in that
wretched fire. | wish we’d never done it.”

“ Don’'t you worry, my gal,” whispered the
burglar. “ We'll be away from here before
another day is over. Meantime I'll get back
to town and take Bessie to the Dales.”

His wife stared anxiously at him.

“ Do you know, Mike, | almost wish we'd
said it was Nellie and not Bessie who was
killed last night. It might have been better
for us to let John come into the money as we
first planned.”

“If you think that you're a fool,” he an-
swered roughly. “ Things have altered a good
bit this last week or so. John’s likely to be
cured, and the only way we can save our-
selves when that happens is to buy his silence
with Nellie's life. Bending that, we must
make all we can out of the Dales. With
Bessie in their house there'll be all sorts of
chances. | guarantee Miss Dale’s got a nice
load of jewels. You wait, gal—you wait!”

While this conversation was taking place
T.ilian Dale was sitting alone in her dainty
boudoir.

Maria’s telegram lav on a table before her.
It had arrived after her father had left for
business, and the startling news it contained
brought temporary oblivion of her own great
trouble.

* Thank God John Smith and his child
were saved!” she thought. 1 But Mrs Smith’s

oor little Bessie—how awful she should have

een burnt to death !”

Much as she disliked Maria, she pitied her
intensely for losing her only daughter. She
had never seen Bessie, but the idea of any
child meeting with so, terrible a fate filled her
with pain.

“ 1 must go down this afternoon and see
what | can do for the poor woman,” she said.
“ Something must be arranged about getting

Mr Smith and little Nellie a new home, too.
I will speak to father on the subject at lunch.”
But Mr Dale did not come home to lunch
that day. Instead his clerk telephoned Lilian
that he was called out of town on business,
and would not be back until late at night.

It was not business, however, that kept the
lawyer out all day. It was because the sight
of Lilian’s white face and haggard looks tor-
tured him—because he feared he might again
be tempted to confess his unhappy secret, and
irt]3|d0ing so make her ten times more miser-
able.

No reference to last night had been made
at breakfast. It had been a silent, hasty meal,
and shortly afterwards Mr Dale had departed
for his office.

Sir Lester Roberts did not call during the
morning, but Lilian was painfully .reminded
of his odious claim on her by a large bouquet
of hothouse flowers and a card bearing the
words—“ To my dearest girl, from her devoted
lover Lester.”

“ Take them away—put them where you
like, but not in my rooms,” the girl said to
her maid, and, shuddering, threw the card
into the fire.

On receiving her father's message she rang
the bell, and ordered the motor car to be ready
to drive into the country after lunch.

“ Sir Lester would object, of course,” she
mused bitterly. “ He will consider he has the
right now to interfere with what he calls my
ridiculous charities. But that is one thing
he shall never do. He can make father’s life
and mine as miserable as he chooses, but he
shall- not prevent me from doing good where
and when | wish.”

Thrusting from her the memory of the man
she despised—the sacrifice she was to make
for.her dear father's sake—she absorbed her-
self in the thought of John Smith and little
Nellie, who were now homeless and more
than ever in need of her friendship.

“ Why shouldn’'t they come here?” shi
meditated. “ There's that suite, of rooms my
governess used to have. Father wouldn’t
mind. And if Mr Smith were with us he'd
have a better chance to recover quickly.”

The generous-hearted girl thrilled at the
idea of thus being able to look after the
paralysed man and his poor little child.

“ Naturally Mrs Smith would have to come
too," she thought with a frown. “ But not
Mr Foster—no ! Sir Andrew will put in his

own special nurse, and if Mr Smith is here he
needn’'t be troubled with that horrid man
again.”

THEN LET THE HEART BE
GLAD.

if counting o'er the. vanished years
That mark thy life's brief span.
Thou findest they have brought to thee
True love for God and man.
Then tel thy heart be glad.

If counting o'er thy treasures gone,
Thou findest yet a store
Of human love us strong and true
As in the days of yore,
Then let thy heart be glad.

Should thoughts of failure in the. past
Bring thee a saddened mood.
Look in thy heart, and if there dwells
A stronger love for good.
Then let thy heart, be glad.

if still the blessed pon-c.r is thine
Inother's heart to cheer,
if thou canal aid with heart and hand
The Master's service here.
Then let thy heart be. glad.

If in thy later noonday hours

Thou still const look above
And trust thyself and all thy cares
With Him whose name is f.ove,

Then let thy heart be glad.
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There are three magnificent stories yon can begin reading this week

But none of this could be arranged without
Mr Dale’s consent, and so Lilian decided
merely to drive down and bestow what com-
fort she could upon the mother who had lost
her child, and incidentally see that little
Nellie and her father were in good hands.

After making a poor pretence at a lunch
she went upstairs to dress for the journey.

She had scarcely reached her bedroom when
there came a loud peal at the front door bell.

Her heart beat with an uneasy thud.

“ 1 hope that isn't Sir Lester,” she said to
herself. “ He will ask where I am going, and
—ugh! how | hate the very idea of seeing
him now!”

Presently her maid entered.

“ If you please, miss, there’'s a Mr Foster
and a little girl called, and can you go down
at once?”

“ Mr Foster! A little girl! It must be
Nellie!” exclaimed Lilian, voicing her
thoughts aloud. “ Yes, Mary, say I'll be down
in a minute.”

Mike and Bessie had been ushered into the
library, and there they waited for a space
alone.

“You're sure you won't make no mistakes
now?” whispered the burglar.

The child's plain little face beamed as she
gazed around the handsome room.

“ No fear!” she whispered back. “ | say,
uncle, what a fine house. Look at all them
books, and ain’t this furniture grand?”

“ Mr Dale’s a very rich man,” said Mike.
“ I've heard he's got pictures that's cost a
small fortune.”

And while he spoke his cunning eyes swept
from one thing to another—the bronzes on the
carved oak mantelpiece, the glistening orna-
ments on the writing cabinet, the rich Per-
sian rugs on the floor.

He stepped over and examined the locks on
the window, and uttered a smothered laugh at
the simplicity of them.

“ The, dining-room must be opposite this,”
he speculated. “ There'll be something worth
swiping in there. | must get the boys on to

this—as soon as Bessie’s been here long
enough to tell us what's what,”
At that moment the door opened, and

Lilian Dale glided in.

“How do you do, Mr Foster?” she said,
without, however, extending her hand. “ I
am sorry to hear such bad news from yopr
sister. | was going to see her this afternoon.”

“ Very good of you. I'm sure, Miss Dale,”
said Mike, “ but Maria’s too cut up to sec
anybody. We're in a fearful muddle. We've
lost everything, you know; and we thought
perhaps you wouldn't mind having Nellie for
a day or so till we can fix up something.”

“ Then this is Nellie?” murmured the girl
as he pushed Bessie forward.

She took the child’s hands eagerly, and
drawing her from the shadows into the bright
light of the fire, looked at her intently.

“ Fortunately she was able to travel. She's
wonderfully better,” went on Mike. “ 1 was
saying only yesterday you'd hardly know she'd
been sick.”

But Lilian was not listening. With a be-
wildered air she was staring into Bessie's
grinning face and at the black, lank tresses of
hair which were hanging down her shoulders.

“ Nellie—this little Nellie " at last she said,
lifting her astonished eyes to Mike's. “ But
old Mr Smith told us little Nellie had blue
eyes and golden hair,”

Blue eyes and golden hair—and this child
had green-brown eyes and hair as black as
ebony. Was she dreaming? How could this
ugly, healthy, black-haired sprite and dainty,
beautiful golden-haired little Nellie, so de-
scribed by her grandfather, be one and the
same ?

It was an awkward moment for Mike Foster.
In their hurried scheming and arguing he and
Maria had overlooked the fact that the old
corn merchant might have given his friends a
faithful account of little Nellie's appearance,
and he was at a loss to know what to say.

Will he be able to explain away the differ-
ence? Is Bessio to take Nellie's place in
Lilian's home and heart? Next week’s fine
chapters tell you how Mike meets this crisis
that threatens his schemes.
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“| suffered from a more or less weak chest, from childhood,’, Mrs Baker told a
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cold which settled on my chest, with disastrous results. Every night, an hour or

two after going to bed, I would wake up with a stifling sensation in my throat and

chest, and with a cough so severe as to lift my head and shoulders up and down from

the pillow. In vain I tried to get the phlegm up, or in some way to free my chest and
throat from the suffocating tightness. | was powerless.
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Brampton Hospital for Consumption; where | was told that my complaint had reached a
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“ Finding that I was no better after four months’ hospital treatment, my husband pre-
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dyou an assortment of beautiful Gold-mounted Xu aj
v Year Cards, includin': foidc-s tied with ribbon, at or.

penny each. We trust you with the Cards ; sell or use tvhat yot"
can within JSdays at Id each, and we will reward vuu according
to our Free Prize lasts we send with Cards. WRITK AT ONCE
iro-dcard will do) -

NEW CARD CO., Ltd., 94 Byron House, Fleet St., LONDON, E.C.

BEDSTEADS!

Newestratternsin Metal & Wood of every description. Bedding.
W ire Mattresses, Cots, Chair Beds, &c. Furn ture—Bedroom &
General. Allnoodssent directfromfactory tohome, saving mid-
dle profit. Send postcard to-day for Illustrated Price Lists most
free'.fallow discountforcash,orsupply goods payableinmonthly
instalments,or inanv way that will suityou. Establlshed/‘ e.iri
CHARLtb RILEY, {Desk B) MO E
BIRMINGHAM
Please mention Red Letter when writing for lists

Patterns of 20/- Costumes
FREE on receipt of postcard.

SEND

OMLY1/

TO-DAY.

hie Lady’'s or Maid's Long
Roll Silk Collar. Rich

HIGH-CLASS COSTUME

Tailor-made Coat and Skirt,
ill Blacker Navy Blue Serjte. for
15/- just “as an advertisement
Postage 6d extra. We donotsend
patterns for this Costume. WE

ND THIS COSTUME to any

address on receipt of 1/-deposit
and upon payment of the last of 14
Weekly Instalments of !/ -per week,
making a total of 15 - in all. A
Handsome Present is given

FREE.

State bust and waist measure and
skirt length If Costtime is not the
biggest bargain you _ever received,
return it and e will pay you |
more than itcost Send to-day!
ENCLOSE Is P.O.

CRAIG, CRAIG & GO.,
(Dept. 28),
81 DUNLOP STREET, GLASGOW-

The most Uani'CTOiis vegetable irritant
poison is that of the ihhwood tree of the Fiji
Islands. One drop of trie sup hilling on the
hand is as painful as a touch oi a hot iron.
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Prizes are awarded every week for Jokes and Parodies.

Have you sent yours yet ?

THE HUE AND CRY.

Gentleman Dick Tells of a Stern Chase by Detectives.

“ The pitcher goes to the well once too
often.” That was what | said to “ Pam”
when | realised that Detective Branston had
recognised me, and that it was to be a duel
between us. Of course, “ Pam ” laughed at
my fears, and declared that we were a m$dch
for all the 'tecs of London. With the pro-
ceeds of the diamond robbery we could afford
to lie low and have a good time, but 1 thought
it best that we should separate until we saw
how the land lay.

“Pam ” and | removed to a quiet hotel in
Luston Road, while Joe and Jim slipped away
to Brighton for a week. But if Xthought that
| had put Branston off the scent 1 was mis-
taken, for | found out that | was being
shadowed, not only by Branston, but by two
other 'tecs. Of course, the robbery made a
big sensation in London, and the ‘“hue and
cry 7 was fairly up. The police gave out that
they were completely in the dark as to the
perpetrators of the daring robbery, and That
they had no clue. Paragraphs to that effect
appeared in most of the papers, and “ Pam”
gloated over it. But | was an older hand at
the game, and | knew that the

Sleuth Hounds were on the Scent,
and that they were having a game of bluff,
thinking to make me careless and betray
myself.

I went out alone the following day, and
while walking along Holborn | was conscious
that | was being followed. | halted at a
tobacconist's window, and through a mirror |
caught sight of Branston on the opposite side
of the street. He was not alone, and it was
not a brother officer who walked with him.
To my horror | saw that it was the jeweller’s
traveller | had robbed.

They were stalking me, and the game would
be up if he was able to recognise me. At first
1 thought of making a bolt for it, but that
would be a sure sign of guilt. An idea came
to me. | deliberately crossed the street in
front of them, and entered a restaurant which
| had often patronised. | knew that Branston
and the jeweller would follow, so | walked
right through the front saloon and upstairs.

It was a slack time, for luncheon was over,
and, fortunately for me, there was only the
waiter in the little room. l.uck again favoured
me, for | recognised in him an old friend,
Charlie' B----- ,who had once been employed
at- a club which a few of my profession, self
included, used to frequent.

“ Charlie,” 1 cried, “ there’s a couple of
men downstairs f don’t want to meet. Isn't
there a back way out through the cellars?”

Charlie was all attention, and 1 slipped a
sovereign into his hand.

“ Get me out, and there’s five more for you
to-morrow,” | said.

“ Right you are, sir,” he said. “.This wav
—quick! 1 hear footsteps on the stair.”

He opened a side door, and carefully closed
it behind him, shooting back the spring lock.
It was -

A Narrow Shave.
for as we stood behind the door | could hear
Branston’s voice. “ Not here,” he said to his
companion. “ He's as slippery as an eel, but
he can’t be far away.”

He tried the door, but found it locked.

I was not out rtf the wood ¥1t by a long
rhalk, and with Branston on the premises 1|
calculated that it would not be safe to leave
the place.

“ 1 must hide somewhere,” 1 whispered to
Charlie as wc descended a nairow stone stair.
* Does this lead to the cellars?”

“ Yes ; but you can’t hide down here,”
the reply.

We had reached the cellar, and | had a look
round. | saw a way of escape if the coast
was clear, for there was a trapdoor by which
the boxes and barrels were lowered from a
backyard.

“ Are these barrels all full
asked.

Vas

of liquor?” |

“ No. There’s three dummy ones,” was the
repl

FI’nya moment | had removed the lid of one,
and slipped in.

“I'll stay here until it's dark,” | said.
“You'll earn a fiver if 1 manage to get out
through the trapdoor.”

Charlie lightly fixed on the lid, so that I
could pull it down at the least sign ol dan-
er. lie promised to report to me what was

appening, and | settled down to put in the
most uncomfortable time | had ever had in iny
life. I've been in a few tight places in’ my
time, but

That Barrel was the Limit.

It had been used for port, and although 1 like
a %(Iass now and again the smell from that
cask almost made me sick. 1 sat cooped up
there, scarce daring to move, until I became
quite cramped and stiff. Still, 1 consoled my-
self with the thought that anything was better
than a prison cell.

In about an hour’s time someone came into
the cellar, and | heaved a sigh of relief when
| heard Charlie whispering to me that he be-
lieved the coast was clear. Branston had
searched every nook and cranny upstairs and
downstairs, but had neglected the cellar. |
suppose he argued that | could not possibly
be there.

“There was an open window in the back
saloon, and he thinks you left by it,” said
Charlie..

That was welcoihe intelligence, and with
Charlie’s help | crawled out of the wine cask.
I almost fell, so cramped and sore was I, and
if Branston had appeared at that moment I
was done for. | could have offered no resist-
ance. | stayed in that cellar until it began
to grow dark, and then with Charlie's (the
waiter) assistance, 1 clambered up through
the trapdoor, and reached the courtyard at
the back. It was now an easy matter to get
out, for there was an entry which led into
the street.

In five minutes | was on mv way to Euston
Road, but I went warily, for | felt sure Bran-
ston would be on the watch. | was right, for
as | approached the hotel I met “ Pam.” He
was in a state of great excitement.

“ The 'tec has been here, and the traveller
we robbed was with him. They asked the pro-
prietor about us, and if you had returned to
the hotel. There’s another ’'tec left in the
hotel, and you mustn’t go in.”

Things were, indeed serious, and there was
nothing for it but flight. 1 told “ Pam” of
my afternoon’s adventure, and the “ Kid’s”
face grew grave. We debated our position,
and “ Pam” was eager'fop me to go to Joe
and Jim, but

If 1 was to Sink
I didn't want to lake my pals down with me.
I told “Pam” to return to the hotel and get
my money.

“ Don't trouble about the travelling bags,”
| said. “ I've got to travel light to-night.”

“ Where you go 1 go, Dick,” said * Pam,”
but | shook my head, and told him that he
must stay behind for a bit, and wait develop-
ments.

In a quarter of. an hour he met me on the
street, and handed me the money. 1 told him
that | intended to make for Birmingham, and
lie low, and as | had not much time to catch
the train | said goodbye to “ Pam,” wondering
if 1 would be lucky enough to see the “ Kid ”
again.

| reached the station, and found 1 had ten
minutes to wait. Now, | should have kept
my eyes open iu the booking hall, but
thought | had thrown Branston off. | booked
first-class to Birmingham, so that | might have
a compartment to ntyself.

I was looking out of the carriage window to
spot a paper boy, when to iny consternation |
saw Branston emerge from the booking hall.

| realised that he had been too smart for me.
| sat back in the corner of the carriage, won-
dering what | should do. Clearly Branston

thou%t that | had not twigged him, and I
saw his game.

Immediately the train arrived at “ Brum ” |
would be arrested on suspicion. They would
bring the jeweller through and any other wit-
nesses they had to identify me. | could have
left the train at that moment, but Branston

would "be watching me. 1 sat still, and the
train started. It was no pleasant journey I
had that night, | can tell you. As the train

rushed on |

Wondered What Would Happen to Me
at the journey’s end. 1 asked myself the ques-
tion—Why did not Branston arrest me before
the train started, and the only answer | could
supply was that he had not sufficient evidence
to connect me with the affair. He had made
up his mind that it was my work, for it was
just the sort of thing “ Gentleman Dick ”

would do. That is how the detectives make
smart captures. They know that every
“crook ” has his special lay, and when a

crime takes place the ’'tecs know that there
are only a few capable of committing it. Some
of the class may be in prison, and they are
out of count. Now, | was a free man at the
time of the jewel robbery. 1 was in London
at the time, and Branston argued that | was
the most likely man. My only chance lay iu
the possibility that | had left no clues behind.

The train rattled on, and once when we
stopped | was tempted to snheak out, but a
glance out of the window told me that Bran-
ston was on the watch.

However, | had hit on a plan to give Bran-
ston another surprise, and | carried it into
execution as the train approached Birming-
ham.  When a train approaches any large
centre where there is a lot of traffic it always
goes down to half-speed. | was not going to
risk jumping from the train, and perhaps
smashing myself up on the track, but, cauti-
ously opening the door on the off side, I
stepped out. | left the door open, and, grasp-
ing the rail, | walked along the footboard.
Mine was the second last compartment of the
coach, and | had to(j)ass a carriage in which
there was an old lady and gentleman. They
were too busy with thelr luggage to notice mv
fac&e at the window. | reached the buffers,
an

Hanging On for Dear Life.

| stood up. You may hava noticed the steps
at the end of each coach used by railway ser-
vants when they wish to get on the roof. That
was my plan, and | groped for the steps. The
train rattled over the points, and had | not
gripped the rail firmly 1 would have been
dashed beneath the wheels.

At last | reached the roof, and lay down
flat. The train slackened speed. Slower and
slower it went, until at length we were, in the
station. | never budged from my perch, and,
being on the far side of the sloping roof, |
could not be seen from the platform. The
passengers bustled out, porters grappled with
the luggage, and then | heard voices directly
below me. | recognised Branston’'s voice.

“ Confound it! He must have left the
train,” he said. *“ See, the door is open !”
“ Wh did you not nab him in London?”

asked, probab a Birmingham officer.

“ Because 1 Wanted to make no mislakc. |
want to know if he has any of the diamonds.”

“Well, he's given you the slip. We had
better send men out to watch the line.”

I smiled as | lay aloft, and then the train
began to move. As | had anticipated, it was
shunted into a yard, and in less than twenty
minutes 1 was down from the precious perch,
and making my way out of the railway station.
1 had reached Birmingham in safety, and so
far the game was in my hands.

Gentleman Dick's adventures will be con-

1 watched him enter the same train, and then j tinued next week.
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HAVE YOU BENTERED THE MAGNIFICENT NEW COMPETITION

Splendid Prizes for All Who Complete.

£10 to £1 10s to be given in Cash.

JOIN NOW AND SECURE

A PAIR OF SANDOWS SPRING GRIP DUMBBELLS FREE

FOR SEVEN DAYS' TRIAL FOR EVERY READER IN CHEAT BRITAIN.

Every reader of the “ Red Letter” who sends the Coupon below may at once secure
a pair of Sandow’'s Famous Spring-Grip Dumb-Bells for seven days’ free home
trial, and full particulars of the most wonderful competition ever announced, which it is
open to every “Red Letter” Reader to enter WITHOUT ENTRANCE FEE, and in which every
boy, youth, man, girl, and woman may receive a Prize.

So that you may at once prepare to secure the large cash awards, with every
~pair we also send Two Charts of Exercises, one showing in detail the way to
perform each of the original exercises of the Sandow System, the other
~showing how many times each exercise should be done daily by the average
jnan or youth, woman or girl, together with hints on how, when, and where
>exercise, how to take a cold bath, and other useful information, by
following which every reader can not only prove his or her strength
and general physique, but likewise safeguard and improve the

health, and share the cash awards, which are open to all.

ot 19 These Charts havfe been carefully prepared by Mr Sandow
for presentation and use with every pair of Dumb-bells

If, after using these dumb-bells for Seven Days free, you decide to

keep them, s\nd us deposit of 2/6 and promise to pay the remainder

of tlie price at the rate of 2 6 per mont'c, which only means the small sum of ONE PENNY
PER DAY.

SANDDW'S GRIP DUMB BELLS are now acknowledged to be the most perfect Physical
Appliance ever invented, and hundreds of thousands of pairs are in daily use in every country on
the face of the earth. They are equally suitable for the delicate and the strong; their res stance
can be adjusted to the strength of the weakest; and increased as occasion arises. They are a
complete Phvsical Culture Outfit for use in the home by any person at any age.

SIMPLE CONDITIONS OF THIS PLEASANT AND REMUNERATIVE COMPETITION NOW AVAILABLE

A few minutes* exercise daily with this apparatus will give health and strength to the
weakest, and increased strength and stamina to the strong. They will give to woman fuller
grace of figure, encouraging beauty of form ; to men greater dignity and distinction. Exercise with
the Dumb-bells quickly develops the muscles of the arms, deepens and strengthens the chest; whilst
exercises are also included for developing the leg museles and improving the general physique.

The user of Sandow’s Grip Dumb-bells quickly becomes as “fit as a fiddle ” and as * strong as a
lion." Yon can put three inches on your chest measurement and increase all your other muscles
in proportion by using the Grip Dumb-bells a few minutes a day for three months.

There is nothing to pay to secure the Dumb-bells; there is no entrance fee to the competition
in which everyone may receive a prize, and in which the conditions are so sirpple that every one, young
or old, male or female, can enter now with the same advantage as those who entered previously.

Fill in the form below, and test the Sandow Grip Dumb-bell for yourself free of cost.

ROOAI 66, SANDOW HALL, BURY STREET. LONDON, W.C.

Date....oocireeiieiiii e 1911
Gentlemen,— Please send me by return one pair * of your Suitable for age
Gentlemen's Sprlng Grlp Dumb-bells at 12s 6d IS ami upwards.
Youths* ” 103 6d U to IS
Ladies’ ., 10S sC 16 and upwards.

This order 2 given on condition that after Seven Days’ l:irc Trial, should 1 deride not to keep the Dumb-Bells, | may return them
immediately direct to Sandow Hall, and no charge whatsoever vtU he made.

Sinned......ccooeeviiieiinnnnns
FREE
TRIAL. AdAress....ovevenenes

'Plea33 Cross out Sizes not
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PEOPLE YOU KNOW.

Elsie Warren is the pretty blind wife of Collier
Jim, for marrying whom she has been
cast off by her father,

Ralph Harwood. Kisie is supplanted at the
Manor House, Mr Harwood’s home, by

Frank Hewitson, her cousin, who hates Collier
Jim. Jim has been thrown out of work
by the fatal explosion in the Seaham
Pit. and Hewitson offers him work in his
own colliery. Jim accepts, but Hewitson
runs some tubs down on him in an at-
tempt to kill him. He is saved, however,

by littlo
Benny Brown, who throws him out of the way
of danger, but is badly hurt, himself,

Hewitson is short of money, having been
robbed of a large sum by

Sam Ford and Jacob Scarthe,
Sam loves

Mollle Marley, Elsie’s friend, but his advances
are indignantly repulsed. Sant waylays
Mollie, and drags her into the dirty hut
he occupies. Mollie escapes, and tells
her brother,

Chris Marloy, of the assault. Chris is furious,
and leaves the cottage to have revenge
on Sam Ford, who it spending the money
he stole from Hewitson freely. The
latter is angry at Elsie’s marriage, as he
hoped by wedding her himself to gain
Mr Harwood's wealth. Mr Harwood
sends Frank Hewitson to Elsie to ask
her to give up her little baby Mary, never
to see her again. Elsie and Jim indig-
nantly refuse to part with their darling
child.

then tells Hewitson of how he was at-

tacked by Sam Ford and Jacob Scarthe

when they discovered he had overheard
their plot to rob Hewitson. The latter is
furious, and persuades Jim to accompany
him to Ford's house. There they find

Ford lying dead, he having been stabbed

bv Scarthe after an angry discussion.

They discover the brooch snatched from

Mollie Marlev in her escape from Ford's

clutches in the dead man’s hand, and

Hewitson secs n chance for having're-

venge on the girl for her stinging remarks

concerning the accident, in the Hewitson

Pit.

He informs the authorities and (hey decide
to arrest Mollie, who has been terribly
upset, at. the murder, fearing that Chris
is the culprit, he having left her to punish
Sam Ford. The police finds Mollie in

two ruffians.

Jim

True Life Romances are told in fascinating manner in each week's Red Letter

COLLIER JIM'S LASS

Elsie’s home, and Inspector Gibbons lays
a hand on her arm.

“ | arrest you, Mollie Marley,” he says to the
terror-stricken girl,
wilful murder of Samuel Ford.”

ft
Arrested. &
&

*gH

In the momentary hush following the grave,
stern words which fell from the Inspector's
lips, the look in Mollie Marley’s staring eyes,
the expression on her pale, drawn face, was
not of terror, but of amazment.

The paralysing fear which had gripped the
girl, driving the blood back upon her heart
in suffocating pressure, when she heard the
police-officer’s voice at the door, had vanished
even as he spoke the grim words of arrest.
For Mollie had anticipated some sharp in-
quiry as to her brother’'s whereabouts, some
announcement of the dreadful charge to be
laid against Chris. And since all her dread
had been for her brother alone, a great surge
of relief mingled now with the dumb astonish-
ment, in which she realised that she herself
was the object of official suspicion.

Through some extraordinary error, which
Mollie could not for the moment fathom, she
was held to be guilty of Sam Ford’s death ;
and so the terrible danger which had threat-
ened Chris was meantime averted. Of the
possible consequences to herself she did not
now stop to think; it was enough to know
that her brother might after all escape.

Jim Warren had turned aside, with a catch
of his breath, as the Inspector advanced to
lay his hand upon Mollie’s shoulder. Every
moment since his discovery of the murdered
man on. the previous night he had been ex-
pecting *this, and his only wonder was that
Frank Hewitson, in possession of fatal evi-
dence against Mollie Marlev, had not brought
about her arrest earlier. He stood with hid-
den face, speechless in his distress; and the
first to break the palpitating silence was his
blind girl-wife.

" Murder!” gasped Elsie.
Mollie, Mollie, what is this?”

With her golden hair falling unbound about
her shoulders, just as she had risen from, a
brief, troubled slumber after her night’s vigil
by Baby May, the blind girl tottered forward
to grasp Mollie Marley’s arm.

“What is this, Mollie?” she cried again.
“ What does he mean? Can | be dreaming
still? Sam Ford murdered, and you, Mollie
—you accused? Surely there is some great,
some terrible mistake? Oh, tell me—tell me
that it is not true!”

A quick shiver passed through Mollie Mar-
ley’s frame; she shook off her momentary
stupor, and turned to the slim, trembling girl
by her side. And as she looked into Elsie's
sweet face, white and strained now with
horror and appeal, hasty words of reassurance
and hot denial sprang to her lips. But she
checked them swiftly.” She must be silent,
make no denials, nor strive in any way to
clear herself of guilt. Through her and for
her alone Chris had sinned. It was her stor}
of Sam Ford’s insolence and insult which had
aroused his passionate anger and sent him
forth to the quarrel with its dreadful result.
And in response she must not seek to divert
susriicion from herself and possibly cast it
back upon him, but if need be endure the
punishment which he had earned for her sake.

And so Mollie Marley bit hpr lips to force
back any unwary utterance, and only pressed

“ Murder! Oh,

"on a charge of ¢

haired lass. “ But. it is impossible—it cannot
be true that you have done this thing! Tell
this man that he is mistaken — tell him lu

o j_n
Hush, hush, Elsie dear!” cried Mollie
wildly. “You do not know — you do not
understand—and | cannot, explain! Jim!”
she swung round in choking appeal to the
young”™ miner.  “ For pity’s sake, take her
away!”

“ Yes, Elsie, lass!” Jim Warren crossed
quickly to his wife and slipped an arm about
her shoulders. “ Come away—come back to
the other 100m and lie down!”

“ No, no!” For once Kisie Warren resisted
her husband’s counsel and control. “ | can-
not leave Mollie like this! | am blind and
in the dark ; | see nothing and hear so little,
but now | must know more, | must under-
stand. Mollie Marley charged with murder,
and does not deny it. It is too awful! Mollie,
Mollie, at least tell me -what it means, tell
me all the truth----- "

“ It is my duty to warn you, Mollie Mar-
lev,” interposed the InsEector's deep, de-
liberate tones, “ that anything you may sav
now will be taken down in writing and used
in evidence against you. 1 think that you
had better accompany me without further talk
or delay.”

“ Yes, yes, Twill come!” exclaimed Mollie
hurriedly. “ But first, tell me this—have you
found proof, evidence, to justify this charge
against me?”

Inspector Gibbons hesitated a moment be
fore he replied. “ Yes,” he said slowly. *“ I
should not have taken this step without such
proof. We have made discoveries which ap-
pear to point conclusively to you, and to you
alone.”

The look in Mollie Marley's dark eyes now
puzzled the Inspector for long afterwards; it
almost appeared to him that she welcomed
his words. However, it was but a fleeting
glance he caught, for she had turned again
10 Elsie Warren, and gently sought to release
herself.

“ Elsie, dear,” she cried brokenly, “you
must not keen me—I must go with him. It
is for the best—that is all that | can say. 1
am sorry that you should have known—so
soon ; | would have kept it all from von it T
could. Don’t fret yourself, dear lass, but
think the best you can of me, andJJray—pray
for me always. Good-bye now—and God bless
ou !”

She crushed the perplexed, WeeBing voting
wife to her bosom in a close embrace, then
slipped away, and with pale but firm face
gnd steady eyes crossed to the waiting Gib
ons.

“ I'm ready for you now !” she said calmly.

“ Mollie ! Mollie !” sobbed blind Elsie, but
Jim Warren took her up in his strong arms
and bore her into the inner chamber, while
Mollie. Marlev walked quietly out of the little
cottage by the Inspector’s side.

It was a hairi task for the young miner to
soothe and comfort Klsie, parrying her eager,
tearful questions since he dared not tell her
all he knew. But at length, worn out, Elsie
fell into a deep slumber, and as Baby May
lay peacefully asleep also, Jim stole out noise-
lessly to the fresh air. .As he stood by the
garden gate Dr Deans came along the \illage
street and pulled up at sight of him.

“ Well, Warren,” he said, with a sharp but
kindly glance at the young man's slightly
haggard face, “ you're not looking quite your-
self this morning. I'm afraid last night's
affair has upset you.”

“ That's true, doctor,” acknowledged lim
with a short sigh, and, adding that he had
since had little sleep, acquainted the medical
man of Baby .May's sudden and alaiming at-

a passionate kiss upon Elsie’s quivering mouth. 1tack.

But her silence, marked significantly by the
keen-faced Inspector, and observed also, with
sinking heart, b?/ Jim Warren, increased the
blind girl's bewilderment and alarm.

“You do not speak—you do not answer
me!” she burst out, clinging to the dark-

“ But why didn't you send for me, Warren?”
exclaimed the doctor. “ Croup is a perilous
thing to trifle with.”

“ Because 1 knew you already had your
hands full down at Sam Ford's, and because
when | reached home the danger seemed past.
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COLLIER JIM'S LASS—Continued.
Mojlie Marley had done all she could, and
little May was breathing easily again.%

“Well done, Mollie!” said Dr Deans. “ I'm
on my way to a case now, Warren, but I'll
look in and see the little one later.%

“ Thank you, doctor 1% returned Jim warmly.
““You've been a good friend to us—and so has
poor Mollie. We can never forget what she
did for us last night, and | wish to Heaven
1 could help her now in her trouble.”

Dr Deans glanced at him closely and curi-
c'usly. “ What do you mean, Warren? Mollie
Marley in trouble-----

“Then you haven't heard, doctor?5 Jim
Warren's look and tones revealed his surprise.
4 Don’'t you know that the lass is suspected—
ay, and arrested, here in my own cottage an
hour ago—for Sam Ford’s murder?”

The worthy medico’s startled eyes flashed
with  anger and indignation. “ Great
Heavens!” he ejaculated. “ The fools—the
blundering fools! Mollie Marley responsible
for Sain Ford's death— Mollie Marley a mur-
deress—they’re mad to dream of such a thing!
I'd stake my last farthing the lass had nothing
to do with the affair.%

Jim Warren's heart warmed at the other’s
swift and generous defence of the girl, but he
shook his head sadly.

“ 1 wish | could believe that too, doctor,
he said, “ but I—1 can't!” Then, impul-
sively, he laid a hand upon Deans’ arm. “ Lis-
ten to me, doctor. | know you feel friendly
lowards the lass, and | can trust you. Things
arc blacker against Mollie Marley than you
think, and she’s in terrible danger. When Mr
Hewitson and | came upon Sam Ford down
yonder last night we found a brooch o'
MolHe’s lying by his hand----- ”

“ Rut that proves nothing, after all,” inter
jected Dr Deans hastily. “ The man might
have picked up the brooch somewhere; he
might have stolen it from the girl—it might
have come there in a score of ways.”

“ Av, doctor,” resumed Jim Warren, “ but
there’s more, and worse, to follow. T was
passin Ford's cottage myself early last night
when 1 saw a lass rush away from it, making
across the garden to the road. She didn't
notice me, but | could see her plain enough—
and ‘twas Mollie Marley! Tcalled to her, but
she paid no heed, and flew away like a wild
thing towards the village.”

Dr Deans’ intently eager face was grave and
concerned now.

“ Merciful powers!” he muttered. “ Is it
possible?  Warren, you've told no one else
of this?”

“ Av, 1 have,” answered the voting miner
bitterly, flushing wish shamed remorse. “ Fast
night, like a fool, before I'd time to think,
1 blurted out to Frank Hewitson what 1'd seen,
and that twas Mollie’s brooch we’d found,
and he vowed he'd tell the police all. That's
why they've arrested the lass now, doctor—
because o' what | told him, though Td ha’
cut my tongue out rather than do the lass
injury!”

r Deans stood plucking at his brown
beard, his eyes narrowed in rapid thought.

“Warren,” he. exclaimed quickly. “ what
time was it that you saw Mollie Marley tea\
ing Ford's cottage? | warn you to be care 1
ful before you answer— | want you to tell me
exactly.”

The young miner considered tor
moments. “’Twas barely eight o'clock,” he
replied. “ For | went on to Seaham Harbour,
and as | ouhp into the town the clocks were ;
just striking the hour.”

The medical man drew a sharp breath, and j
his eyes glistened.

“ You’'re certain of that, Warren?'’ he cried
“ You are making n< mistake?  You could
swear to that time, if necessary?”

“ Ay, | could, swear to it," returned Jim,
something in the other’'s manner rommunicat
ing a thrill of inward excitement to him.
“ Rut- -why do you ask me that ?"

“ Recause 1 may - 1 shall want you to
swear to it,” said Deans impressively, with a
new ring in his voice and the shadows lifting
from his brow. *“ Warren, the day after to-
morrow the inquest on Ham Ford’s body is to
be held, and you must promise me to repeat
everything vuu have just told me!”

The young miner's face fell, and he eyed the j

(Continued on next page.) !
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IS THAT YOUR CONDITION?

\ SORTS"/

Perhaps you don't feel right-
down ill, and yet you are not “

up

to the mark” ! You have occasional
headaches, perhaps—a little dizzi-

INDIGESTION
PAINS AFTER

ness, some pain after eating, or
wind in the stomach!
out of sorts.”
you should be like that, and it isn’t

You are “ all
It isn't right that

necessary!

EATING

Your stomach is at fault.

Take

a few doses of Mother Seigel’s

BILIOUSNESS

Syrup, after meals, and you will

soon be as well as you wish. The

WIND

herbal extracts of which Mother

Seigel’s Syrup is made will tone up

HEADACHES

and strengthen your stomach, and

thus banish your ailments, increase

CONSTIPATION
SLEEPLESSNESS

your vitality, and make you fit and
well.
Syrup for yourself to-day 1

Buy and try a bottle of the

MOTHER

SEIGELS SYRUP

WILL

CURH YOU

The 2}6 bottle contain* three time* as much as the IIt\ size*
Sold also in tablet form, pries 219

With Care.

The village Sunday school treat was in full
swing, and after a rollicking time the young-
sters were now engaged on a heavy tea. Little
Johnny, though unaccustomed to very rich
fare, had been tending to his " Little Mary- "
until he could not accommodate another
mouthful, and he was consequently”™ feeling
slightly uncomfortable. *“ Shall 1 lift you
down, my little man ?” was the gentle inquiry
of a lady helper who had noticed Johnny
wriggling about on his seat. " Yus, please’'m,”
assented Johnny, whose distended anatomy
made him hold himself as a stiff poker ;
" yer can lift me down, but,” and here his
appealing look was truly pathetic, ” please
don’t bend me !"— Joseph Close, Brandon.

Not Likely.

” Well, did you like the theatre ?” asked the
mistress of a servant to whom she had given a
ticket. * | did that, mum, and it was tine.”
‘* But whv did you not see the play out ? You
are home earlv?” ” Indeed | did. mum.
Ther* were grand ladies in the boxes and ele-
gant gentlemen next me, and T had a lovely
seat, and enjoyed myself looking at the picture
as much as anybody. But when they took
the picture up and | found myself looking into
a gentleman’s house, and some ladies came in
and began discussing family matters | came
away. It wasn’t for the likes of me to sit and
listen to family secrets. 1| hope | know my
place better tbafr that, mum.” — Walter Davies,
Netherton.

Mr*. MABEL THACKW ELL saved her child-* life by obtaining “ Scott's"
Emulsion when the Doctor said her little girl was suffering from

Consumption

Mrs. Thackwell writes from 126, Lewis Street, Newport, Mon.t

July 31, 1911 : *

profuse night sweats.
markable results.

My little girl, aged 9, had to give up school, was
frightfully weak and low spirited.

She had a dreadful cough and

1 gave her Scott’s Emulsion with most re-
I firmly believe my child is now quite cured of

consumption, and | have Scott's Emulsion alone to thank for it. She

is perfectly/well and strong.'*

consumption when

This is the result in all cases of

SCOTT'S EMULSION

is given so soon as the disease is recognised. This unique quality of Scott's Emul-
sion— the power to cure—is attested by reports of many thousands of Doctors and
Nurses. Among all emulsions and inevery civilised country SCOTT'S has always

held and still holds the world's record lor cures in cases of consumption.
fore, don't ask for "emulsion” at the chemist's, insist on “

There-
SCOTT’'S Emulsion,”

by insistingon SCOTT'S you are insisting on acure 1

Send for free sample bottle—enclose 3d. for postage and mention this paper

SCOTT & BOVNE, LTD.,

10-11. STONECUTTER ST.,

LONDON
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COLLIER JIM'S LASS—Continued
other uneasily. “ What?” he stammered.

“ Give*my testimony against Mollie Marley,
tell them that T saw her— —"
1Yes. Witness on oath that you saw her
flying away from the cottage—and when, ‘the
ﬁolice will" insist on your giving evidence, any-
ow, to support their case, but 1 shall want
vou there for' a different reason.” Dr Deans
thrust out his hand to wring Jim's fervently.
“ Do not fail' to be at the Inquest, Warren ;

tell, the whole trutn, and, between us, please Y'

Heaven, we'll save Mollie Marley yet.

it

-y “ | Have a Few Words to Say to You!”
A it

“ Chris!”

Jim Warren sprang up Irom his chair by the
fireside, where he was sitting with Elsie, for
the door of the little cottage had been thrown
open hurriedly, and Chris Marley stood there.
He was in his working clothes, his face and
hands still black with the dust of the pit, and
in their grimy setting his eyes glittered with
fierce excitement.

«'Jim!” he gasped out as he staggered-Iqr-
ward and dropped heavily into a chair. “ I
needn’t ask if you know what's happened—I
ran see that in your face !”

“You mean—about Mollie, lad?” faltered
Jim Warren. . . .
“ Ay, 1 mean about Mollie!" cried Chris

Marley convulsively. “ My little sister— the
best and bonniest lass in all' Seaham—an used
o' murder and clapped in gaol! In Heaven's
name, Tim Warren, what does it mean—how
could they do it? Curse them that's brought
shame and sorrow on her that wouldn’t hurt a
fly, and blackened her name and mine wi’
tfieir cruel lies’ ’'Tis not but that Sam Ford
deserved it—it was in my own heart, last night
to lav hands on him for his treatment o’ the
lass, but, thank God, 1 changed my mind and
ne'er went near him. But now they ve taken
Mollie—blamed her for killing the low cur,
though she’s innocent as a babe unborn
Curse them, 1 say, that's done this thing-----"

“ Hush, Chris, lad ; hush pleaded Jim
Warren soothingly. “ Heaven knows I'm
sorry for ihee, but you must bear up like a
man. How did you hear the news? Tdidn't
think you'd be home from the pit yet, and I
meant to come and break it to thee myself.”

“ | stopped work early to-day,” answered
Chris hoarsely. “ But when 1 got home |
found the door locked and the cottage empty.
Td seen the neighbours staring at me and
whispering, but | thought nowt ot it until they
told me-—" he forced back a fierce sob—
“told me that the police had taken Mollie
awaK. 1 could scarce believe.,it—T told them
to their fa'es they were lying—but | rushed
off to the police, and learned that it was true.
Tis a wonder they did not ‘ock me tip, too,
ior 1 was nigh mail wi' anger, and swore they
must gie the lass up to me. But they got me
away at last ; and | could not ?o home to yon
empty house, thinking o’ Mollie lying in the
cells for murder, and so I've come here to
ou-----
y Chris broke off, bowing his working fare iri
his toil-stained hands, with hot. passionate
tears of bewildered grief and resentment trickl-
ing through his fingers to the floor. Jim
Warren stood looking down at him, awkward
and silent. But Elsie, who had listened with
her sweet, blind face straining forward, tremu-
lous with pity, now dropped upon her knees
before the distressed young fellow, and gently
drew his trembling, begrimed bands into the
soft clasp of her own slim white lingers.

“ Chris! MK poor Chris!” she murmured.
“Vou did right to come here to us—to us,
who nre your friends, and MoJlic's, to the end.
she saved our darling’s life last nighi, and .so
I know, whatever may look darn and dreadful
against her. that she is innocent. She could
not. have come, here as she did lo toil with
me over Babv May with her hands dipped in
the blood of any fellow-creature, however vile
lie might hr. 1 am puzzled and troubled,
too; but still | feel, 1 know, that. Mollie is
?uiltless, that. Heaven will bring the truth to
ight, and all will be. well again. Mollie

asked me to pray for her; and Tshall pra?{l for
you. too, dear Chris, that you may have
strength and courage to be patient until this
dark cloud of shame and terror passes away.”

As Elsie spoke on in her low, gentle voice
the passionate tremors which shook Chris
Marley lessened, the jerking sobs which swelled
in his throat ceased. He bent a look almost
of dumb worship upon the blind girl, aud
raised her fingers reverently to his lips,

“ Thank you,” he said huskily. “ Thank
ou. | have been talking and behaving like a
mad fool, but T shall be stronger and more
sensible now. But there’s one man | shan’t
easily forgive”—his eyes flashed and his
breath came quickly again. “ 1 forced the
police to tell me that it was Frank Hewitson
who first led them to suspect Mollie—it was he
who set them on her track. And, by Heaven,
I'll repay him for it; he shall be sorry yet.”

“ Listeners seldom hear well of themselves,
they say!” interposed a cool, sarcastic, voice
from behind, and, turning hastily, Jim War-
ren and Chris saw Frank Hewitson himself
standing in the open doorway. “And ap.
parently I am no exception to the rule,” he
continued with a wry smile.

“ 1 don't care What'you may have heard ;
it's only the truth,” cried Chris Marley, shak-
ing off Elsie's timidly restraining touch and
springing fiercely to his feet. “ You sent my
sister to the cells, and | say you shall answer
to me for it.”

“ As to that,” returned Hewitson with cold
contempt, “ Tshall answer only to the authori-
ties for having done my duty!”

" Your duty. Was it your duty to cast
black shame and guilt upon an innocent lass,
who had no more to do wi’ Sam Ford’s mur-
der than yourself?”

“ Naturally, that is you: opinion. But |
and Jim Warren hero”— Hewitson swept out
his hand towards Jim, standing by, pale and
troubled—“ know better; as you will be com-
pelled lo admit yourself when we, come to
give our evidence, in Court on the matter.”

“What!” ejaculated Chris Marley, clutch
ing Jim's arm and staring at him aghast
“You, lad? You are going to give evidence
against the lass, against Mollie?”

“ Stop a bit, Chris, and hear me!” inter-
vened Jim Warren quickly. “ And you. Mr
Hewitson, listen too. 1 must go to Court,
sure enough, but what I've got to say may help
Mollie Marley and not harm her. 1 can't ex-
plain how, but | ie been telling Dr Deans
everything, and he says that | must be at the
inquest without fail for the lass' own sake,
and that between him and me we'll clear
Mollie's name and set her free.”

Tilt light of glad relict succeeding angrv
and startled suspicion on Chris Marley’s face,
like sunshine breaking through a thundercloud
was not reflected in Frank ITewitson’s thin
featured, austere countenance. He looked
crestfallen and discomfited, but after a few
moments’  embarrassment.  shrugged  his
shoulders and spoke sneeringly.

“ That seems very strange, and somewhat
incredible. | l'ear Deans has been giving
rein to his imagination. However, 1 decline
to discuss the matter .nere and now, and |
advise you, Chris Marley, to keep a more civil
tongue 'in your head in future.”

lie ostentatiously turned his back upou the
angry-eved young fellow, and addressed him-
self to Jim.

“ Warren, | only called in passing to inquire
if you had received instructions a? to resum-
ing work at the pit. Walters spoke of finding
you a place in the main seam----"

“Yes, Mr Hewitson,” answered Jim. “ The
manager has given me a fresh start, but I'm
to go cm nightshift for a time, and 1 begin
woik again to-night.”

1 Ah’"  Frank Hewitson nodded, and after
a brief word to Elsie, who was silently busy-
ing herseH over Baby May and made no re-
sponse, he left the cottage.

Absorbed in thought, he made his way to-
wards Seaham Harbour, and, reaching* his
office in a street facing the docks, passed
through to his private room. Then a unit
tered exclamation of surprise and satisfaction
escaped his lips. For seated there awaiting
him rvas a squat, powerful figure, with a
weatherbeaten, pock marked face, and Frank

(Continued on next page.)

There are three capital serials you can begin in this issue

A WOMAN’S SIMPLE} INJURY.

ZAM-BUK CURES A CRIPPLE WHOSE
LEGS WERE POISONED 20 YEARS.

A simple injury, aggravated by the foolish
use of a ” cheap ” ointment, so crippled Mrs
C. Brown that she had to give up a profit-
able laundry business.

” While hanging out clothes twenty years
ago,” Mrs Brown, who lives at 17 Exeter Ter-
race, Salisbury, told a reporter, “ | slipped
Irom a stool and knocked my left leg against
the edge of a metal bucket. The skin rvas
torn away, leaving a long nasty wound, which
wouldn't heal. Later the whole limb became
inflamed and swollen, and a discharge ran from
the wound. | very foolishly tried a home-

[made preparation, which set up fermentation,
JSores broke out all over the limb, and then my

right leg became ulcerated as well. Both legs
were black with disease, and skin and flesh
seemed quite rotten.

" | had finally to give up my laundry, as |
could scarcely move about. 1 rvas often in
such awful agony that | bit my pillow and
screamed out. If it hadn't been for the kind-
ness of friends | really don't know' what we
should have done, for I was positively helpless.
Then | was an inmate of the Salisbury Infir-
mary, and aiterwards had treatment at the
Southampton Hospital. But my legs simply
wouldn’t heal.

” A neighbour at last persuaded me to trv
Zam-Buk, and she was kind enough to come in
every day and dress my legs with the balm,
after washing them with Zam-Buk Medicinal
Soap. T can’t describe the relict Zam-Buk
gave nev! | had known nothing like it for
nearly 20 years. Careful perseverance with
Zam-Buk showed me that it was actually
healing my legs. The great sores stopped
throbbing and running, and began to close up,
after discharging all corruption. Both legs
healed up, and over every sore Zam-Buk grew
splendid new skin.”

Wheat Meal Scones

One pound fine wheatmeal, half-ounce
Cream of tartar, quarter-ounce bicarbonate
soda, three ounces margarine or butter, three
ounces moist sugar, half-pint of milk.

Method.— .Sieve the powders into the wheat-
meal, nib in well the sugar and margarine,
and mix the whole lo a nice dough 'with the
milk. Divide into twelve-ounce pieces, roll
them up round, flatten out to the size, of a five-
inch plate, cut into four, put on tins, wash
tops with milk, bake in hot oven. A
thoroughly wholesome scone.

BAD LEG CURE® AT 73
AFTER MANY YEARS' TORTURE.

Wonderful success of aTnew method of curing
ulceration.

SPECIAL FREE TRIAL OFFER.

A huge ulcer, nine inches long, nearly four
inches wide, full of foul discharge and inflam-
mation, and very deep. Agony ail day long,
year in and year out. and no rest at night.
Enable to wear a boot—could not go out of
doors—growing steadily weaker every day.
Ointments, medicines, and treatments of every
kind utterly failed—the case was getting
desperate.

Then just a few drops of a gentle, cooling,
healing remedy. The effect—like magic.
Irritation and pain gone—sweet, refreshing
sleep at night, and in due time a complete cure
— the. bad leg made thoroughly strong, sound,
ami well.

This was the experience of Mrs Stratford
(aged 7i years), living at 97 Foxbery Road,
Brockiey, and this wonderful healing experience
can be yours. You can try this wonderful
remedy free to-day, if you send two penny
stamps (for postage, packing, tic.) to Dr D.
Dennis (Dept. 150A1, 66 Shoe Lane, London,
E.C. You need not—must not—suffer any
longer.
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CAINS 2 STONE 10
IN 40 DAYS.

Remarkable Results of the New

Tissue Builder Sargol, in Many

Cases of Run-Down Men and
Women.

Prove It Yourself by Sending
Coupon Below for a
2/6 Packet Free.

*My word. T never saw anything like the effects of
that new treatment, Sargol, for the building up of weight
and lost nerve force. It acted more Ike a miracle than
a medicine,” said a well-known gentleman yesterday in
speaking, of the revolution that had taken place in his
condition. “ I began to think that there was nothing on
earth that could make me fat. | tried tonics, digestives,
heavy eating diets, milk, stout, and almost everything
else you cduld think of, but without result.

SARGOL WILL MAKE YOU
NICE AND PLUMP.

! had been thin for years, and beﬁan to think it was
jiaiiirul for me to be that way. Finally I read about the

wmsrkabfe results brought about by the use of Sargol,

w'nlec.ded to try it mys -If. Well, when 1 look at myself
in the mirror now | tlvnk ii is iomebody else. | have put,
on 'just 2 stone lo dur ug llie last month, and never felt

stronger or more ' nervy in my life.”

S-irigoi is a powerful “inducer of nutrition, increases cell
growth, makes perfect assimilation of food, increases the
number of blood corpuscles, and as a necessary result builds
up muscles and s did, healthy flesh, and roundsout the figure.

For women who can never aﬂpear stylish in anything
they wear because of the>r thnness,” this remarkable
treatment may prove a revelation. It is a beauty-maker
as well as a form builder and nerve strengthener. Men
increase their nerve power as well as adding many pounds
of good healthy flesh.

It wilt cost you nothing to prove the remarkable effects
of thjls treatment. It is absolutely jion-injurious to the
mbs:“delicate system. The Sargol” Company will send to
anyone who sends name and address a free 2/6 package of
Sargol, with instructions to prove that it does the work.
They will also send you their book on “ Whgyou are Thin”"'
free of charge, giving facts which will probably astonish you.
Send coupon below to-day, with your name and address.

FREE SARGOL COUPON.

Thtjs Coupon entitles any thin person to one 2/6
ackage of Sargol, the concentrated Flesh Food (pro-
-~vrdedyou have never tried it, and that 3d is enclosed
to cover postage, packing, and so forth). Read our
advertisement printed above, then put 3d in stamps
in the letter to-day with this Coupon, and the full 2/6
package will be sent you by return of post.

Address : THE SARGOL COMPANY,
Dept. 356, 124 HOLBORN, LONDON, E.C.

Very Strengthening invalids.

Have one ounce each of japioca, arrowroot,
rice, and barley, the thinly pared rind of a
lemon, and boil all these in a quart of water
till reduced to a pint. Strain through muslin,
taking care that all the glutinous part is
pressed out. Sweeten to taste ; add the juice
of the lemon and a glass of sherry or brandy.
Let it- boil up once more and it is done. This
jelly is not clear, but it is most strengthen-
ing, and may be eaten warm or cold.—E. M.

Jelly for

My new Competition this week is a winner.

* COLLIER JIM’S LASS—Continued.

Hewitson swiftly turned to lock the door be-
hind him and slipped the key into his pocket.

“ Ah, Scarthe, he said, “ you are here, 1
see! Good! 1 have a few words to say to
you I”
sa >4. AL ii. 24.24.242424242424242424

* e

“I'll Give You Another Chance.

v PPARA F0%224343338545435585824%40434

Jacob Scarthe looked up at his employer
with something approaching a scowl on his
unprepossessing countenance.

“ What's the meaning o’ that, Mr llewit-
son?” he grunted, with a nod at the locked
door.

“It is merely a precautionary measure,
Scarthe,” answered Frank- Hewitson grirnTy,
as he seated himself at his writing-desk oppo-
site the seaman. “ It simply means that | do
not intend you shall leave here until | have
acquainted you with certain discoveries | have
made, and received some satisfactory explana-
tion from you.”

“ Discoveries?”
his chair.
Hewitson?”

Frank Hewitson suddenly leaned forward,
his steely-blue eyes boring into Scarthe’s, and
struck the desk with his lean hand.

“I'm driving at this,” he snapped harshly,
“ that you are a scoundrel, Scarthe! Perhaps
I have always known that, but you’re worse
even than | thought—a rascally traitor and
thief----- "

* Stow that, Mr Hewitson!” Scarthe
snarled, his pock-marked visage crimsoning
with anger. “ 1 ain’'t to stand your slinging
ugly names at me!”

“ Neither are you paid to play the high-
way robber, you treacherous blackguard!” re-
torted Hewitson hotly. “ Let’s hare no more
beating about the bush, Scarthe. 1 know now
that it was you—along with that drunken fool,
Ford, who. doubtless you are aware, has al-
ready met his deserts-——who attacked me in
Dawdon Dene and stole the bag of money
for the colliery pay.”

“It's a lie—it's a lie, 1 tell you!” Pale
now through his amazed consternation at
Frank llewitson’s knowledge, Scarthe choked
out the words thickly. “ You—you must be
mad, Mr Hewitson, to believe that of me!
I know nothing of the affair—1 had nothing
to do with it!”

“ Spare me your denials, Scarthe ; they are
so much waste of time and breath !” — The
inineowner's hard, curt tones beat down the
other's stammering protests. “ You will
understand that for yourself when | remind
you that young Warren—Jim Warren of Sea-
ham Colliery—overheard you and Ford plan-
ning the whole dirty business one night at the
Feather-Bed Rocks.  You did your best to
silence him finally then, but he recovered, and
now he has told mq everything.”

“Jim Warren!”  The name escaped Jacob
Scarthe in a hissing whisper ; his yellow teeth
gnawed at his under-lip, and his powerful fists
clenched in his paroxysm of rage. “ Jim
Warren!” broke from him again in concen-
trated malevolence of fury, anti then, realis-
ing that his employer’s piercing scrutiny was
upon him, he checked himself.

“ Confound it, Mr Hewitson,” he blustered,
with a lurid oath, “ are you going to believe
a stupid yarn like that? ~Surely, after you've
known me all these years, you won't credit
such a cock-and-bull story, invented by that
young fool for some purpose of his own? If
It were true, why hasn't he told it before----- "

“ That he ha: satisfactorily explained to
me,” interrupted Hewitson sharply. "Once
more, Scarthe, give up your lies and protesta-
tions—they will do you no good. You and
Sam Ford stole the money, and you must
either return it or go to gaol. Warren's sto
is enough to convict you any day, and it
means three years’ hard, at least, for assault
and robbery !”

“ Return it?” In the midst of his guilty
fear and confusion, Scarthe laughed out bit-
terly and harshly.  “ Believe nie or not, |

(Continued on page 53.)

Jacob Scarthe fidgeted in
“What are you driving at, Mr

Have you tried it ?

Si

Apple
Dumpling,
Jam Roll,
Fig
Pudding,

N

in fact every kind of suet
pudding, to be thoroughly
enjoyed, should be dry and
crumbly. Suet puddings will
be like this if one part of

PAISLEY

wh Flour"

Mark)
The SURE ratting powder

is well mixed, dry, with
every eight parts of ordinary
flour before adding the other
ingredients, and the pudding
is steamed instead of boiled.

Forsuccessful home baking
use always Paisley Flour.
In 7d., 3|d, and id. packets.

V Istlim a surrerers
Instant relief in Asthma, Bronchitis,
Croup and Whooping Cough bv the use
of \PATTER'S Asthma Cure, in

-Tins. Sold everywhere. Forfree
~ sample send Post Card to
Potter & Clarke,-Artillery
Lane, London, E, Mention

instantrelief

1 7SSENDS°ONLY €S

As an Advertisement, splendid Sewn BOOTS— ,
Buttonor Lace. Blackor Tan Gent.'s, 5/9. Super-
fine quality 6/S, Lady’'s 4/9 and 5/9, Smart Shoes
5/9. sent you for 94 deposit tprivately packed),
and on nay ini' last of weekly instalments of 6d.
A polishing outfit IS given I-REH. Cash price3d
less, kfiftincluded. Children s Boots 3/4 -and 4/9.
A bona fide offer to show our splendid value. No
references required, or enquiries made. Send
size. 64 P.O. and 3 stamps. Makers’ Alliance
(Dept. 4), 164 Strand, London.

Ready-to-Hand Gum.

If you wish to stick anything, and have no
gum in the house, try the following recipe:—1
Take a small piece of cold potato which has
been boiled, and rub it up and down on a piece
of paper with your fingers for about five
minutes. It will become the, right consistency,
and stick as well as the strongest gum.— Jane
Chalmers Mowat, Aberdeen.

FOSTER CLARK'S CREAM CfJSTARD
This new Custard makes a rich creamy Custard
in a few minutes by just adding milk and sugar.
6id. tin makes 12 quarts. Id., 3id.&6ld,sizes.
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Making and Mending at Little Cost.

Useful

The little bonnet you see illustrated on our
page this week is a shape that is suitable alike
for the tiny girl or the big one, summer or
winter. For a baby's size take a piece of

material, either woollen or silk or linen or
muslin, according to the season, about 10
inches deep and 14 inches wide, round off the
top corners, make a box pleat in the centre,
with two small pleats at each side; make
three small pleats across the sides, and at the
bottom make box pleat and small pleats to
correspond with the top. Face in the neck
part with a narrow crossway strip of material.
Take two strips 14 inches long an& about 3
inches wide, turn in the edges, and tack to-
gether along the centre, with wrong sides to-
gether ; into one side insert the face, part of
the bonnet, and into the other side the revex,
to make which take two strips of material

jS.ce

same length as face band, and about 4 inches
wide. Hollow out the centre a little to form
points at each end, interline with muslin or
calico, and sew round on the wrong side. The
revers may be covered with piece lace, or em-
broidered in any favourite colour they look
very pretty- For a baby a frill or lace or
silk is a nice finish, and lawn strings are most
suitable, but for a girl strips of material about
ti inches wide, narrowly heinme”, and for the
large size the measurements, of course, must
be extended.— K. ..., Newton-le-Willows.

Knitted Lining for Muff,

Sometimes the lining ot a muff wears in
holes before the muff is anything like done.
By following these, directions such a muff can
be renovated into practically a new one.
Take one ounce and a half ol Berlin wool to
match colour of muff, one yard of narrow
elastic, one pair of bone needles (No. 8L
Cast on o stitches. First row, knit plain;

Hints for Housewives.

second row, purl. Repeat these two rows
until 60 rows are knitted. Join by picking up
stitches of first row one at a time, and cast
off with one from needle. Run a piece of
elastic round each end and stitch together,
then sew in muff. This makes the muff
warmer and more comfortable than when first
new. | have done this myself, and can
answer for the result.—F. C., Bolton.

A Perfect Cure for Corns.

Having tried many remedies for a most,
painful corn, including a cutting operation
by a chiropodist, without success, | thought
T would send “ Red Letter ” readers similarly
troubled an effective cure | discovered lately.
Soak one core of garlic in vinegar for half an
hour, then tie garlic, fairly tight on corn and
let it remain on an hour if possible. After-
ward soak foot in fairly hot water and the
corn will come out quite easily. It's now
fifteen months since T tried this remedy,' and
there has never been the slightest sign of the
corn since. Garlic may be had from the
greengrocer by the pennyworth, and a small
corle is sufficient.—Mrs C. R.. Old Swindon,
Wilts.

Hints to Sufferers from Chilblains.

Wear warm woollen underclothing and keep
the ankles and wrists warm. On coming in
with damp, cold feet the best and safest way
is to wash them in hot water, drying briskly
and thoroughly with a rough towel, and put-
ting on dry woollen stockings. Chilblains,
once formed, should be promptly treated to
prevent their breaking. Painting freely with
tincture of iodine and then shielding with a
bit of plaster is the best treatment If on the
foot, care being taken not to wear shoes which
will rub or press on the part. If on the
hands or ear, white iodine or hazeline may be
painted on. or the part may be rubbed with
camphor liniment. If in spite of precautions
the chilblain becomes a blister, the blister
should be pricked with a clean needle, to let
the water out, and then a piece of lint spread
with resin ointment bound firmly over the
place. Peruvian balsam is also very healing
for chilblains, and when there are bad, broken
chilblains, it is well to give a little iron or
port wine, or add more milk to the usual diet.
—G. F\, Battersea. Park, S.W.

Make Your Own Embrocations.

Everyone should always have in store one
or two tins of a good ointment. Tt is handy
for a cut finger or sprain. Now, to buy a
good ointment you must pay at least gld' or
even as much as a shilling. This, of course,
mounts up in a mere working man’s wage.
The following is an excellent and cheap oint-
ment:—Take, pennyworth of beeswax, penny-
worth of vaseline : melt together in the oven
(after being first placed in a jar!. When they
have melted to a liquid add pennyworth of
Swallow’s oil and pennyworth of eucalyptus
oil. Then pour into small tins until cool,
when it will be ready for use. This only
costs fourpence, and will fill four tins exactly'
the same size as some of the tins you buy.
Twice the amount can be made by doubling
the quantity of the ingredients. You will find
this ointment invaluable.—E. C., Bolton.

Another way of making embrocation —Pro-
cure half a pint of spirits of turpentine, half
a pint of white wine vinegar, one ounce of
camphor, and wjiites of two eggs. Dissolve
-the whites of the eggs in the vinegar, then
add the camphor and turpentine. This is a
splendid embrocation. It will cost about qd,
and is equal ‘a a bottle "osting c.s—Mrs
Moore.

To Mend a Hole in a Window Pane.

Put a piece of mica a little larger 'ban the
hole. Take the beaten white of an gg, dip
the mica into this, j.nd place it over jhe hole.

When travelling remember the Red Letter insurance

CONSUMPTION.

When your doctor and the specialist have
told you that they can do no more for you.
Sanatorium treatment, open air, and change
of climate failed to give you relief, and the
disease is slowly but surely devouring all
except your soul and bones, send a postcard
to Mr Chas. H. Stevens, 204 Worple Road,
Wimbledon, for particulars of his newly-dis-
covered cure for Consumption and records of
the wonderful recoveries it has brought about.
He will also send you a list of absolutely cured
patients, whom you can communicate with
personally, and some of them have never ever
seen Mr Stevens.

This article is not intended to give false
hopes to anyone, but to spread the good news
that a positive cure for Consumption has really
been found, although, owing to the red-tape
of the Medical profession, it has not yet been
officially recognised.

Mr Stevens is willing to send a supply of it
to anyone suffering from the disease on the
“ No Cure, No Pay ” principle.

This makes an excellent mend if you do not
wish to have a new window pane at once.—E.
B., Coventry.

The half-crown prizes in our *“ Latest
Household Discovery” Competition have been
awarded to Mrs F. Miller, 22 Ancona Road.
Harlesden, N.W. ; Mrs Ben Beddon, 2 King
Street, Suttleworth, Hednesford, Staffs. ; E.
Litdherland, 27 Brookfield Street, Earlestown,
Newton-le-Willows; Miss F. Charnock, 263
Danten Road, Bromley Cross, nr. Bolton;
Mrs C. Roseblade, 41 Brunswick Street, Old
Swindon, Wilts; Gertrude Furness, 10 Peveri!
Street, Battersea Park, S.W.

DANGER OF NEGLECTED
OBESITY.

That there is great danger to health in
neglecting obesity every authority admits. The
heart is the first organ seriously affected, but
in course of time there is a general organic
disturbance; the entire system is congested,
especially the digestive machinery, and there
is trouble without end. Why risk these svils
when there is so pleasant, so harmless, so re-
liable. a remedy for over-fatness as Marmola
Prescription Tablets? Compounded of the
principles enumerated in the world-known
Marmola Prescription (but in dry, condensed
form) these little tablets are of full strength
and reducing efficacy, aud, taken regularly,
are capable of removing many pounds’ weight
of superabundant fat in quite a short time—
both the internal excess of hampering fat and
the disfiguring excess under the surface. The
face is rebeautified by this elimination of
puffing-out fat, the figure is greatly improved,
the waist and hip measurement corrected,
while the limbs regain their slender mould.
The dose is one tablet after each meal and
one at bedtime. Marmola Prescription Tablets
are sold by chemists, price s/g, or, post free,
of the Marmola Company IDept. 72A), 8
Clerkenwell Road, London, E.O.

10,000 PARCELS OF TOYS,
5,000 WATCHES & PHONOGRAPHS,
A PARCEL OF TOYS FOR SELLING
ONLY 12 CARDS.

ply for selling or using 12 or upwardsof
New erics of Ninas & New Year Cards,
Cold Mounted. Kmbossed. Glossy. Fold-
we give every reader of this paper
ignificent collection of Toys and Games
L-eordance with our Prize List. M <arc
giving away SO.hour
ches.Air Guns.Cutlery
tes. Musical Instru-
t-, Household Goods.
All you need do is to
lus your name and ad-
s.and we will send you
eelrselection of Cards,
or use them within 28
days, and we will reward you according to
the illustrated Prize List seDt with Cards,
You can easily sell our Cards in 24 hours.
Over 5,000 testimonials received. Write
now, a postcard will do, to—

THE ROYAL CARD CO. (Dept 16),
XEW, LONDON
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COLLIER JIM'S LASS—Continued.

vow 1 newvr touched a farthing of the coin

-not a single farthing. It was that cur Ford
who-----

lie stopped short, realising his error, but
Hewitson took him up quickly.

1 *Ahl so you admit, at anyrate, that Sam
Ford had a hand in it? But you want to
persuade me now that he secured the spoil and
vou went without your share? Bah ! 1 know
you better, Scarthe—and you must either hand
over the cash or go to prison.*

“ Well, then, 1 must take my chance o’
that,” growled Jacob Scarthe with a kind of
savage recklessness. “ For you can’t get back
a penny piece from me—1 haven’t got it, and
rever had. But if | ever have the
chance I'll get even with Warren for this----- "

He relapsed into unintelligible mutterin?s,
while Hewitson watched him thoughtfully.
The seaman’s dogged refusals in face of threat-
ened punishment had convinced the astute
rnineowner that it was useless to press further
at present for the restoration of his lost mone?/,
and other plans and schemes, suggested partly
by Scarthe% concluding words, were crowd-
ing into his crafty brain. He sat restlessly
tingering his long, shaven chin, then leaned
forward to speak abruptly.

“ 1 don’t intend to lose my money, or what's
Vft of it; understand that, Scarthe,” he said.
1But | don’'t suppose I'd get it back any
faster, by sending you to gaol, as you deserve ;
so I've made up my mind to give you another
Wyance,, another alternative. I'll say nothing
to tiie police about this affair if you'll promise
me your services—if you’ll undertake to help
me in a particular way !”

Jacob Scarthe glanced up from under his
heavy brows sharply. He had more reason
tlian even Frank Hewitson suspected for not
wishing to get into the hands of the police
;it present, and he was willing to promise a
good deal to escape that risk.

“Yes, Mr llewitson,” he gasped.
agreeable—it's a bargain, if you like.
do you want me to do?”

The other man hesitated ; it was difficult to
express himself clearly, yet with discretion.

*You have no love for Jim Warren, Scarthe,
T can see,” he said jerkily. “ Well, neither
have I. My reasons are no concern of yours,
but in more ways than one he is an obstacle
in my path, and—well, | should not be sorry
if he disappeared—permanently!”

A thin, cold perspiration had broken upon
Frank Hewitson's brow; he wiped it away
hurriedly and nervously, then his furtive
glance sought Scarthe*s, and the men’s eyes
met and held each other during a long pause.
In that meaning gaze the seaman saw his re-
vengeful hatred against Jim Warren gratified,
and the chief witness against him regarding
the fobbery removed, while Frank Hewitson
was picturing his pathway clear to marriage
even yet with Ralph Harwood’s daughter, and
his inheritance of her father's wealth secured.

“ All right,

“ I'm
What

uv’'nor,” responded Scarthe

huskily at length. “ I'm your man. If the
job can be done safely and easily----- "

“ | believe it can—and speedily too! Come
nearer, Scarthe, and be careful how vyou

speak. Walls and doors have ears sometimes,
and we must not be overheard !”

Jacob Scarthe obeyed, and with heads bent
closely the two men whispered and muttered
long and earnestly together.

“ Well,, goodbye, Elsie lass!
you "By ‘night more than | can say,, but.
couldn’t refuse this chance of work again.
We need the money badly enough ; the few
days’ wages | earned are almost gone, again,
but if | get steady work now we’ll soon get
over our difficulties.

“ So kiss me again, dear lass, and let, me
go. Mrs Matthews next door has promised to
look in and see that you and Baby.May are
all right, and I'll be back myself bright and
early I\ the morning.”

Jim Warren bent over his blind young wife,
kissing her fondly, and Elsie’s arms clung
f- =>4 his neck

“ Goodbye, dear, dear Jim!” she murmured.

Jim lifted the sleeping infant from her knee
to press his lips to the tiny face, laid her down
again gently, and with a final kiss on Elsie’s
golden head, let himself out of the cottage

J hate leaving

and set off on his long, dark tramp to llewit*
sen’s Pit, two miles away afothe moor.

His eyes were very tender, and a lump in
his throat kept him silent as he thought of his
sweet-faced girl-wife’s parting words, but
when he left the village behind and struck
into a footpath leading to the moor he squared
his shoulders, and stepped out smartly, whistl-
ing cheerfully as he strode through the dark-
ness.

The path grew more quiet and solitary as he
pioceeded, winding through clumps of gorse
and furze across the open moor. Jim War-
ren had reached half-way towards the pit
when from behind one such clump a massive
head, covered with shaggy, iron-grey hair, rose
cautiously to peer through the gloom at the
young miner as he passed.

" Ay, it's him—it's Warren, right enough.”
Then a squat-built figure detached itself from
the shadow of the bushes, and hastened with
amazing swiftness and stealth upon Jim War-
ren’s track.

Hut suddenly a dried stick on the path
snapped beneath the feet of the pursuer, and
Jim, startled, swung round sharply.

“Who 1; it? What do you want?” he de-
manded, suspecting evil, but the other, with-
out reply, flung himself forward, seizing the
young miner bv the throat in a stifling grasp.
Then, as Jim Warren struggled desperately to
release himself, a heavy cudgel in his as-
sailant's tree hand was swung aloft, to descend
with cruel, stunning force, and Jim dropped
limply to the ground without a groan.

Jacob Scarthe stood over him, breathing
quickly, and darting furtive, searching glances
into the darkness arpund.

“ That's so much,” he panted.
finish the job and get away.”

He picked up the unconscious young fel-
low in his muscular arms as if Jim were a
child, and, leaving the footpath, set off at a
half-run across the moor.  After a’ minute
there loomed up through the blackness irregu-
lar mounds and heaps of stone and ashes,
hall-covered now through process of time with
grass and furze, and in their midst, rising
black and square, a palisading framed of once-
stout timbers, but now mossed and rotting.
It was the shaft of an old, long-disused mine,
fenced around thus at the mouth as a protec-
tion for the unwary, and its dark bowels,
many fathoms below, abandoned to decay and
foulness and the gathering flood.

Jacob Scarthe came staggering through the
heaps of rubbish, and dropped his burden
with a breathless oath.

“ This is the spot!” he gasped. “ Hewitson
was right—nothing could be better...................
Now, Jim Warren, curse you—here goes!”

He paused only for a few seconds to fill his
big chest with great gulps of air, then seizing
Jim Warren’s limp form in his powerful grasp,
with a mighty heave flung him clear over the
rotten palisading into the old mine-shaft I

Next week’s fine chapters will tell you how
the news cams to poor blind Elsie, and of the
dramatic happenings that followed.

“ Now to

Oatmeal Biscuits.

One pound fine oatmeal, quarter pound
white flour, four ounces margarine or butter,
four ounces castor sugar, a pinch of salt.

Method.—Mix the oatmeal ami flour to.
gether, rub the sugar and margarine well in,
add the salt, and mix the whole up to a nice
dough with milk. l.et it lie for a quarter ol
an hour, then roll out to an eighth of an inch

| thick, and cut out with any size cuttei ;

on greased tins; bake in hot oven. All whole-
meal can be used instead of oatmeal and flour.

Aerated Fruit Bread.

One pound flour, half-ounce of cream of
tartar, quarter-ounce bicarbonate soda, four
ounces margarine nr butter, eight ounces
nioist sugar, eight ounces currants, two ounces
finely cut peel, four ounces sultanas, little
essence of lemon, half-pint milk.

Method.—Sieve the powders in to the flour,
cream up the margarine and sugar, add few
drops essence of letnon and the milk, stir up
gently, then add the flour and fruit, and mix
the whole to a nice cake batter. Fill inter
greased tins any size, dredge sugar on top,
bake in moderate oven. Makes a perfect fruit
loaf.

BE HAPPY.

The Best Faisport to Success is a
Smllirg Face.

What makes a man happy or unhappy, as
the case may be, is not his circumstances but
his Nerves. With well-fed nerves he can
enjoy his fortunes and endure his misfortunes,
but with weak or overstrung " Nerves" he
is, of necessity, miserable at the best of times,
and unbearable at the worst.

If your Nerves are not as good as you
would wish, try a.cup of Vi-Cocoa, night and
morning, regularly. Begin to-night. You'll
be surprised at the difference it will make
in your health and happiness in a very short
time.

Dr Tibbies’ Vi-Cocoa is the ideal beverage,
being wonderfully soothing to the Nerves,
as well as strengthening to the body. It
puts a man right, keeps him right, and makes
him feel right—right with himself and right
with his fellows. Thus it makes him happy.

Give Yi-Cocoa a trial. Never mind what
you've been drinking at breakfast or supper
in the past, start drinking Vi-Cocoa to day—
you’ll feel the benefit of it at once.

Do not ask your grocer for “ Cocoa”—
ask for bl

it makes all the difference. Every grocer
sells Yi-Cocoa. in 6d packets, and gd and
is 6d tins.

To Whiten a Ceiling.

When a ceiling gets black just over the gas
bracket, and you don’'t want to whitewash
the whole of it, apply a coat of starch and water
with a piece of flannel. Let it dry, then brush
off with a soft brush. The blackness will have
disappeared, leaving no marks whatever.—1
P. King, Caldicot, Mon.

EYE TROUBLES

AND HOW TO CURE THEM.

Arc your eyes weak and watery? Are. your
eyelashes thin, and do they come out? Are
your eyelids sore and tender? Have you
styes or ulcers on your eyes,, or any other eye
complaint? If so, mention the “ Red Letter,”
and send a postcard immediately to Stephen
Green, 210 Lambeth Road, S.K., and receive
a copy of wva'mible illustrated book, “ How to
lT'reserve Your Eyesight.” It tells you all
about that extraordinary remedy, Singleton’s
Kye Ointment, that has been curing eye
troubles for more than 300 years. You can
obtain Singleton’s Eye Ointment from your
chemist or drug stores in one of the ancient
pedestal pots for 2s. Get a pot to-day, or send
for booklet, which will interest you.
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DR HENRY'S HEALTH TALKS

Practical

| told you last week what to do to avert
A Rheumatic Attack.
To allay an attack is often most difficult.
There are remedies innumerable, but not one
certain cure.

A favourite drug nowadays is aspirin— two
five-grain tablets twice a day between meals.
Another drug now frequently prescribed is
salicin, in like doses. Both act speedily when
they hit the case—in a couple of days, say.
Similarly as regards sodium salicylate, in the
doses mentioned. Drop either of them if
the pains are not allayed within forty-eight

hours.

lodide of potash is yet another drug which
sometimes acts speedily, a good form in which
to take it being:—Potassium iodide, two
drachms; infusion of calumba, six ounces.
Dose, two teaspoonfuls thrice daily between
meals.

An old-fashioned remedy is Kkerosine—a
teaspoonful in water every other night * Many
years ago a Brighton lady became quite
famous owing to the cures she brought about

b

Y Horseradish-and-Gin.

Scrape a large stick of horseradish, infuse it
in a pint of gin for twenty-four hours, and
then take a wineglassful night and morning.
Believe me, a very good combination, being
stimulating, warming, and diuretic.

The more old-fashioned “ Chelsea Pensioner ”
has like virtues. Originally it was a so-called
nostrum or secret remedy, but the then Lord
Amherst, whom it cured, gave a large sum of
money for the right to make the formula public
(those were the days, you know, when good
remedies were recognised, no matter whence
they originated).

The precise formula is (it has been imitated
by the medical profession):—Powdered gum
gliaiacum, one drachm : powdered rhubarb,
two drachms; cream of tartar, one ounce ;
flowers of sulphur, two ounces: one fineiv-
powdered nutmeg : and one pound of clarified
honey. Mix thoroughly, and take an ounce
night and morning. Try

The Chelsea Pensioner

(so called because it benefited so many Chelsea
hospital pensioners), or try horseradish-and-
gin. Or you may try Epsom salt—a tea-
spoonful night and morning in an ounce of
peppermint-water. | have known that to do
a lot of good—particularly when the bowels
were inactive.

By the way, when there is much constipation,
.this mixture, if taken in ounce doses night and
morning, so as to keep the bowels quite loose,
may be as good as anything:— Glauber salt,
one-and-a-half ounces ; carbonate of magnesia,
one drachm; and peppermint-water up to
eight ounces.

Certain drugs and combinations of drugs
are thought to be especially efficacious in

Particular Cases.
For instance, when the attacks are in the
large joints, this mixture, (dose, two teaspoon-
fuls twice a day between meals) is often ad-
vised:— Powdered gum guaiacum, one drachm ;
potassium iodide, one drachm ; tincture of
colchicum seeds, three drachms ; syrup, two
ounces ; and cinnamon-water up to six ounces.

When the pains are shifting, or when they
have settled in the foot, wrist, or hand, you may
get relief from:— Tincture of cimicifuga, three
drachms ; water up to three ounces. Dose,
two teaspoonfuls thrice a day between meals.
A medicine which is most appropriate in the
rheumatism of women.

Again, if the sufferer is a delicate female,
or when the pains are shifting or in the knee,
ankle, or instep, tincture of pulsatilla often
proves quite useful- thirty drops in four
ounces of water. A teaspoonful may be taken
every ten minutes for the first hour, and
hourly afterwards.

Advice for those Out-of-Sorts.

And this mixture is good

When the Pains Are Stabbing and Stitching—
more, perhaps, in the muscles than the joints:—
Tincture of bryony, half-drachm; water to
four ounces. Dose, a teaspoonful every hour.

In rheumatism, outward treatment is al-
ways called for. Hot poppyheads fomenta-
tions afford ease, if there is much inflam-
mation frequently sponge on hot vinegar-and-
water (equal quantities). A good embrocation
is composed of:—Compound camphor lini-
ment, one ounce ; tincture of cantharides, one
ounce ; and soap liniment, two ounces.

A very powerful cream for stubborn cases
(it will redden the skin; take care it does not
break it) is this:— Lanolin, one ounce ; cajeput
oil, five drachms; and liquid potash up to
two ounces. To be mixed by gentle heat.
And here, too, is a

Good Lubricant—
Ichthyol, one drachm ; salicylic acid, one
drachm ; and vaseline, one ounce. If there
is very much pain you may deaden it by:—
Liniment of belladonna, six drachms; com-

pound camphor liniment, one ounce; and
chloroform up to two ounces.
But to avert rheumatism is the thing.

Follow the instructions | gave you last week.

Keep your blood alkaline. Don’'t let acid
accumulate.
" Constant Reader ” has had her

Tonsils
removed—an operation that is as often as not
unnecessary. Yes, and as often as not bungled,
although quite simple. Since it was performed
my correspondent is “very coarse in her speech,”
and also '‘seems to have a full throat now ;
and it seems very tight.”

She asks me what she should do ? The
doctor who operated on her ought to be best
able to answer that question. | refuse to in-
terfere. But | will say this— No one should
allow their tonsils to be cut away until a
throat specialist advises the operation. The
general medical practitioner is far too prone
to advise elimination— perhaps in order to
“ keep his hand in,” so to speak. Similarly in
piles, in varicose veins,, in varicocole, and
In ear noises even. The surgeon’s knife is be-
coming a menace.

“ J. R.” wants to reduce his

Fat Nose.

. The following mixture may have some effect
if well massaged into the nasal organ nightly:
— Potassium iodide, ten parts : glycerine, one
hundred parts; powdered soap, five parts;
and essence of almonds, fifteen parts. Any
chemist will make up an ounce or two.

“T. S. T.” for the psoriasis, should read
my recent reply to ” Sufferer ” (Sep. g).

“ Miserable.” for the nasal catarrh should
refer to my “ Everyday Ailments,” or write
me privately.

“ Miss Winifred,” whose “ nice shiny black
hair ” has lost its lustre, is getting lighter and
rustly-looking, and is dandruffy and falling,
may use, by soft toothbrush, this lotion nightly:
— Cantharides tincture, two drachms ; glycer-
ine, two drachms ; liquid extract of witch-
hazel, one ounce ; and triple rosewater, up to
two ounces. And once a week she should

Shampoo
her head with an infusion of soap-bark— a quart

5

Hy writing to Dr William, Henry,
rare of * Red l.cltcr” Office, 170
Fleet Street, Il,onflow, E.C., and en-
ringing one chilling in stamps along
with a. stamped addressed, envelope,
Hon ran hare a private reply to any
medical query. Other replies arc
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of boiling water poured on a handful, and,
while yet lukewarm, strained and used. The
bark is only a copper an ounce.

“ A. Howard,” for the palpitation, should
refer to my penny handbook, “ Everyday
Ailments ” (post free threehalfpence from
“ Red Letter” publisher), and on the other
matter she may consult me privately, as 1
cannot go into it here. Perhaps she is anae-
mic.

“T. W.,” for the falling hair, may try this
lotion, applying some to the scalp nightly by-
soft toothbrush— Oil of cloves, half-ounce ;
oil of amber, half-ounce ; and toilet paraffin,
one ounce. She works in a factory, and asks
me if | “ think the heat has anything to do
with it ?”  Yes, such is very detrimental to
hair-growth by', for one thing, drying up the
follicles— the tiny tubes out of which the hair
grows.

* A Fifer ” asks me if “
his little boy’s

there is any cure for

Congenital Cataract.’’

| am afraid not. Has lie read my recent article
oh cataract (Sept. 2) ? Anyhow, he must
trust to the eye-surgeons who have the case in
hand.

* J. Beach,” for the blackheads which * con-
stantly appear in his ears,” should squeeze
them out carefully by watch-key, or get some-
body to do it for him, and then paint on a
saturated solution of boric acid in alcohji"
an ounce of which any chemist will make up.

* Carnation,” for the bladder weakness,
should get my private advice, as there are
several causes of the condition. Sometimes it
is due to sheer habit. Sleeping on the back
favours it.

* Niece ” had better have faith in the doctor.
Perhaps cod-liver oil with iron would benefit
internally, and, as a lotion, equal parts of dis-
tilled vinegar and liquid extract of witch-hazel
might do good. And, of course, rest horizon-
tally is most necessary in a

Bad Leg.

“ H. S.” wants “ a good thing for blueness
after shaving.” He should drop into the
shaving-water a pinch of powdered boric acid,
and after shaving dab on triple rosewater.
Perhaps he is using a too strong soap. White
Castile soap is a very good one.

“ Mother of Three” is bothered by a bad
breath.  Such may be due to the stomach,
bow'els, teeth, or nose. | cannot advise -with-
out further particulars. A mouth-wash that
would disguise the trouble is composed of:—
Rosewater, four ounces; camphor water, one
ounce ; and tincture of myrrh, one ounce.
And formamint lozenges are very good.

“ Jas. Brown” has “ constant pains start-
ing on the left side of his back and continuing
right down to his left leg.” He has in vain
tried a lot of things. Is it

Sciatica ?

Such is very apt to be obstinate. Perhaps he
lives in a damp house. | rather think that
Rutherglen itself is a damp locality. Anyhow,
he may gently rub in a little of this liniment:
— Menthol, four drachms ; chloroform, four
drachms ; liniment of aconite, six drachms;
and liniment of camphor, up to two ounces.

Hot brine baths might benefit, and, especially
as he is constipated, he may take the famous
“ Chelsea Pensioner” mixture, the proper
formula of which is:— Powdered gum guaia-
cum, one drachm ; powdered rhubarb, two
drachms ; cream of tartar, one ounce; flowers
of sulphur, two ounces ; one finely-powdered
and one poundl of clarified honey
Well mix. Dose, two tablespoonfuls night
and morning. No alcohol, except a little well-
diluted De Kuyper gin occasionally, which is
excellent for the kidneys. As much fatty food
as can be digested. Woollen underwear.

"Peter Piper” | cannot treat here, but |
could do so privately.

Printed and Published by D. C. THOMSON & CO..
.. 170 moot Street. London. E.O.
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MISCELLANEOUS SALES.

ADVERTISEMENTS may be “nsertedin
the “ Red Letter” under above Heading
at the Prepaid Rate of TWOPENCE per
Wordperlnsertion. All Advertisements
should be forwarded to E. E. Potter,
Ltd., Koh-i-Noor House, Kingsway,
London, W.C.

PAWNBROKER'S CLEARANCE SALE.
SEND AT ONCE FOR OCR L,I*T OF 1500
absolutely sensational Bargains.

POST FREE TO ANA" ADDRESS.
IT'S A REVELATION. ASTOUNDING VALUE.
PATRONISED BY ROYALTY.
ALL GOODS SENT ON 7 DAYSI APPROVAL.
Magnificent «£5 5s Od grairmplion*, wiih

§ 17 in. flower Immgwt,_ _powerful
filent. motor, improved sound N>v* Sacrifice, 25s.
Approyal -
£C/0° Genuine 23f Acme ?afrfy tasrr, wMh 12
B extra blades: fitted in i*a-0 complete; never
ijs-ed. Sacrifice. 55 9d. Approval,
“iCi/fi tWnrtli £3 3> O<It gent.’s heavy 3Set. gold-
X 1// " cased keviesB ierer buntei watch, improved
-antiotj (John Forreft, London!. 10 yeart’ warranty:
absolute perfect, tlmekeeper: also dcublo «m b albert.
WDic quality, handsome compass ar-tarind: alt quite
indistinguishable from new. = Lot complete, ,<ar-~rificr,
105 6d. ApBrovaI before payment.”

*>/0O Baby’s long clothes, hiperilno quality, mag-
J*'  oniticini. £5 5* parcel: e
éveryfiling required; beautiful home-made earraenlj-;
the " perfection of mother’'s pcesona) work: never
worn. Sacrifice, 12s 9d. Approval before payment.

d H. DAVIS. Pawnbroker, 26 DENMARK HILL,
>¢ (AMBERWELI,, 1<XSDON.

B musical instrument.. aUgq gramophones, whole

_eale prices: small instalments. Orders by po*t
special attention. Illustrated catalogue free. “Doug-
las, 58 King’s Chambers, ..South Sl.,” London, E.C.

xE Von fretting Married ? -Sample book of wed-
A ding cards_emt on appro, for it days on
of postcard. Cheapest, and best s-election,

)¢ Hamp-
ton's, wholesale stationer, F~rth-

BBANKETS.—7_45 pairs h_ea\g/ white wool blankets,
7 fic. VW 5 it.. 0s epair; pairs, 9s 6d. Also,
947 pairs extra heavy ditto, 8 ft. bv 6 ft., 6s pair;
2 pairs 11s 9d to cl¢*ar. eoatisiaction guaranteed or
money retTimed. J- Bow & Co., Dept. 2. Merchants,
Leicester.

ONELESS corsets,
Li.'t fine.
faam.

new invention: unbreakable.
Write Knitted Corset Co., Notlins-

ONJTTRINCr Secaets. List Id. B. Drcsdin, North

Finchley, l.ondon

TAASY Terms.—Costtimes, skirts. _hoots, children's
JLi clothing, <St, Is weekly. Write for illustrated
catalogue, terms, fee. Cray Stewart, 25 Milton St.,
London, EC.

TAREE-—Pocket rubber stamp of your name and

JC address: also particulars of money-making em

H_ovmentv whole or spare time. Richeford, Snow
ill, London.

N Memoriam Cards.-- Sample book sent on appro
for 3 days on receipt of postcard. Cheapest and
latest designs. Hampton, wholesale, stationer, Perth.

LOVELY Dresses. A-r,---Second-hand bargains. Cata-
logue stamped envelope. Madame, "F.L ," 240
Amhurst Ed., London. N

PAWNBROKERS CLEARANCE SALE-
LIST OF 1500 ABSOLUTELY GENUINE BAR-
GAINS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION SENT
POST FREE TO ANY ADDRESS.

MARVELLOUS

L
ALL GOODS SENT ON 7 DAYS' APTROVAL.
PATRONISED BY THE NOBILITY.

17~/ iR R™1 Russian furs, £5 5s set, rich lustrous
+£t- \J dark tuble brown. 8 ft- lon ranville
stole, satin lined, handsomely trimmed 12 Russian
tails and heads, deep shaped collar, elegant largo
granny  muff matching. Sacrifice. 12s 6d. =~ Sent for
inspection, before payment. .

I? /Ct Gent.'s £4 4s fashionable dark brown
1.1//0 tweed suit, splendid (%uallt\xl; tailor-made
bv Stroud (high-class tailor): latest est End cut
and finish: neve** worn: breast 38 in., waist 35 in.
leg 31'e> 19s 6d. Approvaf
williuglv. . °
-0 *  Gent.'s hea fashionable double, albert
I~ Ju 18-cL. gold- (stamped) filled curb pattern;
solid link?.” Sacrifice, J2s 6d; worth ,i*2 2s. Ap-
;iroval before payment.

ft iCOL (Worth” 43 3s Od) lady's handsome 38«t.
1 U /D goldcased keyless” watch, improved acfjon”
(John Forrest. London); exact timekeeper; 10 rears’
warranty: also fash_lonable long watch guard, cfegnnt
design: “same qualify, guaranteed 15" years’ wdar;
together sacrifice. 10? 6d. Approval before payment.

AVIS & CO.. PAWNBROKERS (DEPT. 12),
I) 284 BRINTON ROAD, LONDON.

Great sacrifice,

40 article?:

THE RED LETTER. on Sale every

MART Costumes, Ac. — Second-hand bargains.
Stamp for list. Vladama S.A., 45 Cramvilo Rd-.
Stamford Hill. London, N.

STAMMERING cffectnajly cured by <ovrfsoondemo
KT or personally. Treatise lent free. N. .IT. .Mason,
30 Fleet St.,, London.

£* A -Page book about herbs, and_bow to use them
T Ix sent Iree. Send for one. Trimnell. the herb-
alist-, J44 Richmond Rd., Cardiff. Established 1876.

ATLAS LOCKSTITCH MACHINE, 39 6

I Best and cheapest for all kinds of work,
t Send 5/« for month's trial. Covers 10.-.
~Can he paid 8/- monthly. Write for terms
work samples. — ATLAS CO., 183K
High Street. Camden Town, London.

MOUSTACHE!

A Smart Manly Moustache grows in a few days
at any age by using® MOUSTA,” the guaranteed
harmless Moustache Forcer. Acts like Magic! Box
sent in plain cover for 7d stamps. Send no»v to

R. L. Dixon A Co., 4JJunction Rd, London, N.

*ADVICE FREE.”
long standing. Send FULL PARTICULARS to
Mr GEORGE, Medical Herbalist, 211 Higrh
Street, GATESHEAD, who sends Full Particulars

of his Celebrated Herbal Treatment, and Book

“THE TREATMENT THAT CURES”
Instant Relief. No Drug* or Minerals used.
Remedies. Thousan Permanently Cured.

FREE,

A POSTCARD br]'r;ﬁourl—bnjsme
Art Catalogue. exhibiting ‘housands of
Bold Dress and RIiNgs.
Sigrets, Brooches. BrareVits. Watches.
Ferﬁanm&oﬂ”g]tl)eegfmfuls\@lqﬁm
anu->s.  Uneq or teste, quali

andvalue. 2/-inthef (Bsh[jscuu%{
WRITS FOR CATALOttUR FREI
Al delivered on approval for sall
pa’ mentwith order and nonthly pay-
ments after delivery if entirely” satis-
factory. In vour own int write
NOWfor this valuable prirechalieng
«H book. A complete quide to the
latest and best/PSrkod lons, of the
Jjewelleryiradc. for Catalogue 8
4.8. CRAVE* LTp. SHEFFIELD

RINGS

£1000

THE *Ri,.P LETTER" FREE COUPON INSLR-
ANOB TICKET, SPECIALLY GUARANTEED_ B\
THE OCEAN ACCIDENT AND GUARANTEE
CORPORATION, LIMITED, 36 TO 44 MOORGATE
STREET, LONDON, J.C

TkAA will \fe paid by the abnvr, Corporation
Ht'-1 i** 10 tho legal rFprf-Konlati\p of the Hona-
firjt) holder of this Coupon Insurance Ticket Killed l}x
an aroident within the United Kingdom (o tbe pa
f-eneer >train, public omnibu*. tramrar, or four-
wheBlgd or ha-nsom cab (driven bv a livened driver
pl\mﬁ for public hire), 'in whirh snrh holder was
ttavefl/rig as a ticket-bearing or p«' passenger, or
who «tan have bevn fatally injured thereby, should
death a-0.nU within ninety days after such accident.

FRKK
IXSIHANC'K.

Shon|d fudi aorident not prove fatal, but cause
within th» “snie period of nmew days the loes of
to i-ecrire

two li*eibs, tneh holder shall be entitle
/Tk/\ for Die_loss of one limb, under aforc-

y - N
r)UU> said, conditions,
) or shouri Sucﬁ bolder, as a fare-paving
passenger, be dt<vjied bv am aceident
a nasseng*r steamer plying dirertly between points
,/i HiF Unitec‘ Iﬁgngdom .
» ! will be”paid to th« legal representative
luorided that notice of tho afident be
civeii within seven days from the <v-<urrnnce of tho
arridont- if rase of injury, and within fourteen davs
> Dy urcid™nt, in case ol death, to the Ocean Acr>.
elent *nd Onarantoo Corporation. Limited, ob to 44
Moorglite Street. Tondon. E.C. . L
Prowided. also that the person so killed or injured
had upon his or lor peir-on, or HAD LEtT AT
HOMIil. this Coupon-lnsurance Ticket, with his or
ier u.iual signature written prior to tfie accident on
mhi- sriace provided below, which, together with tho
-ivine of notice within the time, ‘as hereinbefore
mentioned, i- of the essence of the contrad.

* ThisMns-in'nnee holds good for the current week of
ilie ~*ilv. and carries tho benefits of. arid subject.
Vtho conditions of, the "OCEAN ACCIDENT AND
IDARANTEE, CORPORATION. LIMITED, ACT,
S9Q,'* Risks 2, 3, 5, 6. .
This Corporation admits that the purchase <f this
apec 55" the payment of the premium under_the Act.

No person ran,_ recover under nn-re titan c-ue
‘nupoii-Indurance Ticket m this paper in respect of
me. rih
StolphiVv............... Lereeer e

This fCoupnii-Insurauce Ttlcket, subject, to its (enns
and renditions, _is ajrplicable to Railway Su-vjt ;>
Travtjl/ing in R-iilway Ua.-sengrr Carriages and "Post,
Office Officials travelling in Railway Soitinp Vans.

Tints Insurance extends from and indude- IVI'.D-
NIVSmAY. the 11th Dav of Oct.. to thc MII>NIGIIT
of TIXESDAY. the 17th Day of Oct., 1911.

Sufferers from ALL
DISEASES, no matter from what cause arising, or how

Nature's

Wednesday

CRAVES

A Postcard will hring you our hand-
Kimelv itiustraled Price list of Furs, which
offers you asplendid selection oi these beau-
tiful articles oi luxury and comfort. We
deliver auv Fur you wr-h to have, .on appro-
cil Carriage Paid to all approved orders, tor
(root 2/8 with order, and if you are entirely
pieased and satisfied when vou have exam-
ined and tried on. the balance is payable in
Vaav Monthly Payments through the post.
Write for Furs Catalogue to-day.
burs arc always moft becoming wear, and
svery lady whnrakesatj interest in her appear-
ince should sen- a Postcard at onoe. All
|ik>led at pr.ces which favour economy and

(applied on approval Lot Easy Monthly

2winenl* or %* in the Discount
' CEAVSS Ctd. sheffield

NOBLES

SAVE MONEY, and at the
same time dress fashion-
ably and tastefuily. This
Is made possible by John
Noble’'s splendid range of
Smart Autumn Goods at
true money-saving prioes.

A QUALITY
COAT

CARRIAGE PAID.
MODEL  AC\
hits wuch u
2720.  Quality Coat
as this been
obtainable anywhere for

8 6,v i.me but Noble's
can supply you NOW ! Its
value, until >ou see the
Coat and wear it, is really
unbelievable. Only Noble's
unsurpassed facilities and
enormousscale of manufac-
ture inak-'1he ofter possible.
THE JWATERIALS :

Either Grev. Brown, or
Cirecn Tweed Mirtubes, or
Superior Plain Black and
Navy Clot h—fashionable
and durable Cloths all of
them—warranted to give
satisfaction.

THE STYLE:

Verv attractive, inchirl-
ingsmart new collar, which

may be tinned up and but- s .-
toned, and double-breasted NOBLES
fronts, with panel hack \ - FURS'H

and wrapped seams.
Sleeves finished with
rows of stitching. Bust,
measures 34. 38, fr 38
ins. Length 50 ins.
Conscientious work-
manship inevery detail
CARRIAGE PAID,
FOR 86

OHNNOBLEI

ROOK ST MIUS MANCHESTER

LACE CURTAINS
‘BUY WHOLESALL

/0 Pair! 3 Pair,
/ O (Carr, .id) for 3 8

FULL LENGTH!!

S YARDS LONG!!!
Lovely New Designs! Superior Quality! Sa
Money ! Write iutiantly for our illustrated s:
catalogue of Curtains, Drapery, Jewellery,
Cutlery. China. Umbrellas-etc. The Leeds
Bargain Co.'Deot.R.D.If3Raven Rd.. T.eetis

ALL AFFT.IFATIONS FOR AHV3ERTISEMENT tfIPAUK IN BED IVFTTKR to »r made to FRFHR K IOTTFR, T,Tt>, KOH-I-NOOR HOUoL,

JUNGSWAY. LONDON, W.C, but all

other communications to RLD LLITLit OFFICE,

1V0 Fleet BUeet. London, E.O.
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BOURNVILLE COCOA

IS by test the best—in iIts absolute

purity, Its. economy, Its sustaining

power and iIts unique flavour.
CADBURY’'SDELICIOUS CHOCOLATES

ARE TOO WELL KNOWN TO
NEED FURTHER PRAISE

CADBURY BROS,, BOURNVILLE
LTD.

A COUPON IN EVEKY PACKAGE

IT FAYS TO BUY FROM US TO SELL!
O "

OWhy not send to us for POST CARDS? We supply the Seller and the “o-
Buyer. For the next few weeks we are to send Parcels of Post Cards—every
card different—containing Highland Scenery, WeU-known Actresses, Studies of
Flowers & Fruit, Studies of Children, Famous Pictures, Animals, Sea Scenes, &c.

m Parcel “A” containing 25 Post Cards, 11£d
“B” ” 50 " 1/8£
“Cc” ” 100 ” 2/11
“D” ” 250 ” 5/-

BUY THESE and MAKE MONEY!

O W. L. HAMPTON, 52L2KL,

Scott Street, PERTH.



