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“Why, It’s in all the papers; he was 
murdered last night over in Jersey 
City—stabbed through the back in an 
automobile. You saw it, didn’t you?"

"H—11 that guy? He was a Chilean 
captain, or something. Yer don’t think 
that maybe George bumped him off. 
do yer?"

"No; I know he didn't; Harris was 
with me all last evening.”

“And you haven't any notion who 
did?"

I shook my head negatively. Costi- 
gan sat for some moments, his chin 
cupped in his huge fist, his pipe ex- 
tinguished and his forehead creased 
in thought. Then he looked up sud- 
denly, a strange light in his eyes.

"Say, Daly,” he asked in a hoarse 
whisper, "do you know if there was a 
Russian Jew mixed up in this affair 
anywhere?”

F took a taxi back to the hotel, feel- 
ing restless and dissatisfied, yet un- 
able to decide on any definite action.

As I asked for my key, the clerk 
handed it over, together with a card 
in the box, which I read in bewilder-! 
ment. "Mr. Philip Severn, C-145. Call 
Hotel McAlpin.” Could this be Har- 
ris, endeavoring to reach me privately 
with some message? Or was it mere- 
ly an acquaintance who had learned 
of my presence in the city? I found 
the McAlpin exchange number in the 
telephone book and gained connection, 
my pulses throbbing with excitement. 
A woman’s voice answered.

"The McAlpin."
"This is Philip Severn. You left a| 

call here at the hotel for me.”
"Oh, yes, Mr. Severn. I’m requested| 

to ask you to come at once to the 
parlor of the McAlpin, on the mezza- 
nine floor—a friend wishes to see you.”

“But really, I do not recognize your 
voice."

“Which is not altogether strange, as 
I am only the clerk on this floor. I am 
making this request in behalf of a 
guest."
“A man or a woman, may L.ask?”
She laughed good-humoredly.
“Really, I am not at liberty to say. 

Yon will come?”

HYe, of course—" ------,
Before I had really finished my sen- 

tence the connection had been severed. 
However, there was no doubt now in 
my mind but that it was Harris. I 
took the subway and was at the en- 
trance within twenty minutes, eager 
to learn what had actually transpired 
during the past twelve hours. With- 
out using the elevator I passed up the 
marble stairs to the mezzanine floor, 
pausing in uncertainty at the top to 
look about in search of some familiar 
face. A number of people were con- 
gregated about the railed opening look- 
ing down into the lobby, while others 
were scattered around on convenient 
divans, or at small writing desks. 
From the recesses of the ladies’ room 
at the left came the strains of piano 
music, and the sound of a soprano 
voice singing. The song ceased to a 
clapping of hands. The faces I was 
able to distinguish were all strange 
and I moved forward in search.

I had attained the opposite side of 
the room before I came to a halt, sud- 
denly arrested by a vision as startling 
as unexpected. Leaning over the rail, 
gazing intently down on the jostling 
crowd to the lobby below, apparently 
unconscious of all else, was Marie 
Gessler There could be no doubt; I
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SYNOPSIS. >
CHAPTER 1.—In a New York jewelry 

store Philip Severn, United States con- 
sular agent, notices a small box which 
attracts him. He purchases it. Later he 
discovers in a secret compartment a writ- 
ing giving a clew to a revolutionary move- 
ment in this country seeking to over- 
throw the Chilean government. The writ- 
ing mentions a rendezvous, and Severn 
decides to investigate.

CHAPTER II—Finding, the place mon- 
tioned in the writing apparently deserted, 
Severn visits a saloon in the vicinity, 
a woma in the place is met by a man, 
seemingly by appointment, and Severn, 
nis suspicions aroused, follows them. 
They go to the designated meeting place, 
a abandoned iron foundry.
CHAPTER IV.—The stranger addressea 

Severn as Harry Daly. The incident plays 
into Severn’s hands and he accepts it. 
His new acquaintance is a notorious 
thief, "Gentleman George” Harris. Cen- 
cealed, Severn hears the girl he had fol- 
lowed address the conspirators. She urges 
them to hasten the work of revolution.

CHAPTER V.—Leaving the crowd to 
discuss the message she had brought, the 
girl discovers Severn listening. She ao- 
cepts his explanation of his presence and 
makes an appointment to meet him next 
day. He tells her his name is Daly. Har- 
ris informs him of a scheme he has to 
secure a sum amounting to $1,000,000, the 
revolutionary fund, and offers to ‘‘split’’ 
with h.a. Severn accepts the proposition.

The other Catze forward, elbowing 
his way roughly through the crowd, •

A Friend at the McAlpin—The Dag- 
ger Hatpin.

His unexpected question startled 
me. In a way it was an odd echo of 
the vague suspicion which had been 
pursuing me ever since the early aft- 
ernoon. Somewhere there was a mys- 
terious hand operating—but whose 
hand?

"A Russian Jew?" I questioned. 
"Why should you ask that?"

"Well, I’ll tell you. Maybe it don’t 
amount to nothin’ an’ then again it 
might give us the right steer. A fel- 
low they call ‘Sly Levy’—he’s a cheap 
thief, a .dip mostly —blew in yere last 
night with a note for Harris. He left 
it with one o’ the night barkeeps, an’ 
seemed ter be in a h—1 of a hurry ter 
have it delivered. The d—d thing was 
sealed, but not stamped, an’ there 
wa’n’t no address on it either So 1 

didn’t think it was no penitentiary 
sentence to pry it open, usin’ a bit of 
steam to loosen up the flap. But I 
Idin’t find much, only two lines spelled 
out in print letters. ‘Where you met 
K, eight tomorrow. Don’t fail; im- 
portant. I. W.’ That was every d—An 
word. Do you make anything of 
that?"

"Yes, I do," I said heartily. "It’s part 
of this job. I’ll explain after a bit. 
What did you do then ?"

"Sealed it up, an’ give it back to 
Joe. I didn’t see no harm in it. Do 
you happen to know who this ‘I. W.’ 
stands for?"

"I can make a mighty good guess, 
Costigan—a Russian Jew, all right; 
Ivan Waldron."

The scowl on his face remained 
fixed; evidently the name was un- 
known.

• "Don’t know the fellow? Likely 
enough not; he doesn’t operate in 
your line, but he is a crook just the 
same. I never saw him myself, but 
have heard about him for a long while 
--never anything good. He’s an agita- 
tor, an anarchist, a revolutionary ora- 
tor; one of those bugs who fight so- 
ciety and government, and hate every- 
body but themselves, a loud-mouthed 
nuisance—"

Costigan’s mouth was open.
"Say," he interrupted, "what’s that 

kind of guy got to do with George 
Harris?"

"He’s got this to do with him—he’s 
out after the coin. He saw some easy 
money, and naturally reached out for 
It. He was the first one to get onto 
this particular game. They were 
using him, this Chilean gang, to pull 
their chestnuts out of the fire, and 
that’s how he tumbled to this bunch 
of money floating about, begging some- 
body to pick it up. He had wormed 
himself inside, and knew it was com- 
ing. But he didn’t have nerve enough 
to tackle the game alone. He wanted 
somebody else to run all the risk, and 
then turn over his share. Do you get 
It now?"

"Sure; he blew the thing to Har- 
ris.”

“In a way—yes. He sent for him 
to come back from England, but with 
out explaining just what his graft 
was. On the way over Harris picked 
up another end of the same net, and 
went after it himself. He wasn’t un- 
der any obligation to Waldron, and 
preferred to play his hand alone.”

"And the Russian has found that 
out, and now he butts in."

"That’s the way I’d read the cards, 
Costigan."

He sat silent a long while, and I lit 
a cigar and watched him, his great 
hands closing and unclosing, as he 
slowly reviewed the situation.

"Say, this guy what was bumped 
off—did, whoever did it, get anything?"

"His pockets were rifled, the papers 
say—all but a little change."

"Are you sure this fellow Alva didn’t 
have that bunch of money along with 
him?"

"No! I’m not sure, of course, but 
Harris had been shadowing him for 
a month. Still, come to think, Alva 
was with Krantz the same night. He 
might have touched him.”

"With who?"
"Krantz—Adolph Krantz—the bank- 

er. Kulb, Krantz and Company, over

A. F. Graham
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thr- I returned to the hotel. Only as I 

stood before the door did I realize 
that the newsboys were calling out, 
"Extra: All about the murder!" I 
felt that my face was white, and that 
by hand shook, yet I hastily bought 
copies of half a dozen sheets, shoving 
them into my pockets..•

The reports were mostly alike, ex- 
ceedingly brief and unsatisfactory, ex- 
cept that they conveyed the. impres- 
sion that thus far the police possessed 
no real clue as to the perpetrator of 
the crime. No one connected with 
the meeting the night before was men- 
‘toned in any article, nor was any sus- 
picion of such a meeting mentioned. I 
read the last line with a distinct feel- 
Ing of relief, dropping the paper on 
the floor.

They had discovered no clue, noth- 
ing whatever to work upon. The in- 
terior of the car had yielded no evi- 
dence of its former occupant, the only 
reference being to mud on the floor. 
Outside all footprints had been ob- 
literated by the. falling rain. No one 
in the neighborhood had heard a 
sound, or witnessed any movement. 
The whole affair was shrouded in mys- 
tery.

, What, under these conditions, was 
my duty? What could I either do, or 
say, to clarify this tragedy, and bring 
the guilty to justice? I sat there for 
an hour thinking and smoking, en- 
deavoring to answer these queries. I 
could study out no clear way to any 
confession, which would not directly 
involve myself in the tolls of the po- 
lice, or else implicate Marie Gessler, 
so as to make any defense on her part 
almost impossible. No doubt she was 
guilty, yet I could not drive myself to 
openly charge her with the crime. 
There must be some extenuating cir- 
cumstances, some unknown cause, 
which had led to the act. I could not 
forget her face, her manner, the clear, 
womanly look of her eye—she was no 
murderess, and it was not in my heart 
to denounce her as such. Besides, if 
‘I took this responsibility it would 
only serve to shield other crimes of 
more importance than the violent 
death of this Chilean revolutionary— 
the murder perhaps of many Innocent 
victims, and the destruction of much 
valuable property. For Alva’s death 
would hardly stop the plotting already 
on foot The money was still here in 
New York ready to be used ; the propa- 
gandists at Washington would never 
permit it to long lie idle. They would 
find somewhere another leader, and I 
alone seemed to be in a position to 

/ balk their hellish purpose. Perhaps 
it was even by their orders that Alva 
had thus been put out of the way. 
He had acted too slowly, and sus- 
picion might have been aroused as to 
his real purpose. On every side I was 
assailed with doubts.

Yet, even if I held silent, I knew 
not in which direction to turn. I had 
apparently lost all touch with the 
girl. She had failed me completely— 
either by accident, or design. Her ap- 
pointment with me had served to re- 
real only one fact which might prove 
of importance—247 Le Compte street 
as undoubtedly a link in the chain 
of the conspiracy ; it was the home of 
Ivan Waldron. Once I told this dis- 
covery to Harris the way might be 
opened to closer investigation. But 
what had become of Harris? : It was 
already approaching six o’clock, and 
the man had not telephoned me. Sure- 
ly he must be aware by this time of 
the murder of Alva; the uselessness 
of seeking longer to find him alive. 
Was he also endeavoring to avoid me? 
was his purpose deceit? or had some 
suspicion arisen in his mind as to my 
really being Harry Daly?

Aroused by this possibility, and un- 
able to remain quiet longer, I slipped 
a revolver from the depths of my bag 
into a coat pocket, and departed again

for Costigan’s, determined to learn the 
truth. I approached the same bar- 
li nder with whom I had spoken in the 
iorning, and he must have recalled 
me ef once, for, without answering 
fit question, he turned and called out 

“to a heavily set, red-faced fellow at 
the lower end of the bar.

"Dan, here is that guy who was 
sking for Parker. He ain’t heard 

cerbin’ from kim

"They Tell Me You’re Hunting 
Parker.”

4..----------- .
and looked me searchingly in the face 
"I’m Costigan,” he said shortly. ‘They 
tell me you’re hunting Parker. Did 
you have an appointment with him?

“Yes; he was to meet me here this 
morning. Then I left a telephone 
number, but he hasn’t called me."
•“He ain’t been back; that’s the rea- 

son. Come along with me; 1 want ai 
private word with you.”

I followed him rather doubtfully, al- 
though his words and actions ap- 
peared friendly enough in a gruff way. 
He led the way to a closed door at the 
end of the bar, which, when opened, 
disclosed a small business office, con- 
taining merely a desk and two chairs. 
To his rather gruff invitation to sit 
down, I accepted one of these, chew- 
ing at the cigar between my teeth, and 
endeavoring to appear quite at ease. 
Costigan, after securing the door, seat- 
ed himself at the desk, turning his 
swivel chair about so as to face me, 
his freckled hands on his knees.

“George told me about you this 
morning,” he began. "At least I sup- 
pose you’re the lad ; your name Daly?"

I nodded, greatly relieved, but un- 
willing to trust my voice. The man 
did not know me; had no suspicion.

"Glad ter meet, yer,” and Costigan 
filled a pipe, and touched a match to 
the tobacco without removing his 
steady gaze from my face. "We never 
had no dealings together, but if yer 
tied up with George, it’s quite likely 
we will have. He an’ I hav’ been 
pardners fer a long while. He’s a h—1 
of a good guy.”

"We just ran into each other acci- 
dentally," I explained, feeling that he 
expected me to say something. "Got 
onto the trail of the same boodle. He 
told you, I suppose?"

"No, he didn’t. Just said he’d run 
onto you, and that you were liable to 
turn a trick together. George don’t 
slop over; that ain’t his style.”
“But he spoke about me?"
"Well, yes, in a way. But it wa’n’t 

no more than I told yer. He had to 
go out afore you got ‘round, so he 
said you was comin’, an’ for me to be 
decent to yer whenever yer blowed 
in."

"How long was he to be gone?"
"That’s what’s got my goat,” Cos- 

tigan admitted grimly. "He said he’d 
be back in an hour, but he ain’t 
showed up since, ner sent any word. 
I don’t want to shove my nose into 
your affairs, but I’m gettin’ a little 
nervous ‘bout George, that’s a fact.”

Somehow the fellow gave me the 
impression of being square—honest 
according to his lights—and intensely 
loyal to his friends. Of course, I 
could not inform him as to the whole 
story, but it might be of benefit to 
give him some inkling of the situa- 
tion.

“There’s no harm, so far as Is can 
see, in telling you a part of the plan, 
Mr. Costigan,” I replied slowly, en- 
deavoring to guard my words careful- 
ly. “I know Harris has every confi- 
dence in you, so I’ll take a chance. 
We’re both on to a million-dollar pot 
—easy money, it looks like—"

"The h—11 that’s some boodle !" ex- 
citedly leaning forward.

“It don’t come every day. I’ll not 
explain details, or how the two of us 
run together on the trail, and agreed

Notice of Sale

To E. Napoleon Bergeron of the Vil- 
lage of St. Quentin in the Parish of St. 
Quentin, County of Restigouche and Pro- 
vince or New Brunswick, Merchant, and 
Arthur Lemieux of St. Quentin in the 
Parish of St. Quentin, County and Pro- 
vince aforesaid, and Marie Lemieux of 
the same place. Wife of the said Arthur 
Lemieux, and all others whom it may 
concern:

NOTICE is HEREBY GIVEN that un- 
der and by virtue of a Power of Sale 
contained in a certain Indenture of Mort- 
gage, bearing date the Twenty-second 
day of March in the year of our Lord 
One Thousand Nine Hundred and twenty- 
two and made between Arthur Lemieux 
of St. Quentin in the Parish of 
St. Quentin in, the County of Resti- 
gouche and Province of New Brunswick, 
Farmer, and Marie Lemieux, his wife. 
Mortgagors, of the one part; AND E. 
Napoleon Bergeron of St. Quentin in the 
Parish of St. Quentin, county and province 
aforesaid. Merchant, Mortgagee, of the 
other part; registered in the Records of 
the County of Restigouche as No. 20776 on 
pages 427 to 432 of "Book B3" of the said 
Records.

And further under an Assignment of 
the said above-described Mortgage by the 
said E. Napoleon Bergeron to Brown 
Rochette Co. Ltd., a Company duly in- 
corporated and registered in the province 
of Quebec, doing business as such with 
their Head Office and chief place of bus- 
iness in the said City of Quebec, said 
Assignment of Mortgage having been re- 
corded in the Records of the County of 
Restigouche as No. 20777 on pages 433 to 
435 of Book "B3" of the said Records. 

|There will, for the purpose of satisfy- 
ing the money secured by the said In- 
!denture of Mortgage and the said Inden- 
ture of Assignment of Mortgage, default 
having been made in payment of princi- 
pal and interest thereof, be sold, in front 
of the Post Office, Campbellton, in the 
County of Restigouche, on WEDNESDA Y. 
the TENTH DAY OF OCTOBER, A. D. 
1923, at the hour of twelve o’clock at 
noon, all the lands and premises described 
in the said Indenture of Mortgage (and 
redescribed in the said Indenture of As- 
signment of Mortgage) bounded and des- 
cribed as follows:—

"Beginning at a post standing on the 
western side of a reserved road and at 
the most northeastern angle of Lot Num- 
ber seventeen, being granted to Pelletier 
in Range Nine, Hazen Settlement. Thence 
in a westerly direction along the southern 
line of said Lot Number seventeen, 
twenty acres more or less to the line div- 
iding Ranges eight and nine, Hazen Set- 
tlement. Thence at right angles along 
said division line in a northerly direction 
Five acres more or less to the south- 
western angle of Lot Number Nineteen in 
said Range Nine, formerly owned by one 
Napoleon Turcotte; thence at right ang- 
les in an easterly direction along the 
southern line of said Lot Nineteen, 
Twenty acres more or. less to the reserved 
road first mentioned; and thence at right 
angles in a southerly direction Five acres 
more or less to the place of beginning.

Containing One Hundred acres more or 
less and distinguished as Lot No. Eigh- 
teen in Range Nine, Hazen Settlement, 
granted to the Mortgagors."

Together with all improvements and 
buildings and improvements thereon, and 
rights, privileges and appurtenances to 
the said land and premises belonging or 
in any manner appertaining.

DATED at Campbellton in the County 
of Restigouche, this twenty-ninth day of 
August, A. D. 1923.

ROWN ROCHETTE LTD.
Assignee of Mortgage 

M. A.. KELLY, Solicitor for
Assignee of Mortgage.

Sept. 13-4-wks.
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* I Stood Motionless, Looking at Her In- 

tently.

stood motionless, looking at her in- 
tently, satisfying myself that I could 
not be deceived. No. It was certainly 
the same girl I had talked with the 
evening before, dressed more elaborate- 
ly, changed somewhat in appearance 
by a more careful toilet, yet assuredly 
the same. She must have felt the 
intensity of my stare and thus sensed 
my presence, for she suddenly looked 
about with a little start, saw me in- 
stantly and arose to her feet. There 
was a second of hesitation, barely per- 
ceptible, before she ventured a step 
forward, her lips smiling, her gloved 
hand held out.

“You were very nice to come,” she 
exclaimed quietly. "Especially in re- 
sponse to so ungracious a message of 
invitation."

“It was you then who sent for me?”
“Of course. Did you imagine some 

one else?"
"I came rather blindly," I admitted, 

unwilling to mention Harris, “Your 
messenger refused to satisfy my cu- 
riosity even to the extent of telling the 
sex of the one calling.”

She laughed, quite at her ease now, 
and seemingly amused.

"She was duly warned. I confess 
I feared you might hesitate to respond 
if you once knew what awaited you.”

"No fear of that."
“But I didn’t know,” her voice more 

earnest, her eyes on my face ques- 
tioningly. "You have not thought very 
well of me, have you? Let us go over 
there in the corner, where we can talk 
without being overheard—there are 
two vacant chairs."

We reached there and seated our- 
selves in silence. I felt the necessity 
of restraint, the desire to permit her 
to lead the conversation in whatever 
direction she thought best: She ap- 
peared younger in the bright light, 
her face even more attractive than in 
my memory.

"You are thoroughly puzzled, are 
you not?" she asked gayly. “Well, 
so was I, last night. It is only right 
I should pay you back in your own 
coin; that is perfectly fair, I am sure. 
Now I know who you are, but I am 
still an enigma. You accepted me on

f $500 and authorized
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ered for cash it has been 
of Victory Bonds due 

change their holdings for 
T issue. They will receive 
en the face value of their 
archase price of the new 
e of $1.75 per $100 for 20 
year bonds.

A local merchant upon whom 
we called recently gave us a first 
class talk upon “buying at 
home.” We certainly agreed 
with him in all he said, and more 
too. The Graphic has always 
preached this doctrin, and lived 
up to it.
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‘rivilege
exchanged are to be re- 

cashed on November 1st. 
ated October 15th, holders 
eive an extra half month’s 
the cost of 20 year bonds 
nds from 99, to the follow-

But what of our local mer- 
chants? A genial solicitor for 

x wrapping paper, paper bags, etc., 
had induced him to order his 
counter check books from him, 
“just to make up a good sized% BONDS 

at yielding 5.16%

:BONDS, 
st yielding 5.28%

freight shipment.”

Our local merchant clean for- 
got that our local printers could 
supply these counter check

promptly as this privilege is in Wall street," I explained.
"Is he the same guy that ‘K‘ stands 

for in the letter?"
"No doubt. He and Harris had an 

interview at 247 Le Compte street."
"Le Compte, hey! I wonder who 

lives there?"
"Well, I can tell you—it’s Ivan Wal- 

dron.”
His fist came crashing down onto 

the arm of his chair.
"H—l! That’s all clear enough then. 

He and George are up to some deal 
together. Say, I believe this Russian 
guy is the buck who got Alva."

"Do you think so? Well, I am not 
so sure of that. But, anyway, what 
shall we do?’

“Wait until George comes back. 
There ain’t any cause for us to butt 
in yet. This is his game, as I see it. 
If it was you, Mr. Daly," he added 
grimly, "you wouldn’t thank nobody 
to shove in uninvited—would yer 
now?"

I was unconvinced by his argument, 
yet knew of no way of answering It. 
He must have read my predicament 
in the expression of my face.

TOL come out all right, Daly," he 
volunteered. "I know George, an’ he 
ain’t the kind to be outwitted by no 
Russian Jew. Let’s have a drink an’ 
we’ll call it off for tonight. You leave 
me your telephone number an’ if any- 
thing happens I’ll let you know.”.

books at the same price, 

sent out of town for them.
eive investment

e.1But its a poor rule that won’t 

• work both ways.
de through any of the
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to split the pot. That’s our business, 
you’ll admit."

"Sure; what was it? A bank job?"
“Better than that—South American 

revolution fund; coin sent over here 
from London to pay for arms, and 
maybe a murder or so. It is all in one 
bundle, and what we need to do is get 
our hands on it. We know where the 
stuff is, but we’re still scouting around 
f-r a chance to grab it; it’s locked up 
yet.” /

“I see. Ain’t been handed over to 
the gink who’s got to pay it out. 
That’s what George is a-tracin’ out 
now, I suppose ?"

“No doubt that is what he started 
after this morning—shadowing the 
fellows to whom it was to be paid. 
What gets me is, why he doesn’t re- 
turn—tle guy is dead."

“Judas Priest! How do you know 
that? What’s happened?”
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- PHONE
of treatment pyorrhea, or what was 
long known as Riggs’ disease. We 
can effect a permanent cure in many 
cases, and bring about great relief 
and improvement in all othr cases. 
Do you know that you may have 
yorrhea and not know it yourself? 
Let us examine you today. Electric 
passages and mercitan Treatment 
“he Most Famous.

blind faith before; I wonder if 
are willing to do it again?"

“I can hardly refuse."
“Answered like a gentleman.

you
d 
y

But
suppose I tell you nothing and yet 
ask of you a dangerous service? 
Would you risk your life for me, not 
even asking who I a or why l make 
the request?"

(Continued next week}
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