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lacerated it and with the other detached
the note which it held attached to the
bedclothes.

He read it through twice, arose, went
into his sitting-room and verified the ab-
sence of the revolver. Then he grinned
and returned to bed.

At a decent hour next morning he pre-
sented himself at Guiscard’s door. Lu-
cille, clad for the street, opened to his
ring.

“Hul-lo!” exclaimed Bates. “You
here, Lucille? What are you doing here
at this time in the morning?”

Lucille gave him the cold supercilious
look of the entrenched official who replies
to a mere member of the public. She was
a slim, gold-hued little thing, kissable as
a baby, and her manner of austerity sat
on her strangely.

“Me?” she answered coldly. “I look
after our poor brave one, here. I go forth
to obtain fresh dressings for his wounds.”

“Eh?” Bates gaped at her with aston-
ishment. “Wounds, did you say?
But ”

From within came the voice of the poet,
directing that Bates should be admitted.
“But at once, my heart!” called Lucille
in answer, and to Bates: “You are to go
in, he says. Do not excite him.”

The poet was in bed, propped up on
a structure of carefully-arranged pillows.
A bedside table had flowers and two
medicine bottles on it and a breakfast
tray. The everyday disorder of the room
had been violently repaired; from a den
and a home, it had been transformed into

a sick-room of the most approved and
sanitary bleakness. But it was not at this
miracle that Bates, halting abruptly in
the door, stared in amaze.

“But how ?” he began to ask.
It was as though the little face of Guis-

card looked at him through an intricate
lattice, so liberally was it criss-crossed
with strips of sticking-plaster. A band-
age crossed his forehead diagonally and
blotted out one eye; the other stared at
the visitor as through a peep-hole. A
thumb that had been clenched in an in-
expert fist was now secured in a hand-
splint and a sling. And yet, something
like a restrained but rebellious smirk
seemed to trickle through the wreck of
the features and play about the scaffold-
ing of plaster that upheld them.

“You must have loaded it with a keg
of nails,” said Bates. —did it burst,
or what? You aren’t dying, are you,
Guiseard?”

Lucille replied with outcries. “Dying?
What a thing to say! Of course he is
not dying, the poor little heroic one!”

“Well,” said Bates, when presently he
was able to speak, “when I found your

—by the pin you made it fast with
—I didn’t worry. I never dreamt you’d
go and load the thing. Didn’t imagine
you even knew how to do it. What hap-
pened, anyhow

“There was”the poet struggled for
fluency through the meshes of the stick-
ing-plaster—“there was, in effect, a little
change of programme. Since it appeared.

finally, that Lucille here was not wholly
indifferent to me- ”

“My —my little brave one
adored!” Lucille corroborated with out-
cries and kisses upon the islands of face
that dotted the sea of plaster.

And presently Bates, alternately agape
and strangling with suppressed laughter,
got the story. It was a duet, changing
from narrative mumbles through the lat-
tice on the poet’s face to the voluble and
inaccurate details of Lucille.

“Well,” said the American at last,
“you’ve come out of it well, Guiseard.
And if Lucille’s satisfied, I guess you
think it was worth your while. Still ”

lie grinned at the grotesque wreck on the
pillow.
r,HAT running gleam of satisfaction

played again upon Guiscard’s coun-
tenance.

“The man,” he said as carelessly as he
could, “the thief was well known to the
police, it seems.”

“No doubt,” said Bates.
The poet heaved an invalid sigh and

commenced to turn over upon his side.
Lucille hastened to aid him. But his
unbandaged eye continued to rest upon
Bates.

“And there was,” he murmured weakly,
“I am informed—this morning there was
a certain reward for his capture.”

He laid his battered head upon his
pillow contentedly.

“You must go now,” whispered Lucille.
And Bates went.
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WARMAN’S
Faithful Values in Chesterfield Suites

3 Pieces in good Moquette for
£24 10 0

The CHESTER SETTEE
as illustrated is sft. 6in.
wide x 30in. deep and is
a nest of comfort seldom
found in a suite at this
low price.

TWO EASY CHAIRS
en suite arc 34in. wide x30in. deep, with those
heavy rolled Arms which
mean added comfort.
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I HIS Suite is well and strongly constructed and we guarantee goodwork under the cover. Let us quote you for your[blindings, carpets,rugs, curtainings, cutlery, as we are always handling newest goods inthese lines.

NOTE: We pack free and deliver to rail or boat.
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded

G. B. WARMAN & SONS
79-81 HOBSON STREET VICTORIA ST., HAMILTON

Phone 1958 Phone 1507
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“I always get
Adams Bell
CAKE”

rJ'HIS means a lot to the busy house-
wife and hostess —to have a supply of

rich, wholesome, tempting cake always on
hand, yet not have the trouble and time-
wasting of baking.
Adams Bell Cake is obtainable in over 20
delectable varieties, baked on the home-
made principle from the purest and freshest
of high-grade ingredients.
There are depots in every Auckland suburb
and agents throughout the North Island.

ADAMS, BELL & CO. LTD.
Auckland’s Leading i Cake Specialists

124 QUEEN ST., 75 KARANGAHAPE RD.. THREE LAMPS, PONSONBY
Depots in AUCKLANDDepots in
every suburb

ADAMS, BELL& CO.LTD.
Auckland's heading Cake Specialists

124 QUEEN ST., 75 KARANGAHAPE RD., THREE LAMPS, PONSONBY

AUCKLAND Agents throughoutAgents throughout
North Island
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