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You Can Try

"SALADA"

GREEN TEA ..

Write ‘Salada’, Toronto, for free sample.
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The Middle

BY J. B. FLETCHER.

Author of “Black Money,”

CHAPTER XXVI.— (Cont'd.)

“He's gone down there,” Millwaters
#aid. “Now, Mr. Perkwite, if you

Please, we'll separate. You take the
right of that street—1I'll take the left.

p a lookout for my gentleman's
Homburg hat and keep the tail of
your eye on me, too."”

Cave’s headgear was easily followed
down the squaﬁd- street until its owner
finally turned into a shabbier thor-|
oughfare. Then the clerk hurried
across the road, attracted Perkwite's
atte:;tian, and whispered two or three
words:

“Wait—by the street-corner!”

1

Perkwite pulled up, and Millwaters |
went down the dismal street. Pres.!
ently he came back.

0f Things

“Bcarhaven Keep,” ebe.

CHAPTER XXVII.
THE BACK WAY.

Viner rose, as the lock clicked, and
strode to the door.

“It's just ne I supposed,” he remark-
ed quietly, “We're trapped! Mrs. Kil-
lenhall has brought us here for some
purpose of her own.”

ishment than fear.

W"IIF‘IE alone in his office when Viner andT

his companion were shown in.

*Well, Mr. Viner!" he said. “You
were right and I was wrong. It wasn't
that young fellow Hyde who killed
Mr. Ashton.”

“But do you know who did?" asked
Viner eagerly.

1 Six months ago,

|

“T do!"” answered Dri.lford.

“Who, then?" exclaimed Viner.

“He's h the cells at the back, now,”
said Driliford, “Dr. Cartelyon, of your
gquare "

Viner stared silently at Drillford
a8 if he scarcely comprehended his
meaning.

“Cortelyon’s man "

the repeated

geuddenly, this afterncon. Through
your aunt, Mr. Viner—Miss Penk-
ridge. Smart lady, sir!”

|  “My aunt!” exclaimed Viner. “Why,
how on earth—"

“She went round to Bigglesforth,
the stationer, and made some inquir-
|1es. Bigglesforth, when he'd got to
know the main features of the case,
| was willing enough to heip, and your
aunt immediately brought him round
here to see me. He told me that he'd

 for some time, and he'd no doubt that
the paper and envelope described by
| Miss Penkridge was some which he'd
| specially secured for the Doctor. But
he told something far more important:

%iggleﬂgrth sold Cor-
telyon a second-hand typewriter. The
machine was perfect in all respects,
| but that one of the letters was defec-
tive—broken. Thac was the same let-
ter, Mr. Viner, which was defective in
the document which Cave showed to
you gentlemen. I was so ahsolutely
certain of the truth of Miss Penk-
ridge's theory that 1 got a number of

; s . lour best men—detectives. of course—
iss Wickham showed more aston s ;

“But why should any one want to Douse back and front.

we went round to Cortelyon’s

We made|

keep us here for any time?” she asked. | #traight for Cortelyon’s surgery, and |

“What's it mean?”

“I wish I knew!” exclaimed Viner.

we were on him and the other two, |

Cave and Mrs. illenhall, before|

Y : : |
After several minutes had passed, he they'd time to move, literally. It was|

pulled ouff
tal note of the time.

his watch and made a mﬁn-.“”

an affair of a moment—and, of |
course, they saw it was all up. Mra.

“If we're delayed much longer.” said | Kiilenhall and Cave at once denounced |

Miss Wickham, observing his action,

Corte.yon as the mainspring, and the

; Loy . 7 alag ' : woman got me aside and whispered |
“Ran him to earth—for the time be. ' Mrs. Killenha!l will be too late for pe

ing, anyway,” he said. “He's gone
mmto a surgery down there—a Dr.
Martincole's."”

“Well?" demanded Perkwite. “What
next? You know best, Millwaters.”

The clerk jerked a thumb down the
gide of the dismal satreet on which'
they were standing.

“There'’s a public house down there,”
he said, “almost opposite this surgery.
Bet!;a?r 5.ip in there and look quietly
out.

Perkwile followed his companion
down the sireet to the tavern. |

the bank.”
“What bank?” asked Viner.

|

that Cortelyon actually killed Ashton |

himse!f, unaided, as he let him out of
I

“My bank. I a'ways give Mrs. ]{iln!}‘i-“ back door into Lonsdale Passage!” |

lenhall a cheque for the weekly bills
every Friday, and she said to-day that
I might as well

|V
ive her the cheque'

“So—that's  settled!” exclaimed!
"iner. I
When Mr. Carless, Mr. Pawle and|

and she could eall and cash it as we! Lord Ellingham arrived Viner drew|

drove back.

And,” concluded Miss them aside to show them the doct

1= |

Wickham, “the bank closes at four.” |ments found in Corte.yon’s possession. |

Viner began to be suspicious.

These established beyond a doubt Miss

“Look here!” he said suddenly.! Wickham's right to the title, Countess
“Don’t think me inquisitive, but what ©f Ellingham.

was the amount of the cheque vou
gave her?"

(said
“There was no amount stated,” re-|the papers.

‘Here is the full story of the case,” |
Carless who was glancing over|
“He must have been a

: : A “T alwavs rive Very good business man, this unfor-|
“Hang about here and watch,” olied Miss Wickham. “T always give i

whispered the clerk.

Some time had ed, and Mill-
waters had been obliged to repeat an'
order for bottled Bass before anything

place in the street outside. Sud-.
denly he touched his companion's
elbow. |

“Here's a taxicab coming along and
slowing up for somewhere about
here,"” he whispered. “And—Lord, if
there aren’t two ladies in #t—in a spot
like this! And whew!” he went on
excitedly. “Do you see 'em, Mr. Perk-
wite? The young un’s Miss Wickham, '
who came to our office about this Ash-
ton affair."”

Perkwite drew away from the win-
dow, puiling Millwaters by the sleeve.

“Careful!” he said. “There's some-
thing seriously wrong here, Mill-
witers! What's Miss Wickham being
brought here for? See, they've gone
into that surgery, and the car's going
off. 1'm poing off to the police!”

Millwaters put out a detaining hand.

“I'Nl tell you a better plant than
- that, sir," advised Millwaters. “Find
the nearest telephone-box and eall Mr.
Cariess, tell him what you've seen and
get him to come down and bring some-
. body with him.”

Perkwite ran off up the street and
toward the Whitechapel Road, anxi-
ous.y seeking for a telephone booth.

Twenty minutes had elapsed by the
time he got back to the dismal street.
At its corner he encountered Mill-
waters, lounging about hands in pock-
ets, Millwaters wagged his head.

“Here's another queer po!” he said.

. “There's been another arrival at Num-
ber 23—not five minutes since. Viner
‘came. Rang at Number 23 and was
let in."”

“By George, Millwaters,” Perkwite
exclaimed, “what if this is some in.
fernal glnnta—trap—ﬁnmething‘ of that '
sort? Lord man, Miss Wickham may

in real peril—"

“Viner's In there,” Millwaters re-
minded him. ‘“Wait!"” .

And Perkwite waited, chafing. Sud-'
denly a car came along and from it
sprang Mr. Carless, Lord Ellingham
and two men in plain clothes, at the
gight of whom Parkwite heaved g huge
slght of intense reliaf.

i
|

|'

After Every Meal

It doesn’t take much |
to keep you in trim, |
Nature only asks a |

lictle help.

Wrigley’s, after every |
meal, benefits teeth, |
breath, appetite and

digestion.

A Flavor fﬂ]‘ E#.'ET}? TﬂSfE i

 Mra. Killenhall
‘one time!
| you doing here?” he demanded, as

i fore Scotland Yard et once.

er a blank cheque—signed, of course

—and she fills in the amount herself.”

Without expre
the w
other people on this plan, Viner turn-
ed to survey the room impatiently.

“We've waited long enough,” he ex-
claimed. “I'm going to get out of
here,”

Miss Wickham pointed to a door in
the oak paneling. “There’s a door
there,” she remarked. “but I SUppose
it’s only a cupboard.”

Viner went acress, drew the curtain
aside, tried the door, looked within,
and uttered an exclamation. I say!"
he called back. “Stairs! Come along!
Let's get out of this altogether.”

Miss Wickham pathered up her
skirts and followed him down the
stairs which came to an end deap
down in the house terminating in s
door which Viner carefully opened.
There before him lay a marrow white-
washed vard.

S8ing any opinion on

'sort of note?”
isdom of handing cheques to|

'character and abilities of the young

tunate Ashton, poor fellow! But]
what's this he’s put at the end, as a|

“‘Since arriving in England and
making inquiries in London and about |
Marketstoke and Ellingham as to the

man who is the present holder of the |
title and estates which are by right my |
ward’s, I have had considerab’e doubt |
as to whether or not I should exercise |
the discretion extended to me by her|
father. Having nobody of my own, I

'have left her all my fortune, which is

a handsome one, and she will be a rich
woman. The young man seems to he
an estimable and promising young fel-

|low, and 1 am much exercised in my

A ‘pale, sharp-eved'

urchin was feeding a couple of rab-

bits in a soap-box, and him Viner
hailed,

“You're a smart-looking lad,” he
said. “Would you like five shillings?
Well, have you seen Dr. Martincole
this afternoon?”

"See him go out abaht an hour Ao,
guv nor—wiv anuvver gent.” said the
:ad eagerly.

“You've seen him many a time, of
course. Now what’s he look like?"

“Couldn’t tell you that, guv'nor'd,
yer see,” said the lad, “cause he's one
o' them gents what allus wears a

white silk handkerchief abaht his face |

—up to his eyes. But he’s g big man
—wenrs black clothes.”
Viner gave the boy his promised re-

ward, and was passing on when Miss

Wickham touched his arm.
“Ask him if he's ceen a lady go out
this way,” she said. “That’s equally
rtant.” 2

1m¥a .
he boy, duly questioned. nodded his |

head.

i |
“I see Mrs. Killerby go out not so

long since,” he answered. “Know her
well enough. She lived here once.”
*:C:unm‘ along!” muttered Viner.
“We've hit it! Mrs, Killerby—whao is
used to live here at
Good heavens! What are

Millwaters and Perkwite hurp
foilowed by Carless and Lord
ham.

Perkwite told of his and Mill-
water's adventures, but before he had
finished, Viner spoke: “If you'll par-
don us, Miss Wickham and I have an
engagement e sewhere.”

He hurried his companion away,
and into the first taxicab which came
along empty.

“Now,"” he said, as they stepped in,
“tell this man the name of your bank.
and let him go there, quick!”

ried up
Elling-

CHAPTER XXVIII
THE

{I'.ti:iil'}‘ At the bank revealed the
fact that Mrs. Kilienhall had present-
ed a cheque from Miss Wickham for
ten thousand pounds, which had been
cashed without any hesitation.

The bank manager, greatly perturb-
ed, advised them to lay the matter be-
Without

TRUTH.,

further wards, Viner hurried Miss
| Wickham out of the manager's room
| and away to the taxicab which he had
purpose.y kept in waitine.

At Scotiand Yard they were met bv
L one of the officials,

“If you and Miss Wickham w
-.i!'E".."i" }L:,I':-' Fil =k :]| | ,"li

er,” | 1. ‘I think wou §

o

mind as to whether it might not be
best if Corteiyon and I kept the secret
to ourselves until our deaths.’”

Mr. Cariess read this passage aloud, |
and then smote the desk heavily with
his hand.

“There's the secret of the murder!”
he exclaimed. “You see, gentlemen,
Ashton, one holder of the secret. was
honest; the other, Cortelyon, was a
rogue. Ashton wanted nothing for
himself; Cortelyon wanted to profit, |
Corte.yon saw that by killing Ashton
he alone would have the secret: he
evidently got two accomplices who
were necessary to him, and he meant,
by suppressing certain facts and en-
larging on others, to palm off an im-

poster who—mark this!—could be
squared by one hundred thousand
pounds! Oh, a bad fellow! Keep him

tight, Mr. Inspector, keep him tight!”|

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE SETTLEMENT.

Mr. Carless took lLord EI-linthm'HfI
arm. “You know what this really |
means—to you?!" he said. “You are
willing to give up everything to Miss
Wickham?"

Lord Ellingham laughed,

"Of course!” he answered.

“Very well,” sald Mr. Carless.|
‘“Then—the question is—who is to tell
her "

The two lawyers and Viner looked
from one another to Lord Ellingham
—but Lord EHingham was already
eager and reaponsive.

“Gentlemen,”” he said quickly, *“I
claim that right! If T am to abdicate
in favor of another, let me have at
any rate the privilege of first greeting
the new sovereign!”

The gathering repaired to Viner's
house, where they waited in the lib-
rary while Viner went away to the
drawing-room and presently. brought
Miss Wickham back with him. She
looked from one so.icitor to the other
with something of a smile.

|
f

“More mystery?” she asked.

Mr. Cariess, with a courtly bow,
took the girl’s hand.

“My dear young lady,” he said,
“there is, this time, a mystery to be
explained. And :‘*.:1;-:*.'-' me to hand
voul Into this room—=uthere 15 a voung

gentleman In there who will explain

it, all of 1t, a thousand times hetter
than we old fogles possibiy could!”
e

NURSES

The Tef Ho pital for IAcurables, In
ciillaiion wilthy Bellivup and Allled Hospitals,
Mew Yerk ::'!j l"'ﬂ"‘"l a thre YeErs !'._1.:'1.;.
of Training fo youdd women. having tha
regulr=d educafion, and desiroos of becoming

prass. Thiza Hospital hzs adoptzd the gight-
i Fy3icm The pupils receiw uniforms cf
ihs Scheol, & moathly mliowances and fraveling
cxpensgds to mnd Trom Mow York For forth

—~URarimiendent.

Driliford. “And it all came about quite |

supplied stationery to Dr. Cortelyon

He closed the door on her, and turn-
led to Mr. Paw'e.

“I'H trouble you for a pinch of that
old snuff of yours, Paw.e!” he said.
“Um—dear me! What extraordinary
'moments we do pass through! Viner
my dear fellow, you're a book-collector,
I know. To—er—pass the time, show
me some of your treasures.”

| Ten minutes, twenty minutes, thirty
minutes, went by, while Viner gshowed |

some of his most treasured possessions

in the way of print and binding to the |

two old lawyers. And then, the door
of the inner room was opened, and the
| two appeared on the threshold. And—
they were holding each other’s hands.

“Gentlemen, our very good friends,”
said Lord Ellingham, “it is only right
| that we should take you into our con-
 fidence at once. 1 absolutely insist on
‘resigning—what iz not mine—to my
‘cousin, the Countess of Elingham.
And—not in any return, gentlemen !—
she has promised to give me something
which I shall prize far more than any
title or any estate—you understand?
And now, if Mr, Viner will excuse me,

there are just a few more things we|

have to say to each other—"

He drew the girl back into the room
and closed the door, and the three
men, once more left to themselves,
solemnly shook hands with each other,
(The End.)
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DISTINCTIVE IN LINE AND
FAEBRIC,

Tha d
tamo
in the gracefully flaring lines of
the model pictured here, Details that
go to make the chic and successful
frock for women of larger figure are

||

| Lo! the stalks are sprayed

ainty .printed frock, the epi-! Hills
of the new season, finds expres- |

combined in the softly molded lines of |

the bodice, the deep V front opening,
and scarf-like collar.
revers and a set-under button-trimmed
vestee of the same contrasting mater-
ial as the coliar and tab cuffs. which
trim the long, tight, set-in sleeves. No.

1245 18 in sizes -'Hi, a8, 40, 42 and 44 a stork brought vou?"

inches bust. Size 38 bust requires 5
yards 36-inch figured material: %
plain contrasting. Price 20 cents.
Every woman's desire is to achieve
that smart appearance which draws
favorable comment from the obszerv-
ing pubiic. The designs illustrated in

‘our new Fashion Book are ':_rt'i;_{inhtf,-:i

in the heart of the style centres and
will help you to aequire that much
desired air of individuality. Price of
the book 10 cents the copy.

HOW TO ORDER PATTERNS,

Writ: your namos and address plain-
ly, giving numbter and size of such
patterns as you want. KEnciose 20¢c in
gtamps or coin (coin preferred; wrap
it carefully) for each numbei, and
eddress your order to Pattern Dept,
Wilson Publishing Co., 73 West Ade-
laide St., Toronto. Pattern: sent by
return mail

Fog ¥

Indianapolis Market.

Behlnd heaped fruits in a jumbled row,

Stand Josephine, Angeline, Antonio,

Marie, Raphael, Mimi small,

And tiny bambino—a luscious stall

Laughing, gay, Neapolitan

Chlldren of Tony, the market man

Their skins are touched with the same
warm gold

That gllded the oranges: their curla
hold

The purple sheen of grapes that grow

In Italy's vinevards; their lips glow

Vivid as ripe promegranates do:

And the veins on their temples are
lapis biue

As the sky at Naples is In spring

The look of thhem's a singing thing

Their speech 1s music—hush, a breeze

Siirs distant, dark-leaved olive trees.

And boatmen’s songs drift off the Bay,

Llting, lovely, far away.

Warmth and laughter, melody,

Color, romance—Italy!

Their name e &4 poem—Josephine,

+ 2 ¥ 14 & 1
Maria, Raphael,

Angeline

—Hithel Arnold Tilden, in “Quest and
.'I||.:'4'r-; taAnceg e
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“I see you’ve been buying
some new Table Linen’

Hostess: “No, my dear, I've been
using Sunlight Soap’’

UNLIGHT, the allpure laun-

dry soap, is backed by a $5,000
guarantee. = Sunlight will do your
washing quickly, more thoroughly
and will keep your clothes looking

like new.

Sunlight Soap

The Largest Selling Laundry Soap in the world

Made by
Lever Brothers Limited, Toronto

Sold Everywhere

Friend:

S78a
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L&rkspur | Yanks Got Off Easy.
But yesterday I looked upon the lot, _1: E“f‘jf'g llu;:ﬁ .“'””*J War f;m]}. 1.849
This clump of green-gray stalks stood | AMerican soldiers were affected by

empty. ' chlorine gas am? .i}.ﬂl‘v T died.
| S . . ';'_ ‘
panulng the intervening hours [ A fevr dirops of Shionly = ddes ~

Some challce filled with heaven's blue

Pours out,— ' the water when washing flannel and

woollen garments will make them sofh

With flower-cups and heip to keep them a good color.

Of every shade of bine:

The blue my mother's eyes wear
When she looks at you;

Flax—saun hazed:

The gorgeous turquoise of a dragon-
fly;

far distant,

—

Ah! vou and 1 well know
The hue of every
Steepled larkspur’'s eye.
—Gertrude 8. Mc¢Calmont,

—— T

Interested in Stork. I

Nurse—"Willie, dear, don't vou want |
to come to see the sweetlt liitle sister

Willie—"No, I don't. 1 want to see

the stork."

Tire ists

The strain of holding and the
work of lifting are both elimin-
ated with the Hotpoint Iron be-
cause of its patented Thumb Rest
and Heel Stand. Over six mil-
lion women have found in the
Hotpoint Iron a freedom from
tired wrists- and aching backs.
At the preserx low prices, you
should not overlook thie comfort
of the Hotpoint Iron.

$85.50
Special Hotpoint Iron §1 extra.

DESTROYS o

H-27.D
A Canadlan General Electric Product

You will see this trade

mark in hardware stores

everywhere. Every utensil so
labelled is fully guaranteed for long

cervice and satisfaction by

z of Canada

The 5heet Matal Pror.lur.:is Co. Limked

TORONTO Winnipeg
Vancouver Calgery

[t

Montreal

Edmoanton 210




