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Fri;ndly Stiles of England.

The stiles begin to exercise their old
charm when the time for country wan-
dering arrives. They appeal to you
now. They are irresistibly friendly.
They would not try to make it easy for

ou to pass to the other side of the

iedga did you need to go further, like
a trespasser, looking this way and
that, writes P. W. D, 1., in *““The Lon-
don Daily Mail.”

Wherever there are stiles they are
friendly. They differ much in form,
from the rude steps on the fern and
foxglove walls of Cornwall to the torn
ghip’'e timbers taken from the shore
and fashioned into stepping ways amid
the briars and brambles of Norfolk
hedges.

They mark the short cuts to rest as
well as work. They are crossed for
dalliance no less than dispatch. It is
the loiterers’ geason that is starting
now. The lure of the field paths is
gtrong. There will be wanderers alone
and wanderers in threes and fours;
but perhaps as often as all others there
will be wanderers in twos, tramping
from stile to stile till they find one
more friendly than the rest—a lovers’
seat,

summer vcomes, with billows of

e e e P W rrm—— —-r—

A i;*';w Cl:uckles from I.r-ela.nd;

Many good things have come from
Ireland, not the least of which are Its
characteristic mirth-provoking jokes
and anecdotes. Of recent years, alas!
the people have had little enough
| cause for light-heartedness; and yet,
as Miss E. Somerville points out in
her memoirs, there are still in Ireland
some to make jokes and others to
laugh at them.

A man with authority, she writes,
came upon one of his workmen who
was clearing a water course; two
other workmen were standing near
by, watching him do it.

“Well, boys,” he said, "this is what
we always see in Ireland! One man
working, and two more looking on!"

There's three of them now, sir!”
said one of the lookers-on politely.

And the old people can still laugh at
themselves—which is perhaps the
touchstone of humor,—especially the
,I.E:Icl women, who regard the world and
its needs and follies as from another
| plane, having never had time aor follies
and having outlived all needs except a
pinch o' tea and a paireen o boots., I
cannot forget little old Mrs. Leary,
who, dying, said gayly:

“Sure, three inches of a coffin’ll do
leaves and surge 'of flowers, with uu_r|1ne1 ‘Look,’ I says to them, ‘make the
ceasing drone of insects in the sunny  coffin a small sign too big, the way
aly. The quiet woodside that the little | the people’ll think the womaneen in-
path hugs is grown bosky: the beck in|side in it wasn’t all out so little as
the hollow tinkles over its pebbles be-| What she was!”
neath the plank bridge and then is lost| And consider the two old “nurses”
In a forest of willow herb; the corn is | at Ross, one of whom was acting as
grown so high that children crossing | butler and housemaid, and the other
the fields are seen only as they top the | @s cook and yard boy; each, conscious
stiles: and every stile is deeper set, so { 0f her own absurdity, would describe
have the lusty brambles pread their |herself and her companion as, “Me an’
long arms around and all the hedge-|the other owld hairo!”
row plants given themselves to aban-
tdon. The lovers must sit closer.

And then will the small meadow-
brown butterflies disport around these
spots from morn to eve. We ecall them
gatekeepers, because they haunt the
field gateways with wink of eyed
wings and airy dancing. They keep a
stile as gleefully.
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WOMEN CAN DYE ANY
GARMENT, DRAPERY

Dye or Tint Worn, Faded
Things New for 15 Cents.

Could She Answer That?
Farmer—'"Mother, that boy of ours |
ain't doin’ nothin’ at college but fun]-;

amond Dyes

in’ round with the girls.” |
Wife—“0h, I think not, Hiram
a-workin hard. |
Farmer—“A-workin' hard, eh? Then |
what vou ‘make of this here Alma |
Mater he's allus writin® 'bout he loves

g0 much?

Don't wonder whether you can dye he's
or tint successiully, because perfect |
home dyeing is guaranteed with "Dia-
mond Dyes” even if you have never |

dyved before. Druggists have all col-

ors. Directions in each package. |
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T Nature’s thht—nght_s. |
Y1 What is the most eficient light in |
SN — the world? I
=i B fr’-,:- Some people might vote at once fm‘|
3 the “last word” of sclence in artificial |
-1 illumination, but they would be wrong.
L _LLon The most efficient light known to us |
I was known in the days of pine torches |
- 4o | and rushlights. It Is that with which |
N L e Nature has endowed the glow-worm |

We Know. and the firefly.

Science has so far failed to salve the i
problem of the produection of light |
without heat—a problem which E.E-El‘ils;i
to have given Dame Nature no diffi- |
culty. In all artificial light production
an enormous amount of energy is lost
in the form of heat rays and chemical
Fays.

Bug—"How are things going?®”

Appleworm—*“Not so good. The
landlord has just raised our rent to
forty apple seeds a month!"

Love is the only fire that is encugh
to melt the iron obstinacy of a crea- |

ture’s will,

& half per cent., and the most perfect

| of only four per cent.

Nature, for the luminous efficiency of

the firefly {s no less than 99.5 per

cent., whilst the glow-worm's light is

| eighty times more efficient than a

tungsten lamp.

N R—
FROM $30 TO $50 | Mighty is the foree of motherhood!
Yrite for deseription and our special | It transforms all tliings by its vital
cash prices. It means buying a Bicycle  heat; it turns timidity iInto fierce
for at least $b less than you will pay | courage, and dreadless defiance into
glsewhere, and all our Bicycles are | fremglous submission; it  turns
thorougily guaranteed. Juat address thoughtless ness into foresight, and
Retter— BERCY A MGBRIDE | vet stills n.él un:;‘:.-:'.'y into calm con-
406 YONGE ST. TORONTO | Tenc: it makes selfishness become self-

| denial, and gives even to hard vanity
It interested in Sporting and Athletic  the glance of admiring love—George |
Supplias, or In Motorcycles, advise us, | []igt.

when Catalogue and Prices on thess |
goods will be mailed.

e
Minard’s Liniment Heals Cuts.

lhad perfect self-control.

‘dﬂur NOW.

lcent a swift glanece around the room.|a man, an

Thus a four-watt carbon glow lamp |
bhas a luminous efficiency of less than |

artificial {lluminant has an efficlency 5:mw " he said to Cunningham.

Science here compares badly with

angled Trails

—BY WILLIAM MACLEOD R.INE

(Copyright Thomas Allen).

CHAPTER XL.— (Cont'd.) |
“X is the ten minutes of uncle’s time|to

I can't : S
P IOCE0PL TOTH S g ORis were.night, at eleven o’clock, And I'll say

with him practically every other min- | . g
to. X i S :tv. | he made a bad mistake when he tried
ute. X is the whole unknown gquantity. | e didn’t get away with it. For I

It 1s the time in which he was prob’ly  an TR
actually killed. It is the mﬂ?l whﬁ[knew that the man who was aimin’ to
may, by some thousandth chance, have | gun me WE{S the same ;’i‘githﬂt had
stepped into the room an’ killed him |killed T;Jnce James. e’ g_ﬂif to
while none of us were present,” ex- | worryin _ffﬂ' fear 1 was followin’ too
plained Kirby. : hﬂ:C; a trail. : o ‘
“If there is such an unknown man| | Did you recognize him?" Jack ga:d.
you can cut the time down to five min- Not right then. I was too busy
utes instead of ten, providing your duckin’ for cover. Safety first was my
schedule is correct,” James cut in. motto right then. No, when I first had
“For according to it I was there part| time to figure on who could be the

1 ( t of the!gentleman that was so eager to maIfe
gisthgftli?ﬁ end Mss. Hu Dazt.o me among those absent, I rather laid

“Yes,” agreed his cousin. 1§t to Cousin James, with Mr. Cass Hull

L : that | second on my list of suspects. The
Mrfu}guﬂﬂ?s ?affr Eﬁ;te Id:;?'?%eered | fellow had a searchlight an’ he flashed

ames, hat ends it. |it og. me. I could see above it a ban-
‘I{Jﬂ need ;ufrﬁaﬂijﬂufd;guﬁejﬁry_" dannd handkerchief over the face.

Kirby turned to the man by the I'd seen a bandanna like in in Hull's
door, ;fc_hief, one of the queer things | hands. But I had to E];lmlnag[‘. Hu}'{
about this mystery is that all the wit- The gunman on the stairs ha sma.l,
nesses had somethin’ to conceal. Go neatrfeet, no larger than a woman’s.
right through the list, an’ it's true Hull's feet are—well, sizable.
of every one of us. I'm talkin’ about They were. Huge was not Eﬂﬂ much
the important witnesses, of course,, to call them, As a dczen eyes focused
Well, Cole an’ I found a paper in the|o0 his boots the fat man drew them
living-room of the apartment where|back of the rungs of his chair. This
Horikawa was killed. . It was in Jap-| attention io personal details of his
anese. 1 ngl‘[t to have turned 1t over Eﬂ?}‘fﬂrnlatlﬂn was eml}ﬂrl‘_nssmg. ' 2
to you, but I didn’t. I was kinda : Those small feet stuck in my mind,
playin’ a lone hand. At that time 1 K,“‘b}’ went on. “Couldn’t seem to get
didn’t suspect my cousin James at all.[rid of the idea. They put James out
We were workin’ together on this of consideration, unle.ss, of course, he
thing. At least I thought so. I found had hired a killer, an that didn't look
out better later. I took the paper to|réasonable to me. I'll tell the truth.
him to get it translated, thinkin’|l thuugh:‘: of Mrs. Hull dressed as a
maybe Horikawa might have written|man—an’ then I thought of Shibo. -
some kind of a confession. James lost ‘Had you suspected him before!
that paper. Anyhow, he claimed he T}";EE from Olson.

did. My theory is that Horikawa had Not of the murders. I had learned
some evidence against him. He was that he hfid seen the Hulls came from
afraid of what that paper would tell.”' MY uncle’s rooms an’ had kept quiet.
Tas d 1 ' : A- 11m. ackle ibo

A mcleric;olimine; yo losk e p an’ threatened to tell the police. Evi-

“Do you mean that he actually tried
kill you?” James asked in surprise.
“In the Denmark Building, the other

er. I had nothing to do with it,"” )
Fames retorted -:nIdi%: “No doubt t]';.EF dently he became frightened and
paper has been destroyed, but not by | tried to murder me. 1 got a note

makin’ an appointment at the Den-
| mark Building at eleven in the night.
The writer promised to tell me who
killed my uncle.

me. Quite by accident, I judge.”
His cousin let off a bomb beneath

the broker’s feet. “You’ll be glad to

know that the paper wasn’t destroy-

ed.” he said. “I have it, with a trans-| Went.” ‘Thf: cattleman turned to Mrs.
lation, in my pocket at the present|Hull. “Will you explain about the

note, please?”
of his!| The gaunt, tight-lipped woman rose,
h|as though she had been called on at
'school to recite.
she said. “Shibo made me. I didn’t
| know he meant to kill Mr. Lane. He
'szid he'd tell everything if I didn’t.”
She sat down. She had finished her

moment.”
James

clutched the arms
chair. His knuckles grew white wit
the strain. *“Where—where did you
find i1t?” he managed to say.

“In the most private drawer of your
safe, where you hid it,” Kirby replied
quietly. I ittla o

Cunningham wvisibly fought for }:is,hthgdl‘iei*gan PR

% - i 'E. i . 4 8 1 .
composure. He did nol speak until h R e Bl i R

Then 1t “‘mnmight. be a tool of my cousin James.
' A detective hired by me saw him
leave Jame's office. That didn’t ab-
solutely settle the point. He might
have seen somethin’ an’ be blackmailin’
| him too. That was the way of it,

|

with a sneer.

“And this paper which you allege
yvou found in my safe—after a burg-
lary which, no doubt, you know is
very much against the law—does 1t

convict me of the murder of my| : Bk

uncle?” Flwa‘tﬂn’t it?” He turned point-blank to |
The tension in the room was Ilt‘l‘\-*ln:-r{-‘LJ"E;IEEFE“I:L : s b s T _]'

shattering. Men and women suspend- es,” the broker said. e hac

us right—not only
| Phyllis, too.

ed breathing while they waited for an me, but Jack and

answer, _
“On the econtrary, it acquits
any guilt whatever in the matter.
Phvllis Cunningham gave a broken
little sob and collapsed into her hus-
band’s arms. Jack rose, his face work-
ine, and caught his brother by the
shoulder. These two had suffered
greatly, not only because of their fear
for him, but because of thui.f-?ur of
his guilt that had poisoned their peace.
James too, was moved, as much by
their love for him as by the sudden|)
relief that had lifted from his heart.| _ _
But his p!'i‘[]L} h?lfl Fim ﬂl”."r‘-if:ul'f”}? E’DI.d.I LI' I}l'f.l-'.ll]l:-—.‘(-d him an answer E-_.::H]I"ll_ln
“Since you've decided I didn’t do it,|  “No doubt he came to-day thinkin’
Mr. Lane, perhaps you'll tell us then| he was goin’ to get it.”
who did,” he suggested presently.
There came a knock at the door.
A whimsieal smile twitched at the feet. He was wearin’ a pair o’ shoes
corners of Kirby's mouth. He did not| that looked to me mighty like those
often have a chance for dramatics;worn by the man that ambushed me,
like this. : _ | They didn’t have any cap pieces across
“Why, ves, that seems fair enough,” | the toes. I'd noticed that even while
answered. “He’s knockin’ at the he was shoofin’ at me.
Enter X.”

)

| the strained tendon I had been with
| him and Horikawa in the apartment
We quarrelled. I got furious and
the little scoundred. He gave my arm
some kind of a jiu-jitsu twist. He was
at me every day. He never let up. He
meant to bleed —me heavily.
couldn't come to terms.
ield to him.”

“And did you?”

| back to the previous question.

e | that it would be a good idea to look

over his quarters in the basement.

Shibo had one human weakness. He's

CHAPTER XLI. a devotee of the moving pictures.
ENTER X. Nearly every night he takes in a show

Street. The Chief lent me
' last night we went through
He had expected to meet James alone. his room at Eiw Paradox.
That first slant look of the long eyes! there a flashlight, a bandanna hand-
forewarned him that Nemesis was at kerchief with holes cut in it for the
hand. But he faced without a flicker |eyes, an’_ n 1.1hu mattress two thousand
of the lids the destiny he had pre- | dollars in big bills. We left
pared for himself.

“You write me note come see ¥y

”.Nﬂ,

Shibo stood on the threshold and on Curtis

ou | want to alarm Shibo.”

James showed I| emotion. “You plenty devil man,” he

think not.” | said.
“You no want me?” |
The Chief’s hand fell on the shoul-|

der of the janitor. “l want you,!

surprise.

(To be concluded.)

&
i

Shibo.” i OUR SALT SHAKERS.
LT Ty + u Ik 5 | N
‘!,,fiu WI Vs A0 NI EEE S CORNe Ih“f': A piece of gummed paper over the
oo | hole in the bottom of your salt shaker

“No, I reckon Mr. Lane wrote that.”|
“1 plenty busy. What you want me
for?”
‘For the murders of

S

b | - F .t & L s [ L _“:I. i "' s Ui e B g I-‘-
does the 1..!.-.;111 s I_-.[-_-h..d,l‘[- das d COLA

- 5 e e . - . S .
and it does away with the necessity of

James Cun-! searching for one of the right size.

.'1‘;1111‘.:1151!1". ‘Ei’[‘l.-l.'l I[()l-‘i.l*-'.lh—-,'[l_“ Ht}fGTE lhE Tio gugnniud paper 1z at hﬂ.l]'ﬁ. nEe '-1".!:,"
words were out of his mouth the Chief| fap of an envelope and a bit of
had his prisoner handcuffed. asilaze

Shibo turned to Kirby. “You tellum
police I killum Mr. Cunin'lam and &

rikawa?”’ = -
llrh 5 % : A hﬂ!miu‘s ﬂf COMmOon sénsea is 'f’.'i"-‘_"h

+I|_I'E_‘;.
“1 plenty sorry I no kill you.’
| “You did your best, Shibo.
lthree shots at ten feet.
ing.”

a bushel of learning.

2
Minard's Liniment for Dandruff.
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Took |

totten shoot-'

“I wrote the note,” |

|
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I tock a chance ﬂn‘]

He |
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After Every Meal
It’s the longest-lasting
coniection you can b
—and i’s a help to di-
gestion and a cieanser

- for the mouth
( and teeth.
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Liberty! Equality! Fraternity!
They are the three steps of the su-
preme ladder. Liberty is right; equal«
ity is fact; fraternity is duty. All the
man is there,

e

L.et us bulld altars to the Blessed
Unity which holds nature and soul in
perfect solution and compels every
atom to serve an universal end. Let
us build to the beautiful Necessity
which rudely or softly educates him

| to the perception that there are no

contingencles; that law rules through-
out existence; a L.aw which Is not in-
telligence; not personal or lmpersonal
—It disdains words and passes under-
etanding; it dissolves persons; it
vivifies nature; yet solicits the pure in
heart to draw on all its omnipotence.
—Emerson.

CREAM

We want YOUR Cream. We pay
highest price. We supply ecanas.
Mak: daily returns. To obtain
best results write now for cans to

BOWES CO. LTD. TORONTO

Bees on Farm

Nothing pays better when properly
managed. Send for our catalogue
of heekeepers' supplles. Expert ad-
vice freely given.

Ruddy Manufacturing Co., Ltd.
Brantford Ont.

ST | E :
IRVENTIONS
I - i =4
Bend for ilat of laventions wanted by Manufas-

furers. Fortunes have been mode irom almple
fdean, ''Patent Frotection' booldlet on reguest.
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: I couldn’t let him drag |
vou of | her into it. The day you saw me with |

next to the one Uncle James I'Elltt‘d.-r

caught Shibo by the throat to shake |

We |
I hated tui.

Kirby went |
: “Next |
| time I saw Shibo I took a look at his |

It struck me |

We found |

them |
' where we found them, for we didn't |

The janitor looked at him without |

If

HAROLD C. SHIPMANMN & CO.

PATENT ATTORNEYS ZL.BUIE STREEST
W 2 A e 2 o PR
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CAN <>
USE YOUR MONEY

SPARE TIME OR
ALL YOUR TIME

AND PUT
Money in Your Stocking!

Money in Your Purse !
Money in the Bank !

Act as our Agent. Sell ourB, & E, Superfine
Hosiery to yourfriends, neighbours and
. acquaintances,

Thework iseasy, The goods sell themselves.
Any woman will at once recognize the high
quality of B & E hosiery. This class of hosiery
15 not generally obtainablelocally. Therefore,
people are anxious to buy from our agents,

Housewiy who need more ready cash.
schoolgirls. with books and dresses fo buy,
teachers, men or women, any one can scll
B & Z Hostery and make money. At the same
time they do a real favor to their customers.

Write To-day.

B. & E. MANUFACTURING CO. (Dept. H.)
Lundun

'i
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Ontario

Easy running Mowers
that cut wih razorlike
keeness.

A Smmarts Mower will keep
your Jawn irim and neat
Thoroughly relioble, absoliely
gugrontecd. At your hard-
ware dealers.

JAMES SMART PLANT

BROCKVYILLE ONT.
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