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HOW DETECTIVE MARLOW 
CAUGHT HIS THIEF. 

“It's not only the money he has taken,” 

Mr. Ritchie was saying, ‘‘but it's the thought 

that I trusted him and that he has cheated 

me. \ S4diked him. I liked him the first time 

I saw him, and I've trusted everything to 

him almost from the first week he came— 

and that is over a year ago. Now, it mad- 

dens me—the thought that he was a thief, 

after all! Only catch him and half the 

£1,000 he has taken shall be yours. Put him 

in the dock. I don’t care what it costs me. 

Let me see him punished. Let me see him 

caught. Go for him for all your worth, Mr. 

Marlow, and the very day he is charged I'll 

give you a cheque for £500!” 

The detectives thin face flushed. He was 

young and unknown, and so far had never 

had a chance. Now it had come; and he 

might not only make his reputation but 

£500 as well, and that last would give him 

all that was best in the world to him—the 

girl he loved for wife; and without it it 

might be years before he could afford to 

marry. 
He turned eagerly and gathered up his 

papers and note-book. 

“T’ll lose no time,” he said. *‘I'll do my 

best.” But all che same it seemed an al- 

most hopeless task. Fred Emberson, the 

thief, had had a good twelve hours’ start. 

He had gone at four o’eleck the day befere | 
to the bank to pag money in and to cash a'| 
cheque as usual ready for paying the men’s 
wages on the morrow, and he had never re- 

turned. The cheque had been cashed, the 
money never paid in, and Fred Emberson 

had vanished. 

Mr. Ritchie was a hard and bitter man. 

He had been soured five years before by the 
disappearance of his only daughter. She had 

met, at the house of some friends she had 

been visiting, a man with whom she had fall- 

en in love. He had been ineligible in every 

way—a poor man with no prospects, with 

apparently nothing to recommend him, but 
that made no difference to her. 

Mr. Richie had stormed and raged, had 

refused emphatically even to see him, and 

had forbidden her ever to mention him again. 
She had refused. She had tried for some 

months to induce the two men to meet, she 

had persisted in sticking to the man she 

loved, and then she had rua awsy awd 

married him. 
Mr. Ritchie never forgave her—never 

woald. He returned all her letters unopened. 
He washed his hans of her and settled down, 

bitter and soured, to live out the remainder 

of his life in hard work. 

Now, to find that he had been decived 

again seemed to make him more bitter than 

ever. At first he could not believe that his 

trusted clerk had really done anything wrong 

—he would turn up and explain, he thought, 

and he waited until the morning before he 
sent for a detective. Now, the last doubt 

seemed removed. Fred Emberson had not 

been seen at his lodgings since the morning 

before, and from his desk at his oftice had] 

gone every paper except those bearing direct- | 
ly on the business of the firm. 

Mr. Ritchie looked up at the detective. 
‘‘He’s arranged it all, of course,” he said, 

angrily. ‘‘He meant to go. He always goes 
to the. bank on Fridays to draw the money 

ready to pay the men on Saturday morning, 
and he thought he’d seize the opportunity, 

of course. You see he’s left nothing behind 
in his desk—not a scrap of paper to betray 
him. Not a thing! Everything was arrang- 

ed.” 
The detective nodded. 
“I must see what there is at his lodgings,” 

he said. *‘A criminal always gives himself 
away somewhere. He can’t help it. If it 

wasn’t for that the world would be a danger- 
ous place for honest men. But they always 

leave something undone, and very often 1t is 
the cleverest thieves who are the easiest to 
catch in the end. They're too clever some- 

times.” 
Mr. Ritchie nodded. Detective Marlow 

pocketed his papers and went out from the 

office into the noisy streets of the busy Mia- 

land town. 
He sent his men to the sation to make in- 

quiries, and then n:ade his way towards the 
rooms in which Fred Emberson had lodged 

during the year he had been with Mr. Richie, 

He went up to them, questioning the land- 
lady as he went, and getting no information 

except that she had not seen Emberson since 

he had left for bis office the morning before. 

§ Upstairs Marlow found everything in order. 
The, rooms were jus: ss Emberson had left 
them. He might be coming back in half an’ 

hour. The chest of drawers was full of 
clothes and littered with kaick-knacks—pipes 
and pouches and tobacco. There were boots 
arranged underneath, carefully polished; 

brushes and combs lay on the dressing-table, 

and a writing-desk stood close at hand. But 
in it Detective Marlow could find not a single 
scrap of paper, not a letter or an envelope or 
a§ dll. Emberson had aranged everything. 
There was nothing to betray him—not even 

an ink-mark on the blotting-paper. 
Marlow looked round in some dismay when 

he had finished, He could'nt fiad a single 

name ee es 

clue—not a thread to start a search, not a 
thing to go upon, and he made a close search, 
too, for the thought of the £500 reward made 
him strain every nerve. 
He was almost giving it up at last when 

suddenly a tiny scrap of cardboard fallen 
between the mantlepiece and the wall caught 
his eye. He took his penknife and began 
forcing it up. It might be nothing, of course, 
but he had turned over every scrap of paper 

and every book in the room, and he would 

miss no chance. 
The cardboard came up slowly. It was 

wedged in firmly between the mantelpiece 
and the wall, but he loosened it at last and 

held it up to the light. 
When he saw it he gave a little gesture of 

disappointment. It was the photograph of a 
child. That it belonged to Emberson seem- 

ed the last thing likely. 
He called up the landlady and held it out 

to her. She shook her head over it. She 
had never seen it before, hut it must have 

belonged to Mr. Emberson, she said, for her 
own daughter had occupied the room before 
he had had it, and the photograph was of no 

child they knew. 
Marlow looked at it again and made a note 

of the photographers name, which wae print- 

ed on the back. It bore the address of a 
small town, and he frowned a little when he 

looked at it. What had Fred Emberson, a 

thief, to do with a little child ? 

He shut up his pocket-book with a snap 

and gave a final look round. 
He was just tumsmg away when his nman 

came back from the station with the informa- 

tion that Emberson had been seen taking a 

ticket—not to London, as they had expected, 

but to a little place called Staybridge, half 
way down the line. It was a trick, of course. 
He would go on to Euston and pay excess 

fare, and be lost at once in the London 

crowd. 

Still, Marlow sent his man to telegraph to 
the station at Staybridge, and waited, still 

impatiently searching the room, for the reply. 

It came promptly. Only one person had 

come by that train on the day before, and 
that was a mechanic in a working suit ap- 
parently on the look-out for work. KEvident- 

ly it was not Emberson, and Marlow decided 
that his only chance now was to go on to 
Topping, where the photograph had been 

taken. 

He started immediately sending his man 
on to London to tug and get some informa- 
tion there, and meaning to wait for him at 
Topping. He got out at a little, quiet coun- 

try station. The town lay behind it—a 

sleepy market town full of sheep and cattle 
and farmers’ gigs, and bright with the spring 

sunshine. 

He found the photographer easily enough, 
and there a copy of the photograph he had 
brought trom Emberson’s rooms. It had been 

taken just about a year ago. The photogra- 
pher remarked it distinctly, because the 
woman who brought the child broke down 
crying at the finish for no reason at all that 

he could make out. 
“I suppose you know nothing of her, do 

you?’ asked the detective, and the photo- 
regrapher shook his head. 

*‘No, but she came from a place not far 
from here,” he said; ‘‘at any rate, I sent the 

proofs there—to a place called Staybridge, 
about flve miles away.” 

Detective Marlow started a little. Stay- 

bridge ! He was on the road at last, surely! 

Staybridge was the place to whom Fred 
Emberson had booked— the place at which 

the working man had gone out! Detective 
Marlow’s pulse quickened, and ten minutes 

later he was walking away from Topping to- 
wards the distant village. 

It was a hot walk that day. The roads 

were dusty, and he was tired when he reach- 

ed it at last. He made his way slowly 

through the straggling houses and quiet shops 

towards an inn. He would have to stop, of 

course; perhaps for some day, certainly for 

one night. 

He went in and had some tea, and then 

set out to look rouad. He was all im- 
patience. The thought of the £500 stirred 
He was remembering with a beating heart 

the girl he meant to marry—thinking that it 
would not be long now—when a bend in the 

road brought him suddenly upon a small cot- 

tage. 

It lay close to the road, a low wall hem- 
wing in its little square patch of garden, and 
a little wooden gate leading to a flagged path, 
bordered with wallflowers and lupins and 

lavender. 

He looked up half carelessly, wondering if 
Emberson was living in a cottage hike that— 

if he was in Staybridge at all—when the 
sight of a little child sitting on the wall 

brought him to a standstill. 

Something about her was familiar. At 
first he could not tell what, and then he re- 

membered the braid on her frock and the 
braid on the child in the photograph. Tt 
was the same dress, the same child, only now 

she was older—and prettier. 
He stopped and went towards her. She 

was such a little thin child, and her face was 

pale and delicate in spite of the country air. 

She looked up at him with bright eyes and 
smiled and somehow he felt vddly uncom- 

fortable before her. 
He hesitated before he spole, and then his 
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Bronchitic Sufferers 

Act foolishly. If they improve ever so little 
when the fine weather comes, they relax 
effort amd drift back into the old cordition 
which if possible, becomes more chronic. 
Hit Bronchitis hard in the summer and 
you'll get rid of it and drive it right out of 
the system. In winter it is almost impossible 
to do this. Inhale Catarrhozone regularly, it's 
a dead sure thing on Bronchitis. It goes into 
the most minute air cells of the lungs, bathes 
all parts of the bronchial tubes with its 
healing, germ destroying vapor, and cures 
every time. Highly endorsed by all com- 
petent druggists and doctors. 25c and $1.00. 

question came with a gruff, sharp jerk. 
“What is your name?’ he asked. 

Her round eyes searched his face. It look- 
ed stern enough just then, but it did not 

frighten her. She slipped down from the 
wall and held out her hand. 

“It’s May" she said. 

*‘And—what is your father’s name?” 
In spite of himself Marlow hesitated. 
‘‘Father’s called 'F’ed darling’ ”’ she replied 

‘““Cos mother sal so. An’ he’s been away 
such a long time, and I didn’t fink he'd ever 

come back.” 
The detective looked down at her. Fred 

darling! 

**When did he come back?’ he asked ab- 

ruptly. 
The child, all unconscious, took her 

father another step nearer prison. 

“Only the day before this day,” she said, 
“and I was s’prised. I just comldn’t fink who 

it was. Bunt mother knew, and she ered, 

and it made her iller, aad the doctor was 

very ang'y.”’ 

*““Where is your father?’ asked Marlow. 

The child's eyes dilaied a little. 

*‘He mustn’t be 'sturoed,” she said. *‘He's 
wif mother ard mother’s drefful ill. That's 

why he came back all in such a hurry.” 

She stoppad, looking up at the detective 
with eyes that almost unnerved him. Per- 

haps something in his face began at last to 
impress itself upon her baby mind, for a sui- 

den droop came to her lip. 

“I ’spects father’s very bovered,” she said, 

slowly. 
At that instant the cottage door was flung 

open and a man looked out. When he saw 

Marlow he made a half movement backwards 
and then altered his mind and stood still. 
Marlow looked at him and recognized his 

man. This was Fred Emberson-—the thief; 

this was the man he had come to catch—this 

was the man whose capture meant £500! 

And between them stood a child whose 

mother was very ill. 

She turned delightedly. 

*““Why, there's father,” she cried. 
Detective Marlow took a step forward and 

Emberson, suddenly making up his mind, 

came down the little flagged path. 
*I know who you are,” he said, hoarsely, 

** and I know why you've come. I suppose 
it’s all up ; but I couldn’t help it, and per- 

haps—afterwards—the old man will forgive 

her!” 
He jerked his head backwards. 

*“ Have you guessed who she is?” he asked. 
“ Did Mr. Ritchie guess? Perhaps he'll 

take care of her when—when I'm shut vp, 

But I never meant to take the money—I 
shouldn’. have dreamt of it if she hadn’t 

been so ill. They say she—she’s almost dy- 

ing, and we had hard work to live on the sal- 

ary Mr. Ritchie gave me—and [ couldn't 
(Concluded on 2nd page.) 

| Some Reasons I 
Why You Should Insist on Having 

EUREKA HARNESS OIL 
Unequalled by anv other. 
Renders hard leather soft. 
E specially prepared. 
i eeps out water. 
A heavy bodied oil. 

HARNESS 
An excelicnt preservative. 
Reduces cost of your harness. 
fever burns the leather; its 

E ficiency is increased. 
soures hes! service, 

Stitches kept (rom breaking. 

§ Ou 
§5 50d in all 

Localities Manufactured by 
Imperini Ci! Company. 
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CANADIAN 
PACIFIC 

20.000 FARM LABORERS 
WANTED. 

Harvesting in Manitoba amd Assiniboia 

has Commenced. 

$10.00 
From any Coupon Ticket in the Maritime Prov- 
inces to Winnipeg and points as far West as 
Moose Jaw, Estovan and Yorkton. 

$18.00 

RETURN FARE. 
Tickets good going from points West of New 
Quo, August 10th an 17%. For further 
par rs appy to your nearest ticket agent. 

-" A.J. HEATH, 
D.P. A,C. P. R. 

St. John, N. B. 

Our grandmothers, and 

mothers too, used to guess 

at the heat of the oven by 
feeling it with the hand or 

by the number of sticks of 

wood burnt in such a time. 

Is She Guessing at It? 

Not Much. yo 

Not so with this modern, 

up-to-date woman. 

25 Famous Aetive 
Range 

which has thermometer on 

oven door. 

This Thermometer tells 

exact heat of oven, also 

temperature necessary for pies, cakes. etc., and is perfectly reliable. 

The FAMOUS ACTIVE RANGE is nota guess or chance in any respect—has 

clinkerless duplex grates, heavy sectional cast-iron linings, sectional covers, 

and full nickel dress. 42 styles and sizes. 

Free Pamphlet telling all about these perfect Ranges from local agent or 

nearest house. 

M¢Clary Manufacturing Co 
LONDON, TORONTO, MONTREAL. WINNIPEG, 

VANCOUVER, & ST JOAN N.B. 

IE TT SA al WSL WA ———— 

CULTIVATORS. 
Cultivators wih Inong Hillexs 

do Side do 

do Plowxr do 

All: BL EELL. 

BALMAIN BROS. 
Woodstoclk, 

Grand Falls 

do 

do 

Hartland, Florenceville, Bath, Perth, Aroostook. 

May 22, 1901. 

AS TO 

CARRIAGEN. 
We will make as large a variety of 

Carriages this year as we did last, and 

we have added some new devices by 

which our vehicles will be more com- 

fortable, handy and durable. You will 

make a great mistake if you buy with- 

out looking through our shop and 

Give us an idea of what warerooms. 

you want and we will get you up any 

sort of special job. 

THE WOODSTOCK CARRIAGE GO. 
Main Street, South Side of Bridge. 

WRITE YOUR 

BUSINESS LETTERS 
on good Letter or Note Paper with your name, business 
and address tastefully printed on it. 

Up-to-Date Stock at THE DISPATCH Office. 


