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TOMMY’S EXPERIMENT.

or, there was yet the one chance ymed chamber,
his missing me—a risk he dared noi ut even at that awful moment a |

THE JTORY OFA GR,EAT J‘ECRET ng R b QO Gt s run, because if T saw him I should  iriumph compensated me in some| Tommy'’s father and mother are
recognize him. If he had misIed me measure for the ordeal I was under- (both very proud of their, hopeful's

?and I had leaped through the win-| going—the triumph so dear to a wo- | thirst for knowledge. But there are
§| dow into the river there would have | man's heart, which, in happier cir- |[times when they feel impelled to the
| been the remote possibility of mV cumstances, she phrases in the well- conclusion that the little fellow car- |
y g'sur'.'iva.l, and my survival under | worn commonplace; ““I told you s0.”” |ries the thirst to extremes. One of
| those circumstances would have| Above the hiss and roar of the now these occasions occurred the other
imevant his ruin. raging flames a man shouted from evening, when Miss Passee stayed to
8| I was convinced that his present | further down the passage: ‘“Good-bye | dinner.
8 | intention was to kill me without | Miss Chilmark! The choice is with| As soon as Tommy had finished his
| giving me the opportunity of seeing | you—fire or water. So much for un-|second piece of pie and had given up
[ him, and unless he grew reckless af- | called-for interference.”’ hope of obtaining a third he asked to
ter his initial failure, I might die in (To be continued.) {be allowed to, leave the table for a
TR | ignorance of my murderer’s name. P imoment. Permission was granted

 Millions of Mischief.

By HEADON HILL.

Author of “By a Hair’'s Breadth,”” ‘“The Duke Decides,”” ‘‘A Race with Ruin,” Etc., Etec.

“And some that smile have in their hearts, I fear, millions of mischief.”’—
Julius Caesar, Act IV., Scene i.

(Continued.)
CHAPTER XV.
In Peril By Night. |

To say that I was alarmed by the
sudden swoop upon-me of an 'unseen
enemy at the Mill House at Chipping
Wyvern would fall very short of des-
¢ribing my first sensations. I am no
beroine and I have no desire to pase

_as one, but T was really more angry
than 'frightened for myself in the min-
utes . that succeeded my entrapment.

The mere fact of my having been
vntrapped showed that I had heen
reeognized by someone as a danger-
ous adversary, and that someone
could be no  other than Roger
Marske. 1 had already reason to be-
lieve that he suspected me of espous-
ing « Arthur's cause, and, though T
had thought that I had shaken off
his pursuit, the state of his ¢ con-
seience, if guilty, would aecount for
his appear=nei on the scene to ‘which
‘my invesi? o tinns  would lead me.
Yet if + » was so, the woman at
the coti .o must have been wrong in
saying that the Mill “House 'had been
so long uneceupied, and Marske must
have resided there. or had his ietters

isent. there, at a much later date
|

than she had mentioned.

The logical conclusion that I had

successfully established a conneetion
- between Roger Marske and Clara
Rivingten filled me with an elation
. which only wore off when I saw how
impotent I was to make use of it. T
_should be just as dangerous to my
captor a year hence as to-day. My
temporary detention weuld yield him
no security, and, lonely as was the
situation of the old house, he could
.not hepe to keep me prisoner there
for ever. ' He must have followed or
preceded me thither with the fell de-
.sign of silencing me once for all, and
I was not intended to leave the place
»ahwve,

I went back to the window in the
hope that a closer examination of
my surroundings would reveal some
means of escape overlooked in my
first alarm. But no; the strong cur-
rent of the mill-siream surged be-

formed the sky-line two hundred
yards up the hillside, and as the field
was covered with growing corn,
scarcely yellowed as yet, no one to
whom I could appeal for assistance
was likely to come within hearing. A
month later the harvesters would be
busy there, but where then should I
be?

On the chance that there might be
another window parallel with that at
which I stood, and to which at the
risk of drowning I ccould swing my-
self, and so reach an unlocked room,
I leaned out and scanned the wall to
the right of me. = Yes, there was a
window — I could see its projecting
sill—but it was so far away as to
preclude all idea of reaching it in

safety. 8|

I turned to the other side, and here
though there was no window at ail
between me and the tumble-down an-

ery over the water-wheel, my des-

object within touch of my hand. It
was a metal rain pipe, running down

{ from the caves into the stream, and,

as a forlorn hope, might be used as
a means for climbing to an uppe
window or to the roof.

1 was just twisting my body. so as

r
*

ito gaze upwards along the course of

| the pipe, when a rushing wind seem- | .
! s s | freedom I gained also a sight of my |

simultancously two sounds, the less-|enemy? The thing seemed impossi-

er almost drowned by the greater, |

ed to pass close to my face, and

caused me to jump back into the
room. The one was the splash of a

bullet as it plunged into the mill-|
|a batter-ram. On the other hand,

stream below, the other was the re-
port of a pistel fired from the win-
dow immediately over me.

Someone, with murderous intent,

had shot at me from the room above |
The rustic hamlet of Chipping Wy- |

vern did not seem such a harmless
place as when T had first looked

down into the picturesque valley an |
hour ago, 1 told myself hysterically, |

as I leaned against the wall trying

to save myself from fainting with

fear of that invisible foe upstairs.
The shock lasted longer than I

| scattered senses, and with them my
| scanty stock of courage, 1 remem-
| bered the trifling importance
|own danger compared with the re-
| sults dependent on my safety.
| that stealthy, lurking adversary suc-

ceeded in taking my life, not only
would Arthur pe a doomed man,but
on his final repudiation of it some
less scrupulous tool would be found
for carrying out the murderous plot

thought appalled me—that my slen~

'der ‘chan¢e of escape was all that
|stood to avert a great national cal-

amity.

Not that I needed any such excite-|
ment to make me strain every sense |
to ensurc seli-preservation. My Ar-|
thur’s - liberty and good name de-|

manded it, the more so that my as-

| sailant’s desperate endeavour to si-|
! \D- | lence me pointed to the guilt of the
nex that had contained the machin-| .

man with whom Arthur’s sister had

2 ’ | eorresponded through the medium of
pairing scrutiny was arrested by an |

the Notting Hill newsvendor, Actual

the man who had shot at me {rom
the upper window.

But how was I to free myself,and
in such a manner, that in gaining

ple. The room door was of massive
oak, but had it been the flimsiest

jerry-builder’s article there was not |

a single piece of furniture to use as

the mill-stream presented an,impas-

| sible barrier, to say nothing of the

certainty that I should be fired up-

on again if I so much as put my |
head out of window. For one wild |
momfenh ! t.hought o .thv chunnfey, | suddenly aware that T was not alone
| but inspection showed it to be im-|

practicable.

One one point only could T congra-
tulate myself—that if I ‘could not
get away, neither, unless he had a

| boat, of which there was no sign,
; | could my would-be slayer get at me.
Miked, and when it passed T knew |
for the first time in my life the|

cle, was also my safeguard on one

|
|

of my |

against the Prime Minister. The | ¥ i A
AR : |house. Outside in the sunshine, ov-

{ That he had passed under that of
was morally cer- |
tain, that his real name was Roger
Marske was more than likely, but I
¢ |[could not know these things as
{knowledge is counted in a court of |

>

‘“Danvers Crane,

law” A hostile barrister would have

| called such knowledge as I possessed
{ mere guess work and surmise.

The . minutes passed slowly, and |
i still not a sound came from over-

head or from the interior of the

er the waving cora, the larks were

| singing merrily, insects hummed in
| the lazy air, and the cool gurgle of

water came from the piles of the old
mill. But inside that grim abode

all was silence—the kind of silence |

that is too quiet for peace of mind
when you know that under the same
roof there is somecone who wishes
you dead.

The minutes grew into hours. and |

the lengthening shadows of evening

{ found me still standing in the bare,

proof, indeed, I had mot yet obtain- | unfurnished  roomy, listening for

ed, even as to the identity of ‘‘Dan- |
vers Crane,”” but that would be fur-
nished . by the first glance I got of|

had fallen back on slow starvation

as a better weapon than his pistol, | 5
! the ahove quotation. What is needed at stop- a clock!

this time is strong and hopeful expres- |
sions on the marriage question, and op- |
timism which will inspire respect for the|
institution and supply a vision of its|

and I was glad that for a little
while I could thwart. that amiable
intention, thanks to a packet of

sandwiches that I had brought. It is

true that I was very thirsty, and I
would have given every coin in my
purse for a cup of tea, but there was
relief in the thought that he might
have gone away and left his murder-
ous work to ‘‘natural causes.:’ Mo~
ther = Nature in her sternest mood
was like to be kinder than such as
he.

And then, when the birds had ceas- |

ed to sing and the shadows had
deepened into twilight, T was made

in the Mill ¥ouse after all—that the
invisibe one had not gone away but
was horrbly, ecruelly active. The
first sign I had of his presence was a
sort of ‘‘swishing’’ noise in the pas-

| sage close to the door, ceasing as
| suddenly as it began. T was won-
The stream, while it was my obsta-|

dering if my ears had deceived me.
when it came again after a few min-

{in~ this a proof that “matrimmony was|

He anticipates that with continued pros—‘lf}‘y o ¥
perity in the country matrimony will be-| ‘‘How clever of him.

come a thing of the past. If the judge| While Miss Passee was speaking |
is serious he is a poor student of the Tommy had = carefully placed the |

are underpaid, and one of the chief rea-

rangements for celebrating the gold
en wedding of their beloved parents,
and after a prolonged discu$sion and
praise of the worthy couple who had
done so much for them. , Tom, the
elder brotner, said teat he would
pay for hire of a hall, and provide
the supper. Jack followed by declar-
ing he would give a purse of gold.
Then after a long pause, Tom said—
‘““An’ what are ye gaun to do. San-
dy?’’ “A well,”” camé the reply, ‘‘on
sic an important occasion I dinna
like to be ahint my necbors, an’ T'll

be delighted to provide th’ grace at | .- prreTar z
|th’ supper.’’ IN BUSINESS TO AD ERTISE IN

AL him, and he slipped out of the room.
A JUDGE'S FALLACIES. In a few seconds he returned with

Judge Daniels, a United States Court|the dainty Dresden clock from the
Comunissioner in Wisconsin, is quoted as parlour mantlepiece.
saying that ‘‘the American dollar is the “Graci phild 1’ 0 3
armor. from which glance all the darts itaciogs . phild] exglatypnd). - the
of the modern cupid,”’ and is of theé opin- .
ion that the high wages paid to girls and [to with that clock?”’

womum for labor is a cause for the fall-| <‘Goin’ to try ’speriment,’”’ replied |

ing off in marriage. Judge Daniels sees :'l'ommy SIS AC e
I

never the culmination of love, but the| Miss Passee tittered.

men upon the sterner sex for support.”’

woman nature, writes Henry F. Harris in | .
Madame for January. He should know |¢lock on thqtable in front of her.

that a genuine love takes no thought of |with a mysterious gesture he laid his
the financial side of a proposed m“t”‘?ﬁng‘cl‘ on his lips and enjoined sil-

monial alliance. He should learn that

there are few women who would not glad- |ence. No one stirred.

Iy giveup their high wages and good| After about two minutes ’]‘omm,\"sf "
| positions in obedience to the call of love. |gtrained expression relaxed, and he | 8

The yearning for home life and the ten-| . . & :
der ministrations of affection are ever | clapped his hands in exultaticn.

present in their hearts. Then again,| ‘It goes!” he cried triumphantly.
Judge Daniels ought to know that highl‘ “Jt goos! You were wrong, papa!”
wages for women are rare—most of t,hemI Tommy’s father said nothing, but
sons is that employers discount the pos-|looked apprehensive.

sibiliey of matrimony and know by ex-{ “Of course, it goes, child,’” laughed

sounds  that never came. I began ey | T e, Al Cupid darts’ do pierce|wisg Passee. ‘;What made your fa- |}

| wonder whether Mr. ‘‘Danvers Crang’

even the adamant walls of business life. , 4 A
It is unfortunate that a man occupying {ther think it “'f’"ldn 272
a position so high as that of Judge | ‘“Well,”” replied the little ifellow

Daniels should publicly proclaim so low simply, “‘he said your face would |

an ideal of marriage asis indicated in

e

A LOST CROWN.

{ In the “Letters and Recollections
lof Sir Walter Scott,”” just published,
ithere are many anecdotes which the

| ““Wizard of the North’” was in the
abit of telling his visitors. One
{refers to an English party who
{visited Bannockburn and had the

spiritual character.

e
A HEARTY OFFER.

Three brothers had met to make ar

a local blacksmith. The man care-
|fully avoided every allusion which

{parting the visitors offered him a
jerown piece for his troubler hut he
{put it back with a proud smile. “Ex-
cuse me, gentlemen,”” he said, ‘‘the
¥nglish have paid too dear already
{for Bannockburn.’’

|

&

IT WILL PAY YOU, IF YOU ARE

i | THE TIMES.

mother, ‘‘what mischief are you up |

| throughouy the world.

This medal was awarded to Mine

|
|ard’s Liniment in London in 1886,
inevitable result of the dependence of wo- | ““The dear little fellow is going to |

an experiment!”’ she gushed. 1 The only liniment to receive a medal.

It was _awarded because of strength,
purity, healing powers and superiority

['¢f the liniment over all others from
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|field of battle pointed out to them by |

{would wound English feeling. On |

YORKSHIRE

ALFE and
PORTER 2

Per Glass or Tankard.

| Highest Award Colonial and Indian
Exhibition, London,

ENGLAND, 1886

European Plan

JOHN RHEA,

20 Mill Street.
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neath me, the walls of the house , o e vagte 7 oo
seeming to rise from the very brink | meaning of the word * ‘nerves. side, and on the other a pair of|ytes’ interval, and so keenly were my

o ank 7 am ashamed to say that for a little|g Py . SRRl | il ! ‘
e ; ttllm‘l?lat;lr?l e st v Ao |while the dread of present circum—r;;mltthlg;:} tswl}\féit tll?omdg:: '11150”}?;;* % m.]darng.mqth:: T| An Irishman, who was a member of
ootho or a mouse between e | Ing a St | could as good as see what was going | trades-union, fell into bad health

WHERE IT STRUCK. = S
|

Dry Goods and Milliner

PR b . ster e tra-| > . 5 : y

“damp brickwork and the fast-flowing | stances overmastered the greater been shut on me, I had promptly | on at the other side of the door. . s

flood, which would have carried any |gedy of my‘lnvers dire p(:rll,and tho’.s'h”t them home in their sockets. Someone was piling up straw and f;;rt?lelo;gcit(}t];c.\vclnféodg;;theiin;cc‘amtl,:;z CLEARAN E SA
tremedous issnes of which, apart| On my remembeting that first|prushwood, with a view to setting : ﬁ 0 C L s

but the strongest swimmer into the g ’ et
millrace long ‘before the opposite|from his own danger, he was the fo- | thril]l of discovery that I was 1ot |fire to the house. SLI:}Sitc?mtlo“’?A,ftgrb(i)(,(i’i:m;:ﬁgilgﬁd tg
bank, forty feet away, could be|cus. That I was only a girl, shut up | alone in the house, the question oc-| This conjured-up horror became ter- ¢} ‘ph\'siéia;l's Sy patient was Diiii: t8 channe Bt hribivass: wivich Al contigus wrsil e SeHalk
i For me even the attempt |ina solitary house, uninhabited ex-|cyrred: why had not the wretch kill- | riple reality almost as soon as I pic- lasked ‘his name “f’a’trick your hon-{ and comrg)lete stocg ($15,000) ixlas been disposed oE u'%uch GBar .A:nr.“‘i\l
was hopeless, for I could not swim :oept by myself gnd a l-uﬂﬂess assas- | ed me when he stole to the door to|tuyrned the invisible fiend at his ruth-| ;.. <wen Pa'trick whe'rt_; i gkt i et vl ey Re?td\':to-\\'ear iriors Sk;il:'ts 8 éo;ts T gg s tn
at all. |sin bent on teking my life, must be|close and lock it? T had been with-|Jess work. A faint crackle reached pﬂiﬁ strike ‘you first?” ““Arrah! doc- say have never before been offered in this cit eted it
I turned my attention wext to the|counted to me as an excuse. For ﬂv.(‘ lin a few feet of him then, with my | my straining ears—a crackle that |{or (.Icur el \\'l;m:e did thc. i yAbsolutély e pbeihongesae donie. £ 1'i;:es V.

more distant prospect from the win- | minutes I had no ears but for !’0531" back to the door. The answer, to|with every fleeting second grew in Stri.ke mevﬁltst" Sure it struck mep on s .
dow, without meeting any encourage- | ble sounds in the room overhead,no|my mind, scemed a simple one, and volume, till smoke pouring through the top of the bank going down to
ment.  there. From the opposite|eyes but for the smiling cornfield Op-| eonfirmalory of my suspicions. Heit}m crevices of the door, left no our yard, and notba step further Bo MYERS’

Dry Goods Store, - = 695 Main Street.

bank the ground rose quickly, limit-|posite the window. {had not used his pistol on me then ‘ doubt of the fate awaiting me if T re- could I go for the life of me, so I
ing my horizon to a hedge which| But as I slowly recovered my | hecause, with all chances in his fav- |mained five minutes longer in the |turned and walked home!”’
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- Has Been Steadily Increasing in the Maritime Provinces

'- , The People Find That it is More Profitable to
Purchase F*~»ur Made From Manitoba Wheat |

_— EEWATIN B!
(“FIVE ROSES” FLOU

Is the Best Flour Made From Manitoba Wheat
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It is Manufactured by the

LAKE oF THE WoobDs MiLLING Co., 1_nen
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