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CHAPTER III.
“That is so,” assented Mr. Lexham.
“There is only one way of account 

ing for the abduction of the child,’ 
remarked Reece. “The man who 
stole her, who murdered Sir Morti 
mer, must have been something 
more than an ordinary burglar; ] 
mean that he must have been a per­
sonal foe, an ^nemy of Sir Morti 
mer’s, and a bitter and ruthless one.”

“A very reasonable conclusion, 
said Mr. Lexham ; “but, so far as we 
could discover, Sirri^ortimer had no 
personal foes, no enemy who would 
go so far in his desire for revenge 
as to commit murder.’ With all his 
faults and vices, he was a most pop 
ular man. The whole of hi$ past his­
tory was raked up, closely examined 
and we failed to find a single human 
being whom we could suspect of hav­
ing committed the crime.”

Dexter Reece pondered in silence 
for a moment or two, then he said:

"You are sure that the ruby was 
stolen ?”

Mr. Lexham shrugged his shoul­
ders. “Why, yes; as sure as one can 
be of a negative. The case which 
had held it and the other jewels was 
found in a small iron box which 
stood on a cabinet beside Mr. Morti 
mer’s bed. He could have reached it 
with his hand. The key, on a bunch 
with others, was under his pillow 
was found there the morning after 
his death. The iron box was locked ; 
the other valuables which it contain 
ed were there, and had apparently 
not even been disturbed. The case 
which held the giant ruby was empty. 
Search was made for it in every like­
ly and unlikely place; but, as I have 
said, it was never found.”

"Then somewhere, held by some­
one, is the great Desborough ruby,’ 
murmured Dexter Reece, almost to 
himself. “Great heaven, what a mys­
tery!”

Mr. Lexham nodded, merely nod­
ded, as if words were superfluous.

“We’d better go to bed,” he said; 
“they keep very early hours here, 
and you will have to be up betimes 
to-morrow.”

They parted in the corridor. Reece 
closed his door in the quiet way 
which characterized all his movc- 

* ments. He did not begin to undress 
himself, but dropped into a chair, 
and, leaning forward with his hands 
supporting his sharply defined chin, 
gazed before him in profound reflec-

. ough
ïriends. It warns ua that there is inflam­
mation or obstruction in a dangerous 
place. Therefore, when you get a bad 
cough don’t proceed to dose yourself with 
a lot of drugs that merely “stop” the 
cough temporarily by deadening the 
throat nerves. Treat the cause^heal the 
inflamed membranes. Here is a home­
made remedy that gets right at the cause 
and will make an obstinate cough vanish 
knore quickly than you ever thought pos­
sible.
I Put 2% ounces of Pinex (50 cents 
Worth) in a 16-ounce irottle and fill the 
bottle with plain granulated sugar syrup. 
This gives you 16 ounces of the "most 
pleasant and effective remedy you ever 
used, at a cost of only 54 cents. No bother 
#o prepare. Full directions with Pinex. 
1 It heals the inflamed membranes so 
feently-and promptiv that you wonder how 
it does it. Also loosens à dry, hoarse or 
bight cough and stops the formation of 
phlegm in the throat and bronchial tubes, 
jtiius ending the persistent loose cough, 
i Pinex is a highly concentrated com­
pound of Norway pine extract, rich in 
guaiacol, and is famous the world over 
ifor its healing effect on the membranes
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of absolute satisfaction, or money prompt-

tion. He was haunted, obsessed, by 
the story which he had heard ; the 
glow of the great ruby seemed to 
dance like a mist before his eyes. 
The stupendous gem was—some­
where.

Of course he knew that he was "not 
the first man by scores Whose mind 
had been agitated by the loss of the 
jewel, the vague desire of finding it. 
He knew that some of the most as­
tute minds must have been set on the 
task of its recovery. The cleverest 
detectives must have been employed ; 
they had been baffled. Years had 
passed; the lack of any clue was 
more significant now than it had been 
at the hour of the murder, robbery. 
As well search for a particular peb­
ble on a beach as hope to find the
lost ruby. And yet----- !

With a little gesture of contempt 
for the desire which was burning in 
him, he rose abruptly and took off 
his coat. As he did so, he walked to­
wards the dressing-table and, natur 
ally and involuntarily, glanced 
through the open window. The last 
rays of the coppery sunset, like the 
gleam and glow of a ruby, had van­
ished from the sky; the moon had 
risen behind the stately house, and a 
shaft, piercing the thin clouds, semote 
the lawn. As Reece’s eyes rested on 
the streak of light, something swiftly 
crossed it; the form of a woman 
closely wrapped in a cloak, with its 
hood drawn over her head.

Reece at first regarded-the swiftly 
passing figure with an amused inter­
est Of course it was one of the ser 
vant maids stealing out to meet her 
sweetheart; the hour was n.ot late 
not very much after ten, and there 
was nothing extraordinary in the girl 
keeping her rendezvous with her 
lover.

But suddenly, just as the girl was 
entering the wood, she - turned her 
head and looked towards the house 
with the evident desire to see if she 
were being followed ; and something 
in the movement of the head, an in 
definable grace, a certain individual 
ity, struck Dexter Reece with a sense 
of familiarity; he knew that it was 
Evelyn Desborough. The complacent, 
half-contemptuous smile left -his face 
it flushed then grew pale; his eyes 
watched the wood into which she had 
emerged ; his lips tightened. He 
caught up a Norfolk jacket and 
cap, slipped them on, and moved 
swiftly towards the door. But there, 
with his hand on the handle, he hesi 
tated.

For Dexter Reece was neither a vil­
lain nor a dishonourable man—at 
that time; and he shrank instinctively 
from playing the spy on his host’s 
daughter. The man, like most of us, 
was a strange compound ; his experi­
ence of life was a hard and somewhat 
bitter one. It is not necessary to go 
into its details;, suffice it that, like a 
great many other men, he had had to 
fight his way in the world alone and 
unaided ; and it may be safely said 
that no man can go through this bat 
tie without mental and physical scars.

Dexter Reece had been fighting for 
his very existence, had struggled 
from sheer poverty—he had spent his 
boyhood in a charitable institution, 
an orphanage—into his present posi­
tion, an exceedingly precarious one, 
and one in which he gained a bare liv 
ing. The man was ambitious, and al­
ways on the watch for some oppor­
tunity of improving his condition; he 
was possesseed of extraordinary men­
tal acuteness, was capable of a dog­
ged persistence in gaining his own 
ends, and was absolutely unscrupu­
lous. in seizing on anything which 
would turn to his advantage. Not a 
villain yet, but simply a man with 
a capacity for villainy lying donnant 
within him.

To-night his mind was stirred and 
excited by the tragic story which the 
old lawyer had related ; he seemed to 
have plunged into a region* of mys­
tery; the house seemed throbbing 
with it. A problem had been pre­
sented to his acute mind, and he was 
literally aching and fretting with the 
desire to solve it And now, here was 
the daughter of the house stealing 
out, evidently to keep an appoint­
ment! It was just possible that her 
action was connected with the mys­
tery, the murder, the abduction of Sir 
Mortimer’s child, the theft of the 
great ruby. The temptation to follow 
her and gain some clue would have 
beep strong tç mç>st ffiçn; Dçxtçr
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You’re Bilious ! Let 

Cascarets” Liven 
Liver and Bowels

Don’t stay headachy, constipated, sick, 
with bad breath and 

stomach sour.

Get a 10-cent box now.
You men and women who can’t get 

feeling right—who have headache, 
coated tongue, bad taste and foul 
breath,. dizziness, can’t sleep, are 
bilious," nervous and upset, bothered 
with a sick, gassy, disordered stom­
ach, or have a bad cold.

Are you keeping your bowels clean 
with Gas carets, or merely forcing a 
passageway every few days with 
salts, cathartic pills or castor oil?

Cascarets work while you sleep; 
cleanse the stomach, remove the sour, 
undigested, fermenting food and foul 
gases; take the excess bile from the 
liver and carry out of the system all 
the constipated waste matter and 
poison in the bowels.

A Gas caret to-night will straighten 
you out by morning—a 10-cent box 
from any drug store will keep your 
stomach sweèt, liver and bowels regu­
lar, and head clear for months. Don’t 
forget the children. , They love Gas- 
carets because they taste good—never 
gripe or sicken.

Reece, after a moment’s resitation, 
found it irresistible.

He opened the door noiselessly, 
paused a moment to look up and 
down the corridor and listen, then 
stole down the stairs. He had his 
excuse ready if he were met by one of 
the household ; he would say that he 
was going down for something he had 
left in the smoking-room. But, as 
Mr. Lexham had said, they kept early 
hours at Thorden, and he reached the 
hall unseen; his sharp eyes, which 
nothing, however trivial, escaped, had 
noticed a small door at the garden 
end of the hall leading to the terrace. 
It was locked and heavily bolted ; but
slowly and carefully he unfastened it, 
and, stepping out as carefully, close ! 
it behind him.

He found himself at the end of the 
terrace, which was in the shadow ; he 
dropped over the stone rail into some 
shrubs, and, completely protected 
from observation by them, he follow 
ed their course round the lawn and 
gained the park. Here he paused to 
listen, but there was no sound of an 
opening window or door; he had not 
been seen. He made his way through 
the trees in the direction of the spot 
in which Evelyn Desborough had dis­
appeared from his view; and, though 
he went cautiously through the un­
derwood, he did not slink; for he 
knew that he might be met or seen 
by Evelyn or the person she was go­
ing to meet, and that he would have 
to account for his presence by assert 
ing that he could not sleep, and had 
come out for a stroll in the cool air.

Every now and then he stopped to 
listen, but he could hear nothing, no 
sound of footsteps or voices,1 and his 
conscience—perhaps his fear of dis 
covery—made itself felt, and he was 
actually about to return to the house 
when the scent of a cigarette

WOMEN FROM
« ll55 TESTIFY

To the Merit of Lydia EL Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable Com­
pound during Change 

of Life.
Westbrook, Me. — “I was passing 

through the Change of Life and had 
pains in my back 
and side and was so 
weak I could hardly 
do my housework.
I have taken Lydia 
E. Pinkham’s Vege­
table Compound and 
it has done me a lot 
of good. I will re­
commend your med­
icine to my friends 
and give you permis­
sion to publish my 

testimonial. ” — Mrs. Lawrence Mar­
tin, 12 King St, Westbrook, Maine.

Mans ton, Wis. — “At the Change of 
Life I suffered with pains in my back 
and loins until I could not stand. I also 
had night-sweats so that the sheets 
would be wet. I tried other medicine 
but got no relief. After takingone bot­
tle of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound I began to improve and I 
continued its fuse for six months. The 
pains left me, the night-sweats and hot 
flashes grew less, and in one year I was 
a different woman. I know I have to 
thank you for my continued good health 
ever since. ” — Mrs. M. J. Brownell, 
Mans ton, Wis.

The success of Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Compound, made from roots 
and herbs, is unparalleled in such cases.

If yen want special advice write to 
Lydia E. Ptnkham Medicine Co. (confi­
dential) Lynn, Mass. Tour letter will 
be opened, read and answered by a 
woman, and held In strict «iaM«iir».• ttT Sr'rf 'f TTFr fît f J ! TT

v.atted towards him. He was all 
keenness again in a moment; crouch 
ing low, he made a circular progress 
towards the spot from which the 
cigarette smoke came, and suddenly 
found himself face to face with an old 
rustic summer-house. Fortunately 
or him, he had arrived at the back 

of it, and so was not seen by a young 
n:an who was pacing up and down 
the front.

Dexter Reece lowered himself to 
the ground until he was in a lying 
position, and scanned the young man 
keenly. He was a splendid specimen 
of manhood—tall, broad-shouldered, 
and graceful. As he turned, Reece 
saw the young fellow’s face plainly 
and noticed it was a singularly hand­
some one; but it was the expression 
i.-.ore than the masculine beauty of 
the features and outline which in­
stantly impressed Dexter Reece—an 
expression at once reckless, devil- 
may-care, and good-humoured.

The eyes were a dark grey, bold, 
courageous even to audacity, yet they 
were neither hard nor stern ; the lips, 
clean-shaven, spoke of courage and 
audacity as plainly as did the eyes; 
t ut an easy, good-tempered smile 
seemed to lurk about their corners, 
and they were pleasantly curved Et 
this moment, as their owner hummed 
an air from one of the latest of the 
musical comedies. He wore a long, 

ery loose overcoat and a soft-brim­
med hat, which, though the brim was 
turned down all round, was careless­
ly set on the back of his head and 
revealed the handsome face.

At the first moment of his scrutiny 
Dexter Reece knew who the young 
man was, for he noted the likeness in 
the devil-may-care face to the Des­
borough family portraits. It must be 
Sir Reginald’s only son Ronald, of 
whom Mr. Lexham had spoken.

Reece’s sharp ears caught the 
sound of a rustling in the brake, and 
a moment or two afterwards Evelyn 
Desborough glided forward, and, with 
a faint cry of joy and apprehension 
at the sight of the tall figure, threw 
herself into her brother’s arms.

Household Notes.
Tippet shoulder capes of velvet are 

among the old-fashioned features we 
may expect to see.

Sofe crushed hats of velvet may be 
finished by a hand of fur fitting close 
against the hair.

Serge and gabardine have been 
adopted by Paris for the walking and 
general morning wear suit.

Shoulder “tippets” or little capes, 
set in at the top of the sleeves and cut 

19 ripple, are yilte bewUçhlnç.
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ME FIREMEN
may save your home and belong 
Inge from utter destruction by the 
flames, but the smoke and water 
will create a great deal of havoc.

"IRE INSURANCE
will make good your damaged pro­
perty and supply you with suffi­
cient ready funds to replace de­
stroyed articles. Have me write 
you an insurance policy to-day.

PERCIE JOHNSON,
Iisiraiee Agent

1 Whisky 8
Don’t be careless and sim­

ply ask for Whisky.
Ask for

House of Lords,
a mellow full strength,

10 Years Old
Scotch — a favourite with 

the public.

J. C. BAIRD.

The Am Novel of 1915.

CHAPTER IV.
“Ronnie!” she gasped, pressing 

him to her lovingly. “Oh, Ronnie, 
why have you come?"

Ronald Desborough took her head 
i.i his hands, put the hair from her 
ferehead, kissed her, and laughed 
reassuringly.

“It’s all right, Evie!” he said, in a 
frank, careless voice, the kind of voice 
which has a smile in it, as the French 
say. “Don't be frightened. Why, 
you’re trembling like a mouse. But, 
cf course, you are frightened, having 
to steal out of the house like a thief 
in the night; it’s deuced rough on 
you, and I ought to be ashamed of 
myself for asking you to come.”

“No, no!” she breathed. “Of course, 
I would come. I should have been 
here some minutes before this, but I 
thought I heard a sound in the wood, 
and I lingered amongst the trees to 
listen. Are you sure you haven’t 
teen seen, Ronnie? Are you quite 
sure?”

He laughed the easy, confident 
laugh of the man to whom fear is a 
stranger, whose nerves are of steel.

“Quite sure. Who is there to see 
me? I dodged the keeper; he's at the 
other end of the wood. Don’t tremble, 
Kiddie, or I shall be sorry that I ask­
ed you to come. But I couldn’t go 
away without seeing you once 
more----- ”

“Oh, Ronnie!” she broke in .anx­
iously. “There’s some fresh trouble,
I know there is! Tell me, Ronnie 
dear; tell me quickly. Is it anything 
very serious this time?”

He shrugged his shoulders, smiled 
down at her, and drew her cloak, 
which had come apart, across the 
bosom of her evening dress.

“Well, it is rather curious, I’m 
afraid, Evie. There! don’t start, and 
don’t cry out; we fiiay be heard.”

(To be Continued.)

MICHAEL O’HALLORHAN
by Gene Stratton Porter.

This is the story of Mickey the news­
boy and his ward-peacher. whom he 
found with a crippled back and cried 
for until she was cured. It tells of 
Mickey’s part in the romance of Doug­
las Bruce and Leslie Winton ; and of 
the kindliness of Peter Harding and 
his wife to peacher, and finally of 
Mickey’s own love story with the waif 
he found years before.

The book possesses, like all of the 
author’s works, a deep feeling for 
nature, the charm of the woods, the 
flowers and all growing things.

Paper 65c.'; cloth 90c. Not a dull 
page in all the 500 pages.

Garland’s Bookstores,
177 & 353 Water Street.
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Do It Now !
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siruetiiuta to ‘.nil for you.

Laundry
wfieli next you requu» *ny work 
lotie.

EXjf’KKT WORK Kite.
LaTESI machinery. 
PROMPT SERVICE.

Globe Steam Laundry 
Co., Limited.
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New HATS 
and MILLINERY 
at BLAIR’S

Just arrived per S.S. Lexington :

LADIES’ FELT and VELVET HATS, 
Feather Mounts, Sprays & Flats, 
Wings, Flowers, & Berry Foliage, 

Veilings, Mercerised Scarves, 
Talfeta and Merv Silk Ribbons, 
Black Satin and Velvet Ribbons.
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The Attraction of This 
Store is

QUALITY.
THE QUALITY OF OUR

Winter OVERCOATINGS & SUITINGS
IS UP TO OUR STANDARD,

Come in and be Convinced,

a

Chaplin’s, 1
The Store That Pleases. I

Ready for Your 
Selection

are the most popular fabrics and smartest de­
signs. Come in and see what attractive suits

We are Tailoring 
for Men

at this season. We know we could fit you cor­
rectly and satisfy you in every particular with 
our high-class work.

Let us take your measure this week.

j.a» ’

Ladies* and Gents’ TaUoring,

153 Water Street, - - St. John’
•«U

MINARD’S LINIMENT CURES DIPH- 
THERIA,


