OR COPY

rousewife bo
ia hard 'jolt j
[

uewrangeis;‘
, which will

anqrdinary'

rhlt the con-

/

&7
4

=

4

S
L=
&
e.
-l
o
=
-
&
e
&
S
-
.‘ -e'

“meighbor, Mr. Robert Cameron, & gen-

Io wu mrc.ly

'FL g ;
o Mum: ‘she

rds, mx;% ’% 1
{ Just
’ zom‘giﬁd d‘d:;dd“e.n

apmu diretion.

tg' m have

. #hall’ bé back ‘hl
ﬂ b‘!tqut seven, you,

* ¥ nilswered
' Have heird

‘below her' bw Tashes.
But, after all, I ll.v vory little of
her that evening. It is true that she

utmolphﬁ- of tU d.hner was
unreasoning
e omindusly b

Ing yet m.nnnh hﬂueno whlch

the ool!eo ll!d lﬁqmrl m nrved
.employing someé glender pretext for
her. going, m 't, and
left to return,

Cunern. I must add
uud affected by—
and” eeﬂilﬁly {ii” o "wibe o8]

us, no
In justice
that he ‘a;

) ble

4 m ty. He had
m W ra mure than
was often his wont, tting with al-

nfece and ward of my nearest

3)‘).7 Evelyn's new
Lady Bountiful and of her
Nofoton boncldnlu. *Al§ fot the ‘sub-

s§oek lupon. which he désived:to consult
it bad not been g0 much as men-

80 1n 100 bnek. it seems

lo that " ‘of whlc‘h

an effect,

undetected,

fdrawn, Camerony, cantipyed for a time
discuss wlth ‘me topics of general

port. He spoke, I remember, of a

4 m and fear; and ¥ saw fear win.

| “Th,
mmm
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b
Hina & ::-k—n b’nm.

Then the opa
ks, i Carno Vikg ma sl
. for: smile, was N)lyﬁt!

ymous ldttm. Ordinarily your

mh Bay’ céi?’ -u.a".‘.?o“& mn

month or so ago, I recelve com-
st sely vimt you now ad-
vln. Certainly I fo) lowed alf of
up‘nmlo&-{’ ::L letter;

h for lack of fire In the dog

Mﬁou anc | sake be serious.

editlon of é I did ] “that theee cannot beutterly ignored.”

fore I Mai te e to the end, my
&hm"ku ‘dpeaking.

“Well?” he said. And the light
W of hig tone was not only in

\ contrast with his grave ab-
: of a moment before, but in
#arring discord with my own present
mood. “Well? What do you make of
them1”

My annoyance found voice in my re-

“Cameron,” I begged, “for God's
This doesn’'t seem
to me exactly a matter to be merry
over. I don't want to alarm you, but
momehow I feel that these—" and I
Bhook the crackling, wax-like sheets,

., “But they are anonymous,” he re-
torted, not unjustly. “Anonymous
letters should be burned and forgot-
ten.”

days, I did not burn it, but thrust it

of. Mln‘ circulars.”
qmmheulon Jlest, Mvelyn and 1
| were personally affected had been by
now quite dissipated. It wis perfectly
qmccnt to me that.Cameron' alone |
involved;. yet m xiet was
ﬁo the less eager. Afre:g.y y
"pathy ‘ahd“codperation were oﬂllsted
1 couldémly hopd! that he had mental-
d the gravity of the situ-
uﬂm my gd&'xem of him was
that his inclination would be to err
in the opposite direction.
“And now something has happened
to recall it to your memory?”
“Sofnething  happened: very shortly
after-Its receipt,” he replied. “Some-

“|'thing ‘very puzzling. But in spite of

that, I was inclined to trest the matter
ﬂp pt; of clever chicanery, devised
the yurpose. prohatly, of extortlon

m but today ! ceﬁ&m a sec—

‘'ond letter, and I admit I am’interest-
ed. The affair has features which
‘make it, indeed, uncommouly perplex-
ing.”

I fear my imagination was slug:isk.
Although, in spite of his dissemblance,
1 saw that he was strangely moved by
ithese happenings, I could fancy no
.very terrifying concomitants of the
rather commonplace facts he had nar-
jrated. For anonymous letters I had
.over held scant respect. An ambushed
enemy, I argued, is admittedly a cow-
ard. And so I was in danger of grow-
ing impatient.

“When the second letter came,” he

ﬁn,\nd, Jbringing his left hand for-
ward to joih his right on the dazzling !

the lars for the
m and found it. I wardt you to see
ithem both, The writing is very curi-
Oug—I have never geen anything just
like it—and the signature, if I may call
1t that, is still more singular. On the
first letter, I took it for a blot. But

series of articles on “The C cial
Resources of the United States,” the

| ' pubMestion of which had just begin |

in The Week, of which I am owner
and editor; and though I fancied at

firat: that it t be in this connec-
 thom wﬁm consult me; I very

,,g\n he, wos {nﬁre-ly

as 8 M for oertdn views of ‘his own

fleman recently come to reside on
mm;«:tnrylndﬂomludbun'
Mnown as the old Towasbury Estate, | give

nding for qnlto a .along the !

BRI

m intervening four months M
mtnoud the gradual growth of as
r an nwrou:h to' munuoy between

to imply naught to my
i:n-oredk.ne“lmmm
blo-—c mtlmuof«lu

that.”
whu be was unre-

(008

; ~1y

on. eﬂqtion ud evelopment
TR

I un-

D-ﬂl that' I may

a hint g8 to the character of

pum'l mind, but more especially

e

Meanwhile my curiosity grew’ keen-
or. It was ndtural, T Suppose, that 1
should fancy Hvelyn involved in some

way. { then attributed, the de-
uring dinner fo her knowl-

what her uncle and guardian

88y to Likgwige 1
ce) reason
d&l'?nlzl untisusl desertion.
| Hitherto when I had dined here Eve-
iyn had nmunad with_us while we
m‘ huh: ns .at
to'ﬂn mudo ruom, where for
half-hour ,th ri nolody of

uthful, gyeel 0 .volce
mindod in pleulng hnrmony with her

n;a ,wm. 1 'vlay ‘madé effort to

magine wherein I might have laid my-
self. open disapproysl of this
mo:t )mdmmof :x?a.rd ns—for 1
o: gmng less, thap.a studious-
noe' to. Some shortdom-
ing of which I had been unwittingly
entarily track of
mim scourse. L'mrging from
straction it was with & measure

thlt I heard him saying:
you told me ofice, Clyde,
J'ather prided. yourself on
your ability to get a Iine on one's
from . his' handwriting.

My ¥ tefephioned for you this

oon 1 haye recelnd an anony-

mal!toolwmntu-‘

S b

on the s d letter occurs the same
‘black blur or smudge of identical out-
1ine.”

Of course I thought of the Black
Hand. It was the natural corollary,
#eeing that the newspapers hagd been
giving us a surfeit of Black Hand
m Black; Hand ontrages. But,

, T-did not dare/ to voice it.
To have suggested anything so grdi-
nary to Cameron in his present mood
would have been to offer him offense.

And when, at the next moment, he
drew from an inner pocket of his gve-
ning coat two thin, wax-like sheets of
paper and passed them to me, I was
thatT had kept silence. For the
letters . were ho rough, rude scrawls
of an illiterate Mafia or Camorra.”.In
phraseclogy as well as in penmn:
ship they were impressively uniqug,

“1t you don't mind,” Cameron Wwas

seying, “you might read them aloud.”

He rou and switched on a group of
l\ectrlo wall lights at my back, and I

ked for’' the hundredth time his

ique—his towering height, his
Dowerful shoulders, his leanness of
hip and sturdy straightpess of limb.
He did not lpok the fbrty years to
'Which he confessed.

which gave upon the terrace staod
idjar, and before resuming his seat
Cmemn paused to close it, dropping
‘over it the looped curtains of silver
velvet that matched fhe, walls.

In the succeeding moment the room

m "ghostly silent; and then, breaking
st the stiliness, was the sound of
. volce, reading:

"l'ht which you have wrought shall
in turn be wrought upon you. Take
warning therefore of what shall hap-
lpen on the seventh day hence. As
_8un follows sun, so. follows all that is
decreed. The ways of our God are
many. On the righteous he showers
blessings; on - the evil he pours

‘!lnl.ury.
;ho rst Jetter. . The sec-
h‘l began w e same sentence:

“That whlch you haye wrought shall
in turn.be upon you.”

But there, though the similarity of
tenor continued, the verbal ldenmy
ceased. It'went on:

“Opce more, as earnest of what is |

there will be shown unto you
bol of our power. Precaution

nunot Fine words nd a smil-
j“ *:mnl. "m" ”
And beneath each le’lter was the
strange uette which Cameron
had”mentl ]
It is difficult for me to convey the

most meager idea of the emotional in-
fluence which these twq brief com-
‘exerted.

mt | be found in the euphemism of the
| written words.

mxmm«xmmuo:

ight
uc’tnmwhter-
hb voverie, I started to read

3 M 'hmgh again slowly, this imo

fixing each sentence indel.

ghhﬂldnlmud. But be

into & drawer with an accumulation |

white (ronld of t.he table's damask, “1 |

One of the long French windows

to | fully, I presume?” was my query as I

“There are ..nonymous letters and
anonymous letters,” I gave him back,
‘l in turn. “These are of an unusually

convincing character. Besides, they

~" And then I paused. I wished'to
| tell him of that elusive encompass-
| ment of sinister portent which had-so
impressed me; of that malign forebpd-
ing beyond anything warranted by the
‘words; but I stumbled in the effort'at
expression. “Besides,” I started again,
and ended lamely, “I don’t like the
look and the feel of them.”

And now he was as serious as I
oould wish.

“Ah!” he cried, leaning torward'
i again and reaching for the letters.
, “You have experienced it, too! And
‘ you can’t explain it, any more than‘I1?
It is something that grips you ‘when
you read, like an icy hand, hard as
steel, in a glove of velvet. It's al-|
ways between the lines, reaching dut
and nothing you can do will stay it.
I thought at first I imagined it, but

the oftener I have read, the more I
rhavo felt its clutch. The letters of
themselves are nothing, What do ;vu
Buppose I care for veilcd threats,
that sort? JI'm big enough to

t every possible guise, in eVéry
part of the world, and I've never réal-
ly known fear. But this—this is dif-
ferent. And the worst of it is, I don’t

’ m;t: out what it is I'm afraid of.” |

e of mysélt, Clyde. I've met p‘rﬂ D

know why. I can’t for the life of me ! ¢roWded it 1s.”
tie gt.ame indeed crowded Bronze lm:nl

turned on the table before me, 1 was
conscloys of a stimulated concern, and
80 made inquiry.

“I wish you would tell me, first,
whether anything really did occur on
the seventh day.”

“I 'was coming to that,” he replied;
but it seemed to me that prompt
though his response was,there was a
shade of reluctance in his manner; for
he relapsed into sflence for what must
have been the better part of a min- |
ute, and with eyes lowered sat seem- |
ingly lost in thought. |

Then he rose, abruptly, and saying: ‘
“Suppose we go into my study, Clyde,”
led the way frcm the dining room,
across the great, imposing, grained
and fretted hall to that comparatively |
small mahogany and green symphony |

wherein he was wont to spend most | B

of his indoor hours. It was always a |
rather gloomy room at night, with its |
high dark ceiling, its heavy and vol-

uminous olive tapestry hangings, |
wholly out of keeping, it seemed to |

me, with the season—and its shaded |

lights confined to the vicinity of the

massive polished, and gilt-ornamented |

writing table of the period of the F‘lrat
Empire. And it impressed me now, |

in conjunction with Cameron’s prom-

ised revelation, as more than ever
grim and awesome.

I remember helping myself to a
cigar from the humidor which stood
on the antique cabinet in the corner
near the door. I was in the act of
lighting 1t when Cameron spoke.

“T want you to sit in this chair,” he
said, indicating one of sumptuous up-
holstery which stood beside the writ-'
ing table, facing the low, long book-
cases lining the opposite wall.

I did as he bade me, while he re-
mained standing.

“Do you, by any chance,” he asked, |
“remember a portrait which hung
above the hook-shelves?” i

I remembered it very well. It was a |
painting of himself, done some years |
back. But now my gaze sought it in

“Certainly,” I answered.
there,” pointing.

“Quite right. Now I want you to ob
‘serve the shelftop. You see how |

“It hung

|
It was

had gone very pale, and his | Dusts and statuettes; yachting and |

| stsong, capable. hands, which toyed
with the two letters, quivered and |
Mtched in excess of pervous tension, |

Then, with;ﬂnprpdnﬂn‘mtho‘
| ink-stain at the bottom of one of the |
sheets, he asked: |
|. “What does that look like to you?” |
| T took ‘the letter from him, and
| scrutinizing the rude figure with con-
| centrated attention for a moment, ven-
tured the suggestion that it somewhat
resembled a boat.

“A  onemasted vessel, square |
ruzed " he added, in elucidation.

“Exactly.”

“Now turn it upside down.”

I did so.

“Now what do you see?”

“The head of a man wearing a hel |
met.” The resemblance was very |
marked. X
" “A straw helmet, apparently,” he
amplified, “such as is worn in the
Orient. And yet the profile is not that
of an Oriental. Now, look at your ¥es-
sel again.” And once more I revepsed
the sheet of paper.

J “Can it be a Chinese junk?” I ukgd
| "It might be a samng proa or ban-
ca,” he returned, “such as they use in
the South Pacific. But whatever it is,
I can’t understand what it has to do
with me or I with it.”

1 I was still studying the black daub,
when he said:

“But you haven't told me about the
handwriting. What can you read of
the character of the writer?”

“Nothing,” I answered, promptly.
“It {8 curious penmanship, as you say
~heavy and regular and upright, with
some strangely formed letters; es-
pecially the f's and the p’s; but it

tells me nothing.”
’ “But I thought—" he began.

“That I boasted? So I did. When
one writes as one habitually writes it
i8 very easy. These letters, however,
are not in the writer’s ordinary hand.
The writing is as artificial as thomgh

for example, had printed a note
fn Roman characters. Were they ad-
dressed in the same hand ™

“Precisely.”

“What was the post-mark?”

“They bore no post-mark:. That is
another strange circumstance. Yet
they were with my mail. How they
oame there I have been unable to, as-
oertain. The people at the post office
| naturally deny that they delivered
anything unstamped, as these were;
end Barrie, the Iad who fetches the

Bett: has no Dlection of these.

Mor has Checkabeedy, who sorts the
here at the house. But each of
18y besi®e my plate at bregk-

Past—the first on the :owtoenth of

A ; the d, this the

Pourteenth of Sepmmbc"

. “And they were not delivered by

[ messenyger 1"

“Bo far as I can learn, no.”
| mw
|

veéry odd,” I commented, with

Beeble banality.
+I'took the letters from his hands
bnos more, and held them in turn be-
tween my vigion and the candle-light,
perchance, to dlscover a wa-
kmm;:per But I was not

ed.

"!ou examined the envelopes care-

returned the sheots to the table.
“More than carefully,” he answered.
“But you shall see them, if you like.

8 far he had made no furt
mm of tho “puzuling hap
foliowed the receipt of the ﬁlt
Jotter, dnd in the interest provoked by
the letters themselves I had foreborne
question him; but now as t«he wcnll
amenth dar himose s
ny eye, mndlng out, as it weu trom l
the rest of the scrint which lay un

| reading, and deeply interested.

| I'had regarded—if I regarded it at all

| ooccur to me until afterwards.

golf trophies in silver; framed photo- {
graphs; a score of odds and ends, sou-
venirs gathered the world over. There
‘was scarcely an inch of space uncc-
cupled. I had frequently observed this ‘
plethora of ornament and resented it.
It gave to that part of the room the‘
! semblance of a curlosity shop. When |
i I had nodded my assent, he went on:
“On the afternoon of Friday, Augu<t |
twenty-first, seven days after the re-
| ceipt of that first letter, I was smlng
where you are sitting now. I was
I had |
| put the letter, as I told you, entirely |
out of my mind. I had forgotten it,
absolutely. That seventh-day business

—as idle vaporing.  That this was the
afternoon of the seventh day did not
I recall
that I paused in reading to ponder a
paragraph that was not quite clear to
me, and that while in contemplation I
fixed my eyes upon that portrait. I re-
member that, because it struck me,
then, that the flesh tints of the face
had grown muddy and that the thing
would be better for a cleaning. I re-
call, too, that at that moment, the lit-
tle clock, yonder, struck three. I re-
sumed my reading; but presently, an-
other statement demanding cogitation,
I lowered my book, and once more my
eyes rested on the portrait. But not
on the muddy flesh tints, because—"
he paused and leaned forward, towards
me, speaking with impressive empha-
sis. ‘“Because,” he repeated, “there
were no flesh tints there. Because
there was no head nor face there!”

I sat up suddenly, open-mouthed, '

speechless. Only my wide eyes made
question.

“Cut from the canvas,” he went- on,
in lowered voice, “clean and sharp
from crown to collar. And the hands |
of the clock pointed to twelve min: |
utes past three.”

(To be Continued)
|

——o— |

RHEUMATISM, LUMBAGO |
and LAME BACK j

can be cured by the great fruit kidney and
liver remedy,

F.G PILLS

Brantford, Ont , Aug. 13, 191}

Your medicine, Fig Pills, has worked won-

ders for me. The rheimatic pains have ¢n- ‘

tirely left me and I owe everything to you,
remedy. Youare At L'berty to publish this.
R. H. GAnivax

At all dealers 25 and 50 cents or mailed by |

The Fig Pill Co., St. Thomas, Ont. |

et e e |
|

The honest farmer who took in|
summer boarders greeied the new |
arrivals with truly rural enthusiasm.

“I swan, I'm right down glad to
meet ye,” he cried as he extended
his horny hand.. “Heow’s the folks
to hum?” |

The man of the party looked at|
the enthusiast with some suspicion. |

“Farmer”, he said ‘“your dialect
strongly reminds me- of the stage|
variety.”

The agriculturist grinned. |
“It's all right, ain’t it it}" he
asked. “I gawe an actor feller a‘

month’s board free to teach

me- e

3'.’.;-1,:]

hd MRS A. SAICH,® of
nington Manor, Suk
Writes :—'‘Miy brother suf-
fered severely from eczema.
The sores were very exten-
sive, and burned like coals
into his flesh. Zam-Buk took
out all the fire, and quickly
gave him ease. Within three
weeks of commencing with
Zam-Buk treatment, every
sore had been cured.”
‘This is but one of the many
letters we are constantly receiving
8 from people who have proved the
healing powers of Zam-Buk. For
eczema, piles, sores, burns, euts
and all skin troubles ‘there is
nothing like this wonderful balm,
No skin disease should be con-
sidered incurable untll Zam-Buk
has been tried.

AIID;-aH;.JOLp-B-.

CLASSIFIED

Advertisements under ‘his head are
| charged for at the rate ol a cent a word
g week. '\Lm'num charge 25 cents.

QRESSMAKIR

Alter Monday, S.pt, 20th I will Le prepar-

1ed togo out by the day for all kind of sewing.

FDITH IRELAND
McKiinon Hill, I'. O,

NWANTED
A second classfewale teacher fur District
No. 8, parish of Dalhuusie, Dimlee Settle-
Apply to
M.ENANDEKR INNJS, sepreafy
Sept. 4-tf P

HOUSE TO LET

On Union Street
water, electric lights. Can |
once.

7 rooms |/ and bath,
ave possession 2
Rent reasonable,

Apply to

Scpt. 11-tf ROSENLHEK BRos

FOR SALE

One 4 yr. old mare, 1000 1Ls, g0l and
kind, price $150.00.

One mare, 9 years old, weight 1050 iUs.,
known as the Wi, M m G ml
{ all round animai,

One mare, 6 yrs old, weight 12001hs, good
and sound and not fdof woos, W go n!
driver. Price >225.00.. Reason for seliing
too many horses for demand.  Apply to

H. P. DOYLLE, Canipbellton, N. B.

WANTED
Experienced sales girl wanted at once.
Apply to
COMMERCIAL ELOCK GROCERY
J ohn Landry, Prop.

NWANTED
Competent stenographer and typewriter for
Quebec Oriental Ry. offices, New Carlisle,
Bon. Co. Address,
C. R. SCOLES, New Caurlisle

‘FORSALE
A number of heavy horses, suitable for
woods work.  Apply to
RPJELEETT

Sept. 24th-1pd Cross Poirt

NOTICE

JAMES GILLIS,
Matapedia
Roomsand board now ready

;in'the Dr. Gillis House, close

to the station.

Charges Moderate,
Sept. 25-2ins

PR.OFESSIONAL

BLYTH a./:MnAv

.\RCHITECTS

P. 0. Box 111

MacDONALD BUILDING‘

L B ROY, G R

DEPUTY LAND SURVEYOR

Water St. Campbeliton, N.B.

Professional

Cerns, Bunions
Combings made

Manicuring, Shampooing.
and Ingrowing nails treated.
into Switches.

MISS MILLIE ANDREW
Sept 17-3mos pd, Campbellton, N. B.

Dr. de Van’s Femalie Pi!k_

\ reliable French regulator; never fails. Tlesy,
n:lls are exceedingly powerful in regulating ti
i;2nerative portion of t! clemale system. Refuss
wll chnp imitations. Dr, 'an'e are sold at

box, or ﬂn‘ee for ll(\. Mllled to any address.
Ce*harines, Ount,

For Sale by White Drug Co.




