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A NOVEL A WEEK.

Next Week
“SON OF THE WIND"
By Lucia Chamberlain,

“PIDGIN ISLAND”
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Just think how great

t sale must be, when they are be-

ing bought (these same
splendid styles)
women throughout the
nation,

And just this tremendous na-
tion-wide demand (a resultant

of good values always)

have ever made possible these
marvelous

present-day
values,

truly

The Wirthmor plan is a veri-
table triumph of the most mod-
ern co-operation between man-
retailers—all
inspired by the same high ideal

ufacturers and

Wirthmor Waists

The new models on sale tomorrow.
Day in cities everywhere,

by thrifty

Tomorrow's Wirthmor
their
four

entire

could

~that of BEST SERVING THE PUBLIC,
No, there are no other -waists like the Wirthmor—none
so thoroughly desirable at this same moderate price.
THEY ARE SOLD HERE EXCLUSIVELY

—RBroadway Sales Booth O,

GIRLS’

CORSETS

HE RHODES CORSET SHOP specializes in first Corsets
for the Growing Girl-—the girl whose mother apologizes

for her seeming ungainly
“just at the awkward age.”

appearance by saying that she is
Our corsetieres will do much

to take her out of the “awkward age' in a moment's time by
fitting her with the proper first Corset,

Royal Worcester—front lace
—smart and comfortable—

$2.50

comes in pink—
priced
Bien Jolie Treco Corsets

girls, $2.50
and

$3.50

Rhodesa—a gen-

eral favorite ..... s 1 ] 50

H. & W. Corset Waists—

many fine models, $1 50
- '

50¢, 75¢, $1 and.
Muslin  Waists,

Children’s
15¢

for
best makes, 25¢,
35¢, 50¢ and

The first Corset for the Growing Girl is the most important
of all—considering health and comfort it's absolutely neces-
sary that the first Corset be the proper one. Our corsetieves

will see to it that it is,

~Third Floor,

JUNE RIBBON SALE

AN()’I‘HER OF THE IMPORTANT SALES for which many

women are doubtless waiting,

It brings prices which,

despite a high market and uncertain conditions, are as low

as we have ever known,
assortment of weaves and

Moreover, it brings an unexcelled
colors, Ribbons are in high favor

this summer, and the Ribbons involved in this-sale are not
only priced very low, but they are all new, perfect and ultra
fashionable Ribbons of the same good makes and qualities
which have served to place the Rhodes Ribbon Shop at the

f forefront in this vicinity.

RIBBONS 10c YD.

RIBBONS 18¢ YD..

S8ilk Hair Bow Ribbons and
rich, beautiful Dresden pat-
terns,

RIBBONS 24c YD.

Fancy, fashionable taffeta
weaves, in plain shades, iu-
cluding white and black—
also novelty floral and Dres-
den weaves — a wonderful
array of colorings,

All Bows Tied During This
Sale Free of Charge

Large selection of fine Hailr
Bow Ribbons — moires and
fancy taffetas — also a large
assortment of novelty floral
and Dresden patterns — eve
ery yard all pure silk.

RIBBONS 29¢ YD.

Fancy moires and corded
stripes in all wanted shades
——beautiful novelty Dresdens
and warp prints—plain wide
satins and messalines in all

the fashionable shades.
RS R A A,

NEW BELTS 50c UP

A wonderfully big assortment of new white and colored kid

Belts—Ilatest styles—large sizes—all wanted shades—coy-

ered buckles—splendid values at, each, . 1 50
........... [}

50c¢, 65¢c, 75¢c and up to ., .

st

—Broadway Floor.

NEW NECKWEAR

ATURDAY'S DISPLAY of new Neckwear excels any pre-
vious attempt on the part of the Neckwear Store.
Wonderfully varied displays of new and novel Neckwear are

here—new Georgette Crepe Collars, new Cape Collars, won-
derful filmy lace creations—Roll Collars, etc. Prices range

from $1.25 to $4.50 each.
In less expensive lines great

‘variety of fancy Neckwear ine

cluding splendid representation of all the newest modes—
special lots at 35¢, 65¢, 75¢, and $1 each,

OSTRICH NECKPIECES

All the latest novelties in fine Ostrich Neckpieces—come in
white and colors—all the newest, most fashionable creations

in a good range of prices

from, each, $1.953 t0 . ...« 0.

comsenrecns. 10400

~—Broadway Floor,

SEASONABLE

UNDERWEAR

Women's Kayser Swiss Ribbed Mercerized Cotton and Lisle

Vests, finished in plain banded top or hand crocheted
yokes—all sizes—priced, a garment . . ..

o0¢c

..........

Women's extra fine Ribbed Cotton Union Suits—Ilow neck,

no sleeve, finished in banded or edge tape—all rein-
sizes 850c¢ a suit, extra sizes, a suit. .

f
Boys' White Porosknit Union

styles—all sizes from 6 to 16 years——

priced, a suit

.65¢

Suits—high neck, short sleeve

50c

....................

Girls’ Munsing Fine Ribbed Summer Weight Union Suits—
Dutch meck, elbow sleeve with cuff knee—all sizes

from 8 to 12 years—priced, a suit . . ..

....... s .
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® and Sots—come in both plain white and pretty colored

BIG NECKWEAR SALES

I U

Vestees, Roll Col-

and plain hemstitched

. 49¢

Sales Booth B,

(Continued from our last issue)

It was after 3 o’clock. From
the wreck in San Bay to Pidgin
was a question of 20 minutes—at
the most, half an hour, unless —
Uncle Billy scratched his chin.
Since he was going to Pidgin it
was useless to look north any
more. A hundred dollars,

“What's on your mind, Lester?”
asked Cranford,

“I don't like the 1looks of
things, sir. We'd better get back
into the river.”

“Lester,” said Cranford seri-
ously. “I've simply got to go to
Pidgin if Miss Wynne does. |
saw a boat land there an“hour or
80 ago. S8She's gone back to King-
ston, Hydroplane she was."”

“All right, if you say so—but
it's against my judgment.”

By this time Uncle Billy was
crossing the steamboat channel
south of the spar buoy, Lester's
boat was just mosing outside of
Long Point. Cranford, intent up-
on watching Diana, missed Les-
ter’s frown,

His cogitations were rudly
broken. He saw Lester stand up,
lean against the tiller rope, and
the bhoat careened in an abrupt
half-circle,

“What's up?”

“Look at Reed's Bay! We've
got to get out of her, quick!”

“Lester, there's a woman in
Billy’'s boat and they are headed
for Pidgin.” :

“Bill's crazy!” shouted Lester.

The squall struck—the air was
bitter cold.

“Lester, when they turn back,
you turn back, but not till then.”

Lester took the life belt from
under his rowing seat and buckl-
ed it on. Cranford followed his
example,

The real danger lay not in
heading for Pidgin, but in trying
to land or leave. The tempest—
for there was no doubt in the
mind of either man that tlrs
squall was backed by sterner
stuff—would drive them without
particularly grave danger: but to
stop and turn was a matter of
life and death,

About a mile out the squall be-
came tempest in fact,

The two boats were now riding
a choppy, boiling sea. The swells
lifted them and the north waves
battered and smashed against
their quarters, growing in height
each moment,

Uncle Billy had steaded down
to half-power, praying uader his
stubby mustache that the engine
would not “go back on him.”

There was no fear on her face

—S8omehow it looked lean and
lionesslike. That Lester was
grimly tagging on Dbehind was

his only consolation. Two bhoats
in a gale were always safer than
one,

He turned and bawled against
the wind: “I'm a thunderin’ tar-
nation fool, Miss Wynne. 'F they's
anythin’ on that danged island
wuth stackin’ our lives against,
I'd like t' know whut it is.”

“A rajah’s ransom, Uncle Bil-
ly. And I am trying to prevent
a crime.”

“Well, I'm commitin’ one
bringin’ y’ out here.”

A comber seethed over - the
stern,

The spray blined the girl
and partly stranged her. Once
:he looked back over her shoul-
er.

A warm little thrill ran over

her. He was following, follow-
ing. She was at once glad and
worried. Glad that he should

wish to share her danger, wor-
ried for fear he might find out
what desperate need had made
her tempt fate,

A sudden silence, g cesastion of
vibration—she came back to ac-

tualities. The dreadful thing
had happened. The engine had
stopped,

Uncle Billy, quick to a reciate
that this was no time tgptinker.
slung out his starboard oar and
pulled with both hands.

Still pulling with his left hand,
he pawed back of him for the
three-pronged anchor, shipped the
oar, heaved the iron and made
fast,

For a minute or two they drag-
ged; then some friendly rock of-
fered purchase, and the boat vame
about with her bow head-on to t.1e
wind. They were gafe for a time,

Uncle Billy wgs perhaps 300
yards from the dock, Lester could
tow him in as far as he deemed
necessary to go. There was no
possible chance of making a land-
ing with the boats,

“I guess I've gone 'n done it,
Miss Wynne,” said Uncle Billy,
rubbing his bleeding knuckles.
“Know whut we go t' do?”

“Yes. When we get near eonugh

“S8ee  whut they're doin'?”
pointing to the huge combers ris-
ing past and flinging themselves
like ravening wolves against the
island.

“Miss Wynne, we'll never git
ashore ‘thout ome o' us gittin’
hurt. Four lives depend on level
heads, miss Y' ain't afraid?”
“No, Uncle Billy. I'm only sor-
ry for all this trouble.”

“All right. I'm t’' blame. I've
let a hundred dollars foozle me.
An’' I've dragged Mr, Cranford 'n
Lester int’ it, too.”

“Stand by for the cable!”
shouted Lester, who was
within reach.

“‘Wait till I git th’ anchor up!”

It required fully ten minutes
maneuvering to locate the mud-
hook,

“All right, Lestor!”

It was Diana who spoke, ;

She stood up. Lester beaved
the water-soaked cable. She

{eaught it, knelt and wound it

about the forward seat. Slowly

4

drop over and swim or wade in.” ||

now |

ALt

they cime back to the shoal and
headed for the dock,

Thirty feet off shore Lester held
up his hand, and both anchours
went over. A short drag followed.

Without a word Diana slipped
over the side and struck for the
runway. One after another the
men followed.

Lester made the landing with
but slight bruising, and helped
pull in Uncle Billy.

“Keep back, Diana!"” warned
Cranford. ‘““Wait till I reach the
foot of the runway.”

She semiled at him bravely,

‘““Now!”" she heard Cranford
cry out. But when they began
to pull, her body seemed teo heavy
for her numb arms, and she let
go.

Desperately Cranford fought to
her side with a_line,

He was himself half drowned
in his endeavor to tie the line
about her waist, Surge after
surge crashed upon her as she
was hauled in. The men lifted
her to her feet. She pressed
them aside and turned to look for
Cranford, when a comber, vaster
than all which had gone béfore,
rose and dashed against her,
throwing her to the ground, where
she lay motionless,

CHAPTER XIV,

Uncle Billy stepped outside the
boat house cautlously.

The wind blew with a tremen-
dous humming noise, like some
huge dynamo, and the water ran
as high aswhen, five diours. ago,
they had all been dragged ashore,
bruised, cut, exhausted.

The guide squatted on his
haunches and peered out, He saw
two faint gray patches on the
water, bowing and kotowing to
each other like quadrille dancers.
He paused and reached down to
rub his shin gently.

In helping Cranrord in he had
fallen on the slippery runway and
bruised a shin. Well, the poor
young woman was paying for her
hardihood; a gash two _inches
long on the side of her head 4nd
an arm strained so badlyjthat her
fingers spread out crookedly,

And she lay there on the floor
of the boat-house without move-
ment, without speech, too exhaust-
ed to moan against the pain o
her injuries,

Treasure? He was m a fine
mood for treasure. How ecould
there be any tressure on Pidgin?

Inside the boat-house (ranfqrd
sat with his back to thed +
y

;@ d

keeper's boat, asleep. %

lantern hung from the roof-
Diana lay between the boat and

the partition, a blanket over her.
When she awoke she saw Cran-

ford, sleeping with his mouth
open, most unheroic, his arms
dangling at his sides. She knew

now what she had te, do. She
must rise without disturbing him,
steal out. Oh, the pain of it!
She fell back, groaning.

Instantly Cranford was awake.
“What is it?"

“My ankle!”

“Which one?”

“The right one.”
teeth in her lips.

Off went her shoe¢. Ile bound
the stockinged foot and saturated
it with what arnica remained,

He saw tears running down her
cheeks, tut he did not know the
real causa of them,

“Diana, Diana! what can 1 do,
what can I de? Poor girl, poor
girl!"”

“That’s better. all right
now. Thank you!”

But her thought was: 3he had
failed, failed miserably, after all
these weeks of careful planning;
failed. She could not stand, let
alone walk. Either she must -tell
bkim or let everything go. If only
he had not followed!'

After half an hour of quiet,
Cranford peered again at the face
of the girl,

Sound asleep: at least ghe look-

She set her

I'm

ed s0. He breathed a praver of
thanks, S8ilently a nd reverently
he knelt, lifted a strand of hair,
and kissed it. Her breath came
deeply and regularly,

He saw her outing coat hang-
lﬁg from a nail. It was still heavy
with water. He ought to have
turned the pockets when he hung
it up; the coat would have been
half dry by now.

Carefully he drew out pocket
after pocket. He laid the hand-
kerchief and the gloves on the
gunwale of the boat, As he pulled
out the inside pocket a water-
soaked envelope fell out. He
stooper for it.

Mystery and fog were np more.
There was no need to see the con-
tents of that peculiar style of en-
velope. He had received many of
them, postmarked but stampless,
official business of the U, 8, cus-
toms!

L L] L] \

Uncle Billy was up and outside
long before sunrise,

He wandered aimlessly past the
light. He saw the remains of a
recent fire, a shore dinner fire;
one he was certain neither he nor
Lester had built. This was a cob-

ble range, while he and Lester
had portable stoves,

“By Jings! Whut 4’ y' know
'about that?’’ he ejaculated, Be-

hind the pink granite boulder lay
two Bristol rods in their gray cot-
ton casings.

‘“‘Somebuddy’s be'n fishin’ 'n
got out in a hurry, Well, well;
findin’s ’'s keepin’s. Bristols 'r’
always handy in these parts.
Luck’s with you, Uncle_Billy.”

He tucked the rods under his
arm and went back to the dock.

At 7:30 they were homeward
bound,

Diana kept absolutely quiet;
and Cranford had taet enough not
to ply her with questions, In the
secret service like himself, and
playing her woman’s hand alone
against as accomplished a band of
rogues as ever set the Atlantic
ports by the ears! aud one of them
her hushand!

They reached the farm at 9.

The two men made a hand
chair for her and carried her into
the parlor, and laid her on the
sofa. “Why, Miss Wynne!” said
Uncle Billy amiably, “you ain't
no fairy.”

She laughed.

“She’s a goddess, Billy,” said
Cranford,

The landlady bustled the men
into the hall. Miss Wynne musi
be put to bed at once. Half an
hour later she opened the door,
“You can come in now, but only
for a moment. Billy, Miss Wynne
wants you to send this telegram
right away.” p

She gave the guide a sealed en-
velope. “The operator is to open
"

“Have her off 'n hour,”
clared Uncle Billy happily.-*
“I shall be out this evening,”
said Cranford, approaching the
sofa. “I'm going to send for the
best surgeon in Watertown.”
Clumsily he touched and press-
ed her uninjured hand and went
out, followed by her guide.

“I got t' go t’ th’ telegraph of-
fice, Mr. Cranford.”

“And hurry. Do an errand for
me. I'm all in. Wire for the best
surgeon in Watertown; tell him
to come by auto at once; never
mind trains.”

At the telegraph office the oper-
ator, upon being told who was
sending the message, took scrup-
ulous care in transmitting the cor-
rect rendition of the ten Italian
words. He made Watertown re-
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peat back the message, letter for
letter. Neither he nor Watertown
understood Italian; but the young
woman in black understood, wept
silently, packed her suit case, and
left Watertown on the noon train.

That night the doctor informed
Cranford that Miss Wynne was
asleep and must not he disturbed.

“‘8hall I take you back to the
village? 1 am returning.”

“No, thanks,” said Cranford;
“I'nl walk.”

And walk he did, and disap-
pear, and leave nothing but his
hat in the road as a memento of
his struggle,

CHAPTER XV.

Lester appeared as usual the
next morning, ready for the day's
work. Eight o’clock came, but no
fishermen. When an hour went
down the clock, Lester began to
think maybe Mr, Cranford was ill.
Se he sought the hotel clerk,

“Go wake him up,” advised the
clerk,

There was no response to his
knocking; gentle at first, then
firmly, then irritably, He re-
turned to the office and asked that
the clerk go up and open the
door,

The clerk rapped soundly on
the door and waited. Then he
called Cranford by name. Hear-
ing nothing, he inserted a key and
opened the door. He stood trans-
fixed, and Lester stared over his
shoulder, eyes apop.

The bureau-drawers, the draw-
ers of the washstand, the suit-
cases—emptied and flung care-
lessly aside! The mattress lay
twisted over the foothoard of the
bed, the pillows, crushed, clothes
littered the chairs and the floor.

Lester was the first to move.
He pushed aside the clerk, ran
into the room, and looked under
the bed. Then he peered into the
closet. He shook his head.

“I'll hunt up Uncle Billy, May-
be he can tell something.”

“Do it,” said the clerk, locking

the door. “I'll tell the maid not
to touch anything. 1I'll call in the
sheriff.”

Lester found Uncle Billy seated
on a soap-box inspecting a felt hat
he held in his hands.

“Billy, where's Mr. Cranford?"’

“I dunno, Lester, I found this
hat o' his'n in th’ middle o' th’
road as [ started out t’ th’ farm
this mornin’.”

“Did you go to the farm?”

“Yes; but he wa'nt there. He
left there ’bout 8 las’ night.]
Why?"

‘“‘Wasn’t in his room last night,
Billy; but some one else was.
Everything turned upside down.”

‘“Y’ don’t say!” Uncle Billy
got up slowly, Suddenly he shook
the hat in the air. “I know!
Sumpin’ t’ do 'th that d inged hun-
dred dollars, 'r my name ain't
Bill.”

It is doubtful if Uncle Billy had
ever read a novel, much less a de-
tective story; but he knew all the
earth-signs,

He had gone out early that
morning to inquire after Miss
Wynne’s health. When he picked
up Cranford’s hat his mind was
occupied with the girl's grim
earnestness out there at Pidgin,
the hundred dollars; he had not,
therefore, observed things. But
now he had reason. He found the
spot and stydied the ground thor-
oughly,

An automobile had stopped an?
backed and gone on again. Mauy
footprints, close together, and one
long slip which trailed over the
lip of the road.

This had been made by Cran-
ford, for he recognized the rubber
spikes of the tennis shoes. There

|la corner, & third man,

had been a scrimmage.
Shaking his head, he plodded
back to the boat-house. Mr, Cran-
ford had been abducted. Most
amazing! How should he tell
Miss Wynne? Hadn’t he best say
nothing till she was up and
about? She’d worry.
L4 L] L ]

Cranford’s prison wasg acirca-
lar affair, windowless, whose sole
entrace and exit was a trap door
some five feet beyond the reach
of his fingers. Briefly, an empty
cistern in a deserted farm house,
four or five miles-sinland,

For nearly 48 hours, two days,
he had been incarcerated in this
close cell. Several times during
the day he had heard automobiles
passing, but none ever stopped.
The water in the pail was getting
low and the bread was gone,

At length he heard the purr
of an automobile, It paused. Then
came the muffled closing of a
door. They had come at last.

The trap door opened and a
ladder came slithering down,

“Come up,” said a voice.

Cranford climbed out ‘of the
cistern and stood blinking in the
light of a detached automobile
lamp. Then he saw Hanchett and
Dennison, and, in the gloom of

“Cranford, we shan't waste time
beating about the bush. It doesn’t
matter how or when you learned.
We want what you took from
Pidgin island,” said Hanchett.

“What was it I took?”

Hanchett smiled. “You can't
pass your hand_up like . that.
Clever idea of yours to have that
telegram dolunyed. We found it

t, howayer.

dngfor held his surprise in
check.

What a woman! Not a detail
had escaped her.

“Do you want the truth?”

“As quickly as you ¢ an g ive
it.”

The prisoner pondered for a
minute or two. ‘‘Well, then,

ing. I haven't ‘the slightest idea
what is going on, what it is you're

Fine Sheer Muslin Skirts

39¢ and 79c¢

THEY ARE beautifully lace and embroidery
trimmed—cut wide and full—made wgth

dust flounce—just what you want for summer
wear and they are really sensational values at

39¢ and 79c¢

Child’s Shoes
$1.69 Pair

Children's Shoes, made of
solid leather—broken sizes—
come in patent léather, gun-
metal and a few white can-
vas sandals—wonderful val-
ues to those who can find
their youngster's sizes in the
lot. Saturday

choice, pair ..... s‘ -69

BOYS’ SHOES
$1.98 Pair

Boys' solid leather Walton
Make Shoes, in all sizes. You
all know this make, but look

at this new bargain
store price; pair. 31 -38

CAMP SUPPLIES

Pa Plates,

tw%ozeu ........... 90
Meteor Paper Sets P
complete for ........ L
Tinware a
B8 coceie $os P | 7
Hardware

- s B LA 3

_ered Dimities—come

9 to 12 Only
Devonshire
15¢ Yard

Genuine Renfrew Devon-
shire Cloth and Dixie
COloth — just what you
want for making Chil-
dren’s  Dresses, \Wash
Suits, Rompers, Women's
House Dresses, Aprons,
ete. Buy it Saturday, 9
to 12 only, at 1 5,‘
per yard 1Ju
(Limit 10 yards to a cus-
tomer; no phone or mail
orders; none sent . 0.D.)

DIMITIES 5c YD.

Beautiful Printed and Flow-

27 in-
ches wide, in a great variety
of pretty patterns suitable
for dresses, aprons and
gowns—reduced for Satur-
day's selling only to, 5,‘
per yard . I Y 1

TABLE PADDING, 29¢ YARD
54-inch white Table PPadding, good weight, full blouohql
and extra wide, as you will note—on sale Saturday zsc

at, per yard ....o0000 0000

~—3TH BARGAIN FLOOR,

Saturday Will Be a

Good Day To Look

Over These

MEN'’S 59¢ SHIRTS

These Shirts were made expressly for

-
-
N

8 '
| I . B

P 3

¢ N price,

us, after our *large body" specifica-
tions, and are finished in superior
manner,

The soft cuff shirts are
of excellent mercerized
Shirtings in good stripe
designs. The stiff cuff
shirts also are in stripe
patterns of fine count
percales,
Sizes 14 to 17. With
the present high cost of
cotton materials these
Shirts would be ex-
ceedingly good val-
ues at much higher
At 59¢ they
'\ ) are a value we be-
lieve, unrivaled any-
where,

—3th Bargain Floor.

SUGAR

Finest pure Cane Fruit
Sugar—the best the mar-
ket affords—reduced Sat-
urday to, per

10-1b. sack ...... 870

-—=3th Bargain Floor.

COFFEE | {

Our Rhodesa Blend—a
favorite hereabouts for
over 20 years—reduced

ry Saturday to,
por pound . ... 490

—3th Bargain Floor,

BROADWAY SALES BOOTH E

Canned Goods Bargains

%, Canned Goods of all sorts have advanced materially in the
past few weeks, and further advances are in prospect—we
advise you to supply your needs at once—this sale atfords

an exceptional opportunity,

MINOED CLAMS-—Highest
quality—reduced for this
sale

only to, per can
12¢; DOZEN CANS SI -40
CORN—Fancy Maine Cream

Sugar Corn — reduced for
this sale only to, TWO CANS

for 25¢; DOZEN

CANE oo0oviiess ,31.45
PEAS—Fancy June Sugar
Peas—reduced for this sale

to, per can 10c; per s‘ 15
DOZEN CANS for. (]
STANDARD TOMATOES —

reduced for this sale
to TWo cang tor . 15¢

TOMATOES — Fancy solid
pack Tomatoes—No. 8 cans
—reduced for this sale, to

TWO cans for 25¢;
DOZEN CANS for. s‘ l4’5

TUNA FISH—Fancy quality

——chicken of the sea—1-lb, .

cans—reduced for this sale

to TWO CANS 450

for

CORN—Standard quality—
reduced for this sale 25
THREE CANS for....&90

And many other equally good A

bdérgains in Canned Goods
that are not mentioned here,

Fancy Oranges 34c Dozen

The Navel Orange season is about over, and the prices are
higher, so we are fortunate in being able to offer 50 cases
of fancy, extra large, sweet, julcy Navel 3 4c

Oranges, per dozem ......

—Broadway Sales Booth “E"

RHODES BROTHERS
Broadway at Eleventh Street

this i{s added the fact that I should
not tell you if I did. I realize, in
the parlance of your particular
world, you are out to do me for
the crutches. Capital guesswork,
wasn't it?” :

A rumble from the corner,

“Ah! Mr. Smead?”

“Give him his bread and fill
up the pail,” said Smead. “An-
other twenty-four hours will bring
him to reason.”

“I understand your point of
yiew,” replied Cranford. “You do

you've had your trouble for noth-4not understand what the word ot

ntfeman means. I.know ab-
:ol‘&ely nothing. You three shall

trying to smuggle across, mwo

answer for thid. I do not forget.”

“Neither do we, Mr, Cranford,"”
said Hanchett, stepping close.
“We can outwait you in this
game. You shall stay here on
bread and water till the snows
comes, Tomorrow night you may
be a little tamer and tell who has
them.”

“What do you mean by that?”,
demanded Smead.

“Why, he really hasn't
them, but knows who has.
as dense as a sand-bank.”

For a brief space Cranford
stared at the young man; then
went on down the ladder,
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(Concluded~ in Our Next Issue)



