I have been thinking that possibly
~ you were wrong about the significance
- that empty envelope. Possibly
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to conjecture, to won- |
phrases, to dig
of meaning from euphemis-
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bells had struck und we were
Iking. But now and then there
pauses In our converse—inter
of sllence of vary'ng length—dur
ing which I sat with my gaze stretch-
out over the black waters and my
hearing stralned for any unusual
sound. More than once during the
evening I thought I had detected far
off the pounding note of u motor
boat's exhaust, but had put the notion
aside as too Improbable for entertain-
ment. Now, faintly, | seemed to hear
it again; not so distant, but mufed.

I got up and stood close to the rall,
and listened with ear bent. Then J

determined to go to my eabin for a
night glass which 1 had Inecluded
Among my traps. But at that moment
the sound, which 1 bad made sure of,
ceased, and 1 stood a second or two
longer, expecting It to resume.

Altogether It was not over a minute
Or two that | stood there. It seemed
much less than that. Then I turned !
with » question for Cameron. 1 won-
dered whether he had heard the sound '
100, _

“I say, Cam—" 1 began, and stopped,
startled, ‘with his name half uttered.

His chalr was empty. He was not
on deck. 1 ran to the saloon. He was
Bot there. 1| flung open the door of
his stateroom. He was not there, el-
ther., 1 hed the ‘acht searched for
him. He was not ou the yacht.

T

CHAPTER IX,

A Craft Without Lights.
Composure s second nature with
me. I clalm no credit for It; It is a
matter of temperament rather thaa
cultivation. Bat now my temperament
was all awry, and my composure fled |
me. | was exclited. More than that,
[ was frantle, distracted, rattled. |
wanted to do a dozen things at once,
to get answers to a wseore of ques-
tlons In a single moment. And the
consequence may be imagined. For
five—ten minutes, nothine was done
whatever. Then the searchlight wus |
got Into play, sweeping the wnters on
all wsides, far and near: but with pal
try result. Flve or slx miles astorn
we made out a power boat, simllar to
that which I had seen through
glans earller in the day. To the east
ward a steamer with two funnela was
Just coming range The

.

into white
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salls of a coasting schooner showed
to westward. Trailing in our wake
Was our squalld salvage, the dory of
the flsherman.

Macleod, trained to coolness, re-
tained his wits. Systematically he
set to work. Likely and unlikely
places aboard the yacht were looked
into. Before I knew what he was
about, we were golng back over the
Way we had come with the search-
Hght swinging in a circle and a half-
dozen sharp-eyed seamen scanning
every square foot of rolling wave,

“l can't understand {t,” I kept re-
peating aloud, with senseless iteration.
“l can't understand t.”

I was standing alone, well forward,
leaning over the rail. Presently Mac-
Leod lald a hand on my shoulder.

“We can't do anything more than
we are doing, Mr. Clyde,” he sald in
his matter-of-fact way, “For my part,
I can't understand {t, efther: but since
Mr. Cameron's not aboard, there's
only one conclusion, and that is that
he’s overboard. And since there was
no one Iinterested in throwing him
there, then it seems very clear that

he must have jumped.”
“Jumped!” 1 cried, tn irritation.
“My God, man! Don't 1 tell you that

I was not three feet away from him,
and only for a minute or two? How
could he have jumped without my
hearing him? How could he even
have got out of his chalr, without my
hearing him?"

The captaln shrugged his shoulders.

“There's no other explanation,” he
decided, concluslvely,

“You mean he committed sulcide ?”

“Call it what you like, sir.”

“But there was no reason for him

to do such a thing,” I objected.

“l understand he's been pretty i1,
sir.”

“He was 1], yes. But he was on the
road to recovery.” And then, with the
realization that I was speaking of
Cameron in the past tense, as though
it were already settled that I should
never see him allve agaln, a shiver
of horror swept over me. I know Mac-
Leod observed it, for he said:

“There’s been a drop in the tem-
perature, Ir the last half-hour, It'll
be more comfortable In my cabin, sir,
if you don't mind coming in, and talk-
ing the thing over a bit."

“Good Heavens, Macleod,” I ex-
claimed, turning on him with nervous
savagery, “do you expect me to sit
down and talk calmly at such a mo-
ment? I can't. It's all I can do to
stand stil! here, for a minute at a
time, I feel I must do something. It's
tortn:. to Lave one's hands tioq this
way.

But
and if you could calm yourself enough
to talk it over quietly, we might get
down to something that would guide
us, 80 to speak.”

“Guide us?” I repeated.

“Yes, sir, It's not impossible, you
know, sir, that when he went over
board he was picked up.”

The light from his cabin porthole
flluminated us both, and now as he

perplexity.

“You sald yourself, sir,” he, ex-
plained, “that you thought you heard
the exhaust of rome sort o' craft not
far away.”

It was this reminder, I think, which

brought back my wool-gathering wits

“I think T know how you feel, gir. |
walking the deck will do no good, |

a  looked at me he must bi.e seen my

e
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writers
power.”

“And did they?”

“Most marvelously.”

Again Macleod was silent for a
space,

“Under the circumstances, Mr.
Clyde, don't you think it would have
been better if you'd told me about
this?"

“Mr. Cameron was very anxious
that no one should know.”

The captain compassed his right
knee with his locked hands.

“All the same,” he said, “he’'d never
have been spirited off this yacht if I'd
a' known what was in the wind.”

This statement annoyed me, and I
resented it.

“What could you have done?" 1
asked. "I was with him almost con-
tinuously.”

There came a strange, half-medita-
tive, half-bold look in the man's eyes,
and I was wondering what it portend-
ed, when, quite ignoring my question,
he began speaking:

“You see there oughtn't to be any
misunderstanding between you and
me, sir. This is too serious a busi-
ness to be bungled because I am only
captain of this yacht and you are the
owner’s friend. So, if I speak plainly,
sir, you'll understand why, and not
think me disrespectful.”

I smiled to reassure him, still puz-
zled, and added:

“Go stralght ahead, captain,
are perfectly right.”

“Well,” he began, “I'll tell you, Mr.
Clyde. Your story, as you told it to
me, has some weak points in it. You
say, for instance, that you were with
Mr. Cameron almost continuously,
Now I'm not mentioning the little
while you were in here, early in the
evening, but during the last quarter
of an hour before you gave the alarm,
you weren't with him, either.,”

I stared at the speaker for an in-
stant in ahsolute dumb amaze.

“I don't know why you Bay that,” 1
sald, at length, more hurt than an-
gered. “I told you that from the mo-
ment I last spoke to him, seated be-
side him there on the after-deck, un-
til I turned from the rail and found
him, gone, not more thar two min-

would demonstrate — thelr

You

utes elapsed. And that was God's

truth.”

“You sald you were listening for
what you thought sounded like a mo-
tor t, didn't you?”

“1 di4.”

“And you were leaning over the taff:
rall, looking for it, weren't you?”

“I was.”

“But you didn’t see 1t?"

“No, 1 dldn’t see it; and I couldn’t
hear it after the first few geconds.”

The captain had fixed a gaze on me
that seemed aimed to penetrate to my
soul's fiber. After my answer he was
sllent & moment. Then he said:

“Where were you, Mr, Clyde, when
that boat—motor, tug, or whatever
she was—crossed within ter feet of
the dory we are towing?"

Had he struck me !n thq face 1
could not have been more dumfound.
ed.

“What do you mean?” were the only
words that came to me.

“lI mean that the craft you have
been talking about came up and went
astern of us, ten or tweive minutes

| before you gave the alarm that Mr.

and steadlied me to a perception of the
real Importance of the captain’s plea. -

Of one thing, at least, I was assured:
Cameron was not a suicide. How he
could have gone over the taffrail with-
out my seeing or hearing him, I should
pever be able to understand. But gone

he was, and it lay upon me to dis-’

cover by whose assistonce this mar-
velous disappearance was accom-
plished. And so it came about that,
controlling my futile unrest, 1 was
presently seated In MacLeod's swivel
chalr, while he, from a place on the
side of his berth, fired pointed ques.
tlons at me, which I elther answered
a8 best I could or returned in kind.
“Now maybe it's none of my busi-
ness, Mr. Clyde, but in view of to-
night's occurrence 1 think it's perti-

nent to know why there was such a |

thorough inepection of the Sibylla be.
fore we sailed, and such a lot of cuu-

tion regarding the crew.” That was

the firet of his volley, and for a mo-

ment it staggered me. 1 recognized,
however, that this was not a time for

quibbling, and as MacLeod had been |

for years a staunch soldier in Camer-
on's army of employees, | saw
harm in letting him know the truth.

no |

“IIl tell you,” 1 returned, rrankly."
“but it’s not to go any further. In the

past nine weeks Mr. Cameron has
been receiving a series of threatening
anonymous letters. The last one came

| & week ago today; and In 1t this was

named as the date for the c¢llmax.”

"Cllmax?" he repeated, questioning-
ly.

“Yes, Today, the letter stated, Mr.
Cameron would disappear.”

The calm, phlegmatic young captain
did not start, He simply narrowed his
eyes In thought, a

“That's o0dd,” he said, gravely,
“doamned odd.” And then, after a sec-
ond's conslderation, he asked: “Was

i
\
|
|
|

that—but of course it was—why he '

took this cruise?”

“No,” I told him. “That was not his
reason; though it was mine”

I did not mean to be enigmatic, but

I suppose | was, for Macleod showed |

plainly enough that he falled to un-
derstand.

“You see.” T went on, in elucidation,
“Mr. Cameron did not know about this
last threat, He was 11l when Lo lot-
ter came, and we kept It fiom him "

It was evident to me that the cap-
tain  disapproved, bt held
peace

he his

“What were the previous threats?”
he asked, jresently,

“Nothing  definite,”

mply that on

I answered
certaln fixed davs the

Cameron had vanished under your
eyes. I was on the bridge and saw it
myself-—just a black shape, without
lights, and her exhaust muffled, just
a8 you say. You tell me that you and
Mr. Cameron had been sitting there
fer three hours, at least; that you
heard seven bells strike; that it was
not more than fifteen or twenty min-

utes after this that you got up and '

went to the rail, and that you only
stood there two minutes.”

“I told you all of that, and every
word {g the truth,” 1 imsieted, vehe-
mently,

“And yet,” he retorted accusingly,
“and yet—elght bells had struck be-
fore you gave the alarm.”

I had not thought of the time. In
my panic it had not oeccurred to me,
of course to ascertaln the hour and
minute. But Captain Macleod knew,
At sea they work by clock, At eight
bells the wateh had changed,

“My dear felluw,” 1 exclaimed ris-
Ing, “you 'y ecannot {or a mo
mont su: ¢ e of eompliefry.”

He wivod up, teo; imperturnable.

“1 Just want those things explained,
that's all,” was his reply.

“And [ can't explain them,” 1 told
hini, candidly. “You say vou saw the

boat. I didn't. You say it was after
midnight when I came to you. It
may have been. I don't know. It

may have been negrer twelve, when I
went to the rall, My impression is
that it was not. I'll admit it is mys-
terious. The whole awful thing is
mysterious.”

My candor seemed to relleve him.

“Well, Mr. Clyde,” he said, with
equal sincerity, “maybe I was out-
spoken, but I wanted to know what
you'd say to the polnta that wers
puzzling me.”

“You did perfectly right,” I told
him. “As you have sald, there must
be no se 'rets between us.” And then,
us I resumed my seut, 1 asked: “What
about the fleherman? He hasn't evad-
ed his guard, has he?"

MaclLeod sat down agaln too,

“He's in where 1 put him, now,” he
answered with a shade of reluctance,
"but—I'm not sure; It's almost as
mysterious us the other--but 1 conld

| hiave sworn | saw him come up that

for'ard hatchway and go sneaking aft
while I was on the bridege "

“When was that?" 1 presged, eager-
ly.

“About A quarter of twelye”

“\\lh:u'. ‘“11 Y01 i’l-'.'"

“Nothing, just then. I walted., And
while | was waiting T saw that black,

gpooky eraft comie out of the dark,
and go sklmming astern of us A
Ititle after cight betls 1 eame down
from the bridge -1 stopved there for

|men of
,' gulise

Just & minute to have a word wlih
Brandon wheua he came up—~and then
I went myself to look after Johnson
and the man I'd set to watch him. The
fisherman was in a bunk sound asleep,
and the man swore he had bean lvine
there snoring, for the past two hours.
‘Who was it came up the ladder twen-
ty minutes ago? I asked. He looked
at me as If he thought 1 was gone
suddenly loony.
changed?” he asked. 1 nodded. "™Not
a goul came or went,” he sa'd, ‘since I
been here.'”

“And the boat without lighta?" 1|

questioned. “Did you inquire about
her? Who else saw her?”

“I asked the lookouts; but—well,
no, sir—and that's very strange to me
—nelther of them suw her. 1 KAV
them both a rating., If they weren't
asleep I don’t see how they could
have missed her.”

The thing was growing mora and
more bafing, MacLeod was the last
man to be accused of imaginative fan-
cles. He was thoroughly in earnest in
what he had told me: and yet for
neither of his statements had he the
smallest corroboration. For my own
part I wag sure that, at the time he

mentioned, no vessel of any descrip-

tlon had passed anywhere near us,

“What did you make the craft out
to be?”

“Well, sir, I couldn’t say exactly.

She was in sight only a minute, com- |

ing In range of our own lights. Bhe
looked more like a tug than anything
else; but she had more speed than
any tug I ever saw. She hadn't the
lines of a yacht.”

“She wasn't a pilot boat?”

“Oh, no, sir. New York pilote don’t
crulse this far east, and the Boston
pilots wouldn't be so far away from
home either.”

I offered the captain a cigar, which
he declined, filling his pipe in prefer-
ence. When I lighted a clgar myself,
I asked:

“I suppose you have some theory,
Macleod. You don't seriously think
it was suicide?”

As usual he was slow to answer.
After a thoughtfhl second, he said:

“I'd be sorry to think that, Mr,
Clyde, Taking into consideration what
you told me about the threat, and
connecting that boat with it, ft
looks—" and then he paused, thought-
ful again. “It's not in possibility,” he
went on, after a second, “that they
could have plucked him off with a line,
But if that fellow I saw golng aft—Oh,
Lord, no, sir!

‘Before the wstch[

|

| sortment

It's past me to see a

way out. All the same, we are keep- |

ing that craft in eight, and if we can

only get thirty knots out of the Sibylla

agaln, we’ll find out what she {8 snd
what her business is, before morning.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

DIDN'T LIKE 'CHANGE,

[
Sappadaset

Young M e beis Flnan.
cier's Moral Code,
(Albany * Dispatch to New York
World.)

John M. Reynolds, Jr., the member
of the irokerage firm of Effingham
Lawrence, who recently gave up his
New York Stock Exchange seat, ar-
rived in Albany yesterday to speni
Christmas wWith his father, who i8 the
Deputy Clerk of the Court of Appeals,

Mr. Reynolds would not be inter-
viewsd as . to why he left the Stock
Exchange, but it is known that he had

become disgusted with the practices

pursued there, He has said that he
grew "tired of Secing an unsuspect-
ing public rovbed by unscrupulous
wealth, traveling under the
of respectablility.”

Mr.

Reynold's experience in New

| York has turned him to the study of

socinlism in the belief that that the-
ery
of removing the yoke now held on
the eountry by men Such as those who
the Stock He
only 25 years of age, and his father

of government preseénts a means

control Exchange. is
sav8 he never did care much for the
business of dealing in stocks,

take for a fow
months, after which ‘he may enter the

e will & rest

heing much inter-
Hoe

Exchange

eleetrical bhusiness,

ested  in electricity, beecame g

member of the Stock firm
through his relationship to Ethingham
Lawrence, '
Mr. Reovnolds is a
the oldest
families in this part of the State, His
was Judge Leynolds of
the State Court of Mrs.

Franklin Townsend, one of the lead-

member of one

of and most  fashionable

Appoals,

is

an
the

ing sociely women of Albany,
and Al
banker of Kinderhook, i

aunt, James Itovnolds,

an o uncle.

- —

Prichttal Polar Winds

LEAVES  $2500 TO THORNWELL.

Orphitnage at Clinton Benefits  Un-
der Judge Phlegar's Will,

“hristiansburg, Va., Dec. 28.—The

will of the Jlate Judge Archer A.

Phlegar was admitted to probate here
today. It provides a bequest of $2,-
600 to the Thornwell Orphanage, at
Clinton, | G

B. M. Hagan, of the Bank of Chris-
tinnsburg, is named as executor of the
will, which aboard
steamer at dated

S.

wus  written
Panamau

tember 4, 1912,

i

ard Sep-

NEW YORK BAKERY ROBBED,

Store Broken Into and Articles Taken
Tuesdny Night,

Tuesday night the New York Ba-
kery was entered and a number of ar-
ticles were stolen. Two men, who
gave their names as Baker and Kahn
are supposed to be the perpetrators of
the robbery and the police are now on
the lookout for them.

The store, which is located on East
Hampton avenue,
the window, the
cut away the

was entered from
wire being
sash raised. The
men had been working in the
Store during the day and it is thought
that they unfastened the window
catch before they left Christmas eve
night.

screen
and
LW

A bieyele, an overcoat, an as-
of extracts and other ar-
ticles were stolen, but the money had
all been locked in the safe and
the thieves did not succeed in getting
this. The robbery was discovered
Christmas morning and the police at
once notified, but the two men had
decamped during the night and were
not to be found anywhere about town.

One of the men, Baker, claimed to
have been a survivor of the Titantic
disaster and told a pitiful tale Sun-
day upon reaching the city of his
narrow death and his

up

escane from

, Struggle and misfortunes since land-

ing. He was helped by persons who
heard his story and was given a job
by the proprietors of the bakery, who
presented the men each with a couple
of dollars Tuesday night when they
left off work, telling them to come
back the next day and help to clean
up around the place. The men, or it
is supposed that it was they, however,
came back before the appointed time
and did not wait on the proprietors
Lo come to show them what to do.

The Carrier Pigeon's Endurance.

'I‘hetfcat of an English-bred hom-

Ing ™yeon s attractise witcwbiaa.
'['\.'.'(»I\'("'Idn.\‘s ago it escaped from the
loft of Ernest Ttobinson at Westmount,
Canada, and is now back in England.
Whether it
whether,
shipped,
th

way,

flew across the ocean or
for some of the distance, it
is not known. However, if
bird tlew all the way or half the
it broke all other records for

flights over water Ly pigeons.

In November, 1910, a carrier pigeon
alighted on the British oil tank steam-
er Narragansett, when the ship was
Hook, There
were two other pigeons in the air at
the time, but did they not alight.

In October,
that
lof't

the

420 miles from Sandy

last, a carrier pigeon
had flown out of R, K. Meade's
Philadelphia found on
United States transport
at but how it

got across the continent was not learn-

at was
army
dock

Yan rFrancisco,
edd,

In August, 1911, a pigeon flew from
Noew

hours;

Baltimore in eleven

1909,

Orieans to
and in July,
North |

510

a pigeon
Canada, to
nine hours
an average
specd of over 1,600 yoids a minute.—

flew from mny,

Baltimore, miles, in

and seventeen minutes

Augusta Chronicle.

A Girl's Midnight Ride.
To wiarn people of a fearful forest
fire in the Catskills a voung girl rode

horse back at midnight and saved
many lives, Her deed was glorious
but lives are often saved by D,
King's New Discovery in curing lung
trouble, coughs and colds, which
might Kave ended in eonsumption or
pneumonia, It cured me of a dread-
ful cough and lung disease,” writes
W. R. Patterson, Wellington, Tex.,
"after four in sur family had died
with consumption, and 1 gained &7

pounds.”  Nothig so sure ard safe

for all throat and lune

troubles. Price

| S0e and £1.00, Trinl  bottle free,

Guaranteed by Sibert's Drag Store,—
Adve,

The Memphis  Commercial-Appeal

repeats the demand that “Unele Sam

l

take a hand in the matter of regulat-

| ing women's dresses”  Just let vour

!.“l'l Unele attempt any torelgn inter-

ference like that and he will need both |
hands  to Keep somebody's fingers out

||- his whiskers Wilmington St

blow  with erreitic fores ot the
north and play havoe with the skin
causing rod, rough or sore chapped
hands and lips, that need Bucklen's |
Arnica Salve to heal them, It makes
Lhe lkin solt and smooth, I'nrivaled
for cold sores, also burns, boils, sores |
uleers, ents, bruises and piles il
sal Sibert's Deag Store Advi,
Dan MeMahan wias shot and mor-
v wounded by J hn Lemaon in o !
o Ver 1 ap game at Monticello
on Chrlstmas Dy
"\ i Fox, 1 \ Washington
A el Iy \ Ater =il
I i L AN ER] ] withe Lbelpreey teeenn
bile, after tryvi other ted i I
preseriptions, 1 pnchased @ hox o
NI T Pl whiteh pen did
n I ' I thi 1 th CIne
1 sy . bt h 1 v
! | 1 i Ny it

His Stomach Troubles Oy ep.
M, Dawspeptie, woulid o

tev teel that vous

Ver, that voun 1l it anyv loandd

bodesired

—
HEAVY ¥MAS MAIL.

—_————

”
Holiday Mgl Was Heavier Than

Ever, but Couldn't Besy Hitcheock's
Numerous Hirelings,
P —————
Washington, Dee. 26, —Although the
holiday mail was heavier in practical-
ly every section of the country than
ever before the work of handling, it
was performed with Jess congestion
and confusfon than in previous years,
Lo received today
by Postmaster General Hitchecock.
Slight interruptions were

according reports
reported
in a few sections of the country on
account of weather conditions, but,
aside from that, there was at no point
in the service any congestion of the
mails which was not under control.

A larger force than usual was put
on this year to handle the Christmas
mail in order that the capacity of
the service could be tested in anticipa-
tion of the establishment of the par-
tels post, to be started January 1,

The reports - made to Mr. Hitch-
cock shows that the holiday mail was
delivered early Christmas day and
conditions were generally normal
throughout the service on Christmas
night,.

MARRIAGE LICENSE RECORD.

Two Couples Married at Court House
Thursday,

Cupid seems to be very busy in and
about the city. Each day a number
of marriage licenses are issued
white and colored couples,
censes issued Thursday were:

Mr. Philip M. Schlamp and Miss
Ethel B. Hutcheson, of Henderson,
Ky.; Mr. Walter Disher, Alcolu, and
Miss Lizzie Jeffords, Brogdon; Mr.
James B. Credle, Elizabeth City, N.
J., and Miss Martha J. Elliott, Sum-
ter.

Mr, Disher and Miss Jeffords were
married in the court house by Clerk
of Court L. 1. Parrott during the early
part of the afternoon. Later cn in the
day Mr. Credle and Miss Elliott were
married in the same place, Mr. Parrott
again officiating,

Licenses were issued to the follow-
ing colored couples: Moreh Carolina,
Coiumbia, and Janie Davis, Manches-
ter; George Porter, Oswego, and Ma-
rlah McLeod, Sumter,

The li-

COLUMBIA BOY LOSES LIFE.

Russell Griffin Killed When Shotgun
Goes O,

Columbia, Dee, 27.—Russell Griffin,

w

- s> O ag.

»- ] | B sgterday

a shotgun which he
was holding was accidentally discharg-
ed. The load s . ruock him in the face.
The accident occurred about a mile
and a quarter south of the Columbia,
Georgetown & New York Steamship
line landing on the bank of the Con-
garee river.

Young Griffin left his home on
south Marion street at 12 o'clock yes-
terday in company with a friend, J.
Howell, to go rabbit hunting. About
1 o’clock their dog drove something io
earth in a hollow,

afternoon when

Howell gave Grif-
fin his gun to hold while he got
stick with which to fetch

siame,

a
out the

Young Howell had hardly fin-
cutting a switch when one of
the two guns Griflin was holding was
discharged, the shot striking him on
the right side of the face, with an up-
ward range. How the
charged Is not known.

R. D. Walker, coroner of Richland
county, was notified and investigated
the He found that the killing
was accidential.

whed

gun was dis-

Case,

Cut the High Cost of Living.

*W. H. Chapman, Winnebago,
Neb, tells how he did it. “My two
children had a very bad cough and
the doctor's medicines did them no
good, 1 got a bottle of Foley's Hon-
eV and Tar Compound, and before it
was all used the children were free
and cured of their cough. 1 saved a
doctor’s bill for one 25¢ bottle of Fo-
ley's Honey and Tar Compound.”” No
opiates, Sibert's i*rug Store.—Advt.

Fire Thur<«day Night,
hose

The called
about 7 o'clock Thursday night by

wagons were out

an
lower end of

alarm of fire from the

Purdy strect. The fire was on thes
outskirts of the city and destroyed a
s four room negro dwelling house. A
house next Jdoor eaught, but the blaze
was extinguished before any damage
was Jdone In order to reach the fire
more than one thousand feet of hose
had to be stretched, only safficlent
hose heing on the wagons to furnish
one line to the fire

In sending in the alarm a most pe-

culiar coincidence  was noted.,. Two
alarms were sent in for the fire « 'a..(-l'
v oat the same time and the :f]arn‘l
tem, not being 1'!"‘\il!i'|| ¢y auch
es, rang 31, while it rossey, . o 1.
hers heing Ong
I num L INE W ]fr.
- o »”~ —_——
\ mean s . with  hoarse
by AT ! ' the kind that
. ' onel pneumenia.
| b o with Srious  eondi-
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