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ing.”

They all made their way back to
the house. Granet, however, seemed
still dissatigfied.

“I'm going to see that my ear's all
right,! he told them. *“I left it in
the open shed.”

He was absent for about twenly
minutes. When he returned, they had
finiched the game of snocoker pnol
without him and were all sitting on
the lounge by the side of the biiliard
table, talking of the war. (Granet

“Thomas,” said Mrs. Ruraldeany ap- |
pearing at the door of her hushﬁ.n’ﬁ's;
study, “what absurd idea do you “hink |
that new gardener has in his head? 1 |
| was asking him about planting the po- |
| tatoes, and he deeclared that we could |
| hardly expect to get a full crop with-
| out Johanua, I didn’t think you would
| tolerate any Johanna about the place.
I,-'tnd I left him there staring. That
great, hulking man!

| With the Help of Johamma. !

I suppose he |
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listened for a few minutes and then used to harness his wife and his cow

{r

said good-night a little abruntly. Ie|together at the plough in Europe.”

{Eaprgchmd}

Synopsis of Later .Chapters,

Captan Granet calls upon Mousieur
Guillot at the Milan Hotel and gives
him a document from the KﬂISEI‘Iﬂf-
fering France a separate peace. The
plot is discovered. Conyers sinks two
submarines. Granet is commissioned
by his uncle, Sir Alfred Anzelman, to
destroy the new sub detector, made by
Sir Meyville Worth of Norfolk. When
czlling upon Isabel Worth he 1s ns-
taken by the inventor for the captain
of the guard and shown the marvel-

lous inventicn. -

CHAPTER XX.—(Cont'd.)

“Tt isn’t Captain Chalmers, father,”| ]
' plied gloomily.

Isabel interrunted.

Inoon ?” he inquired,

lit his eandle outside and went slowly |
to:hi1s room.
ed at his wateh and locked the door.

re " x 1 o 1 - ""1 o

t was half-past eleven. » changed | .. 3
It ‘was half-past eleven _HE: e !;E.I Mrs. Ruraldean about?’ he asked,
his clothes guickly, put on some rub-

ber-soled shoes and slipped a brandy| "*m was caly tellin’ her t]m.rﬂl'ﬁ noth-
flask and a revolver into his pocket.|in’ can bate Johanna for gettin' a good
Then he sat down before his window | crop oif thke land.”

(with his wateh in his hand. He was “I don't see the need of any Johan-
'conscious of a certain foreboding from |na. If vou can’'t—"

| which he h'ﬂﬂ_ never been able f-ﬁi “Well, of course, there's sheep man-
(escape since his arrival. In France|ure and there's phosphate, but for
and Belgium he had lived fhr{:uﬂ'h'rml AR

i fateful hours; carrying more than| .., S
once his life in:his‘ hgml-q His risk| I'm not talking about sheep man-

to-night was an equal one but the E}:~1'“IE o phosphate.  'What I want to
hilaration seemed lacking. This work | know is, how abont this female—Jo-
in a country apparently at peace|hanna?”

seemed somehow on a different level.| “A woman indade! Sure. it's this
If it were less dangerous, it was also | here Johanna I'm tellin’ ye about.”

he stopped the ear and, standing up,
leoked steadily away seawards. The
long stretch of mavshland, on which
the gelf links were situated, was
eaentyv. A slicht, drizzling rain was
falling. He found, when he reached
the Dormy House. that nearly all the
men were assembled in one of the
large sitting-rcoms. A table of bridge
had been made up. Mr. Collins was
seated in an easy-chair close to the
window, reading a review, Granet ac-
cepted a cup of tea and stood on the
hearthrug.
“How did the golf po this after-
4T was dead off it,” Anselman re-
“Our friend in the

. gy - : | e '_'l"'."“ o B ; FI"' E! . -
By Meyville seemed suddenly to }J.E-ILAF-:; _‘--?"-[r;fi"”}i’-jfrlf-' I‘I.T;ﬁi-]‘ﬂd S,SE}S fl:Lnute-’I lpss E"f.ImIII'.'_-'I!lI".-F, In thpse Ifew MO- | And the gardener pulled from his
come still. He looked fixedly at| Mr. Collins looked up and grunie 'ments the soldier blood in him called pocket a seedsman’s catalogue
Granst. nn:} lf‘c.ki:*.i put of thﬁ; window agaim, ; ‘for the turmoil of war, the panorama My l-'{urflflrxieiau‘ Iﬂ}}kédt wghel th
“Who are you, then?” he demanded.| “Either of rou fellows goimg co cut| o 16, 200 death. the fierce, hot ex-| " St = e

lin at bridge?” young Anselman con- |

grimy finger of the hired man pointed

: Mr. Ruraldean, with 'fire in his eye, |
Arrived there, he glanc-| went out to interview the gardener. |
| “What is this Johanna you're telling |

“Who are you, sir?” .

“I am Captain Granet of the Royal tinued.
Fusiliers, back from _the _
wotnded,” Granet replied. *“I can as- ' to the window.
gure you thst I sm a perfectly trust-|
worthy pers:n.”

“But I aon’'t undersiend,” Sir Mey-|
villea esaid sharply.
doing here?"

“I eame to call upon your daugh-|
ter,” Granet explained. “I had the|
pleasure of meeting her at lunch at
Lady Anselman's the other day. We
have been playing golf together at
Brancaster,” -

Sir Meyville began to mumble to
himself as he puched them into the ; :
bo it {declared. “If you will give me five|

'I!,I‘_I,.l' fi‘.il.l]t,” he muttergﬂ.-'_.“lﬂj,-‘, minutes U} feteh my mackintosh and |
favit. Captain Granet, I thought that | goloshes, it would interest me to see
my daughter knew my wishes. I am |whether I have profited by the lessons
not at present in a position to receive |l tcok in Scotland. il
gucsts or visitors of any description.| = They met, a few moments later, in|
You will pardon my apparent inhospi- | the garden. Mr. Collins threw the
tality. I shall ask you sir, to kindly|Jack with great precision and they
forget this visit and to keep away|Plaved an end during which his sup-|
fro.a here for the present.” qirlm'i]t:f was appfﬁen;:. They ﬁtrnlied'

“T chal - e | together across the lawn. well away
5 il._:Ir ‘é'ﬂi‘ ;bep};‘gg;:{:;ljﬁs,cgi ca?;ff‘;- now from the house. For the first time
you that I am quite a harmless person, | G5anct dropped his careless tone.
though,” . I What do }-"ﬂ];l”'makﬂ of this change

“I do not doubt it, sir,” Sir Meyville | mchEs- weather?"” he asked quiekly. |
replied, “but it is the harmless people | .- It's Jus{fh what they et walting
of the world who do the most mischief. | E?* t'fhﬂ EL..E.'I‘I?‘.'I;E'I]llEIi. VR abont
An idle word here or there and great| 'S alternoon?”
secrets are given away. If you will|  “I am no scientist, worse Iluck,”|
allow me, I will show you a quicker | Granet replied impatiently, “but I saw |
way down the avenue, without going|encugh to convince me that they've!
to the houss.” got the right idea. Sir  Meyville

Granet shrugged his shoulders. thought I was the man commandinz

“Just as you will, sir,” he assented. the escort they've given him,—actual-

“You can go in, Isabel,” her father !y rowed me out to the workshop and |
directed curtly. “I will see Captain'showed me the whole thing. 1 tell|
Granet off.” you I saw it just as vou described it,—i

She obeyed and took leave of her Saw the bottom of the sea, even the
guest with a little shrug of the shoul- ¢olor of the seaweed, the holes in the
ders. Sir Meyville took Granet's arm rocks.”
and led him down the avenue. ! _“And they’'ve got the shells, too,”|

—unsucces=fully, I regret to state.” |
Granet lit a cigarette. |
“Well,” he remarked, “it’s too far to

get down to the links again, but I'll

play you a game of bowls, if you like.”
The other glanced out upon the

‘lawn and rose to his feet.

“Tt is an excellent suggestion,” 'hel

| 1 i
“Captain Granet,” he said gravely, E?”TS I&there-d, fthe shells that
“I am an indiscreet person and I have 13{_‘]‘5 un tir t_f--ater.
an indiscreet daughter. Bearing in ranet looked around. They were

playing the other end now.

“Listen!” he said.

They paused in the middle of the
lawn. Granet held up his handker-
chief and turned his cheek seaward.
There was still little more than a
floating breath of air but his cheek |
was covered with moisture.

“I have everything ready,” he said.
“Just before we go to bed to-night I
shall swear that I hear an aeroplane.
You're sure your watch is right to the

“I congratulate you heartily, sir,” Second, Collins?” LSt
Granet 'Eep}ied, shaking hands. “{)_f!ﬂ'thérm:‘& :ﬁﬁureﬁth]ﬂ? It is ?E‘ht. the
course I'll keep away, if I must. I e p_ﬂ 'g-fi”il PO Sar el that
hﬁpem?ﬂhe?}othm' 15t§'x11. over, dthﬂugh’!a.re gﬂ _ing i:ﬂ?nllm: Egihyﬂgiiglfgzndﬁf
vou will allow me te come and renew 2 g - - '3 A |
m{ acqu-ain’l':ance Wl-t-h your d-augh-ter:” . Lﬁ,ﬁ_ Ill';fr!]'? CE‘LE-I-EE'E}IJ{ E]ﬂan with ﬂ‘lls.l

When it is over, with pleasure,” Sir G sl L B O0C S oW, that, 1T
Meyville assentod. think, ™ he went on, measuring it with

: . ‘his eye carefully. “Come, my friend |

Granet stepped into his ear and nmon e | Sy LT1end, |

drove off. The inventor stood looking ;:»I::;‘:Itiifiz ai?hé;i]:;:}ﬁ;?g 'lE]IIﬂ;:’F Scotch

after him. Then he spoke to the Geoffrey Anselman threw up the win-
sentry and made his way across th

€ dow and looked out
gardens towards the boat-shed. [Py Gy e
“I ought to have known it from the he E;i;&f‘ hot stuff, isn’t he, Ronnie ?’
first,” he muttered. “Reciprocal re-, :

e B : .| Granmet glanced at his opponent,
:TI;E::{E?P wasiithe one thing' to think - ooir b5 Vent shoulders, his hard face,

hooked nose and thin gold spectacl
Granet, as' he drove back to the axr.. o : £0-0 JpoLEpEs,
Dormy “House, was conscious of a! Yes," he admitted quiet'y, “he’s too

= Iy
curious change in the weather. The £00d for me.
winld, “g'liﬂ'h ]:13;1.i hieen blowing more |
or less during the last few days, had | '
suddenly dropped. There was a new | At ab CE‘:;PTER XXL. ; Y
heaviness in the atmosvhere, little! t about hall-past ten that eyening, |
banks of transparent mist were drift- | Oranet suddenly threw down his cue|

e v B o Eppe s A ‘in the middle of a game of billiards, |
3 2 s. More than OHCe and stood, for a moment, in a listen-

ing attitude.

“Jove, 1 believe that's an airship!”|
he exclaimed, and hurried out of the|
rocm,

They all followed him. He was
standing just outside the French
windows of the sitting-recom, upon the
gravel walk, his head upturned, listen- |
ing intently. There was scarcely a!
breath of wind, no moon or any stars, |
Little clouds of grey mist hung about |
on the marshes, shutting out their view
of the sea. The stillness was more
than usually intense.

“Can’t hear a thing,” youne Ansel-
man muttered at last.
“It may have been
admitted.

mind your profession, I may speak to
you as man to man. Keep what vou
have seen absolutely secret. Put a
seal upon your memory. Go back to
Brancaster and don’t even look again
in this direction. -The soldiers round
this place have orders not to stand
on ceremony with any one, and by to-
njght I believe we are to have an
escort of Marines here as well. What
you have seen is for the good of the
country.”

farncy,” Granet|

“A motor-cyele going along the
s Tunstanton Road,” Major Harrison |

. o Hd cugpested.
| Fw ITEV E “It's a magnificent nicht for a
._umﬂLLETTCGHPANI%W* raid,” Dickens remarked, r.__-‘I::!ian::'
= TORONTO, CANAD <3 around. '

& l *No chance of Zepps over here. I
 should say,” Collins declared, a littla|
didactically. “I was looking al your
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'silence. Nothing had changed.

| habited, lonely and

[ IO,

citement of juggling with fate while

wanted still ten minutes to twelve.
For a moment then he suffered his
thoughts to go back to the new thing
which had crept into his life. He was
suddenly back in the WMilan, he saw
the backward turn of her head, the
almost wistful look in her eyes as she
made her little pronouncement. She
had broken her engagement. Why?
It was a battle, indeed, he was fight-
g with that still, cold antagonist,
whom he half despised and half fear-
ed, the man concerning whose actual
personality he had felt so many
doubts.  What if things should go
wrong to-night, if the whole dramatic
story should be handed over for the
glory and wonder of the halfpenny
press! He could fancy their head-
lines, imagine even their trenchant

paragraphs. It was skating on the
thinnest of ice—and for what? His
fingers gripped the damp window-sill.
He raised himself a little higher. His
eyes fell upon his watch—still a min-
ute or two to twelve. Slowly he stole
to his door and listened. The place
was silent. He made his way on tip-
toe across the landing and entered
Collins’ room. The latter was seated
before the wide-open window. He had
blown out his candle and the room
was in darkness. He half turned his
head at Granet's entrance.

“Two minutes!” he exclaimec softly.
“Granet, 1t will be to-night. Are you
ready?”

“Absolutely!”

They «stood by the cpen window in
It was
not yet time for the singing of the
earliest’ birds. The tiny village lay
behind them, silent and asleep: in
front, nothing but the marshes, unin-
quiet, the pgolf
clubhouze empty and deserted. They
stood and watched, their faces turned
steadfastly in a certain direction.
Gradually their eyes, growing accus-
tomed to the dim and changing light,
could pierce the black line above the
grey where the sea came stealing up
the sandy places with low murmurs, |
throwing with every wave longer
arms into the land.

“Twelve o’clock!” Collins muttered.

Suddenly Granet’s fingers dug into
his shoulder. From out of that pall
of velvel darkness which hung below
the clouds, ecame for a single moment
a vision of violet light. It rose appar-
ently from nowhere, it passed away
into space. It was visible barely for
five seconds, then it had gone. Granet
spoke with a little sob.

“My God!” he murmured. “They're
coming!”

(To be continued.)

His Last Day on Earth.
Blithely he went forth, singing as
he went.
It was a warm summer's day, and Le

sang of the woods and the trees, of the |
fields and the air, and the marsh{*&i
And of people—human beings with
life and blood and all things good.

The evening wore on. Having slept

| the greater part of the day, he now | '°BIDE:

arcused himself for the pleasant task
before him. So he entered the -::m:-|

The concert was just about to start. |
All was quiet.

Locking around him apralsingly at
the mct audience, he burst forth in- |
to scng—a slow, droning song in the
same Key for full three minutes. Then
he stopped, apparently waiting for ap-
[‘.L!ﬂllE'E!.

And it came! Smack!

And so the mosquito died, I am
sorry, reader; I should have told vou
at the start that “he” was a full-erown
mosquito! : |

DO - i

_t'_"l'

Most Inconsiderate.
It iz awiully inconsiderate of a man
to prepese to a girl when there is no |
she not wearing her

and 15

nretiiest frock.
its purplest sxcments!

; the heavens themselves seemed rain-jand read: *“Guano in hundred-pound
Front, ~Granet shook his head and walked |3, death on every side. Heve there |bags.”
, _ ! 4 . |was nothing but silence, the soft o — =
“l can't stick cards in the daytime.” ch1ach of the distant sea, the harking Tribut

Mr. Collins shut up his review. L ettt dog. The danger was riouce.

“] agree with you, =ir,” he =aid. “I |vivid and actual but without the | Deborah and Christepher brought me
“What are you|cndeavored to persuade one of these | i vlus of that blood-red back- dandelions,

|gentlemen to play another nine holes ground. He glanced at his watch. It| Kenton brought me buttercups with

summer on their breath,
But Michael brought an autumn leaf,
like lacy filigree,
A wan leaf, a ghost leaf, beautiful
as death.

Death in all loveliness,
exquisite,
Who but he would choose it from
all the blooming land,
Who but he would find it where it hid
among the flowers?
Death in all loveliness, he laid it in
my hand.

fragile and

—Aline Kilmer.
. e e A e ey
Hear, Hear!

Mr. Gasbag Jenes stocod on a soap-
box at the corner of the street.

A huge crowd surged around him.
Surely his heart should have been
glad!

But he was dissatisfied,

He tried hard to be heard, but it
was all in vain.

Every attempt he made to speak
was interrupted by some member of
the audience,

At last, stamping his foot in great
anger, he bellowed at the top of his

| voice:

“Every time I open my mouth a silly
fool speaks.”

And the crowd agreed with him en-
tirely.

oo
No Eye for Color.

“A friend of mine,” zays a Britizher
now in this country, “is a ecurate in
a local suburban parich in England.
Some little time back he went up to
Oxford to take his master of arts de-
gree, and the following sunday appear-
ed in the pulpit resplendent in his new
master of arts hood. A few nights
later he was dining in the house of a
prominent parishioner and was
amazed to hear his hostess pleasantly
remark:

* 'Mr. Blank, that new hood of yours
doesn’t suit you at all. T can’t imagine
why you, with your complexion, chose

red of all colors 1n the world. A
myrtle green - or an old gold would
have suited you much better and

been far more effective.
never know how to dress

L

would have
You men
vourselves.'

_

What Tea_bchEr SJd.

It was a lesson on punctuation, and
Jimmy was lelling asleep at his desk.

“Now,” said the teacher, “if I say,
‘I must leave, as I have an engage-
ment By the way, what is the
time? I place a ‘dash’ after ‘engage-
ment,’ because the sentence iz broken
off abruptly.”

At that moment she caught sight of
the dozing boy.

“*‘Now then, Jimmy, yvou are not lis-
What was I saying?”
asked him.

“Please, Miss Smith,” said Jimmy

| cert-hall, humming happily to himself, | With a start, “you were telling us you

said ‘dash’ because your engagement

| was broken off abruptly.”

-
—

Good Advice.

“I am learning to drive a ear.
you any advice to offer?”

“Yes. You will be all right if vou
always proceed on the theory that the
other fellow is a fool. By keeping
yourself prepared for him to do the
wrong thing you wil always be on the
gafe sgide.”

—— —-—--l:u-.—— —

Bobby Knew.
Mother (tosmall son)—*What would

Have

happen If you talked to your teacher

as yvou talk to me?”
Small boy (promptly)—*I would be

' expended."
it robs life of one of |

-
% &
-

Minard’'s Liniment used by Physicians,

she

Prospectus Bent on Application,

—

| Small Potatoes.

' Bethel folks had no good word

To say for Hill-Farm Willlam Hurd.

His boys had patches on their seats,

' His shingles left his roofs in sheets;

| Moll Pitcher off his haystacks fed;

'iBiIl planted wheat, docks came in-

| stead.

' His floors were up, his fences down;

| 'Twas even whispered through the

F town

| His wife made pictures with a brush

' Of robin, linnet, jay and thrush,

While half her hens were left to set,

And the rest laid eggs where none:
could get.

Bill's boys were snubbed at school: at
church

Poor Mrs, Bill was left in the lurch

By decent women-folk who bake,

Sew and scrub and butter make.

In short, opinion was that Bill

Was small potatoes and few in a hill

But Thomas thought his dad a god

And worshiped the very ground
trod,

For dad could whittle boats of Spain,

High galleons of the Pirate Main.

And Walter dreamed with deep de
light

Of songs his father sang at night,

Songs of another land and age,

Of lace-frilled hero and velvet page,

Small John imagined heaven to be

Sitting forever on daddy’'s knee.

Should you have asked Bill's wife if
she

Dreamt ever of new felicity

Her dusky eyes would have leaped to
flame

And seared your folly into shame.

he

Years go by, and folks go by,

Yet no neighbor ever knows

That ‘E"FI’LEI'E Bill's hungry acres lie

Love’'s rose of Sharoh richly blows.

And no one knows that Tom will ride

A quarter-deck upon the sea

And find a flame that will abide

While tales of heroes still shall he.

No one knows that Walter’s song

Will bless with beauty where it rings,

Will sound the centuries along

And make his memory like a king’s.

And John will keep the homestead

sweet

With simple peace and prove again

That the good God's lovely loving feet

Walk still the ways of husbandmen,
—Robert P. Coffin.
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Pirates in 1921.

Are the days of Captain Kidd over?

It seems not. Within the last few
months five ships have mysteriously
failed to complete their journeys, hav-
ing apparently disappeared off Cape
Hatteras, and the explanation is sug-
gested that pirates are afloat in the
Atlantie,
J This may or may not be true, but
| there is further evidence to supportl
the theory. The scheoner Carroll
Deering went ashore, a wreck, near
Norfolk, Virginia, with not a soul on
board. There was nothing to indicate
‘what had happened to the crew, or
what had caused the catastrophe.”

Shortiy after, a bottle was found
centaining a message apparently writ-
ten by the master. He said that he
and his crew had been taken prisoner
and removed to ancther vesgel,

The idea that pirates are afloat ca
the Atlantic sounds like the fulfilment
lof a boy's wildest dreams: but the
war let loose some queer spirits, and
| the thecry is not an impossible one.

I}-—- —

. A Coincidence.

| “Jackie, said the teacher, ‘“‘can you
' tell me what a coincidence is?”
|  *“Yes, ma'am,” sald Charlie.
got one in our house.”
| “Well, what is it?" asked the teach-
er.

“Twins."
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d's and take no other.

Ask for Minar
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| Changing Cclor of Birds,

|  Seientists have found that the colar
| of birds in three or four generations
| can be changed to white by keeping
them in a white room with whith sur-
roundings and attended by persons
 wearing white.

<00 MILE
BREARKEY

|
| The used car dealer who shows you
how they run instead of talking abont
wl.at they are like.

USED AUTOS

100 Actually in stock
402 YONGE ST,
' Percy Ereakey
|

TORONTO
Mention this papss,



