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seuding photograph and ststing height
0 —. Unly clean-shaven men neel ap-
ply, not earlier ihan seven pm. I“ho(u-
graphs. will be returned.™. .

“Hourne, from lLis vantuge across Lha
roait.” wondered at the load of letrers
that tuwbled into the house where his
enemy lodgﬂl

Cartwright  returned ali the plhato-
graphs bul  ene, Lo Lhe owner of
which. he seat & note aaking him
to cull. In the interval bolween his
Landlndy tellfag him semeone had called
aml the entrance of the young man into
the room Uartwright donned & great
black beard.

“Fhal’s you name? spid (artwnght-

“Richard Herrick.”

“Aget”

“Thirty-six.”

“Exeuse ine o mmute T wani lo have
& look at you™ and, wnh this, Cart-
wright. tonk o reading Iswp from the
table and held it high, se that the light
came full ta the cailer's face. Hemrick's
eyes weakened for 8 moment in  the
glare, Lut then were steady. He had o
very slrong. voung face.

“You'll de,” said Carlwright, replne-
ing the lowp.  “Subject to a fow litlle
conditions, of course. Do you mind stay-
Ang iudoovs altogether for a fow daya?”?

ERRSa L RY S

“1 don't wmind wiat 1 do,” aaid Her-
rick. *I'm hard up.” .

“Ah!"  Curtwright showed intercat.
“['ve been like thal, What have yon
bLeen doing*™ .

“60lh Yeomanry,” said Herrick. “No-
thing since”

“Well. lovk here,” said Cartwright,

*“Lhis job’s between you and me. of
conrye, but there’s fifty pounds at the
beginning of it. Is (hat all righet?”

“Beautiinl,” said Herrick, with &
amile, Lo

“IIl give you my instructions. You're
not Lo go near that window looking -out
on to the street. You'd better stop in
the other room altagethor for Lo-morvoew.
There's a-lot of hooka you can classify
& bit, and there's s pile of NEWIPAPLTS
feom which L want you to scissor ent-
tmgu on any of a lisi. of mlluﬂets on’ t'ha
table there, Understand?”

“Exactly!* sald Herru-k

“They’ll send your meals up, Your
elolhes —-Uox sorcy—are & bit  shabby,
aren't they™

“I'm airuid Lthew are” said Herrick,
Tuelutly, You see—--". . . .

“I've got a deeend suit in the euphoard
over there, 1've hardlty worn it. Tn't
ihink me 8 vad it T ask you to take
them, Lut we're much of a il(‘l"ht al\d
all that, we twa? N

“Certalnly, 1'll wear
rick.

“Put your old ones on 1ihe iop shaif
when ¥ou change. And {omorrow night

tom,” said Hep-

mt eight o'clock ring for coffes. They
make deccut coffee here. You'll like
o )

“It's nll above me,” veplicd Ilerrick
calmly, “but | don't mind du

you'll excuse me. you seem all
And if vou're wot aH rvight, Ul
next tiwe 1 see you. That's all?
Cartwright reached  for & Nand.
“You're my sort,” waid he, “ant 1 wiste
I was as young as you. 1 swear it’s all
right aa rain for you. though 1 may
come back im a hurry and want yvou to
do something else—amd quick—but that

you'll know later. If I'm not back to-
‘morrow, you do the sume agkin the pext
.day, -There's .an adsinpss-on that enyw-
lopa to which [ want yen to write jif
anything huppens, and inside the: enve-
tope is yoursmoney. Put the pregs-cut-
tings on those little atab fles, nuourd-
ing to the subjects. Good-bye.” -

Unrtwright shut the door on Rlclﬂrd
Herrick, ex-yeomnan, who was puzeled,
A3 be went down the dark staira he
iu-tnorrow? | don't feel up to much.
pulied  away his  black  beard- and
stuffed it into the little bag. A gogd
deal depended now; but he met w6 one,
He shouted down the bottam stairs to
where the light sireamed into the brick
Passage.

“l'umv lelting my friend out myself.
Will you In-mg my ineals to wy room
and I'm going straight to bed. Thanks
very much,”

He walked noisily aiong the passage,
opened the <door.  sail “Good - night,
then, oll chap,” aloud, and passed out
into the atreet, still carrying his bag.
He atood careleasly for a moment on
the dooratep. He waited till up above
hiim on the opposite Bide he saw the
dim white patch  of Bourne's face
againgt the window, aml then it was
gone,”

Cartwright walked br:al-dv up the
atrest. At the top he did no more than
balf tuvit his head. It waos enough to
enable | to see, far bebind him, the
creeping shadow of Hourme, infent upon
his watching still.

IIr

tlerrick laboured at Lis newspaper
alipping, pleased with the fifty ponnds

in his pneket, but impatient at ihis
monotonnns sort of work. The ser-
vant hrought up hia lurch, knocked,

and left it on & tray outside the door-
Hcrrmk ate letsurely.

- Alterwards, atill éntting and (-hppm
he pondered the reasons . of many
thinges.

Fhis acting arrangement was stupid.
Why coulda't he go and have a look out
of that window into the street? 'Tle
tried to remember a fairy tale like this,
but” could only think of Bluebeard,
which was not altogether similar.

. Cartwright had his reaion for this as
for cverything. . Bourne might have
oceasion to leave off following him, aml
-alip Iack to his rooms for somcthing.
£ would not do to visk even the faint
cliance of Honrne’s seeing "a " second
Cartwrighl at the window 0[ the honse
oppusile,

An lour after lumch, Hervick could
hear fwlislinetly the voices of . the
“early editions” in the Strand. He
could not disiingnish them clearly,

T'résently a boy eame running down
the sirert. *“Shocking murder m Lm-
coln’s Inn Ficlds. ‘-perxal"’

“I should like a paper,” szid I[errlck,
*hat L ean’t break my word.”

The boy's feet stopped, and Herrick

Tpapd the doer ghut, and then sOnERGNE
coming nup the slaira, A dawmp paper
(‘IIHB llmit‘r the door,
o has one every dag. then” said
Herrwk, and picked it up. The police
woere already (e "read) on the scent,
for aldresses had been found in the poe-
kel of the dead man.

Hervick resumed his paragraph cuwt-
ting. .

et

ow old Klag Cole way & Jully old soul,
A jolly oid ‘soul was be?

Me “shouted™
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Nuew crery fiddler bad a Boe Gddie—s

And called for his Addicrs three.

A pery ne Bddie Lat be— .

l‘hlcle-dlddle-dee—ul-l the Addiers three,
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A thuddering  kmock " at the street
door pulled him frofy bis chair, and he
atood upright, .scisgors. dangling on &
finger. He heard the landlady’s high,
shaking voice.  Then there
creaking stairs, . .

He-longed 10 walk over to- the wmdow.

and look downm into lhe atreet, but ho
stood alill, Sk
The door was fHung | open In the
fear of the inspector in the: doorway .
 Richard Herrick saw a couple of police-

“wren,"and pictured a long proceasion of

them behind, stretching down the stairs
and aleng the pussage.

“James lartwnght." begln the ia-
spector.

"Wrong a.uldreas.
again”

Sulrve got a cab wmt,mg" The in-
spectot igmoved the interruption. “I
arrest you for the murder of William
Bourue, early lhm moraing an Lmeoln.
Inn Fielda”

“May I go to the window now"" anid
Herrick: alsently. considering  himself
free of his bargain. He atepped across
and looked - out. The two constables
were now at his elbow.

His mind would fot take all this in
at onee; he could only see a litite,
dimly—a very little, If it came to the
finish, the man with the black beard
would have got a cheap hargain for bis
fifty pounds. He turned away.

“I'm ready.” maid he.

Suddenly outside there wan the sound
of & swift-raving cab, and Herrick re-
tyrned to the window.  The driver
sawed al the reins, the man in {he cab
dashed out tlirongh the open door of the
house, and up the staira. The next min-
ute he was in the room and staring at
Herrick.

“What’s this™ cried the inspector.

“Yon've got the -wrong man, Inspecs
tor Ford. thongh I (lont. blame you.
TN explain Tater. My namnc’s Iedley,
and a cousin of yours had me in Aus-
téalia for the Pilot’s Mound affair.”
© “Easy on,” said the inspector, “What
do you want me {o du! “’here de you
come int”. °

“Bourne was a chum of mine.
were wurkm'r together *

. He awung vound upon Herrick. “What
was your man's namet”

“Cartwright.” :

“Iid hc give _you any address to
which you were to write?™.

Corder-siveet, Stamford-sireet, BIacL-

fuals.’ .
- “Tliats the 'place, inqpeciur"' crle&
Hadley. “You may catch him there,
He weuld have bren ag right as rain,
but Le dida't know T was in Engiand.
Come along there quickly, aad we'll
have him!”

The inapector stood irvezolute,

said Hernck. “'.["ry

We

“I tell you, man!” shouted Hld’.ley',
“it’s the thing to do. This man's no-
body. Ti's Cartwright youn want, Hell

Michael, of Australia,
.Funing oo risks.
man with you.”

- A minute afterwards two cabs were
raciny along to Blackfriars.

Corder Street is a peculiarly nasly
titile street. As ibey furned the corner
‘Hadley. eraned out of the cab window.
A Dblack-bearded wmun, earrying a hag,
stood on the steps of a honse near them.
When he saw the two cabs lhe {urned

Bemdes you're
You can take Lhis

was the'
heavy tramp of & mmall army up the

apd passed- nrlﬂ'ly ioto ihe house.. .

“We've got him,” said Hndley “Mums -
ber fifteen, snd that's it — - -
¢ The siranget .had banged the door,
und -they were " kept' waiting n littte
time." They pourcd im withont & word
‘ol sxplanstion,. the two policemen still
‘aolicitoun of Herrick,

But when they were erammed in the
DATTOW &taira a shot rung through the
house. *The sonnd echoed through the

.. stuffy passage, and buffeted between the
shakfng walls. For m little they stood

“ together, powerleas to go on. Hadley
recovered first, and his hand was on the
door off the landing, He was the first
to enter. Hell Michael, alina Jamea
Cartwright, of The Cedars, Sutton, lay
desd on the floor, having missed esc-pu
by some three minutes or leas.

“But I don't underatand,” said '.Rmhlrd
Herrick, in a bewildered way, and the
inspector’s face, too, was blank, .

Hadley kuelt down beaide the dead
man. With a quick movemeat of hls
wriat and fingers he snatched away the
black beard, and they stared into a face
that wasz a twin to the face of Richard
Herrick.

“1 gee mow,” =aid the mipector softly.

“Yes,” said Hadley, “it would have
come off splendidly, ton, only he thought
I wag in Avstralia wtill, insiead of here.
You were the alibi, Mr Herrick, and it'a
Iucky for you I wes lere."—From the
“PTictorial Magazine.” B
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ARE TOU ANXIOUB
TO GET (CURED? i bo use
—VITADATIO— v
YOU WILL BF FULLY sﬂmvmn
WITII THE RESULT,

BLADDER TROUBLES CURED BY |

VITADATIO

READ MR Q'CONNOR'S. TESTIMONY.

Yenetlan, Kcooedy-at.. Gtebe Polut,
Pl b
Hh Apri), 1900.

MR B A, PALMER. s

Depr Strv—Yon wil be glad to knnw of
the cure your wmedlelne VITADATIO, uos
worked on wme. About 12 mantha ago [ was
fttacked with Infaunnaetloa of {he blad-
der. For cight wmounths T was uvunder irest-
ment of threc of the Sydoey doclors, but
their cfforts falled to care we. In Nuvems-
er lust I commencrd tnking VITADATIO,
pud in less thau iwo wouths 1 wns ther-
oughly cured. l Leve had wo trouble stoce
th Ll R .

1 trnst thie leiter will be of pae to you,
ausd induce olbers to Lry Yitadatio.

C{Slgned) B, W. O'CONNOR, ;

For forther particulavs,

A. PTALMER,

Head Ofce: CLARENDON-ST. N.,
S8OUTIT MELBOURNE.
Cnrrospondence Invited. Write for Temtla
wonials.

The price of Medicize s 5/6 and 1/6 per

Dottle.

All Chemista anid Btorekeepers. )
“Tg be obtalned frim Eemptbome,” Proas
acr, and Ce, Lid, N.Z. Drug -Lo, -and
Sbarland aud ‘L‘u. . .

Now old Kfog Cole was a Jo]ly old scul—
A jcll,r Ad s0ul woas Ile—-

We'll bave CRYSTAL JI’LLILS—-Iu thele
darbry- kemu—

And he cul]vd for his harplate lbrre.
Now cvery Larplst had & fine harp—
A Joliy finc harp bad he— - .

"Twnru:-T'nng TmmgAGn lmng," iahl lhc
arpists— |

- “Kiddle-diddle-dee,'  said the Bddlers turne,

lt "JLLLILH" |lU ‘oln‘ tu be—
For flavour rare, there’s no compare—= -

WINTTOME,
me,

BTEYENBON, & CO.’8 for

AR

Now Ol;.l King Cole was a jolty old soul-—
A Jolly oll moul was wiel

He called out loud for a LIMIJUICE
~  wtralght, . .
‘And he called for his Flentists tlm.'e.
huw every nutlnt naad l fine flute,

A very l!ne Oute had he—

frriste-Flute-Fiate,” Oh Flgte, psald the
.. Rutlgte— - . .. ..o o .
+"Twang-Twang-Tweng--Go hang,” baid the
barplaty— T
FUAleAlddle-gre,”  mald  the - fadiers
© U threp—
; " "l.llltmlCE" It's going to be— " -

For favour | rare, “there's no cumplre-
WINTTOME BTEYENSON, # CO'S for

:;ml.}

-
Then 01d Kiug Cole—1bis folly old ‘soulms]

He rose and e enld, waid tege

L ngree with the futlsts'  Fiyle-Flufes
Flute— . i

;- :

A endorse the harpists’ . Twang-Twange

Twang—-

(IR
i ni_l‘le !;'Ith the fiddicrs, gd.dle-d..ldt!lc;'dn—-
it & “DRAND it golng to bele + (]
Thett's vone so ure_' ay Can compu'c-;.';

WHITTOME, STEVENSON'S the BRAND
for me, [



