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p.m Thursday. Bails from Halifax.
" Third boat sails via New York ou
Baturday. Mail closes here Thursday
ot 8.30 p.m.
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A WANT AD. THOUGHT
FOR TO-DAY.

Want advertising, when used
in a business way, is the sil-
ent - salesman that tells the
public what the advertiser
wants them to know, It is also
an insurance policy against
them forgetting. A frequent in-
jection of advertising stimulat.
es the heart of business.
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Are Yo

In Business
For Business ?

If vou had an opportunity
of adaressing 1,000 pecple in
a hall with the privilege of
delivering an address on your
business and the wares you g
sell, you would be apt to
make that address as inter-
esting as possible, so that
your hea ers would listen

)\

?i
and ysu . suld profit by it it é
is just the same with an ad- z
vertissment in The Chronicle it
You -have the privilege of
talking every day to hund-
reds of propie and if you are
selling honest goods and tell
the people about them in.a
stratighforward manner you
cannot avoid reaping a bene-
fit. But bear in mind that
no man can get out as good
an advertisement for your
business as you can. You
know all the littde dstails,
the goods you bought at a
bargain, and all that.

. miaster criminologist of
tha‘world n‘g' that in bringing l‘o Jus-

SYNO POIS.

‘ge hu:u:‘rder;r of Lerd
3 as but just be-
8un & iife-and-death str Nee mys-
terioug master criminal In a hidden hut
in Professor Ashleigh's garden\“> hus
seen an anthropold ape skeleton
llvln; inhuman creature, half monkey,
destroyed by fire. In his rooms
I e ired ‘troth n. rhere black boxes
contalning. sarcastic, threatening notes,
signed by a glalr of armless hands. Ladra
and Lenors, his assistants, -usnen Craig,
the professor’s servant, of a double mur-
der, The black boxes continue to appear
ih Uncanny fashion, Cralg is trapped by
Quest, but escapes to England, where
Qu:s! Lenora and the pr or follow
him. Lopd Ashleigh is murdered by the
Hands, -YLenora is abducted n London
and rescuefl, (‘rug is captured and es-
capes to Fori Sa

TENTH INSTALLMENT

CHAPTER XXII.

THE SHIP OF HORROR.
Cuest leaned a  little forward and
gazed down the line of steamer chairs.
The professor, in & borrowed overcoat
and cap, was reclining at full length,
studying a book on seagulls which he
had found in the library. Laura and
Lenora were both dozing tranquilly.
Mr. Harris of Scotland Yard was deep

in a volume of detective stories.
“As a pleasure oruise” Quest re-

‘lw,um from the Photo Play of the auu Neme, Produced by the, Universal,
Film Manufacturing, ' % % ;

marked grimly, “this little excursion
seems to be a complete success.”

Laura opened her eyes at once.

“Trying to get my gnat again, eh?" |
she retorted. “I suppose that's what i
you're after. Going to tell me, I sup- |
pose, that it wasn't Craig I saw aboard |
this steamer? }

“We are all liable to make mis- |
takes,” Quest observed, “and I am in-
elined to belleve that this is one of
yours.”

Laura's expression was a little dog-
ged.

“If he'’s top clever for you and Mr.
Harris,” she said, “I can’t help that.
I only know that he came on board.
My eyes are the one thing in life I do
believe.”

“If you’ll excuse me saying so, Misa
Laura,” Harrls ventured, leaning def-
erentially towards her, “there isn't a
passenger on board this ship, or a}
servant, or one of the crew, whom we |
haven't seen. We've been into every |
stateroom, and we've even searched |
the hold. We've been over the ship, |
backwards and forwards. The cap—<
tain’s own steward has been our guide, ;’
and we've conducted an €xtra search
on .our own account. Personally, I|
must say I have come to the same |
conclusion as Mr. Quest. At the pres
ent moment there is no such person I
as the man we are looking for on |
board this steamer.” i

“Then he either changed into an- |
other one.” Laura declared obstinate- |
1y, “or else he jumped overboard.”

“Come on, Harris, you and I prom-
fsed to report to the captain this
morning. I don’t suppose he'll be any
too pleased with us. Let’s getthrough
with it.

The two men walked down the deck
together. They found the captain
alone in his room, with a chart spread
out in front of him and a pair of com- ,
passes«in his hand. He turned round |
and greeted them. |
“Well?” {

i
{

“No Juck, sir,” Quest announced.
“Your steward has given us every as-
sistance possible and we have |
gearched the ship thoroughly. Un-
less he has found a hiding place un-
known to your steward, and not appar- |
ent to us, the man is not on board.”

The captain frowned slightly.

“¥ou are not suggesting that this is
pgsu(!\‘?, T suppose?” |

“Quest did not at once reply. He
wag thinking of Laura's obstinacy.

“Personally,” he admitted, “T should
not have believed it possible. The
young lady of our party, however, who
declares that she saw Craig board the H
steamer, s quite immovable.” r

“Brown,” said the captain, turmth
to the steward, “I understand that you |
say that you have taken these gentle- | i
men, ingo every corner of the ship, that |
you have ransacked every possible
hiding place, that you have given them
every possible opportunity of search-
ing for themselves?” :

“That. is quite true, sir,”
acknowledged.

“You agree with moe that it is im-
possil » for anyone to remain hidden
in thig shi" ?”

“Absolutely, sir.”

“You hear, gentlemen?” the captain
containued. “I really cun do no more,
What the mischief are you hanging
about for, Brown?" he asked, turning
to the steward, who was standing by
with a carpet-sweeper in his hand.

“Room wants cleaning out badly,

e
' The captain glanced distastefully at
the carpet-sweeper.

Do {t"when I am at dioner, then,”
he ordemedy #and take that damned

awa;
thlng :te:ard obeyed promptly. Quest

the man

an . fgllowed him down, um;"led back. In a few moments the doc-
“Queer-looking fellow, that,” the lat- tor reappesred.  He lesneg & e

ter remarked. “Doesn’t seem quite at

d a trifle o 1

| stirred it thoughtfully.

! toast in the bouillon and commenced
| to sip it.
The spoon suddenly went clattering
from her fingers. She caught at the
sides of the table, there was a strange

HT

tho.gt, when he w”, _showing us
round. the ship,” Quest agreed.

“Mem.,” Harris murmured, softly,
“8s the gentleman who wrote the vol-
ume of detective stories I am reading
puts it, to. keep our. eye on
Brown.” .

The captaln who was down to din-
ner unusually early, rose to weleome
Quest's little party, and hlmuel! ar-
ranged the seats.

They settled dewn into the,places
arranged for them.

An elderly lady, dressed in some-
what oppressive black, with a big
cameo brooch at her throat and. a
black satin bag in her hand, was being
-uo 0 by the steward to a seat by

t's side. She acknowledged the
capuin's greeting acidly.

“Good evening, captain,” she said. “I
understood from the second steward
that the seat on your right hand would
be reserved for me. I am Mrs. Fos-
ton Rowe.”

The captain received the snnounce-
ment calmly.

“Very pleased to have you at the
table, madam,” he replied. “As to the
seating, I leave that entirely to the
steward. I never interfere myself.”

Laura pinched his arm, and Lenora
glanced away to hide a smile. Mrs.
Foston Rowe studied the menu disap-
provingly.

“Hors d'oeuvres,” she declared, “I
never touch. No one knows how long
they've been opened. Bouillon—I will
Liave some bouiiion, steward.”

“In one moment, madam.”

The professor came ambling along
towards the table.

“I fear that I am a few moments
late,” he remarked, as he took the
chair next to Mrs. Foston Rowe. I of-
fer you my apologies, eaptain. I con-
gratulate you upon your library, I have
discovered a most interesting book up-
on the habits of seagulls. It kept me
engrossed until the very last moment,
and T am hungry.”

“Well, you'll have to stay hungry a
long time at this table then,” Mrs. Fos-
ton Rowe snapped. “Seems to me
that the service is going to be abomin.
able.”

The steward, who had just arrived,
presented a cup of bouillon to Quest.
The others had all been served. Quest

“And as to the custom,” Mrs. Foston
Rowe continued, “of serving gentle-
men before ladies, it is, I suppose, pe
culiar to this steamer,”

Quest hastily laid down his spoon,
raised the cup of bouillon and pre-
ented it with a little bow to his neigh-
bor.

“Pray allow me, madam,” he begged.
“The steward was to blame.”

Mrs, Foston Rowe did not hesitate
for a moment. She broke up some

away. The upmn watched her anx-

“l.cﬂ_‘% help it, pho explained. .
don't,, ¢, whether you've had u.v
talk Mr. Quest, but we've been
through some queer times lately. I
_Buess ml,ﬂdw‘.h\ulnm is gemu
‘on my. Rerves. ;

i
"Ycl”ﬁr T 8 momen connect

. Foston Rowe's death with the
crlmhnl 7ou are In search 02?” he
exclaimed.

Laura sat quite still for. 's moment.

“The bouillon was offered first to
Mr. Quest,” she mufmured.

The captain calied his steward.

“Where did you get the bouillon
from you served—that last cup, espe-
cially? he psked.

“From the pantry just as usual,
sir,” the man answered. “It was all
served out from the same caldron.”

“Any chance of anyone getting at
e

“Quite impossible, sir.”

In Quest's stateroom the doctor,
the professor, Quest and Lenora were
all gathered around two little tabes,
which the criminologist was examin-
ing with an electric torch.

“No reaction at all,” the latter mut-
tered. “This isn't an ordinary poison,
anyway.”

The professor, who had been stand-
ing on one side, suddenly gave vent to
a soft exclamation.

“Walt!” he whispered.
have an idea.”

He hurried off to his stateroom.

“Wllt! 1

Anthor of ““Graustark,*
“Truxton King,'' Hta

&tpynght. 19!5 by George lhn‘

cheon.
&

He ;rlnned. “I reekoa l'd bethl

Imtle or yon‘ﬂ beat me down, bosg.”
B} . . 3 . E

Sha walmllhhorrldlnthlw
whea 1 found her alone in the parior
of the Titus suit.

I give you my word my heart almost
stopped beating. I've never seem any
one so lovely as she was at that mo-
ment—never, I repeat.  Her hair,
blown by the kind November winds,
strayed—but no! I canmot begin to de-
fine the loveliness of her. There was
a warm, rich glow in her cheeks and a
light in bher eyes that actually bewil-
dered me, and more than that I am not
competent to utter.

“Yon have come at last,” she said,
and her voice sounded very far off, al-
though I was lifting her ungloved hand
to my lips. 8he ciinched my fingers
tightly, I remember that and also that
my hand ghook violently and that my
face felt pale.

I think T said that I had come at
last. She took my other hand in hers
and, drawing dangerously close to me,
said:

“I do not sxpect to be married for at
least a year, John.”

The doctor was poring over a volume
of tabulated poisoms, Quest was still
watching his tubes. Lenora sat upen |
the couch. Suddenly the professor
reappeared. He was carrying a small |
notebook in his hand, his manner be. E
trayed some excitéement. He closed '

the door carefully behind him. i

‘I want you all” he begged, “to
listen very carefully to me. You will
discover the application of what I am
going to read when I am finished.
Now, if you plelas."

“This,” he bugsn ‘is the diary ot al
tour made by Craig and myself in
northern Egypt some fourteen years
ago. Here is the first entry of im- |
port:

MONDAY~Twenty-nine miles southeast
of Port Said. We have stayed for two
days at a little Mongar village, I have '
today come to the definite conclusion that
anthropoid apes were at one time deni-
zens of this country. H

TUESDAY—Both Craig and T have been
a little uneasy today. These Mongars
into whose encampment we have found
our way, are one of the strangest and
fiercest of tne nomad tribes. They ‘are
descended, without a doubt, from the an-
clent Mongolians, who invaded this coun-
try some seven hundred years before
Christ, but have preserved in a marvelous
way their individuality as a race. They
have the narrow eyes and the thick nose
base of the pure Oriental; also much of
is tunning. One of thefr special weak-
nesses seems to be the invention of the
most hideous forms of torture, which
they apply remorselessly to their ene-
mies.

WEDNESDAY—This has been a won-
derful day for us, chiefly owing to what
I must place on record as an act of great |
bravery by Craig, my sérvant. Early this |
morning, a man-eating llon found his’
way into the encampment. The Mongars
behiaved llke arrant cowards. They fled |
right and left, leaving the chief's little
daughter, erda,
Craig, o
the the animal
he was making off vith the child, and, |
more by good luck than anvthing else. |
managed to wound It mortally. He
brought the child back to the encamp-
ment just as the chief and the warriors
of the tribe returned from a hunting ex- |
pedition. Our position here i now abso-
lutely secure. We are treated lke gods,
and, appreciating my weakness for all
matters of sclence, the chief has today
explained o me many of the secret mys-
teries of the tribe. Amongst other things,
he has shown me a wonderful secret pol-
son, knewn only to this tribe, which they 1
call Veedemzoo. Tt brings almost instant
death, and is exceedingly difficult to trace.
The addition of sugar causes a curious
condensation and resolves it almost to a
white paste. The only antidote is a sub-
stance which ¥hey useé here freely, and
which is exactly equivalent to our cam-
phor.

The professor closed his book.
Quest promptly rang the bell.

“Some sugar,” he ordered, turning
to the steward.

They waltad in absclate silence.
The suggestion which the professor’s
disclosure had brought to them was
stupefying, even Quest's fingers, as a
moment or two later he rubbed two

“A Message From the Hands! Look!"”,
look in her face. With scarcely a!
murmur she fell back in her seat.|
Quest leaned hurriedly forward.

There was a slight commotion. The
doctor came hurrying up from the oth- |
er gide of the saloon. He bent over
her and his face grew grave.

“What is it?” the captain demanded.

The doctor glanced at him mean-

ingly. )
“She had better be carrled out,” he,
whispered.

“Was it a faint?” Lenora asked. i

“We shall know directly,” the cm)-I
tain replied. “Better keep your places
I think. Steward, serve the dinner as
usual.”

The man held out his hand te with-
draw the cup of. bouillon, but Quest
drew it towards him.

“Let it wait for a moment,” he or-
dered.

He glanced at the captain, who nod.

whispered to the captain,
“Dead!”
Quest turned around.

| strange shade of gray and began

knobs of sugar together so that the
contents should fall into the tubes of
bouillon, shook. The result was
magical. The bouillon turned to a

slowly to thicken.
Te be Continued.
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. my late victim of the links,
! the way the wind blows?”

“I—1 congratulate you ” l stammered
foolishiy.

“I have a feeling that It isn’t decent
for one to marry inside of two years
after one has been divorced.”

“How is Rosemary?’ I murmnrad

“You are in love with me, aren’t you,
John, dear?”

“Goo—good heaven!” I gasped.

“I know you are. That's why I am
so sure of myself. Is it asking too
much of you to marry me in a year
from“-—

I _haven’t the faimtest notion how
long afterward it was that I asked her
what was to become of that poor, un-
lucky Lord Amberdale,

“He's a dear, and he is going to
marry a bred-in-the-bone countess next
Januvary. You will like bim, because he
is ‘every bit as much in love with his
real countess as you are with a sham
one. He is a bird of your feather. And
vow don’t you want to come with me
to see Rosemary?"

"Rosemary,” 1 murmured, as in a
dream—a luxurious, lotos born dream.

She took my arm and advanced with

me iuto . a voom adjoining the parloer.
As we passed through the deor she
suddenly squeezed my arm very tight.
I_v_ and laid her head against my shoul-
er.
We were In a small sitting room. con-
fronting Jasper Titus, his wife and his
tiny granddaughter, who was ready for
bed.

*You won't have to worry about me
any longer, daddy, dear,” said Aline,
her voive suddenly breaking.

*Well, I'll be—well, well, well!” cried
“Is this

i was perieciiy dumb. My face was
| searlet. My dazzled eyes saw nothing
" bui the fme, aristocratic Teatures of
Aline's mother. She was leaning slight-

Iy forward in haw ahate aca o oo Lud

uumistakably joyous smile was creep-
ing into her face.

“Aline!" she cried, and Aline went to
her.

Jasper Titus led Rosemary up to me,

“Klsy the gentleman, kiaaie,” said he
huskily, lifting the little one up to me.

She gave a sudden shriek of recogni-
tion, and I took her in my arms,

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed I, without the
slightest idea of what I ‘'was doing or
why I did it. Sometimes 1 wonder if
there has ever been any insanity ii our
family. I know there have been fepls,
for I have my Uncle Rilas’ word for it

Mr. Titus picked up the newspaper
he had been reading.

“Listen to this, Allie. It will Interest
you. It says here that our friend Tar-
nowsy is going to marry that fool of a
Cincinnati girl we waere talling about
the other day. I know her father, but
I've never met her mother. Old Bob
Thackery has got miilions, but he’s
only got one daughter. What a blamed
shame!”

- . L - - * .

It must be perfectly obvious to you,
kind reader, that [ am going to marry
Aline Tarnowsy. in spite of all my pro-
fessed opposition to marrying a di-
vorcee. I argued the whole matter out
with myself, but not until I was irrev-
ocably committed. She says she needs

) me. Well, isn't that enougn? In fact, 1

am now trylug my best to get her to
shorten the probationary period. SHe
hus taken off three months, God bless
lier, but I stifl hope for a further and
more generous reduction—for good be-

havior!

THE END.
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