3 .?}

WANTE

eral work in fam
erala' Good salary

= T
{ gen

“IL

(Copyright, 1911, by the Associated Liter-
ary Press).

The luncheon table around which : the
four men were seated presented. all th,&un_—
lovely signs of a meal where conviviality
has paseed the bounds of license. A’ mag-
num of champagne, empty, another half
full, stood in ‘the middle of the table;
whiskey, brandy; ‘liquors of various eorts
were all represented; ' glasses—some full,
some empty, some filled- with cigar ash
and cigarétte stumps—an ugly sight!

The guést in chief arose. - Short,” thick-
set, red-faced, with bulbous eyes, he geent-
ed, indeed, a very fitting person to have

. been the recipient of sueh hospitality. He
stood clutching a little ‘at the tablecloth
and swaying upon his feet. It was obvi-
ous that'he was a person of entirely differ-
ent class from his three comipanions.

“Gentlemen,” he said, ‘“I must—be off.
. I thank you very much for this—hospital-
ity. Honored, I’'m sure, to-<have sat down
in such—such ‘company. Good afterncon,
all!”

He lurched a little toward the door, but
his neighbor at the table—who was also

; his host—caught hold of his coattail and

‘ pulled him back into his chair.

“No hurry, Masters,” he said. ‘“‘One
more liquor, eh? Tt’s’a raw afternoon.”

“N—not another drop, 8ir Richard. I
am very much obliged to you all, but I
must be off. Must be off,”” he repeated,
making another effort to rise.

His host held him by the arm.
man resented 'it.

“D—m it all! I'm mot a prisoner, am
1?7 he exclaimed angrily. “Tell you I’ve
got—appointment—club.”’

“That’s all right, Masters,” the man
whom he had addressed as Sir Richard
declared soothingly. “We want just a
word with. you on' business first, before
you go—Colonel Dickinson, Lord Merries
and myself.”

Masters relapsed sullenly into his chair.
So they wanted to talk business! Perhaps
it was for that reason that they had bid-
den him sit at their table—had entertained
him so well! The very thought cleared
his brain. i

Sir Richard lighted a cigarette and lean-
ed further back in his chair. He was a
man of apparently about fifty years of
age—tall, well-dressed, with good features
save for his mouth, which resembled more
than anything a rat-trap. He had the air
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door and turned the ‘handle. The door
was fast. He shook it—gently at ﬁr_st,
and then violently. ¢ Suddenly he- realized
.tixat it was locked. He turned sharply
around. el
_“What game's this?’ he exclaimed,
fiercely. “Let me out of here, or I'll
‘break the door down!”

him. There was something in his appear-
ance which terrified Masters, . He raised
'his fist to strike the door. ' - . ' -

“Mr. Mastere,” Sir Richard said suavely,
“the truth is that we cannot afford to let
you go—unless you are agreed to do what
Fwe have asked.  Change your mind, Mr.
Masters. Take these notes.
i'bast to meet them.”

“T'll do nothing of the sort,”” Masters
answered.
cash!”

There was a dull, sickening thud, and
,the bookmaker went over like a shot rab-
bit. His legs twitched for a moment, then
he lay quite still. Sir Richard bent over
him.

‘I've done it!” he muttered, hoarsely.
“One blow! Thank Heaven, he didn’t need
another! His skull was as soft as pud-
ding! Ugh!”

He turned away. His trembling fingers
went out for the brandy decanter.

“It’s nervous work, this, you fellows,”
he said, hoarsely.

“It’s hellish!” « Dickinson
“Let’s have some &ir in the room.
God, it’s close!”

Dyson looked at him sharply.

“Look here,” he exclaimed, “I hold you
both to our bargain! I was to be the
one he attacked and who struck the blow
i-in self-defence! Remember that—it was
|in self-defence! Andrew, you know your
{task. Be a man, and get to work!”

Dickinson rose to his feet, unsteadily.
| “Yes,” he said. ‘“What was it? I have
forgotten.” 4

“You must get his betting book from
his pocket,” Sir Richard directed. “Then
you must help Merries down staire with
him, and into the car. Merries is—to get
rid of him.”

Merries shivered.

“It is easy,” Sir Richard declared. “You
have only to keep your nerve, and the
thing is done. No 6ne will see him inside

“T'll have cash—nothing but

answered.
My

the car, in that motoring coat and glasses.
You can drive somewhere out into the
country and leave him.”

“Leave him!” Merries repeated, trembl-

« Sir Richard Dyson came slowly towards !’
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“Masters,” 1e said, “we want to speak
to> you plainly. We three have had a try,
as you know—Merries, Dickinson and my-
self —to make the coup of our lives. We
failed, and we’re up against it hard.”

Masters was sitting tight, looking fixedly
“Take my own case first,”” the latter con-
tinged. “I am Sir Richard Dyson, ninth
baronet, with estates in Wiltshire and
Scotland, and a town house in Cleveland
Place.
that jsn’t mortgaged for more than_ its
valuel -1 have twenty-six thousand'p
t5 pay. you on Monday. To save my' life
1 could not raise twenty-gix thousand
farthings! i

“Take the case next,” Sir Richard con-
tinued, “of my friend Merrfes here. Mer-
ties is an ‘earl, it is true, but he never

hiad a penny to bless himself with. He's
tried  acting, reporting marrying—any-
thing to make an honest living. What is
the amount of your debt to Mr. Masters,
Jim?”

“Eleven thousand two hundred pounds,”
Lord Merries mlswcred.‘::;

“We come now, BIrgfI\Iasters, to our
friend Colonel Dickingen,” Sir Richard
continued. ‘“‘Colone oﬁ)iikbinson is, perhaps,
n a more favorableigitnation than any of

w: He has a small” put regular income,
and he has expectations which it is not
possible to mortgage fully. At the same
tme, it will be many years before they
can—er—fructify. He is, therefore, with
us in "this somewhat unpleasant predica-
ment in which we find ourselves.”

“Cut 1t short,” Masters growled.
“What's 1t all mean?”’ ’ 3

It means simply this, Mr. Masters,” Sir
Richard said, ‘“‘we want you to take six
months’ notes for our, indebtedness to
you.”

Masters rose to his feet.

“So that’s why I've been asked here and
fed up with wine and stuff, “eh?”’ he ex-
claimed thickly. *Well, my answer to you
1s =oon given. No!”

Sir Richard rose to his feet.

“Mr. Masters, I beg of you to be reason-
able,” he said. “You will do yourself no
good by adopting this attitude. Facts are
facts. We haven’t got a thousand pounds
between us.”

“I've heard that sort of talk before,”
Masters answered, with a sneer. ‘“Job
Masters is too old a bird to be caught by
such chaff. T'll take my risks, gentlemen.”

He moved toward the door. The silence
as he crossed the room seemed a little
ominous. He looked over his shoulder.
' They were all three standing in their
places, looking at him: He reached the

at his host. [

There isn’t a bit of my property|

pose,” Sir Richard said, contemptuously.
“Come!””

They dragged the man’s body on to a
chair, wrapped 1a huge coat around him, |
tied a motoring cap under his chin, fixed
goggles over his eyes. Sir Richard strolled
{into the hell and opened the front door.
He stood there for a moment, looking up
Iand down the street. When he gave the
{signal they dragged him out, supported
I between them, across the pavement, into
| the car. Ugh! His attitude was so na-
tural as to be absolutely ghastly: Merries
started. the car and sprang into the
driver’s seat. .

“So long, Jimmy,” Sir Richard called
out. “See you this evening.” ¢ -

“Right O!”” Merries replied, with a brave
effort. k
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Peter Ruff, private . investigator, stm-
moned by telephone from his sitting room,
slipped down the stairs like a cat—noise-
less, swift. The voice which had sum-
moned him had been the voice of his sec
retary—a voice shaken with fear. Fear?
No, it had been terror!

On the landing ‘below, exactly under-
neath the room from which he had de-
scended, there was a door upon which his -
name was written upon a small brass plate
—Mr. Peter Ruff.

He opened and closed it behind him with
a swift movement which he had practiced
in his idle moments. He found himself
looking in upon a curious scene.

Miss Brown had risen from the seat in
front of her typewriter, and was standing
facing the door through which he had en-
tered, with a small revolver clasped in
ber outstretched hand. The object of her
solicitude was, it seemed to Peter Ruff,
the most pitiful looking object upon which
he had ever looked. The hours had dwelt
with Merries as the years with some peo-
ple and worse. He had lost his cap; his
hair hung over his forehead in wild con-
fusioh; his eyes were red, bloodshot, and
absolutely .aflame with the terrors through
which he had lived. Hig cheeks were hivid |
save for one burning spot. He was cower-
ing back against the wall. And between
him and the girl, stretched upon the floor,
was the body of a man in a huge motor
coat, a limp, inert mass. No wonder that
Peter Ruff looked around his office, whose
serenity had been so tragically disturbed,
with an air of mild surprise.

“Dear me,” he exclaimed, “something
segems to have happened! My dear Violet,
you can put that revolver away. T have
secured the door.”

Her hand fell to her side. She gave a
little shiver of relief. Peter Ruff nodded.

“That is more comfortable,”” he de-
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clared.
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“Fhal¢young man,” she interrupted, “or
‘lumidifburst;“in Jhépe: &' few minutes ago,
drp.ggidg—that?";ﬁxe “pointed to the mo-
tionless figure ‘upon the floor: “If I had
not stopped him, he would have bolted off
without a word of explanation?’:

Peter Ruff shook his head gravely.

“My dear Lord Merries,” hesaid,
office is not a mortuary.”

“You know me, then?%’ Merries gasped.

“Of course,” Ruff answered. “It is my
profession to know everybody. Go and sit
down upon that easy chair,.and ‘drink the
brandy and soda which Miss Brown is
about to mix. for you. That’s right.”

Merries staggered across. the room and
half fell into an easy chair.

‘“Perhaps now,” Peter Ruff suggested,
pointing to the motionless figure, “you
can give me some explanation as to
this!”

“There were
gether,” Merries began—“four altogether.
There was a dispute, and. this man threat-
ened us. Afterwards there was a fight.
It fell to my lot to take him away, and
I can’t get rid of him! I can't get rid
of him!”

“I still do not see,” Peter Ruff argued,
“why you should have brought him here
and deposited him upon my perfectly new
carpet.”

“You are Peter Ruff,” Merries declared.
‘Crime Investigator and Private
tive,” you call yourself.

“Now, perhaps, you will ex-

“my

business.”

“T can assure
wered, “tHat - you
as to the details of my profession.
Peter Ruff, and 1 call myself a crime in-
vestigator—in fact, T am the only one
worth- speaking of in the world.

dead ‘bodies deposited 1upon my carpet
and that I make a habit of disposing ©
them—especially gratis.”

Merries tore open his coat.

“Listen,” he said, his voice shaking
hysterically, “I must get rid of it or go

about in a motor car with—it for a pas-
senger. 1 dfove to a quiet spot and T

| tried to lift" it out—a policeman rode up!

I ‘tried again, a man rushed by on a

{ motor ‘cycle and turned to look at me!

I tried a few minutes ldter—the yolice-
; It  was always the
same. The night seemed to have eyes.
began to mock me. Tl swear
heard it chuckle once!”

Peter Ruff moved a little further away.

with it,” he declared. , .
“It'll be all right with you,” Merries

cident happened, ‘See here,” he added,
tearing a pocketbook from his coat, “I

T'll keep
séventy—three hundred for you—to dis-
pose . of it!”

Ruff Jeaned over the motionless body,
looked into its face, and nodded.
“Masters, the bookmaker,” he remark-
ed. “H’'m! T did hear that he had a lot
of money coming ‘to him over the
Derby.”

Merries shuddered.

“May I go?’ he pleaded.
three hundred. on the table.
sake, let me go!l”"

Peter Ruff nodded. He 'turned the lock
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For God's
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;| aprearance of Masters?”’

mad. For two hours I have been driving |

1 -was watched everywhere, The~the face,
that I|

declared, eagerly. “It’s my nerves, that's| (réatment; and will also send some of |
all, " You see, I was there—when the ac-é this home treatment free for trial, with

“ MY.DEAR LORD MERRIES, MY -OFFICE IS NOT A MORTUARY.”

deal of time to,spare—"

“Most naturalk’s Peter Ruff declared.
“Pray. take a chair,. Sir Richard. You|
want, to know, of course, about Lord|
Merries and poor Masters.”

“Try the easy chair, Sir Richard,” Peteri
Ruff continued,. pleasantly, “and make |
vourself comfortable. I should like to|
uvnderstand exaetly what you have come!
to me for.”

Sir Richard - moved - his
Miss Brown.

“My business with you!” he said, “is
more than ordinarily private.”

“In these matters,” Ruff answered, “my
8ecretary does not exist apart from my-
self. Her presence is necessary. She takes
down in shorthand notes of our conversa-
tion. T bave a shocking memory, aryd¢
there are always points which I forget. |
At the conclusion of our business, what-
ever it may be, these notes are destroyed. !
I could not work without them.” ‘

Sir Richard glanced a little doubtfully|
|at the long, slim back of the girl who|
{sat with her face turned away from him.

“Of course,” he said, “if you make your-
self pergonallf responsible for her discre-
tion.”

“I am willing to do eo,” Ruff interrupt-
ed, brusquely. “I guarantee it. Go ou,l
please.”

“I do mot know, of course, where you
got your information from,” Sir Rir‘llard'

head toward

matter in which the two people whose|

you,” Peter Ruff ans-|2mes you have mentioned are concerned.

| The disappearance of Job Masters is, of |

course, common talk: but I cannot tell!
what has led vou to associate with it the!
temporary absence of ILord Merrtes from |
thie country.”

“Let me ask you this question,”
| said.

Ruff
“How are you affected by the dis-
| “It has been rumored,” Sir Richard ad-
| mitted, “that I owed Masters a large sum |
{ of money which T could not pay.”

I “Anything else?” Ruff asked.

| “It has also been rumored,” Sir Rich-
}ard continued, “that he was seen to enter

e
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little irritably—‘'but I have not a great{my house that day, and that he remained]

Sir Richard started at his questioner. | disappearance

We've drawn a considerable amount al-
i ready from one or two bookies, and I be-

THE ILL-FATED STEAMER

| there until Tate in the afternoon.” ]
“Did he®” Ruff asked.

“Certainly not,” Sir Richard answered.
“Respecting this 1nconvenience,” asked
! Peter Ruff, “which you admit that the
of Job Masters has caused
what is its tangible side?” |
Richard drew his chair a little near-
the table where Ruff was sitting. His
voice dropped almoet to a whisper.

“It seems absurd,” he said, “and yet,
what T tell you is the truth. I have beenl
followed about—shadowed, in fact—for sev-|
eral days. It is as though,” he continued |
slowly, “‘people were beginning to suspect
me of being connected in some way with
the man’s disappearance.”’

|

you,
Sir
er to

a pencil on the edge of his blotting paper,

tuff, who had been making figures \’nth(

suddenly turned round.
“And are you not?” he asked, calmly. ’
Sir Richard bore himself well. | Were Drowned,
“Mr. Ruff!”  he said. “I must 1)1'0-:{ o aFet

test!” {
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voice was as smooth as velvet.

“Tell me as much or as little as you
please, Sir Richard,” he eaid, “but let that
little or that much be the truth! On|
those terms only I may be able to help| Fredericton, March
you. I am not asking for your confidence. | will be invited to deliver
I simply tell you that you are
Your time and mine
hold (it.”

Sir Richard was silent. e recognized
& new quality 1n the man—but the truth
wés an awful thing to tell!
—then told.

Ruff briskly asked two questions. “Tn
alluding to your heavy settlement with
Masters, you said just now that vou could
not have paid him—then.”
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“Quite s0,” Sir Richard admitted. “That
the rotten part of the whole affair.
Four days later a wonderful double came
off—one in which we were all interestod,
and one which not one of us expected.

18

licve even Masters owes us a bit now.”

“Thank you,” Ruff said. “I think that
I know everything now. My fee is five
hundred guineas.’t

“What?” exclaimed Sir Richard.

“Five hundred guineas,” Ruff repeated. |

“For a consultation?’ Sir Richard asked. |

Peter Ruff shook hie head. i

“More than that,” he said. " “You. are|
a brave man in your way, Sir Richard
Dyson, but you are going about now shis
ering under a load of fear. It sits like a
devil incarnate upon your shoulders. Write |
vour check, Sir Richard, and vou can leave |
that little black devil in my waste basket. |
Nothing !
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antee you against any incenvenience which |

might arise to you from this recent \mfor/{
tunate affair. Isn’t that all vou want?”
“It's all I want, certainly,” Sir Rich- |
ard declared, “but I mmust understand
a little how you propose to secure my |
immunity.” i
Ruff shook his head. |
“I have my own methods,” he said.|
“I can help only those who trust me.” |
Sir Richard drew a check book from.
his pocket. “T don’t know why I shouldd
believe in you,” he said, as he. wrote|
the check. |
»

* » » - S -

light, gas, twe
excellent
Chas. A. Macdon

repair

P‘OR SALE

ton, T
given at once
son, Norton

THE BAILIF

FOGARY &
ANCIAL
‘oronto, W
lelegraph this «
ng goods elers
stocks, ur ‘
at sacrihice
than half
returns a

O

offer

g
velvet line
NE HUN
O™diee
setting, %

each.

TPEN  Gent's
F Watches
17 jewells, W
Bartletts, n
chain,

( NE HUNDI
quality

heart attache

to clear %1.40

1{11\'}-1 HUND!
' quality s
tion length, so
slide, list price %7
pattern, same

'F\V(l HUNDRI
y and Gent's
open and hunt
erican Watcl
Jjewelled move
Jewells, some
accept for g
c¢hain or fob &
_—
;E“‘H".I‘Y Fiel
maire, ma
Army and Na
range, worth re
for sailors, spor
39, with leathe

—————
"T™WO HUNDRI
D hollow gr

ramples® om

——iE
()I\'E‘ HUNDI

DPleces, Sheff
& Son, Engla:
handles, man
Price $2.25 in
<ase,

\'IN]{TY Lad
= watches
gent’s move
Jewells: a

€re;, to

NEVENTY

1zed rubbe
4k, solid gold
clear, 90c, encl

"TELESCOPE~
14: o

—_——
MAIL ORDER-~

isfaction guara

a4s represented
order any he
sent immediate
goods for a fe
Bailiffs and Fi
street, Toront

AGENTS 03

3 H. P. Buffaio Engine, Watercooled

Buy direct from us and save tl ¢ 8
ductory offer you can get an Engin ealers price. Send

Buffalo Engine Co.,

839 La Presse Bldg.

Montreal, P. Q.

Gentlemen:

Without any obligation on me
Buffalo 3 H. P. Engine

NAME. .
ADDRESS ..

and Merries rushed out of the room.|
Ruff looked across the room towards hisj
secretary.

) f&co worth of our beauti-
¥ flly colored and emboss-
« 7 post cards at 6 for 10c.
't Mese are the very latest
desighs in Views, Floral,
Holday,  Comles, &ec. he
swiftest sellers. Just show
them and take in the money.
8end ‘y and address
lainly Veritten, and we wil
on"i'ard, it ab acknge‘ 1%5
cards our big premit
©list '&‘u’f‘%vlay. for we give
this extia present for prompt-
Ness.
COBALT GOLD PEN CO.,
Jept. g1p Toronto, Unj

MUSKR
Wanted in ar
Springs  Winters
42c 35c¢
Also 1 pay highas
Consignr
Writs for

strengthens them that they will not easily fall a prey to the
same trouble again.
“Ring up 1535 Central,”

Father Morriscy’s No. 10 is sold in trial size bottles at it he - ordered,
25¢. and in the large regular size at 50c. LT N bR R G

Peter Ruff had descended from his
apartments on the top floor of the
building, in a new brown ‘suit with which
he was violently displeased, to meet a
callor. ;

“I am sorry to intrude—Mr. Ruff, T be-
lieve it is?” Sir Richard Dyson said a

It was not so easy to impart a sirmlari
confidence into the breast of his friend, |
Colonel Dickinson, with whom he dined |
that night tete-e-tete. Dickinson was in-
clined to think that Sir Richard had been |
tricked.

“You've paid a ridiculous fee,” he ar-
gued, “and all that you have in return
is the fellow’s promise to see you
through. Tt isn’t like you to part with
money 8o easily, Richard. Did he hypno
tize you?”

Just then three men entered

ag

At your dealer’s, 104

Father Morriscy Medicine Co., Ltd., - MONTREAL, QUE.

ny Late

AF

(Mention Telegraph

J. Y
72 COLBORNE

the room.




