by; but No. 19 had evidently no eye for
the beautiful—and no time to waste on
the care of plants. The necessary priv-
acy was ensured by closely-drawn mus-
lin curtains,. whose smoke-coloured hue
betrayed a proud scorn of the humble
wash tub. Unlike the other houses, too,
the windows giving on the front were
all hermetically closed, although the
day was a warm one. A brass plate
upon the door informed all interested in
~ the fact that Dr. Aram Kalfian lived
within.

The door was opened to Dick by a
dark, ill-fa\'ouredvlooking individual in
rolled-up shirt sleeves, who scowled at
him under bent brows as if his very
presence was an insult and an injury
to him. He was the type of man you
would expect to find spouting Socialism
in a corner of Hyde Park; one who
sees in every well-dressed man or
woman his natural enemy, and would
go out of his way to kick an animal if
if it looked sleek and well fed. When
Dick inquired of this worthy if Dr.
Kalfian were within, he answered
neither yea nor nay; nor did he con-
descend on his side to ask any quest.lqn
as to the name or business of the visi-
tor, but with an inarticulate grunt
turned on his heel and stalked along the
passage—leaving the other to follow or
not, as he chose; threw open the doqr
of the back room, and thrusbing l_ns
head inside called out, in a gruff voice
to its occupant: “Someone to see you”;
then, evidently considering he had done
all that could be expected of him,
wheeled round again and slouel']ed out of
sight, and into some mysterious back
region, whither we will not attempt to
follow him.

At another time the man’s suyly‘man-
ner would have amused or irritated
Dick, according to the mood of the
moment; but now absorbed in one
dominant thought, one steadfast pur-
pose, he scarcely observed it. Passing
through the open door, he closed it
carefully behind him—and then stood
for a moment, his eyes fixed _pIeI’Cl“gly
upon the man who rose to his feet as
he entered and stood in an a'ttltude.of
polite attention. Anyone with mn;g
less preoccupied than our hero BOB
have inevitably remarked two thmgs}.1
firstly, the smell of stale smoke Wlt.
which the atmosphere was poisoned;
secondly, the darkness of the room; for
the green venetian blinds had been let
down to keep out the afternoon sun.
When their eyes had gradually accus-
tomed themselves to the semi-obscurity,
they’ would probably have noted tha&
the walls were of a bilious green, an
with the exception of two small maps
affixed with drawing-pins, P?rfe?“y
bare; that the splendours or dilapida-
tions of the carpet were hidden byha
dirty drugget; that the Who_le of b(’:
furniture consisted of two big leathelr
armchairs, whose backs were greasy
from the friction of countless genera-
tions of heads, of a.sofa to mateh, of “E
small, mahogany cheffonier, of the sor
mostly affected by small lodgmg-house(i
keepers, and of a writing-table heaPed
with an untidy litter of books al}d
papers. Dick, however, as we have sal
before, saw but one object, the man
whose name had rung in his ears da.}t’;
and night since he first came across 1
amongst his father’s papers. i

Dr. Aram XKalfian’s appearance and
attire savoured as little of his suppose
profession as did his room, for he W;s
dressed in a suit of shabby grey twee Sf’
whilst his feet were cased in a pair (r’l
monstrous carpet slippers. In perso_lé
he was an under-sized, squarely-bui
man of about forty, with arms of} gltn
ape-like length; his hands were white
and well-cared for, the ﬁnger—nguls tl}l)l
ordinately long and hooked _hkebh _t;
beak of a bird of prey, but in eld
sinuous strength suggested fn:ue]ty; an
the face above them intensified the 1m(i
pression. His complexion was .olxve, 3;2
he wore his bushy, black hair in foll)‘flcllz
fashion, straight on end; his eyes, aca_
also, were overshadowed by 'thlck, S'gaat
gling eyebrows—one of which stoothixn
ieast a quarter of an inch higher - =
its fellow; his nose 'and lips were t élél -
the former aquiline in shape, the l?thez;
with the chin, sparsely cov.ered wi
stubbly growth of black hair. .

He was the first to break the sﬂsnce'

“Good afternoon, Mr. Emberson,” he
- said coolly; “to what am I indebted for
the honour of this visit?” .

At the sound of his own name falling
from the lips of one who was to him
an absolute stranger, Dick started vio-
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Smoking tobacco
not tabasco

“Take it from me, I gets so hungry for someé real pipe
smoke my stomach bags at the knees. Wasp brands
always are buzzin’ ’round like bees, but, says I to
myself, nay, no! I'm pipe shy! No stingerino for
yours truly.

“‘Change your brand,” says Jim. ‘You're getting no
better fast. Beat it to some Prince Albert pipe smoke
while your shoes are good.” 1 go to it.

“First crack out of the box I'm dead wise to the fuss
and racket about Prince Albert. Why, it can’t burn
your tongue!

“[ fills up the old T. D. again and then
again—smoke ’er fast like an’ red hot.
Says I, here’s the joy smoke, comin’
and goin’!”

/' PRINGE ALBERT

/ the inter-national joy smoke

has every quality men never before did find
blended into one grand smoke—perfect flavor,
fragrance, cool, non-biting, - -
long-burning, close-fire
and dust-fine ashes.

And listen : It makes the bulliest
cigarette you ever hooked a match
to—cool, sweet and fresh. Just
divorces you from the dust-brands and
fire-brands. Go to it!

Most Canadian dealers now sell Prince Albert
tobacco in the tidy 2-oz. tin. If your dealer
does not handle it, tell him to order from his jobber.
Leading Canadian jobbers are now supplied.

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY
Winston-Salem! N.C, U.S. A.
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CANONG'S &

A good Beginning

GANONG'S
THE FINEST IN THE lANl?
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