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It means cement of the highest possible quality.

for a concrete watering trough.  You can use
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It at tested by experts whose authority is final at all our mills.

It zz:: f:::;z acknowledged by engineers, architects and hundreds of thousands
of farmers to fulfil every requirement of scientifically made Portland cement. 4
It means a cement that is_absolutely reliable, whether used for a great bridge or '

£

Canada Cement :
5 i e L
4 with complete confidence that your concrete dwork will be thoroughly. eatisfactory.

4 You ought to have this confidence in the cement you use, because you h'eve not the ; \
! facilities for testing its qualities, such as are at the disposal of the engineers in.charge of .

e

big contracting jobs.
These engineers know that w
Cement mills, it will pass all their tests.

your milk-house or your watering-trough.
Used according to the |directions in our free bw
Ceme=nt naver fails to give satisfactory results. !
and place concrete, but will also suggest scores of uses for it on your
in esking for the book you do not incur the slightest obligation.

hen cement has passed the teats made upon it at Canada 1

And this same cement is gold to you for yoursilo, your foundations, your feeding-floor,

k ‘"What the Farmer can do with Concrete,” Canada

i he book. It not only tells you how to mix
g By B ft\'r‘r(:l, o""’ one of them valuable

" P to you. "
.:{' Thers is a Canada Cement Dealer in Yeur Neighborhood
A Address: Farmers' Information Duréau
: Canada Cement Company Limited, Montreal ;
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Arthur B. Reeve, in the New York Sun.
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The

telephone tinkled insis-(have an i‘ea that a woman could
A
tently | unravel the case
“Hello!' came @ Voic3 over| &
. : e , | than a man.
the wirs. ‘This is Mr. Baum of |

Tweuty minoutes later, the

the Prince Henry Hotel. I

sup- : i M

proprietor and his regular house
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pose you have read about the {detective, Dan Cailahan, met

peculiar - death of Louise Del ... = e ,

: ' | Miss Kendall in the lob'y of the
suite

her sutte. 1o .
';nUtc‘L.

Voe, theactress, in
here?

‘Only what the papers have| - i b r'?;,;hll g g‘rC%*t-
ed 'the anxious bortiface. *Calla-
han wi.l show you Miss De Voe's

rcoms. The Coroner is up there

b4 PPy
sa1d, was tie

rief reply.

‘Well, you Know we ho'e' ::1’:n]
don’t like such mysteries ‘It's|
for yqt

com: up here right awaye I

1

. ’
business. Could now.

‘The papers said

bad

. THE PERRL DOGTOR g

much better

suicide,” commen ed Clare quiz-
zizally, as the elevator ascended
with them. She had been much
see that the house
man had shown no professional
jealousy, but rather a sort of gai-
lantry toward a woman in the
| profession. ‘I recall thinKing
ltbat there was no motive for
lit. She bad just signed a long
contract witha good manager.’

‘Exactly,” agreed Callaban
brightening with approval. ‘You
bave bit co just tne thing that
has been puzzling vs.’

|
}
|

‘How she discovered?
‘The reports of the case in the

' papers are substantially correct.

was

| ‘It was Miss Violet Le Compte,
it was ajan v ol 3 e s
it was a anotber actress with whom sheé ' e wall safe for them.’

says:
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The Business Man

It’s Good Business
to Smoke

“Master. |

Workman”
TOBACCO

This world - famous Brand
can now be obtained for 15c.
a cut at;all the b_est Stores.
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'ived, who found herjlast night,
or za her early this morning.
| Miss De Voe had retired, and
‘her friend ceme in very late
from an afier-theatre supper.
Cuests on the same floor were
| roused by a cry from Mics Le
iC(mvp:c. She Pad woyened the
|

dcor, evidently called to Ler
friend, received no answer, gone
into her room and- found ber
' dead.’

The Coroner had already com-
pleted his investigation by es

'time Caillabgg and'Qlare resched !

| he ~ogm.
"ment ¢f the two actresses had

s | F g
' been left pretty mtich as they

‘were when Louise I'e Voe, had
been discoveréd dead. ' There
i'1ay' the. now cold and marble
figure of the beautiful " little
,Iactress who bad enchanted
thousands in life— petite, blonde,

ly chise'ed features were ter-
ribly contorted and ber fair ¢ m-
plexion mottled.

Miss Le Compte, who had oc-
cupied another room since the
tragedy, was sobbing in the sitt-
ing-room after telling her story
to the Corover., She was a tali
' striking brunette, not at all a

~

figure in her dainty house dress

{

| of charmeuse,

4

to be asscciateu
with tragedy.

‘Apparently a case of suicide
by poisoning,” announced the
Coroner,’ ‘although it is not clear
to me just how or by what means
it was done.”

Clare had decided to go over
the case in an endeavor to recon-
struct the scene with the aid of
Violet Le Comptz.

*The ou side door was not lock-
ed?’ she questioned as Miss Le
Compte tuld of her surprise at
receiving no answer when she
entered,

‘No, we used to leave it open
for each other. You see, all our
valuavles were in the safe down
stairs, except those which we
happened to be wearing at the
time, and at night we Lbad a lit-

‘You saw nothing suspicious--
the room was not disordere:?’

Miss Le Compte thousht a
moment. ‘No,” she repied
slowly. ‘I can’t recollect that
there was aaythiug suspicious
about the room.’

To Clare as she eXxamrined the
bcdy there was every evidence
that t* e poor girl had been as-
phyxiated. Moreover, her pupils
were Gilated and staring. Had
it been by a deft touch on & mus_
cle that constricted the throat
and stopped the breath? There
was nout the slightest mzrk of
fingers or of pressure of any
kind on the soft, fair s in. Jhe
Coroner had evidently consider-
ed asyhyxiation due to a poison
that had paralyzed the chest
muscles.

‘No evidence of a struggle?
repeated Clare. |

‘No, none whatever.”

‘No peculiar odor, no receptacle
«of an kind near her that might
have held pzison?’

‘No, nothing that could harve
been used to hold poison?’

Clare had been eéxamining the
bed on which the once beautif .1
actress lay. Her back was to
the rest of those in the room
who did not see the detective's
next move. She dropped her
thandk-rchief on the bedc'othes
then recovered it s'ow'y, care-
fully p'acing it in her handbag!
- A sudden movement in the ha!
followed and the
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quick'y., A man
young'sh

(ntered, a
fellow  of fire
phosicue and attractive face., It
was  Waker Wheaton, W3
usua 'y debonair marner was$
visibly subduced by the presence
of death, the death, too, of a

weman who had beer on very

Things in the apart- |

dcor cpeqed“

intimat terms with him. Ony a
 mement did he pause to 1(.‘,(‘1\' at

't‘nc drawn face on the pil'ow,”

s then, turning as if to hide his

 emotion, he wa'ked to a wh;l‘m\'
ing-room and gezed

cut sientyv, whie his

'paved n_.rvous'y with the ace

lcar ain. 8

| . A moment 'ater he t.rncd and

'montionedto Clare.

‘Miss Kenda™”’ he ingnired
lin & husky undertone. ‘Thev
told me you were investigiting
this—this awful affair. If there
is anything I can do to he p you,

(in the sitt

fingers

34 29 A 14 14 s 14 ¢ - ” .
| vivacious, In death her delicate-J | hope you wil command me.

’ ., . .
In fac ,” he added as if voicing
a sudded thought, ‘you
know that I was a

mus?t
‘ery cloceg
(riend of Lou—Miss De Voe. |
hope vou'l' get at the truth, and

if you need any firancia' assis-

tance---er-e-we 1, jus' consider I
am your cien'and 11 mee any
bil' for expenses or ser ices.
On'y,” here he ‘owered his voice
even more, ‘for ‘Heaven's saxe,
1T yO out
of it. I---I can’t meet a scandal
just now. This would just about put
the last touch on the—ah—difference al-
ready existing between Mrs. Wheaton
and myself. I wish,’ he sighed, I.kad
learned of this sooner.’

‘I can promise nothing except that 1
will arrive at the truth as soon and as
quickly as I ecan,” answered Clare,
studying keenly the man before her.
Uniconsciously she distrusted him. There
was a lack of sincerity back of his
nonchalance that made her feel just for
a moment an instinctive sympathy for
Mrs. Wheaton, who apparently had
kno wn nothing.of this *‘other woman.’
It was rather with the thought of her
than of the man that Clare repeated. *As
quickiy as I can. Of course, you know
Mr. Wheaton, I can’t work for two
clients andMr. Baum has recently en-
gaged me. Still, as far as his interests
and yours concide, you need fear noth-
ing from me.’ -

‘Thank you,’ he said gratefully. ‘Re-
member call on me for anything you
need.’

‘Walker Wheaton,’ pondere Jlare
when he had left, th:‘n r;d led tii) tl;;:.'
nan: ‘He was the man who lost the
Valdoreme pearls last summer, wasn't
he? This Miss De Voe was mentioned
in the case, too.
thing about it?’

‘Well,” began Callahan, ‘I personally
think that she had nothing to do with
them. She met Wheaton on the steamer
comingover, La Mortaigne it was. 1|
think it was shownin the case that she
kxnew of the pearls, all right, and had
aven had them on. But she didn’t wear
them in the Ritz-Carlton restaurant of
the boat, as some people said, You
know the reason? Why, they were
vailuable, - of course, but they were
antique, bistoric;' Whenton hbhought
them in Paris at a good sum, but reaily
very cheaply, considering their number
and gize® For, the pearls were decay-
ing. Youare aware, I suppose, thz;t
pearls, if they arenot worn for a long
time, sometimes decay, and that thke'

u can, keep my name

Do you know any-

for years previous to, the forced sale?’”

Again Clarenodded. She was absorb-
ing the facts and drawing them to a-
c¢onclusion,

‘At any rate,” bhe resumed, ‘though
they were decaying they were still im_-
mensley valuable. When they disap-
peared from Wheatorns stateroom a
thorough search was made. Some sus-
pected a passenger; others an employee
of the ship. Wireless messages were
sent ahead and city detectives met the
boat at the pier. The customs inspector
made a more than usually thorough'
search, ¢lso, bnt without success and
without finding any sort of clew t3 the
thief.’

‘After she landea and was settled in'

her regular suite at the Prince Henry
with her friend, Missfige Compte, who
had accompanied her abroad, the talk
about the pearls gradually died away.
Wheaton, apparently never seemed to
suspect her. At least he kept wup his
intimacy, for I’ve seen him at the hote!

Continued on page 3

Valdoreme pearls had not bsen worn®




