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CHAPTER XVI.—(Cont’d)

He held up his hand to wish her
good-night, but she demanded with
some surprise, ‘‘“What are you go-
ing to do? Surely you want some
sleep

““I will remain here,”’ he said. “‘I
have bribed the hall-porter to keep
awake, and I may be wanted on
the telephone at any moment.”’

Left to himself, Brett again in-
terviewed the hall-porter and re-
turned to the sitting-room, where
he disposed himself for a nap on the
sofa. Like all men who possess the
faculty of concentrated thought, he
also cultivated the power of dis-
missing a perplexing problem from
his mind until it Lecame necessary
to consider it afresh in the light of
further knowledge.

Within five minutes he was sound
asleep.

At length he woke with a start.
He was stiff with cold, for the fire
had gone out, and the tiny gas jet
he had left burning was not suf-
ficient to warm the room. He
sprang to his feet and looked at
his watch. It was half-past six.

‘“Surely,”’” he cried, ‘‘there must
have been a message from Paris
long before this!’’

He ran downstairs, encountering
on his way some of the hotel ser-
vants, who even thus early had
commenced work, for your indus-

trious Frenchmen is no laggard in
the morning. Going to the hall-
porter’s office he found that funec-
tionary snoring peacefully. The
poor fellow was evidently tired out,
and twenty telephone bells might
have jangled in his ears without
waking him.

So, for the third time, Brett rang

seclusion other than that provided
by the atuhorities.

"It 1s assumed,’’ said the officer
who communicated this bewildering
information to Brett, “‘that the
locked room contains a quantity of
stolen goods. The police remain in
charge of the cafe, and when the
necessary workmen have been ob-
tained this morning the door will
be forced. We will at once let you
know the result of our further in-
vestigations,”’ -

““But what about Gros Jean and
the Turks? Surely Paris cannot
again have swallowed them up?’
Inquired Brett.

““Every effort is being made to
trace their whereabouts,’”’ was the
reply; ‘“‘but you must remember,
monsieur, that they had many
hours’ start of the police, and that
this period of the day is the most
difficult of the twenty-four hours
in which to make successful in-
quiries. You must rest assured that
the moment we receive even the
slightest clue we will ring you up,
provided, that is, you arrange for
some one at your end to answer the
telephone.’’

““Oh,”’ said Brett with a laugh,
‘“there is little fear of future de-
lay in that respect. It will be day-
light in another hour, and the ser-
vants are already busy about the
place.”’

He rang off and then darted back
to his sitting-room to consult a
time-table, for the thought came
to him that Gros Jean and the
Turks had quitted the cafe in order
to reach Marseilles.

“He could not yet explain this

strange alliance. It was impossible

to believe that the innkeeper would
betray his daughter to serve the

up the exchange to get in touch
with Paris. As he had anticipated,
he quickly learnt that the Prefeec-
ture had endeavored to get through
to him about 4.30 a.m., but the op-
erators were unable to obtain any
answer.

““I can hardly blame the man,”’
said he to himself, ‘‘for I was just
as tired as he.”’ |

The information he received from
the Prefecture  was startling
enough. In accordance with his in-
structions, a number of detectives

. had raided the Cabaret Noir soon
They found !

after three o’clock.
the place in possession of a waiter
and couple of female servants. Gros
Jean had quitted the house the
previous evening, and, most
astounding fact of all, with him
were three Turks.

Neither the waiter nor the domes-
tics could give any information
whatever concerning the hidden
room. They knew of its existence,
but none of them had ever seen it,
and the place was generally regard-
ed as a sort of cellar for the recep-
tion of lumber. .

The police forced a padlock which
guarded its trap-door, and found
to their surprise that the place was
much more spacious than they an-
ticipated. It really contained two
apartments, one of which was so
firmly secured that it had hitherto
resisted all their efforts to open it.
The other was a sort of bed-sitting
room, and it had recently been oc-
cupied. From various indications
they came to the conclusion that
1ts latest tenants were Hussein-ul-
Mulx and his confederates.

Judging from the facts that these
gentry had quietly left the cafe in
Gros Jean’s company about half-
past seven the previous evening,
thev were not in confinement
against their will. In faet, the po-
lice theory was that this secret
chamber proved a safe retreat for
any person who desired complete
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ends of a political party. No; there
must be some other explanation
which the future alone could reveal.
He well knew that the Ilast
thought likely to occur to the Paris
police would be to suspeet the miss-
ing men of any desire to reach the
south coast. It was with an al-
most feverish anxiety that he scrut-
inized the pages of the indicateur
des chemins de fer, and he heaved
a sigh of profound relief when he

discovered that the first train Gros
Jean and the Turks could travel by
left Paris the previous evening,
and was not due at Marseilles until
8.59 that morning.

It was now close on seven o’clock,
s0 he went to his bedroom, effected
some much-needed changes in his
personal appearance, and then
consumed an early breakfast of cof-
fee and rolls. At half-past eight
he called a carriage and was driven
to the railway station, where, punc-
tually to the minute, the Paris
train arrived.

Brett managed to secure a fav-
orable point whence he could ob-
serve the passengers without being
seen, for on the platform were
stacked hundreds of baskets of fruit
and vegetables which had arrived
by a loecal train.

There were not many passengers
in the express, and among the first
to alight were Gros Jean and the
three Turks—Hussgein-ul-Mulk and
the two others he had seen in the
Rue Barbette.

It would be idle to deny that the
barrister experienced a thrill of
satisfaction at his own shrewdness,
and he smiled as he realized the
consternation of the Paris commais-
sionary when informed that he had
so easily allowed the rogues to slip
out of the net.

The travellers were evidently
tired after a sleepless journey.
Gros Jean, being a fat man, had
wobbled about a great deal during
the night. He much needed the
restorative effect of a comfortable

younger and more active, also
showed signs of fatigue, for this
long journey, in their case, was a
sequel to many hours of detention
in an 1ill-ventilated apartment.

So they paid not the slightest
heed to their whereabouts, save
in so far as to eye with suspicion a
yharmless gendarme who happened
to be on the platform.

The policeman, of course, took
no notice of them whatever. Gros
!Jean was to him merely a typical
Frenchman, whilst persons of dark
complexion and Moorish appear-

I

ance are everyday sights in Mar-

geilles.
A diminutive railway porter loit-

ered near Brett in the conceit that
" perhaps this well-dressed stranger
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bed; whilst the Turks, though;

Tmight- have felonious designs on the
oranges and cabbages. His intense
Joy may therefore be pictured when
the barrister beckoned to him,
placed a gold piece in his hand,
and said—

““You see those Turks there. Go
after them and find out where they
are going. They are sure to take
a carriage, as their luggage ap-
pears to be somewhat heavy.””

The man darted off, secure in the
belief that no one who could afford

to give away twenty franes for such |

trivial information would be likely
to pocket, a caulifiower. In half a
minute he returned.

““They have all driven off to-
gether, monsieur,”” he announced
eagerly, ‘“‘and the French -gentle-
man first of all inquired of the driv-
er how much he would charge to
take them to the Jolies Femmes.
Two franes was the fare, and this
was agreeable, so they have gone
there.”’ -

““I hope, in this instance,’”’ said
Brett gravely, ‘‘that the Jolies
Femmes is the name of a hotel.”’
““But certainly,’”’ replied the por-
ter elevating his eyebrows.

He meditated on this question for

ture, and then an idea struck him.
+*“Ah,”” he ecried, slapping his
thigh with a grin, “he is a droll
dog, that Englishman.”

Brett, secure in the knowledge
that his quarry had been located,
drove back to the hostelry. - He
found Edith, Fairholme, and Tal-
bot just sitting down to breakfast.
He joined them, and had barely
communicated his startling intelli-
gence when Sir Hubert Fitzjames
pubt in an appearance.

“Dear me,”’” said the genial old
soldier, smiling pleasantly at the
assembled party. ‘I see you are
all nearly as lazy as I have been

Shilohs Gure
STOPS COUGHS rricx. 25 cents
myself. I hope you slept well and
enjoyed a quiet night.”” .

The burst of merriment which
greeted this remark not only
amazed the worthy baronet, but
startled the other guests in the din-
ing-room. ‘‘That 18 a strange
thing,”” whispered a Frenchman to
his wife. ¢‘I thought the English
never laughed!”’

—

CHAPTER XVII.
After breakfast the party ad-
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IF Winter weather roughens and reddens

your skin, causing chaps, chilblains
and general discomfort, try

NA-DRU-CO
Witch Hazel Cream

The creamy ingredients sooth and soften

the outer skin, while the Witch Hazel
enetrates and heals the deeper tissues.

Delightful after shaving or washing.

25c. a bottle, at your druggist’s.
NATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO.
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Give

Ceylon Tea when you ask for it, but there are others
who would rather make a blg profit than serve you
well. Ask for ““Salada’ and see that you get it.

BLACK, MIXED or GREEN. 01§

Bold Only in Leand Packets.

By atl Grocors,
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It Pays The Housewife

to use the best sugar—because
poor sugar means poor cooking,

is the genuine“Montreal Granulated”—absolutely pure,
sparkling crystals of the most inviting appearance.

Ask your grocer for a 20 Ib.

bag of ST. LAWRENCE

GRANULATED — also -sold
by the barreland in 100 lb. bags.

The St. Lawrence Sugar Refining Co. Limited ﬁ
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journed to their sitting-room, and
there Brett detfailed his immediate
plan of action.

“The first point to determine is
an important one,’’ he said. ‘““Which
of you three—Sir Hubert Fitz-
james, Talbot, or Fairholme—looks
most like a Frenchman 7’

. The trio at once began to scrut-
inize each  other carefully, to
Edith’s intense amazement.

Jack delayed the selection by in-
quiring—

“May I ask, Brett, why you wish
one of ous to haul down the British
flag 7’

‘““Because it is necessary that
some one should keep a cluse eye
on Gros Jean and the Turks. Sir
Hubert Fitzjames might possibly
be made up to represent un vieux
moustache, but i1t is essential that
he should speak French well.”’
““Then,”” cried Sir Hubert decis-
ively, ‘I am out of court, because
my French is weak, and I always
want to go off into Hindustani
whenever I open my mouth.”’
‘““Very well,”” concurred the bar-
rister, ‘‘it comes back to you, Tal-
bot, and I regret to inform you that
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for the next few hours you must

be content with the inferior cooking
and accommodation of the Jolies
Femmes Hotel. If you will coma
out with me now I will get you
rigged up in a cheap French suit.
That, and a supply of bad cigar-
ettes, will provide a sufficient dis-
guise for your purpose. You must
pack a few belongings in a green
tin box and betake yourself to the
Joliecs Femmes. Do not make any
inquiries about Gros Jean. Simply
watch him.”’

(To be continued.)

« ROOF AGAINST LIGHTNING

ey Easily and cheaply makeroofs
g/ proof against wet, wind, fire
e and lightning. Safe Lock
- afe Loc
g Preston shingles
t9 Cost less than flimsy substitutes;
Moutlast the building itself;need no
gpainting. Don’t buy roofing before
7 you scad to us for complete facts.
M. S. & S. Co. Prestion,
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. pood advantage.

causing it to decay—actually makes it stronger.
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HERE'S no mistaking the expression of a man whose farm is well “improved.” #;v,;h?

He looks as prosperous as he feels. ﬁE

¥ 1 . x d " )

rIf: isn't the size of a place that counts most, nor its actual dellars-and-cents A7

value. . It's rather that “well-kept,” thrifty appearance; the appearance that makes e
you think of fat stock, and well-filled barns, and comfortable, contented !ivin ; Ei?%;g;“
Neat, permanent improvements go further\in giving a farm this appearance than T{,;,én;:;
any other feature. %L'ﬁ‘
sy s

Concrete Is The Ideal Material L
ncrete is I he laeal Matera - P

for such Improvements., It i3 neat, harmonizing with its surroundings In the nﬂuntry,' é‘";
Everlasting, it cannot be injured by fire, frost, wind or lightning. Age—Instead of "ﬁ"%

ds repair—{flrst cost is last cost. New improvenments can be added Py 5o

Concrete walks, feeding floors, dairy-barns, ice-houses, root-celiars, well-curbing
fence posts, sllos—which of these does your farm need most? :
build, it's best to build it of concrete.

Do you want to know meore about this subject of

Then write for your copy of

“What The Farmer Can Do With Concretc.”

It's a book of 160 pages, telllng how other
farmers have used the *“handy material” %o
Publieshed to eeil at EBE0c. g
copy, it Iz now being offered free to all farmers
who write for It. Address

Canada Cement Co,, Ltd,, 30-35 National Baunk Building, Montreal,

permanent farm improvements?

year after year with less expense than would be required ic keep wooden structures e s

Whatever you want to
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