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BEGIN NMERE TODAY

|tony had gone to the locked door,

rospective visit of a n',“_'lnd was turning the handla. “I sup-

The
lu—w-lfphrur.h.r, who had been ab-
ssnt for Aftesn {H.I'I in Australia,
Was & far from pleasing prospect Lo

MARK ABLETT, bachalor ir't:]:lriilﬂl"
of The Red House. Mark and his
eonstant companlon,

MATT CAYLEY, remained In The
Houss awalting the arrival
of she brother,

ROBERT, whils ths house-party
Uasls wWere awWay Dflrllf Eolf.
hen Robert appeared, the par-
lor-mafid, startled by his r h ap-
Pearanc ushered him I(nto ark’'s
ofMeces and went to Inform her mas-
ter. Mark was not in the garden
and when the mald retornad to tha
house she heard ths report of a re-
Yolver and thea the sound of Cay-
ley pnundl.n.f oo the locked ofMes
door and amandln admitianca.
This was tha stats of afTairs whan

ANTONY OILLINGHAM., & youth-
ful gentleman adventurer, arrived.

GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER III
YLEY locked round suddenly at
the volca.
“Can I helpT” sald Antony po-
Htaly.

“"Bomething's happensd.™ maild
Cayley. Hes was breathing gquickly.
“I . heard a shot. I was In thes 1.
brary. A loud bang. And the door's
locked. ™ Hes rattled the handle
again, and shook It *Open tha
door!” he cried. *1 say, Mark, what
is t? Open the door!™

“But he must have locked the
door on purpose,” sald Antony. *So
why should he open it just becauss
Fyou ask him to?™

‘Cayley turned to the door again.
“We must break it in,” he sald, put-
ting his shoulder to iL

“Isn't there a window?™

*Window? Window™

“80 much easler to break o a
window."” sald Antony with a smile.
He looked very oool and collected, as
he stood just Insids the hall, leaning
on his stick

“"Window—of ocoursal What an
idiot I am.™

He pushed past Antony, and be
Fan running out into the drive An-
tony followed him.' They ran along
the front of the houss, down & path
to the left, and then to the left again
over the grass, Cayley In front. the
other close behind him. Suddenly
Cayley looked over his shoulder and
pulled up short.

“Here.,” he mald

They had come to the windows of
the locked room, French windows
which cpened on to the lawna at the
back of the house. Bul now they
were closed. Antony, couldn't help
feeling a thrill of excltement as he
followed Cayley's example, and put
his face close up to the Elasa. But
if there had been one shot. why
shoudld there not be two more?—at
the careless fools who were press.
ing thelr noses agalnst the panes,
and asking for it

“My God, can you ses It7™ saild
Cayley in a shaking voice.

The pext moment Antony saw | &
A man was lylng on the floor at the
far end of the room, his back to-
ward them.

_"Who Is 1t?™ said Antony.

*1 don't know,” the other whis-
persad. :

“Well, we'd better go and e~ He
considered the windows for a mo-
ment. “I should think, If you put
your welght into it, just wherse thay
Join, they'll give all right."

Cayley put his welght |nto it. The
window gave, and they went into the
reom. Cayley walked quickly to the
body, and dropped on his knees by
it. With an effort he put a hand on
to its shoulder and pulled it over.

“Thank God!™ he murmured, and
st the body go again.

“Who s It™ q;kl Antony,

“Robert Ablett.*

« “Ohl™ sald Antony. "1 thoaght
his name was Mark. "

“Yes, Mark Ablett lves here
Robert Is his brother.” He shud-
. and sald, “I was afraid it was
Mark."

“Waa Mark in the room too?™

*“¥ea," said Cayley absently. An-

&
/
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pose he put the Key in his pocket,™
he sald, as he came back to the body
Agalin.

“*Who™

Antony shrugged hils shoulders,

“Whoever did this,” he sald, point-
ing to the man on the floor. *Is he
dead 7*

“Help me,” said Cayley stmply.

They turned the body on to its
back, nerving themselves to look at
it. HRobert Ablett had been shot be-
tean the eyves.

“INd you know him well™ sald
Antony quietly. He meant, “Were
you fond of Lim?*™

“Hardly at all Mark s the
brother | know best. Hs hesitated,
and then sald, “Perhaps I'd better
get some water.”

Theres was another door appoaite
te the locked one, which led as An-
tony was to discover for himself di-
rectly, Into a passage from which
openad two more roomas. Cayley

#tepped Into Lhe passage, and opened

the door on the right. The door from

HE MUR.
MURED, AND LET THE BODY
GO AGAIN,

the office, through which he had
gone, remained open. The door mt
the end of the short passage was
shut. Antony, kneeling by the body,
followed Cayley with his eyes, and,
after he had disappeared, kept his
éyes on the blank wall of the pas
sage, but hs was not consclous of
that at which he was looking, for
his mind was with the other man,
sympathizing with him.

Cayley came into the room again,
murmured something, and knelt
down to bathe the dead man's face.
Then he placed the handkerchief
over it

They stood up and looked at sach
other.

“If'I can be of any hslp to you,”
sald Antony, “please let me.™

“That's very kind of you. Thers
will be things to do. But you mustn't
let me trespass on your kindness.™

“l1 came to ses Baverlsy, He 1a

an old friend of mine. "™

“He's out playlng golf. He will be
back directly.”

| m-urﬂlunhﬂw
help.™

“Flease do. You ses, thers are

women." He hesitated, and gave
Antony a timid little samile, pathetio
iIn so big and self-reliant A Man
“Just your moral support, you
know.™

“Of course.™ Antony smiled back
at him, and sald cheerfully, "“"Wail,
then, Il begin by suggesting that
you should ring up the police™

“The police? Y—yea™ Ha looked
doubtfully at the other, *I sup-
pose—"

Antony spoke frankly.

“Now, look hers, Mpr—ar—

“Cayley. I'm Mark Ablett's con.-
sin. 1 live with him.™ .

“My name's Qlillingham. ['m sorry,
I ought to have told you befors. Well
now, Mr. Cayley, we shan't do any
good by pretending. Here's a man
been shot—well, somebody shot
him*
Cayley shrugged his
and went to the telephone
“May l—er—Iloock round a bit?™
toward ths open

i

ghoulders

“Oh, do. Yea™ He sat down and
drew the telephone toward him.
“You must make allowances for me,
Mr. Glllingham. Of course, you're
quite right, and I'm merely bLeing
stupid.” He took off the recelver.

Let us suppose that, for the pur-
poss of making a first acquaintance
with this "“office.” we are coming
into it from the ball, through the
door which ls now locked As we
stard just {nalde the door, the length
of the room runs right and left
Across the breadth of the room (some
fifteen feet), ia that other door, by
which Cayley went out and returned
A& few minutes ago. In the right
band wall, thirty feet away from us.
are the Freoch windows Croasing
the room and going out by the op-
posite door, we came |nlo a4 passage,
from which two rooms lead

The o on the right., into which
Cayley Went, is leas than half the
length o! the office, a small, square
room, which bas evidently been used
some time or other as a bedroomn
The window faces the sume way as
the French windows |n ths next
room.

The room on the other sile of the
bedroom is & bathroom. The three
rooms together, In fact, form & sort
of private suita

Antony wandered Into the bed-
room. The window waa open, and
he looked out at the peaceful
stretch of park.

“Cayley thinks he 44 It.,” sald An-
tony to himself. *“That's obvioua
It explains why he wasted so much
time banging on the door. Why
should he try to break a lock when
it's 0 much eaaler to break a win-
dow? Of course, he might just have
lost his head; on the other hand, he
might have wanted to give his con-
sin a chance of getting away. Why
did we run all the way round the
houss In order to get to the win-
dowa ™

There was a step In the passage
outalde, and he turmed round. to see
Cayley In the doorway. He remalned
looking at him for a moment, ask-
Ing himself & guestion. It was
rather a curlous question. He wus
asking himself why the door was
open.

Well. not exactly why the door
Was open; that could be explained
sanily enough. PBut why had he ex-
pected the door to be shut. He did
not remember shutting It. but some-
how he was surprised to ses it open
now, to ses Caylev through the door-
Way, Just coming Into the room
Bomething working sub-consciously
In his brain had told him that it was
surprising. Why?

Cayley jolned him at the window.

“I've telephoned,™ he said.
“They're sending an inspector or
some one from Middleston, and ths
local police and doctor from Stan-
ton.*™

Antony felt qulte sure, from what
Cayley had said and had hesitated
to say, that Mark had besn the last
Lo sse his brother aliva. It didn't fol-
low that Mark Ablett was & mur-
derer. Revolvers go off accidentally:
and when they have gone off, people
lose thelr heads and run away, fear
Ing that thelr story will not be be
Heved. Nevertheleas, when people
rn away, whether Innocently or
gulitily, one ocan': help wondering
which way they went.

“l suppose this way,” sald Antony
aloud, looking out of the window.,

“1 wonder.”

“Well, he &idn’t go by the windows
In the next room, because they were
shut.*™

“Ism't that rather oda7r

“Well, I thought so at first. but—">
He pointed to the wall Jutting out on
the right. “You ses, you're protect
ed from the rest of the house If you
get out heree If you go out at the
French windows, ] imagine you're
much more viaible. ™
: Cayley looked at him thoughtful
Ii

“It meems to me, Mr. Cillingham,
that you know the house pretty wall,
conaidering that thh}# the first time
FYou'va been o L™
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UNLESS you see the name “Bayer” on tablets, you
are not getting Aspirin at all
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“My Wife is the best cook

in the world! a5
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FROCK FOR THE AFTERNOON

.| BITS OF WISDOM

chopped mushrooms

COOK IT WITH~-

OOKET

A pure vegetable shortening
for all frying and baking.

Unrivalled for Puﬂ'p'.
Write for Cooket Recipe Book.

“Her cakes, pies, doughnuts and
all her cooking are delicious, and

a real success. And the secret of
that success she says, i1s Cooket.”

Cooket is a new vegetable shorten-
ing, of the utmost

quality,
new process that m
white,

to use.

purity and
made by a wonderful
akes it light,

exquisitely pure, and easy

It is dainty enough for the finest

cake, yet economic
all cooking and b
Cooket mak

when you

appetizing dishes.
frying and baking and he will

truly say “My wife is the be.:

cook in the world.”

Lo

are

al enough for

aking purposes.
€8 success certain,
preparing dainty
Use it for all

All good dealers sell Cooket in tins
of 11b. and 3 Ib. net weights.

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, TORONTO
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WHICH SAYVE MONEY

served on a flat cake of Hamburg
sleak.

Try slicing jelly moll In fairty
thick slices and plie with whi ppead
cream. It is an easy dessert for

summer time, as bought jelly #oll can

be used.

Add some grated cheese and soms
o the white
s&uce for flsh and note the improve-
ment.

Add a ammonia to the water in

A alice of fried tomato s md‘

the vase and they look
lv put a few corks in the water, They
will hold up the fMowers and keep
them in place.

Bave the paper from a bolt of rib-
bom; It % just the thing to place un-
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a bit stragg-

far enough.

Jones observed an old lady l!tl!nl:_l

across the room.

“For heaven's sake'™ hea remark-
ed to Robinson, “who |s that extra-
ordinary ugly woman there®"

; DATES OF FALL FAIRS.

#i'lilll'ml l*

Demorestville ........... Bept, 30,
Madoc tesssnnsnns.00h Bed
McDonald's Corners . . p— T T
i
Letting Him Down Easy.
A rich man, lying on bhis death
bed, called his chauffeur who had
A Finer Fish, been In his service for years, and
Two Americans met in a Strand | sald:

“That,” answersd Robinson, *is
my wife."”

Jones was taken aback but moved
up fromnt again.

-t“-_._tllu h. -nid
“you just ought to see

der thin materials or lace to keap
them from puckering when under
the sewing machine' needle.

A <lean slnk can be obtatned, and
all stains removad by sprinkling
cleaning powder over the stains with-
out wetting the sink. Molsten a
cloth with the juice of a lemon and
scour the spots well. The sink will

persnasivaly,
mine!"

bar. “Why,” exclaimed one, *I] “Ah, Bykes, | am golng on a long
thought you always reckoned this| and rugged journey, worse than ever
time of year to be tarpon fishing |you drove me.”

What are you doing over here?" “"Well, sir,” comsoled the chauf-
“Aftér Bass,"” was the feeling ans-|feur, ““There’s one comfort. It'p all
Wer down hill."

Rideau Hall
Coffee

Equﬂlrﬁﬂnndfmhtnr?mhhr
ﬁ_lﬁ-ilﬂn.lﬂd.h-i--l

look lke new.

Set cut flowers In a paM of water
up to their necks each nfight if you
wowld have them last,

To Open Clams—pour bolMng wat-
er over hard shall clams and allow
them to stand In it for two or three
mimutes. The shelMs will then opean
aasky. .

By taking a little bHit at a time and
rubling over it a brush Wthered with
t¢oap amd water ome can clean a rug
at home very successfully.

which you are washing olly, greasy

& [Dottles. It will cwt the grease and
‘| hasten the cleansing.

If you only have a few flowers In

q Anccpt only san “‘unbroken package” of “Bayer Tablets of
© Aspirin,” which contains directions and dose worked out by
| physicians during 22 years and proved
D Colds Headache

Toothache Neuralgia Neuritis
_ Earache Lumbago Pain, Pain
Mwhdummdmmm-m
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s be wilh their goneral trade mark, the :M'Er:;i'“- ———

_ :mw “ m;i: But it Is & :.;;t‘h;li;ﬂ ’Il_h‘:,n F.h.- has been eatl-
i waste of time for & girl to Uy « ... .ng onions,
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Rheumatism = ¢
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A dainty spring frock for the aften R >

‘moon ls of pale blue volle, embroiderad
in white and affording color contrast

Quick Recovery.

Everyone has heard anthentic
stories of the man who asked an-
other: “Who is that old frump over
ronder” and got the reply: “She is
my wife.” But the story doesa™t go

No, Percival Puainting the towr
red isn't one of the Cardinal virtyes




