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is collectable if Mr. Ballau was mur- 
dered, the theory becomes untenable.” 

Lieut. Norton leaned forward and 
spoke for the first time.

“Have you any particular interest 
in proving that a murder has been 
committed instead of suicide?" he 
asked.

"I see what you mean,” De Medici 
smiled slowly. “I am engaged to 
marry Miss Ballau and you think I 
have a personal Interest in securing 
the collection of the insurance 
money left her by her father. I have 
no such interest."

The coroner, after a pause, con­
tinued his questioning.

Q.—Did you have any discussion 
with Mr. Ballau concerning the 
weapon after he had taken it home?" 

A.—I think we did talk about it." 
Q.—On that night in the library 

you asked Lieut. Norton whether he 
had observed any finger-prints on the 
hilt, did you not?"

A.—Yes.
Q.—What did you say to Mr. Ballau 

concerning the dagger?"
A.—I told him I didn’t like it. It had 

belonged to an ancestor of mine 
whose deeds I have never admired.'' 

“That will be all," the coroner an- 
nounced.

De Medici arose and returned to 
his seat beside Florence, The coroner 
and Lt. Norton were conferring in 
whispers again.

"The inquest is a farce," De Medici 
mused. “They have determined on 
this clumsy ruse of throwing some 
one off guard as I thought that 
night."

Lt. Norton, summoned to the wit­
ness chair, was reciting again the 
details of the case. De Medici lis­
tened. With logic and a remark­
ably convincing mass of detail, the 
detective was going over the cir­
cumstances surrounding the death of 
Victor Ballau. and bit by bit recon­
structing for the jury his theory of 
the grotesque suicide which the dead 
man had committed.

“The inquest stands adjourned until 
tomorrow,' Coroner Holbein an­
nounced as the lieutenant concluded.

Do Medici remained, without mov­
ing, beside the girl. "Come," he 
whispered. "I would like to talk to 
you."

They made their way through the 
crowd of friends. De Medici nodded 
politely in return to the greetings 
that followed his passage through the 
room. Norton was watching them, 
watching them go out together. There 
would be. some one listening when 
they talked. De Medici leaned close 
to her ear. •

“We must get away. Alone.”
She nodded.
“The theatre," he whispered.
It would be empty. Seated on the 

empty stage facing the vacant seats, 
they could be certain of not being 
overheard

They continued in silence. The 
morning was brisk. Inside the 
theatre he led the way to the stage. 
The certain was up. The scenery 
for the first act of his play was in 
place—dungeon walls and a single 
door at the rear.

"What do you want?" she asked.
"I love you," he whispered. "You 

have forgotten that."
“No."
“Yet you hide from me."
"What do you want?" she re­

peated.
"To warn you," he whispered. 

"They know about the telephone call. 
And about the time you spent in 
the apartment."

"Yes."

"Can you drag yourself out of your 
delusions long enough to think sane- 
ly?" the doctor cried.

"My mind is perfectly clear." De 
Medici answered. “You have discov­
ered that someone telephoned her at 
the theatre, that she was in the 
apartment more than a half-hour be­
fore giving the alarm. And other 
details."

"Yes, other details." Dr. Lytton re­
peated warily. De Medici sighed.

“Ah." continued De Medici in a 
murmur. "Are you interested in my 
symptoms. Hugo?"

“Go on." the doctor answered.
"From a distance," repeated De 

Medici, “my gestures seem to change. 
My eyes droop and I keep staring out 
of their corners. The fears leave me. 
however. There is nothing to fear in 
this dream. Last night I sat there 
staring at the curtains and waiting. 
But there was no fear. And finally 
the hallucination came. As it did 
once before on the night of the mur­
der. I was in the apartment and she 
appeared for an instant in the door­
way. A long robe and a dagger in 
her hand. The dream is horrible and 
beautiful. An exultation comes into 
me.”

“And are you aware of its unreal­
ity at the moment?" Dr. Lytton 
asked quietly.

“Alas, yes! I watch from a distance. 
I repeat to myself—'a hallucination.’ 
But even then there is something 
truthful about her. The woman with
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By BEN HECHT.
Canadian Press Despatch.

Ottawa, May 15.—The net in­
crease in Canadian-born during 
the ten years 1911 to 1921 was 
1.213,065, or 21.59 per cent, as com­
pared with an increase of 947,867 
or 20.29 per cent in the previous 
decade, according to a census 
bulletin issued today.

Every province, with the excep­
tion of Prince Edward Island, 
shows an increase for 1921 over 
1911 in the number of persons 
born in the province and living in 
Canada.

INSTALLMENT V.
The Leading Characters:

JULIEN DE MEDICI, a playwright 
and direct descendant of the famous 
Italian family of murderers. He re­
joices that the linger of suspicion for 
the recent murder of her father 
points to his fiancee.

FLORENCE BALLAU, beautiful 
and talented daughter of Victor Bal- 
lau, the murdered man she finds ly­
ing on the floor with a Florentine 
dagger in his heart and a candelabra 
by his head.

JANE, the Ballau housekeeper.

NORTON, chief of detectives, who 
believes the crime to be merely a 
case of suicide. Norton points to the 
lake moustache that is clutched in 
the dead man’s hand and says that, 
and the disordered condition of the 
room, indicate that Ballau wanted to 
divert attention from his self de- 
struction. Norton, however, overlooks 
a discrepancy in Florence’s account 
of how she rushed home from the 

‘ theatre in response to a telephone 
call. She doesn't tell him of the 
phone call. At the inquest Norton 
asks Jane at what time, on the even­
ing of the murder, Florence came 
home. Norton strengthens his theory 
of suicide by proving that Ballau was 
bankrupt and desirous of Florence 
collecting his insurance money if 
murder could be established, as no 
money would be paid in case of sui- 
cide. Florence again neglects to 
mention the mysterious phone call, 
but Dr Medici, whose inherited mor­
bid love of murder still exults over 
his fiance's evident guilt, realizes 
that Norton, too. must know some- 
thing, and is only playing a crafty 
game. Julien is called to the stand.

wherever possible.
"It was 20 minutes after 10," Julien 

answered.
Q.—Did you see Miss Ballau?
A.—No, she had just left.
Q.—Did you ask any questions of 

anyone?
Ah, they had Cort up their sleeve. 

They would produce him next and 
confound him with the man’s testi­
mony. De Medici’s eyes glanced slow­
ly around the room as if in quest of 
a memory. Cort was not to be seen.

A.—I don’t remember to whom I 
spoke.

Q.—Did you think it strange that 
Miss Ballau should leave the theatre 
in the middle of the show?

A.—Yes, I thought it odd. But ! 
knew Miss Ballau was under mental 
stress.

Simple lies, establishing nothing. 
De Medici glanced at his hands. 
Would they ask him about the blood 
on his fingers?

Q.- Do you think that Mr. Ballau 
committed suicide, from what you 
saw that night?

A.—No.
De Medici waited while the cor­

oner made notes with a pencil. Curi­
ous that he should make notes at 
that moment. And why had they 
asked him for his opinion? They had 
asked none of the others. It was the 
reddish-faced man beside him who 
was operating the web. spinning 
it out carefully and invisibly. Well, 
he would cross weapons with the 
man.

"I must find out what the fellow 
is," mused De Medici behind the at­
tentive poise of his face.

Q.—Have you any idea from your 
observations, Mr. De Medici, by whom 
the dead man was murdered?

A.—Not yet.
Q.—What time did you arrive at 

Ithe Ballau apartment?
A.—I don't recall the exact time.
Q.—What gave you the impression 

that murder had been committed?
A.—It was obvious. The room was 

in disorder.
De Medici surprised a look of 

amazement in the detective’s face. 
An irritation came into his nerves. 
Yes. they were playing, peering out 
amusedly from behind concealed evi­
dence.

"May I speak openly?” De Medici 
inquired. He had leaned forward in 
his chair. He caught a nod from

Body of Edward Ryan Re­
covered After Two 

Hours’ Search.
Special to The Advertiser.

Kincardine, May 15.—Edward, 6- 
year-old son of Mr. and Mrs. Tim 
Ryan, who was missing since 5 
o’clock this afternoon, was found at 
7 o'clock by a search party, drowned, 
under the north dock close by the 
lighthouse.

Doubtless the little fellow was 
playing beneath the dock and slipped 
into the deep water on the harbor 
side, despite all efforts of resuscita­
tion he was pronounced dead by Dr. 
Ferguson when he arrived, probably 
having been in the water over an 
hour. No inquest will he held.

NOOR and WIDCITURE 
WAX

THAMESFORD LIBRARY BOARD. 
Special to The Advertiser.

Thamesford, May 15.—The public 
library board held their monthly 
meeting in the library room Tuesday. 
G. C. Francis presided. Seven mem­
bers were present. It was decided to 
hold a social evening and secure a 
speaker on library work some even- 
ing near the end of the month.

clured. by IS,
A tin will last you months- Try it.

Made by the manufacturers of the
famous "Nugget" Shoe Polish, 310360/(9

the dagger is Florence. .. We All # Amust save her,” he whispered.
Dr. Lytton grunted.
"Yes," he agreed. “It fits in. That 

vision of yours. Yes, an odd psycho­
logical phenomenon. I have had a 
similar image in my mind for a 
week."

De Medici’s voice had undergone a 
change when he spoke again. It was 
crisp and with a precision in its 
sound.

“Now tell me, Hugo,” he asked, 
“what you've found?”

"First," countered the doctor, "what 
are you hiding?”

De Medici nodded as the doctor’s 
eyes glittered at him. Moving to the 
table, he opened a drawer and re­
moved the purse he had picked up 
in the Ballau library.

"In the chair near the body,” he 
explained. “It has her initials in the 
corner. And inside a theatre pro­
gram for a performance of ‘Iris’ in 
a London theatre in 1899.’’

"Good God!” Dr. Lytton said 
abruptly. “I knew it. Yes, I was 
right."

"DIXIE"
Mattresses

—NOW ONLY
CHAPTER I X.

"She Acts.”
The coroner spoke again. “What 

time did you call for Miss Ballau at 
the theatre?" he asked.

It would he necessary to lie here. 
But he must be careful and evasive

■
SECRET OF HIS SUCCESS

One of the most noted, successful 
and richest men of this country in a 
recent article said. “Whatever I am 
and whatever success I have attained 
in this world I owe it all to my wife. 
From the day I first knew her she 
has been an inspiration and the 
greatest helpmate of my life.” Health 
is the first essential of every woman 
who wants to be a successful wife 
and to hold the love and admiration 
of her husband. If a woman finds 
her energies flagging and dark circles 
appearing under her eyes, she has 
backache headaches, nervousness 
and “the blues,” she should take 
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com- 
pound, the medicine which holds the 
record of helping 98 out of every 100 
women who try it. There is nothing 
better.—Advt.

"He came here to corroborate ONE DOLLAR DOWNsomething." De Medici continued to 
himself. "He suspects that I and not 
Florence did the murder. Yes, an 
obvious and romantic theory. I 
turned De Medici for a moment and 
killed a man." Dr. Lytton’s eyes 
beamed excitedly over the program 

“Twelve names in the cast," he 
continued. "I m taking them down. 
Names are always something. A 
name is a beginning. Did you tell 
Florence of this?”

“Yes."
“And she grew excited.” pursued| 

Dr. Lytton as he finished his writing. 
"Did you mention the Goldsmith1 
Theatre to her?”

"No."
“This was before she left town?” 

pursued Dr. Lytton.
“I didn’t know she had gone.” De 

Medici murmured.
“Yes.” Dr. Lytton continued, “she 

went to a place called Rollo, in

"I didn't know," repeated De 
Medici uncomfortably. So she had 
gone away! Remorse and tenderness 
overwhelmed him. and a feeling of 
self-revulsion. What a scoundrel!! 
Playing with evil dreams while her 
heart was breaking. He saw. in re- 
trospect suddenly, the laughing-eyed 
vivid young woman whom he had 
loved. Guilty of the murder of her 
father! A mystery beckoned be- 
hind the inexplicable conduct of the 
girl. Victor Ballau . . . there had| 
been something about him. Trembl­
ing fingers and averted eyes . .. 
A secret pantomiming behind the 
fastidious exterior.

Dr. Lytton was talking. De Medici's 
ears again picked up the man's ex­
cited ramblings.

“In part the mystery lies with 
Ballau. A London theatre program.! 
You know he lived in ‘endon before| 
he came here. I found out som 
thing about him .. was married| 
in London. Have you ever talked 
to Florence about her mother, Ju-! 
lien?”

Dr. Lytton waved the paper on 
which he had copied the names.

"Names are mysterious in them-I 
selves . . ." he went on.

A muffled sound was repeated at 
the door.

Harding, his bland-faced valet, en-! 
tered.

“A special delivery letter," he said.
"Thanks." De Medici took the 

proffered envelope. The valet stepped 
through the curtains.

"Dear God!” the voice of De 
Medici came softly. He had become 
rigid. His face had grown into a 
sombre and elongated mask. Dr. 
Lytton sprang to his side. De Medici 
had wavered and stumbled against 
the table edge. His hand shot out. 
lingers spread in a gesture of horror 
toward the fluttering shadows on the 
curta ins.
(Copyright, 1924, by the Bell Syndi­

cate. Inc.)
Tomorrow—At the Police Station.’

the lieutenant.
swered:

"Yes. Go on

The coroner an- ♦
and tell us in your

own way what you believe happened." 
“From the questions that were 

asked Miss Ballau,” De Medici began, 
his eyes fixed on the lieutenant, “it 
struck me that one of the police the­
ories might be that Miss Ballau killed 
her father in order to profit by his 
insurance money, knowing at the 
time that they were financially 
ruined. This is obviously a ridiculous 
notion. For Miss Ballau has testi­
fied from the first that she is con­
vinced her father committed suicide. 
Inasmuch as she knows that if this 
Is proved the insurance company will 
not have to pay her the money that
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Do You Take ea-Kettle Bath?a THis voice was soft. His hand
sought hers.

"Ah, Francesca, mia, do you think 
I care? Does it matter to me? Look 
at me. Do my eyes hide from you? 
I adore you. Tell me . . . and 
I will fall at your feet. I will kiss 
your hands . . ."

"You believe I killed him?"
Isn’t It Time You Made a Change In Your Method of Heating Water?

I found a. purse in the chair that 
night," he whispered. “With your 
initials on it."

“Give it to me." She held out her 
hand. He shook his head.

“First you must tell me what you 
know. Then I will obey you blindly."

"There is nothing to tell."
De Medici smiled at her.
“Some one called you on the tele- 

phone." he said softly. "And you 
answered, ‘Oh, God!’ and fled. You 
were in the apartment for a half- 
hour or more before you gave the 
alarm. And you removed your cos­
tume—the ‘Dead Flower’ costume_  
which you had worn out of the thea­
tre. You . . you washed your 
hands and face—for there was no 
make-up on you when I saw you 
in the vestibule . ."

"Look at you!" she cried. "God 
in heaven! You are mad!"

Her arms wrenched themselves 
free. For a moment he held her 
writhing body. Then her hand stung 
against his face. His head recoiled 
under the blow. She stood apart 
from him, despair and anguish on her 
face.

De Medici's eyes watched her 
aloofly as she sank to the floor and 
lay sobbing and whimpering at his 
feet.

“She acts," he whispered, "she acts.
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CHAPTER X.
The Haunted Room.

Tall, wine-colored velvets fell in 
monotonous parallels from the ceil­
ing to the floor. There were no win­
dows to be seen. A sombre and 
luxurious emptiness like the inside 
of a jewel box stamped the curious 
chamber.

Julien De Medici, his narrow eyes 
half-shut, sat watching the dungeon 
lights that flitted over the face of Dr. 
Lytton. The doctor's bald head 
loomed ghostlike above the table. His 
black eyes were peering wrathfully 
at his half-visible host. He was 
talking in a voice alive with indig­
nation.

“Bring some lights into this con­
founded place. This sort of thing is 
at the bottom of your trouble. Julien. 
You’re deliberately submitting your­
self to a dangerous hypnosis. The 
wraiths of past De Medicis! In­
herited phantoms. Bosh!"

The scientist snorted and brought 
a fist down on the table.

"Why don't you try crystal-gaz­
ing? Sitting in a room like this, 
candlesticks, darkness, drapes, and 
bombarding yourself with the fancy 
that you're some one else! What do 
you expect? Something is bound to 
happen if you keep it up long enough."

The soft calm of De Medici’s voice 
seemed to infuriate his friend.

"And you claim to be in love with 
Florence," he cried. "Come now, I 
want to talk to you. Do you think 
her innocent?”

"I prefer her guilty,” De Medici 
whispered. "She unquestionably 
murdered her father. And I find the 
situation to my liking."

Dr. Lytton was on his feet. HeI 
walked swiftly to the side of De Medici! 
and seized his shoulder.

"I came here to talk to you chiefly 
about her." he said. Ballau was my 
dear friend."

De Medici’s eyes remained intently 
on the shadowed curtains.

"I know, I know," he whispered 
"You’ve found it was Florence.” I
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