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PAGE ELEVEN
.AUBEGH Minier sais PAGE 1

one who anticipates pommiine Tttare. 
Nor did Harris’ expression and nnu- 
her render this improbable The ist- 
ter pushed his way forward with en- 
ury strides. until be reached the man 
to sought. leaning over the table to 
front him. lis face black with pas- 
soon. his first words plainly audible 
to us above the din of a jazz band.

•Say, where the h—I have you been?

for a d—n fool, did you, Daly? Well 
I’ll show you what you’re up against- 
you and yer girl. Come now, where’s 
that boodle?"
‘ "I know nothing about it, Harris." 

"You’re a lier. This dame went 
away with Alva in his car. I saw her 
go out with him. You cough up, both 
of you, and be d—n quick about it, 
or you’ll never get out of here with- 
out a hole through you. You think 
you can double-cross me; I’ll show 
you a trick of my own !"

: He was reaching for his gun. It 
must have caught in his pocket, though 
I wasted no time. It was his life or 
mine, and I gripped the empty wine 
bottle on the table and smashed a 
vicious blow at his head. He went 
down like a log, his body half project- 
ing through the curtains, while 1 
wheeled about barely in time to meet 
the mad bull rush of Waldron. The 
Russian could not have been armed, 
for he came at me with bare hands, 
his grip like that of a bear. For an 
instant he had me throttled, scarcely 
able to breathe, my hands pinned help- 
lessly in the grasp of his arms. But 
brute strength was all he possessed, 
brute strength and ferocity. The bot- 
tie was crushed out of my fingers, yet 
I wriggled partially free, and got one 
hand twisted into his whiskers, jerk- 
ing his head back, and side-wise, until 
the strained neck threatened to crack, 
and he had to release his grip to 
protect himself. It was all over in a 
minute, but hot while it lasted; I 
know we struck against the girl, 
throwing her to her knees; I know the 
fellow stumbled over Harris’ legs, giv- 
ing me a chance to drive home one

IFE BURDENEDsazoqut

present recluse BY DYSPEPSIAMCC
Health and Happiness Game 

With "Frult-a-ives"
Made From Fruit Juices and Tonics
"Fruit-a-tives”, the wonderful 

medicine made from the juices of 
apples, oranges, figs and prunes, is 
one of the greatest means of doing 
good that this country of ours has 
ever known
‘Fruit-a-tives” is bringing health 

to hundreds and hundreds of people 
who suffer with chronic Constipation, 
Biliousness and Dyspepsia.

Mr. Frank Hall of Wyevale, Ont., 
says, "I purchased a box of " Fruit-a- 
tives " and began the treatment. My 
condition improved immediately. 
The dyspepsia ceased to be the burden 
of my life as it had been, and I was 
freed of Constipation ".

50c. a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size 25c. 
At dealers or sent by Fruit-a-tives 
Limited, Ottawa, Ont.
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• THE STRANGE CASE 9* CAVENDISH
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CHAPTER V.-Leaving the crowd to I women—some, of them, at least—are 

discuss the message she had brought, the really elegantly dressed, and in excel- 
girl, discovers Severn listening. She so- I lent taste, and there is no more noise, 
HLcic L 0 more coarseness, than I have wt- 
day. He tells her his name is Daly. Har- nessed at the Waldorf. The men are 
ris informs him of a scheme he has, to not bad-looking, either, do you think?” 

sum amounting to 11000,000, the “Well, there are all grades here, 
Severn accepts the proposition. | now that I look about; yet, as you 

say, the average is not bad. Prob- 
ably they will grow louder later in the 
evening, when they take the lid off." 
“I don’t believe they ever do—that 

is, entirely. Mr. McLaughlin, the de- 
tective who came with us, said this 
was really the most: dangerous place

that and

tum"of CHAPTER VI-Bevern learns it- 
his new friend and a “Captain Alva” w 
had lost the box which started him 
the trail. Harris tells him the woman Marie Gessler. He arranges to m 
Severn next day at Tom Costigan’s ( 
toon. Leaving the building, Severnnoti astalled automobile a few blocks aw 
Investigating, he finds the body of C

T

FLOOR SCAPING 
MACHINE

I have purchased a “Uni- 
versal Floor Scraping Ma- 
chine" (one of the best on 
the market) and am now 
prepared to scrape hard- 
wood floors of every des- 
cription in a thoroughly 
first-class manner at most 
moderate prices.• 

RATES ON 
APPLICATION

THOS. R. McKENZIE 
Phone 271 - Campbellton 
Sept. 4-tf.

town from the police viewpoint. Its

desser. Securing it, be remembers have 
seen it, or one like it, in 
hat.

very surface quiet made It a special 
ric|menace. Nothing was ever permitted 

cream ato occur here which, would give the
by “What Is This, a Double Cross, Wal- fist square into his face. I heard 

him rip out a Hebrew oath, and saw 
blood staining his lips. I tried to 
break away from him, but it was no 
use; yet the effort opened his guard 
for a swift uppercut, and I let him 
have it straight to the chin. He 
crashed back across the table, and 
hung there dangling, arms outspread 
and head in a broken dish. Before I 
could strike again, or even recover 
my breath, the curtains were thrust 
violently aside, and the head-waiter, 
backed by a half dozen subordinates, 
came tumbling in over Harris’ inert 
body. Even as they stared about, I 
helped the girl to her feet, and faced 
them.

“What happen here, M’sieur? What 
happen?” shrieked the excited French- 
man. "You keel ze men? What?"

“No; they’re just knocked out. A 
little private affair, that’s all,” I said, 
too exhausted to speak clearly. "See 
here, M’sieur," and I thrust the first 
bill I could reach into his hand. "Hush 
this up, will you, and let the lady 
and me get out of here."

He dashed about frantically, wring- 
ing his hands and gesticulating.
: "Oui, oui ! Eet shall be so. There 
ees to be no trouble, no police. Ze 
men attack you, M’sieur Daly—I see 
eet all; you protect ze Madame. There 
be no noise, no peestal—bien! Fran-

this, a de ble-cross, Wal-
CHAPTER VIL—Believing Marie left 

the foundry with Alva, Severn is forced 
to believe she is the slayer. He takes 
the daszer with him, leaving the body 
to be discovered later. At the address 
Marie had given him he finds she is 
unknown. He visits Costigan’s and learns 
that Harris has disappeared. Costigan 
apparently has no doubt that Severn is 
really “Daly,” and gives him his full

. department any excuse for a raid. If 
1there was a fight, or even a murder, 
|it was hushed up instantly, and the 
|victim hidden away, before even the 
|patrolman on the block could hear 

about it. He mentioned several cases;

of the County of What 
dron?"in Fro "What you mean?" ejaculated the 
other. "By Gott! it is rather you I 
should ask why you not tell me the 
truth?"

"Tell you! What the devil have I 
got to tell you? Don’t get funny with 
me. You sent me a not this morning, 
didn’t you?"

"Sure I did.”
"Well, then, why didn’t you meet 

me? D—n it. I’ve been hunting you all 
day long. What’s the idea? Come, 
blurt it out, before I wring your d—n 
Jew neck."

Waldron spread his hands, and lifted 
his shoulders in an expression more 
eloquent than words.

"What a man! You cuss me, but 
not wait to hear why this all was so. 
You sit down, and I tell you. Then 
maybe you tell me something also.”

Harris stared at him, then sank into 
the vacant chair opposite, still scowl- 
ing angrily across the table. A waiter 
paused at his elbow expectantly, and, 
in response to something said, the 
thief jerked out a surly answer.

"No, I don’t want anything to eat. 
Bring me some whisky—a half pint— 
with a little water. Yes, that’s all; 
now get out of here.”

At this moment Francois returned 
with our final course, obliging us to 
appear indifferent to the quarrel rag- 
ing beyond the curtains. Both men 
must have lowered their voices, for 
our ears caught nothing of what was 
said. It seemed to me the waiter was 
unusually slow in rearranging the table.

"There, that will do, Francois,” I

and said the waiters were especially 
selected to take care of any rough 
house."
, "Perhaps that is what makes it pop- 
ular with the class they cater to."

"Safe, you mean. Yes; he said they 
could spot any criminal of reputation 
in the country at Perond’s, if they 
only waited long enough; that half 
the big jobs in New York were plotted 
at these tables.”

"I begin to comprehend,” I said 
jocularly, “why I was received as a 
distinguished guest. The headwaiter 
must have recognized me as an old 
pal—my face is my fortune.”

"He may have mistaken you for 
Daly,” she admitted soberly, "but 
more likely it was your tip which 
made him so attentive. You are some 
spender, Mr. Severn.”

“That depends on who I am with; 
this is an unusual occasion.”

She did not smile, or look at me, 
but leaned slightly forward, drawing 
back a fold of the curtain with one 
hand, so as to gain a wider glimpse 
of the large room without. A mo- 
ment she remained motionless; then 
turned her face sideways toward me.

"Waldron is already here," she whis- 
|pered warningly. “He is alone at that 

second table, against the pillar. Step 
around this side and you can see; 
the man with gray, bushy hair.”

I could not easily have mistaken the

confidence. 2

CHAPTER VIIL—At his hotel Severn 
finds a message asking him to ‘phone the 
Hotel McAlpin.’ He does so and is invited 
to call. At the McAlpin he meets Marie 
Gessler. She refuses fully to explain her 
position, and he is unable to make up 
his mind as to whether she is guilty or 
innocent of Alva’s murder. The presump-: 
tion, however, is all against her, and 
Severn, on whom she has made a deep 
impression, is in a quandary.

Perond’s was really underground; at 
least you descended a broad pair of 
steps to attain its entrance, and the 
glass in windows and doors fronting 
the street was heavily draped, pre- 
venting any view of the interior from 
without. What was overhead could 
not be determined in the darkness, 
my eyes merely discerning the out- 
lines of a tall building, without a 
gleam of light showing anywhere 
,from top to bottom. The front of the 

restaurant, however, was brilliantly 
lit, and a colored man in uniform

I have a supply of sand and grad- 
el suitable for concrete work etc., al- 
ways on hand and can deliver at the
shortest notice

SAVE MONEY.GET MY PRICES.

J. C. CHATTERTO YORRHEA
Campbellton, N, B.

Successfully treated
WE EMPLOY THE MOST

APPROVED METHODSpromptly held open the door as 
began descending the stairs.

Within the vestibule a maid

we
‘cois, Jules, you will help ze lady an’ 
se gentleman to go—quick.”

The two waiter-guardians held back 
the curtains for us to pass through. 
The main dining room was not as dis- 
turbed as I anticipated it might be. 
As we came forth and made our way 
down the aisle under escort, we were 
gazed at curiously, but no demonstra- 
tion followed.

A group of waiters stood before the 
outer door, evidently collected there 
to prevent any alarm from reaching 
the outside. To the signal of Francois 
these stepped aside, permitting us to 
pass through into the vestibule.

I assisted my companion into her 
coat, and then hastily struggled into 
my own. She was pale, but her eyes 
met my own bravely, and her hand 
touched my arm as we went up the 
steps. Above, all remained quiet and 
dark.

"What next?" 1 asked.
"I believe there are taxis around the 

corner.”
"Good; I would prefer riding to 

walking, myself. Where do you wish 
to be taken ?"

“Back to the hotel, please.”
In the semi-darkness of the cab I 

felt her hand touch mine gently, as 
though half afraid.

"Oh, I was so frightened—so sorry 
to have brought you there. It was all 
my fault. The Russian had a knife."

"Yes, I know; I caught a glimmer 
of it, but he went down and out for 
the count before it could be used.

re-
lieved us of outside wraps, and thus 
unencumbered we advanced through 
open doors directly into the main 
room. This was a surprisingly large 
apartment, filled with tables of va- 
rious sizes and shapes, the majority

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 other cases. 
Do you know that you may have 
yorrhea and not know it yourself? 
Let us examine you today. Electric 
passages and mercitan Treatment 
The Most Famous.

Dr. B RENNA
Office in McLean Bldg.

t3
1

occupied by men and women, either fellow; his appearance was too em- 
eating or drinking. Near the center phatically that of the Russian Jew of 
was a cleared space for dancing, but a certain type to enable him to con- 
at that moment unoccupied, while ceal his birthright. His back was to- 
against the farther wall, on a rather ward us, yet as he occasionally cast 
high stage, two cabaret singers were his eyes about over the faces of those

broke out, at last, impatiently. "We 
will want nothing else at present. 
When I need you again I will ring. 
That is the bell, I presume.”

"Oui, M’sieur."
"All right; then leave us alone for 

a while."
Neither one of us touched a thing, 

the coffee growing cold in the cups, 
as we endeavored to distinguish what 
was going on at that second table out 
in the main dining room. I came 
around beside her, to where I could 
peer out also beneath the curtain 
fold, and thus gain glimpses of the 
two men. They were talking earnest- 
ly, but had lowered their voices, until 
they were nearly inaudible amid the 
din of the place. The anger and threat 
had gone out of both voices; but only oc- 
casionally could we weave together 
words into an understandable sen- 
tence; these came to us detached, un- 
related, as the surrounding noise 
ceased suddenly, or the music came 
to a pause.

"You didn’t get it! Then who the 
h—1 did? Me, I should say no; why 
I never knew the old man had even 
slipped him the dough. That d—n 
girl rode down with him. Of course 
I do; I saw them go out together; 
that’s why I thought I was playing 
safe to keep away. Somebody has

Limited 
B.

noisily entertaining the crowd. Alto- around him, I had a glimpse of a 
gether it was a stirring and attractive beaked note, and a sallow, dull com- 
scene, bearing to my mind no re- plexion, which seemed to blend natu- 
semblance of any preconceived notion i rally into a scragging beard of no 
of the underworld. I could have eas-

7

perceptible color. His hair though 
was iron-gray, apparently uncut for 
weeks, and thrust back from an un- 
usually high forehead, so as to give 
the man a ruffled, unkempt appear- 
ance far from pleasing. He was big 
all over, strangely burly for a Jew, 
with broad shoulders and large hands, 
thickly covered with hair.

I moved back around the table as 
Francois appeared, and resumed my 
seat, keeping silent until the waiter 
again vanished, and left us alone.

“And now that you have located the 
fellow,” I asked curiously, “what do 
you propose doing—go out and talk 
with him?"

She shook her head.
"I have reason to believe he expects

NOTICE OF SALEily imagined that we had, entered, 
rather, the restaurant of an ultra- 
fashionable hotel the other side of 
Broadway.

Nor did our entrance create the 
slightest interest, beyond awakening 
the attention of the head waiter, who 
met us smilingly.

“A table for two, M’sieur?"
“A booth, please; have you one 

near the center?” and I slipped a bill 
into his hand, which closed it instant- 
ly out of sight.
“Ah, certainly; the very thing, 

M’sieur. I will show you. Francois, 
the central booth for the gentleman. 
Ah, see, M’sieur—blen, très bien !"

It was indeed a cozy spot, with the 
heavy curtains held aside. A divan 
of soft plush across the end, a table 
covered with snowy linen, and already 
glistening with silver and glass, in 
the center, and three exceedingly com- 
fortable chairs.

“It is very fine, M’sieur," I said. 
“Quite to my satisfaction. You might 
lower one of those curtains, if you 
will. Yes, that is much better. Is 
Francois our waiter?”

“Oui, M’sleur; you would be served? 
The table de holt, Francois. These 
dishes are ready—but, M’sieur, we 
serve quickly whatever you wish.”.

He spread his hands expressively, 
glanced swiftly about to assure him- 
self all was well, and backed out, still 
politely bowing, leaving ‘the attentive 
Francois beside me, pad in hand. At 
my suggestion the lady gave the or- 
ler using discretion, I thought, while

SIP plemented with a bottle of wine, 
-ste of thus enerietic necative con-

reyed to me across the table. As the 
valter departed I surveyed my com- 
union, realizing as never before’ how 
stremely attractive she was. She 
st have read something of this in 

eyes, for her own simited wist-

"What is it you were thinking 
• Lout?" -.,1

“Perhaps I had better not tell.’
“Another secret? AVeil, then, an-

TO Mrs. Marion F. Ferguson and 
Rosalind Ferguson, both of the City of 
Boston in the State of Massachusetts, one 
of the United States of America, and 
Elias Ingrouville of the own of Camp 
bellton in the County of Restigouche and 
Province of New Brunswick, Millman, 
and all others whom it may concern: , 

NOTICE is hereby given that under 
and by virtue of a Power of Sale con- 
tained in a certain Indenture of Lease- 
hold Mortgage, bearing date the Twenty- 
seventh day of June A. D., 1922. , and 
made between Elias Ingrouville of the 
Town of Campbellton, County of Resti- 
gouche and Province of New Brunswick. 
Millman, of the one part; and Mrs. Mar- ion E. Ferguson and Rosalind Ferguson, 
both of the City of Boston in the State 
of Massachusetts, one of the United 
States of America, of the other part: 
recorded in the records of the County of 
Restigouche as No. 20817 on pages 636 
to 642 of Book "B3" of the said Records: 

AND further under an Assignment of 
the said above-described Mortgage dated 
August 1st. A. D. 1923, by the said Mrs. 
Marion E. Ferguson and Rosalind Fer- 
guson to J. & D. A. Harquail Co. Limit- 
ed a duly incorporated Company, incor- poratted under the laws of the Province 
of New Brunswick, having its Head Office 
and chief place of business in the Town 
of Campbellton in the County of Resti- 
gouche, said Assignment , of Mortgage 
having been recorded in the Records of 
the County of Restigouche as No. 21645 
on pages 805-807 of Book "E3" 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 Indent- ure of Assignment of Mortgage, default 
having been made in payment of princl- 
pal and interest thereof, be sold in front 
of the Post Office, Campbellton, in the 
Taitc: creee 

at noon, all the lands and premises des- 
cribed in the said Indenture of Leasehold 
Mortgage (and) redescribed in the said Indenture of Assignment of Mortgage), 
bounded and described as follows:J fli"Beginning at a point on the southern side of the King’s Highway (being a con- 
tinuation of Roseberry Street) at the 
point of intersection of the north-west 
corner of a lot of land leased by the said 
Lessor to one Ludger Gaudreau nith the southern side of the said King’s High- 
way; thence running SOUTHERLY along 
the western side line of the lot leased 
to the said Ludger Gaudreau One Hun- 
dred feet to a point; thence running 
WESTERLY parallel with the southern : 

land leased by the said Lessor to one 
John G. Watling, and parallel with the 
= 

the glass kiner. Southerly side of the KinEs 

doors until she vanished among the Highway fifty feet to the place or 
crowd in the lobby. I could not per- : ginningher with all improvements and 
mit her to go away like this; to get ! guildings and improvements thereon, and 
beyond my sight and knowledge—yet the male land and premises belonging or 
I hesitated too long, until she had : in any manner apperthtolin the County 
merged into the swirling crowd and ! of Restigouche. this Nineteenth day of 
was 10 (Continued next week) (6) Ua DPA HARUUESCratE 

------------------------------------------------------------ (Sgd.) KELLY & GILBERT.
Solicitors for Assignee of

Mortgage.
Sept. 27-8-wks.

to meet some one here," she ex- 
plained. “I do not know who; that 
is one thing I desire to find out. From 
what you have told me tonight I rather 
think now it may be Harris.”

"To divvie up?"
“To talk it over, at least; they’d 

hardly bring the stuff in here. Prob- 
ably by this time that is safely 
planted.”

Francois came back, and we devoted 
ourselves to the meal, although I could 
observe her glancing constantly 
through the opening in the curtains to 
make sure of her men. Finally 
Francois disappeared with the rem- 
nants, while we awaited the serving 
of dessert. From my seat I could see 
nothing of the Russian.

"No one arrived yet?” I inquired. 
“The Jew still there?”

“He remains atone eating. Ah!‘my 
guess was right—isn’t that Harris, 
who has just come in?"

Iwas “Gentleman George” beyond 
the shadow of a doubt. He had evi- 
dently located Waldron the moment 
of entering the room, and with no 
other thought in his‘mind headed 
straight toward where the letter sat. 
The Jew glanced up, saw him ap- 
proaching, and drew partially back 
from the table, the knife he had been 
using still gripped in his hand.
His nosture was that of defense. of

There is nothing to worry over now."
“They did not get the money?"
"No, that is clear enough. Some- 

body got the bulge on them, and they
$

are very properly sore. You heardplayed us for suckers. If you had 
kept your d—n mouth shut we’d a-had 
It easy."

Waldron broke in, stung by this last 
taunt into elevating his voice.

"What you mean, I keep my mouth 
shut? So help me, Moses, I tell no- 
body."

“The h—I you didn’t! You blabbed 
the whole thing to Daly. He told me 
so himself. That’s what I was doing 
last night, bluffing him out.”‘

"I tell Daly? Where you git that 
stuff? I ain’t seen Daly for three 
year. Was he in this deal? Why you 
not tell me of Daly before?”

"Tell you! I never knew it until 
he told me."

A waiter brushed past him, bearing 
a tray, striking against one shoulder 
as he passed. Harris glanced up with 
a snarling oath, and, before I realized 
the danger, his eyes must have caught 
a glimpse of me beneath the draped 
curtain. Instantly the fellow was on 
his feet, all else forgotten in a swift 
wave of passion.

“There’s the guy now!” he burst

Harris swear you left with Alva.”
othing about it; you"Harris knows : 

must believe me.’
"I intcd to--

Harris."
She may not! 

pleased with in:

dinty as against

-Alai no more until wo 
entrance. She wired
with the chiuuTer:
the wide pavement to mlier.

“It may be best for you not to cur
one never knows."

"This is not a final parting. I hope?
"Perhaps so, perhaps not. You de

not wholly trust me. Some day I mean
you shall. Good-night."

I felt her hand in mine, just for a 

moment; then the doors opened and 
closed, leaving me alone.

the
R

tionery fit and service thancannot find better CHAPTER X 
The Proof of Murder—The Back Room

I

of Costigan’s

I watched her through

You will remember the “He’s hiding in that booth; Iforth.
a saw him. Come on, and we’ll have 

the stiff cough up yet !"
I drew back swiftly, pushing the 

I girl behind me. There was no place 

Ifin which to hide, no chance for 
:escape. Perhaps I could explain, but 
II’ve not, then I must fight. The two 
ssame plunging through the opening 

and faced us, the heavy curtains drop 
ping behind them and shutting out all 

Iview beyond. Harris, inflamed b3 
drink, glared about as though doubt- 
ling the evidence of his own eyes, but 

i his expression was that of savage 
|hatred.

“H—I, if they ain’t both of ’em here! 
:Say, this is rich. So you two are in 
1 I whoso, Meys. 3hgui yod piny ms

swer this—what de you think 
Perond’s?"

“Actually E am unable to for

of

line
where I am," 1 answered honestly.
“The contrast from those dark streets, 

: suggestive of crime, to this brilliancy 
Tis altogether too sudden. It has left

THE WON 
rann NEW DISCOVERY IN 

ISOLATING HAFNIUM
London, Oct. 9—Hafnium, 99 per

con”
FOR8

ANEMIC GIRLS2 
Scott’s Emulsion

it “It affected me that way the first, 
visit. I could not convince myself of 
Ithe true nature of the place;• 

seemed—well, altogether too respeet-, 
able, I always associated the under- 

world wit b roughness and poverty, po-I 
slice surveillance, and all that. But 
ees - - -

Hafnium is derived from the folspar 
mines of Norway, and the raw mater-It-Reform 

e’s Lim
cent. pure may be not so familiar to
the public as better advertised arti-ial is abundant there.
cles, but that is the degree of per- Prof. Bohr hopes soon, according 
fection attained by Prof. Nills Bohr, to reports from Copenhagen, to de- 
of Denmark, in isolating the new velop the substance to such a degree 
element of the strange name which he that it will prove profitable to the 
discovered only a few months ago. electric lamp industry.HONE ‘2 curtist Inst
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