R e S

|
|

The Secret of the
Old Chateau

By DAVID  WHITELAW.

3

Synopsis of Previous Chapters.

Vivian Renton and Eddie Haverton,
modern soldiers of fortune, have been
gambling with Hubert Baxenter, 2
prospercus attorney, in his London
apartments. After their departure
Jate at night Renton returns to the
house, murders Baxenter and hides
the_bodﬁ on the roof. While waiting
for night to come again in order 1o
make his escape, he finds in a-desk a
curious old yellowed document telling
of a mysterious chest left in the care
of one of Baxenter's ancestors by a
French nobleman, the Marquis de
Dartigny, of the -Chateau Chauville.
The chest has been handed down from
one. generation of Baxenters to an-
other and carefully guarded in the
hope that some day its rightful owner
will be found. Renton decides to pos3
as the missing heir_and claim the
chest. He goes to Francc to make
some needful inquiries about the Dar-
tigny family. The story of the myster-
ous chest-goes back to the troubled
days of the French Revolution and the
_escape of the Marquis and little grand-
daughter to England, where the chest
and document were given_to the Bax-
enters for safe keeping.. Now, more
than one hundred years later, Hubert
Baxenter’s body -is found, but the
police find no clue. Meanwhile, Renton
changes his mame to Baptiste Dartin,
and visits Canada; then he presents
his fictitious claims to Robert Bax-
enter, new head of the firm, and re-
ceives the treasure chest. Robert calis
on Stella Benham whose heart is set
on making a great success on the
stage. She tells him he must wait a
year for her answer.

CHAPTER X.
The Secret of the Dartignys.

The same .motives which had been
responsible for Vivian Renton's resi-
dence in the cafe in the Latin Quartier
now seemed to cause Baptiste Dartin
to fix upon a secluded boarding house
in Camden Town as his London abode.
The accommodation was not at all
to his extravagant tastes, but it was
only temporary—and in Mornington
street he felt at least safe from any
unwelcome recognition from his late
friends.

1t was to a room on the first floor
that he carried the ancestral chest of
the Dartignys. It looked curiously out
of place there upon the faded flowered
cloth of the crazy table. The boldly
branded escutcheon, the time-blacken-
ed wood, with its heavy, rusted hinges
and clampings, suggested with a silent
eloquence a dignity strangely out of
place among the tawdry furnishings
of the room.

Dynasties had risen and fallen, wars
and famines had ravaged France, and
through it all the chest of the Dar-
tignys had lain, hidden from the very
light of day, in the musty cellars be-
neath the Strand. Above its head the
life of a century had played its part,
the tramp of crowds claiming w
loo had shaken its very dust.
archs had been crowned, had re
and been gathered to their rest.
through it all the secret of the
teau Chauville had slept.

Vivian was not dead to
romance, and these thoughts passed
through his mind as, after trying in
vain to fit any of the keys on his
ring to the lock, he stood hesitatingly,
8 heavy poker he had picked up from
the fireplace in his hand. The pause
was but momentary, and the man
laughed at himself for his fancies.

With his penknife he whittled
away at the wood beside one of the
hinges, and inserting the point of the
poker he used it as a lever. The oak
was stout and the workmanship good,
but perseverance won the battle, and
with a creak of protest the wood
splintered and yielded up its secret.

A little cloud of dust rose as Vi-
vian wrenched off the lid, and when
this had settled a curious sight met
his eyes. A few pieces of go
silver plate, richly chased and of ex
quisite workmanship, gleamed thiough
wrappings of decayed and threadbare
cloth. There were cases of worm-
eaten leather, too, containing quaint
old brooch
bracelets——valuable enough, but dulled
with age, as though the stones had
despaired of ever seeing daylight
again. The man who now regarded
them felt a distingt disappointment
creeping over him, as ome by one he
lifted out the treasures.

After all, a certain gentleman
he knew in Aldgate would give him,

rhaps a thousand pounds for the col-
Yeection as it —“fences” are not
generous where ancient jewel settings
are concernéd, and the melting-pot is
no respecter of escutcheons and mono-

ms and curious workmanship.
gﬁ , it had cost him the five hundred
he i":ad taken from Mortimer Terrace
e for this coup, apart from
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the—yes, it was distingtly disappeint-
ing!
He sat ;down in an old horsehair
armchair and lit a pipe. It was a pe-
culiar sight—the dull gleam of the
vessels on the old tablecloth with the
background of tawdry wallpaper and
cheap -oleographs. One of these, a
portrait of the late Queen Victoria,
seemed to be regarding the scene with
marked disapproval. - Dartin wonder-
ed what Mrs: Bates, his landlady,
would think if she were to come up.

He broke off in his thoughts as his
eye fell upon a small square of parch-
ment partly hidden beneath one of the
leather cases.. He had not noticed it
before and he took it up with interest.
{1t was tied by a faded thin red ribbon
to. & large, heavy key of intricate
workmanshlp. Vivian translated the
words on it in wonderment:

“Key to the hidden closet in Cha-
| teau Chauville, fitting the keyhole be-
hind the apple in the right-hand panel
on the south side wall of the-dining-
hall.”

Vivian sat for some minutes deep
in thought. The words on the scrap
of parchment were amazingly vague,
and he asketd himself whether he had
not already spent too much time and
money on the affait of the de Dar-
tignys. Better to see old Moseburg at
once, clear the matter up and turn to
other and more profitable game.
the deft brushwork of his agreeable
who knew. Vivian’s past associates
were barred:to him by the happenings
at No. 9 Mortimer Terrace. It would
never do to tread upon the trail of
that sleeping crime. By taking on
| this affair he had burnt his boats and
' He jumped up with an oath and

|

!brought his fist down on the table, |

jingling the costly litter spread upon
i,

“No;. Il see it through—to the
very end. I'll realize on some of
| these jewels and put the others in a
| safe deposit. Luckily, I know the old
| chateau; I can at least test the truth
iof this matter of the key-hole.”
| He had been shown over the place
once, and no doubt the old caretaker
| would be willing to show him over
again.

He packed the valuable objects
away in one of his portmanteaus, keep-
ing back only a chain and locket and
a small string of pearls. This latter
lhc pledged with ~Attenborough the
same afternoon, the price lent upon it
[being such as to cause the spirit of
1\'ivizm Renton to rise considerably.

Dartin, in company with Robert Bax-
| enter, sauntered among the promen-
aders in the “Empire,” he laughingly
{told the story of his fortunes. He
| made very light of the whole affair.
i “About a thousand pounds’ worth,
i T should say, Mr. Baxenter; nice old
"monogrmn stuff—rather too swanky
for us Colonials, I'm afraid. By-the-
| by, 1 brought this for you—a sort of
memento,” and Vivian took from his
"pocker the locket and chain. “Rather
quaint, eh? I expect there is some
lady somewhere who——"

He had spoken facetiously,
| there was a look in the young solici-

but

the sense of | tor’s eyes which caused the speaker could h

| to break off rather abruptly.

| " “Well, it’ll be a momento of a rom-
lantic occasion, anyway. Come, the
ballet’s beginning. I den’t want to
' miss any of it. It’s all new to me,
you know.”

| Robert Baxenter,
thanks, dropped the
vest pocket and followed M. Dartin
 back to the stalls. Neither seemed
! anxious to return to the subject of
the treasure of the Dartignys.

murmuring his
locket into his

|
[ CHAPTER XL
The Carved Apple.

There is a little arbor adjoining the
{inn of the “Three Lilies,” a sheltered,
vine-clad retreat from which the fair
land of France spreads itself out, a
radiant picture in the Summer sun-
chine—and fully appreciative of all
this beauty was the man who sat be-
| fore an easel within its pleasant shade
one August afternoon.

Baptiste Dartin had no great knowl-
edge of the art of painting, but he
was gifted with a superficial skill in
[ color which & student of less virile
! brain might have studied years to ac-
I quire and never succeeded. He had
| been in Massey three weeks and the
small population were beginning to

whom | like this stranger from Paris who de- hLyildings w

em presents of —

picted—and made th
paintings of their

such delightful little
| countryside.
Monsieur Paul de Barron, the pres-
ent owner of the property of Chau-
ville, was in residence at the chateau,
and Henri, the caretaker, who well
remembered Vivian's last visit, had
less time on his hands than formerly.
| He was able, however, to slip up to
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the “Lilies” of an afternoon, where,
cigarette. in mouth, he would watch
the deft brushwork of this agreeable
| acquaintance. Vivian had given him
Ia slight sketch of the chateau towers
above the trees, and the old fellow, to
whom Chauville and all pertaining to
it were as sacred things, had become
the painter’s very slave for it.

Henri, seated beside him this Sum-

| mer afterncon, watched the artist in
a lazy content. Beside him there were
a box of cigarettes and a bottie of
claret. The sun beat dowa through)
Ithe vines clustering overhcad and
‘l.&c:ulrrcd little golden dises of radi
ance upon the boarded floor. A bee
dioned musically over the ilowers in
! the garden. Framed between the sup-|
rorts of the trellis-work, carnelds
and vineyards shimmered in the heat;
| afar off the hills, patched with forest
lands, spoke of breeze and shadow. i
| Vivian, skilfully touching in the|
! purple shade beneath a clump of pop-|
lars, was speaking carelessly. Ie (]id\
net take his eyes from his sketching-
bleck. l
“I'm glad you like the litt'c draw-|
ling, Henri. I'm no artist, but-——-"
“Ah! monsieur—it is the chateau I|
llove, not the art—that is—I mean,” |
{ Henry stammered over his faux pns,1
“it is very beautifully done, Monsltu"‘

Dartin.”

For a moment Vivian painted on|
without speaking, then:

“I'm better at interiors, Henri—dim |
old rooms and all that. Look at that|
old panelling in the chateau, for in-|
| stance—what a charming pictm'c,i
|Henri; I'll do it for you, if you liko.f
| when Monsieur de Barron goes away
—next month, didn’t you say?” |
1. And Henri, who had no wish that
the treasures under his care should,
blush unseen, rose to the bait with!
Lavidit._\'—monsiuur was too kind—he!
would have it framed like the other|
land they would go one on either side
iof his bed. |
And so it was that on an afternoon!
when the September sun made glorious|
| the old carvings of the Chauville
[ dining-room, Monsieur Baptiste Dar-|
tin stood for the second time in the
ancestral home of the Dartignys. He
had entered warily, even to the ex-|
tent of looking anywhere save at the
{ panelling by the fireplacd. He re-!
| marked, instead, to old Henri, on the!
carved ceiling, the windows in which|
| the de Barron escutcheon had replaced|
that of the Dartignys. It was the
caretaker himself who drew attention|
|to the fireplace and to the defacedi
| coat of arms in the stonework. Here|
| the new resident, who was no Philis-{
tine, had respected history, and this
| broken and defaced shield of the Dar-|

tignys now remained to remind one Of}

| the days of the Revolution.
It was old Henri, too, who suggest-
| ed the subject of the sketch, the angle|
| to the right of the great stone hearth,
with its rich coloring of oak and the
little grouping of dim family por-
| traits. There was a beam of sunlight|
that came athwart the room, and|
Vivian could hardly repress a start |
as he saw that this rested upon an|
exquisite carving of a cornucepia, and |
in the fruit that was tumbling from it}
an apple showed prominently.
| He chose a positica by the table,
| facing the fruit #fle was so eager to|
examine. ‘Surely never, since, the his-
toric apple of Eden, had fruit such aj
| fascination for a man. The painter
ardly hide his irritation whon‘
| he saw that old Henri, taking a .seat|
near him, ‘produced his cigarettes and
| settled down to enjoy the painting.
| For an hour or two work went on|
steadily and silently, then the care-
| taker rosé and stretched his limbs.|
| He had work that he must attend to—-
| perhaps monsieur would come back!
and finish the sketch. In the mind|
{of the old servant no shadow of sus-
| picion had place, but there was an
unformed idea at the back of his head
that it was hardly right to leave hi
|there alone, but—he was such a
| gentleman, and if he offended him he
‘would stand little chance of possessing|
| the picture that was progressing 50|
well in the artist’s sketch-book. |
| " “Only another half-hour, Henri; the|
| light of this setting s

un is splendid— |
{look at that golden ray on that old
soldier’s coat in the portrait—I can
| let myself out if I don’t see you.” .
And it was said .in such simplicity
| that the caretaker, entirely disarmbd,
| hesitated no longer.
| The door of the dining-room closed |
. behind hem, and the artist, waiting a
'moment, rose warily and tip-toed to
| the windows. He could make out the|
| bent figure of the old man c’rossing\
the gardens and watched him antil he‘
disappeared into one of the farm
hich showed across a mea-
'dow of parched grass that was separ-
'ated from the gardens by a grazeful
line of poplars.
| It was some moments before Vi-
‘vian's strong fingers could make any
| impression on the carved apple—mo-
ments W

|

hen he told himself that, after
I'all, he had been chasing a shadow.
Then, suddenly, a little creak, and he
‘imagined that the wood beneath his
| hand moved; beads of moisture prick-
ed out on his forehead as he verified
| this, then the top of the apple un-
| serewed gratingly and came away in
hic hand. He gave a little cry of re-

| Hef.

| Hastily whipping open his shirt he
drew out the key which he had found
in the chest and which he had sus-
pended round his neck by a ribbon.
| He was not surprised that it fitted=the
keyhole that came to light behind the
| carving—nothing would surprise him
| now—and he told himself that he had
| succeeded and that he was .on the
| threshold of wondtous things. A hasty
| glance at the window showed him the
Eo.ld,man still at work in.and out of
i the barns across the meadow.

(To be continued.)

The largest nmtion picture theatre
in the world is in New York City.
This house has a seating capacity of
4,000.
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l athers save the wornout socks and put

Stocking Repairing.

The woman who has a large family
to keep in whole stockings is sure to
be interested in ways of making foob—l
gear last the longest. Prevention is;
better than cure, and the thrifty wo-
man avoids mending as long as she|
‘can by a few gimple rules, and then
goes at the tagk when it must be done,
in a business-like way that gets the
best results.

Prevention of stocking darning con-
gists, primarily, in washing the hose
more frequently then is usual, It may
look like saving fo some to let the
family go with one pair of hose per
member each week, but it is waste of
the most extravagant order. Frequent
washing allows the worn places to
thicken up, changes the places where
the rubbing comes and saves i many
ways, besides being more sanitary. A
pair of fresh stockings daily in hot |
weather and two or three pairs per[
week in cold weather will make more|
w

ashing, it is true, but the stockings |
wear longer and have to be mended |
less frequently. Many a case of foot|
trouble can be traced to unclean stock-|
ings. Nails

smoothly save stockings, as a ragged
nail quickly goes through the toe of
the stocking. Well-fitting shoes with
good scles also save darning.

But when holes appear they must
be darned—never mend with clumsy
patches that invite foot trouble. A
smooth, light-colored darner, to
stretch the hole over, and cotton of
the same weight as the stockings will
result in a ¥mpoth, even darn that wil
not hurt even a baby's foot; while a

cut frequently andl8

(]| hand for ten minutes and if the curd

patch will cause agony on account of
the thick secams. Many a woman con-
siders herself economical because she
never buys darning cotton, but s]aps|
on a clumsy patch from a wornout|
stocking; but she has failed to con-|
sider the importance of feet. A shoe
expert who fits hundreds of people
yearly with special—and therefore ex-
pensive—shoes, says that much of the
trouble is caused by illfitting stock-|
ings, patched stockings, stockings too|
small and stockings too large. The
woman who goes about the house in,
horrible old shoes and stockings patch- |
ed and repatchied and thinks herself
economical will one day pay the penal-
ty.

When a thin place appears in a|
stocking reinforce it strongly and|
smoothly with cotton woven in andl
out and it will last much longer than
to wait for the break to come. Many /|
darn the heels and toes of new stock-|
ings, and it certainly pays to do so

\

home by small boys and girls save
the stockings which are sure to be
torn in the most conspicuous place.
These protectors can be made from
cloth, old stockings, soft pieces of}
leather, or can be purchased ready
made.

Heel protectors are worn by some
men for the same purpose, while

on two pairs when ditching or doingi
some dirty work, then throwing them |
away when the work is done. |

It pays to save in every way pos.'im

sible, for darning will always be the
bug-bear for busy women. Save all|
the old stockings and let the (-vhildren]
play in them. Use new feet for the
good stocking legs when “low shoes|
are mot worn, and encourage every|
member of the family to take off
promptly any stocking that develops a
hole, no matter whether clean or soil-

nine in darning, and the thrifty wo-
man takes that stitch in time.

Making Over Your Face.

Does your face need making over?
Have you ever thought of renovating
it? How about taking a tuck in your|
eeybrows, ironing out your wrinkles,!
shrinking your chin, and, if your hair-|
line is not becoming, draping it at|
another angle? You wouldn’t hesitate
to make over your clothes, now would
you? Well, why not make over your
face?

There are your eyebrows: Perhaps)
you've never given them any atten-|
tion. Perhaps you've never thought,
how much they have to do with the
expression. Are they too broad and,
big for your face? If so, reshape and
trim them down. Brush them as often
as you do your hair. All the beauty |
experts sell special eyebrow brushes
and little tweezers to pull out the un-'
ruly hairs. And I've just heard of a
new kind of mucilage which has a,
magic way of making the hairs lie|
flat—giving the penciled look.

Iron out your wrinkles. Do it with!
massage and ice. You know how you
pad your coat to make it fit without!
a wrinkle. Well, pad the sunken tis-|
sues. It is these that make thc‘
wrinkles. Tone the tissues up. Keep,
them from being loose and flabby. It |
is when they lack strength or are tired
that the wrinkles come. Be sure that
you select a cream for the massage
that will strengthen these tissues.
There are creams that are special
ti®sue builders, and there is a right
and a wrong way to use them. Rub
the cream into the forehead with a
firm upward stroke. Wait a few min-
utes, and then, with the thumbs above
the ears, rub with the fingers along
the line of the temples. Finish with
a rotary movement, which means rub-
bing round and round. An application
of ice to increase the circulation is a
good finishing touch,

Freshen up your lifeless, sallow
glin with a good face lotion. A pure-
ly vegetable lotion is best—one that
will not dry the skin. Use it in place
of soap and water, applying it with
absorbent cotton. - Wash your face
this way in the morning, and at night
use a cream. One with peroxide as
its special ingredient will whiten your
skin.

Then health, you know, is about the
best beautifier I know. It freshens the
skin and gives chatrm to the expres-
sion. &

Agassiz Wensleydale.
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* This is a small, mild flavored cheese
weighing when ripe about two and a
half pounds, madle afier the method
used for the manufaciure of Little
Wensleydale cheese in the north of
England. l
To make 2 cheeses——5) lbs. fresh|
milk, 3 oz. starter, 7 c.c. rennct, 'l'hci
amount of starter may vary, the ob-|
ject is to have about .22 deg. acidily |
in the milk at the time cf adding |
rennet. Room temperature about 68!
deg. F. ‘
Heat the milk containing starter to
2 deg. F. and add the rennet. Stir
for three minutes and then stir the
surface only at intervais of threc mmn-
utes till coagulum forms; probably
this will take ten minutes. Cover the
vat and leave for one hour. When
ready, cut the curd, using the vertical
knife lengthwise and across vat and,
after three minutes, the horizontal
knife in the same way. Stir with the

seems firm enough it need not be
scalded, If the acidity in whey at cut-
ting is less than .14 deg. it is advis-
able to scald but an initial acidity of

|

| 22 will usually mean about .15 in the

whey. Scalding temperature is 90 deg.
F. for this cheese. Remove the curd
from the whey on to cloths placed on
racks in the cooler. The plug in the
cooler is left in place so that the
curd is partly immersed in whey.
After thirty minutes draw off the
whey and cut the curd into blocks six|
or ten inches square and later into|
smaller squares. |

As the cheese is made here the curd
is usually ready for grinding and
salting in three hours from time of
removal to cooler. Acidity at time of |
grihding .25, or not more than .3. The,
curd is broken up by hand (unless
there is a very large quantity) and |
salt at the rate of 1 oz. to 5 lbs. curd
added; the latter should be tender and |
free from visible whey. It is packed
into tin moulds 5 ins. high by 4%,i
pierced and fitted with two tin follow-
ers, the lower one also pierced. A |
wooden follower is placed on top and
weight five pounds or six pounds to
each cheese put on at once.

Eighteen hours later a muslin ban-
dage completely covering cheese is“
pasted on and cheese replaced under |
press. Six hours later cheeses are re-
moved from the moulds and put in a
draughty place in the curing room.
They will be ready for market in about
three weeks, but will improve up to
four weeks if not allowed to dry too
uch. |
Twenty-five pcunds of milk testing
3.3 per cent. contains .825 pound but-
terfat. This makes one cheese weigh-
ing about 2% pounds when ready for
sale.
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Canada's oldest existing chartered

bank is the Bank of Montreal, dating

m|ed. A stitch in time saves more than| ¢ 0, 1817

COARSE SALT

LAND SALT
Bulk Carlots
TORONTO SALT WORKS
G J. OLIFF TORONTO

Merchants

PHONE YOUR RUSH ORDERS
For anything in Fancy Goods, Cut
Glass, Toys, Smallwares, Sporting
Goods, Wire Goods, Druggists’ Sun-
dries,” Hardware Specialtles,. etc.,
to MAIN 6700

on @ Reversed charge.

Torcan Fancy Goods Co.,
Ltd.
TORONTO

Major Harry Cameron, Man. Dir.

edAutos
AKEY SHLLS THEM; USED. .

pmotdl yp..:.nan-ouz

ect to delive

Fun of same
gocd order as purchased,

rice refunded.
hnXNG mechanic of your own Cl
k to look !‘l.um":vc, 2: ;:‘ku::.l
o cf re e
{nepeotion. ¥ Enck always O
r Markét
T

inspection. Very large

and.
Breakey’s Used Ca
€02 Yonge Street,

Classified Ad Aids Cupid.

A war romance via the “Personal”
classified advertisement columns of &
daily paper has just been coensum-
mated, says a London despatch.

It is the story cf an Australian’ ex-
gergeant, who, after having won the
D.C.M. and the M.M. at the front,
passed through Birmingham in 1918
en route to a demobilization camp. On
a railroad station platform he talked
with a pretty girl for fifteen minutes,
and—the Australians being quick
workers, received a gift of a lock of
hair before he left. He @id not learn
the girl’s name, however.

Returning to Australia, hre moved to
Tasmania, and from there wrote the
chief constable at Birmingham, saying
that he had fallen in love with the
girl, and asking aid in finding her. An'
advertisement was inserted in The
Daily Mail, of London, the girl saw the
“agony column” notice, photographs
were exchanged, and last week &he
sailed for Hobart, Tasmania.

2
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Keep Minard's Liniment in the house.

=
Too Good to Be True.

Wife—"John, a man called this af-
ternoon and said he would supply us
with enough electricity to light our
house, do all our cooking and run the'
washing machine for only $1 a month.
What do you think of that?”

Hub—"You should have
that when we want current
we'll get it at a bookstore.”

told him
fiction

The Soul -of
the Advertisement

Granted an arresting head-
line, the art of writing a retail
advertisement 73 just the ability
to say one’s say intelligently,
in logical order, and, above all,
naturally.

No “literary gift"—no flowery
The
best copy is the earnest, over-

language—is  necessary.
the-counter talk you would give
to a customer.

In other words, put yourself—
your soul—into your writing.

Grammar is useful, but not
It doesn’'t make
1t
is your own earnestness and

indispensable.
or break the advertisement.

conviction that makes people
pelieve and respond to what
you say.

You will find, as you devote
more attention to your adver-
tising, that it will return you
dividends of pleasure as well
as of profit. As time passes,
customers will notice an omis-
sion and speak to you about it.
This experience is not imagin-
ary. It
merchants and publishers will

is a fact—as many

testify.

. -

/ L

One of the most enjoyable
things you can do is to spend
an hour or so a few evenings a
week thinking out a well-bal-
anced weekly newspaper adver-
tising campaign for your store
And,
having thought it out, carry it

and your merchandise.

through regardless of other

people’s opinions or whims.

You have three of the best
trading months Do,
then, as we suggest, and watch
results.

ahead.
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