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MIRAMICHI ADVANCE. CHATHAM. NEW BRUNSWICK. OCTOBER 15, 1896. 
A Dark Night's Work. 

BY PAUL INGELOW. 

Continued from 1st page. 

In brief terse sentences he related how 
it had come into his possession, In ealin 
measured tones he followed the eraven's 
eyes and reaa the chronicle of the 
camera. 

It was a strange repetition of the last 
will and testament of dead Gideon 
Vernon. The schemer. stared listened, 
trembled. He was a bold defiant knave 
when he held the reins of power but just 
now he seemed to realize the weakness 
of his position. 
The effect of the revelation upon 

Durand was far more startling au: satis- 
factory than Le Britta had hoped to 
accomplish. His experiment was a 
complete success. 

Ashen-faced, baffled, criminal Ralph 
Durand became convulsed like a man in 
the incipient stages of paroxysm. 
“Show 1t to me!’ he hissed hoarsely 

flinging out his trembling hands. *‘‘Let 
me read inspect for myself, ’’ 
“No. ”" 

With one hand I. Britta forcibly 
pushed back the all too eager knave. 
Not for a moment would he trust that 

precious article the tell-tale negative in 
his unscrupulous hands. 
He placed the little piece of glass upon 

the table slanting it against two books 
so that as a perpetual menace fully 
visible to Durand it might continue to 
impress and influence him. 
Then he strode between it and the 

baffled villain, who glared alternately at 
it and its owner. 
‘Bah! a trick to frighten me’’ gurgled 

in Durand’s throat. 
“You know better’’ responded Le 

Britta sternly. ‘‘Your face betrays you, 
your trembling frame reveals your terror, 
your conviction. That is proof one. It 
disposes of the will affair. I ask you ere 1 
proceed further to here and now resign 
your trust as Gladys Vernon's guardian. 
Durand did not reply. He felt that he 

could gain nothing by a confession or a 
compromise. This calm, resolute man 
meant what he said. Divgst him of 
power of guardianship, what gurantee 
had Durand that his next step would not 
be to land him in a felon’s cell as the 
murderer of Gideon Vernon? 
He calculated silently the chances of 

defeating Le Britta’'s designs. He 
realized the full value of that tell-tale 
negative, Proficient in all the quirks 
and turns of the law, he knew that the 
negative, together with Le Britta’s verpal 
story of the making and disappearance of 
the new will, and his own unsavbry 
reputation, would evoke the interest, 
suspicion and mediation ot a court of 
justice, if nothing more, and cause a 
rigid surveillance of his actions as 
guardian. 

In other words, the negative 
frightened him. It was a powerful 
weapon in the hands of a determined 
adversary, but the old crafty expression 
returned to those sinister eyes, as Durand 
recalled Le Britta’'s story of the 
accidenta' discovery of the picture in the 
camera, 

“Well, what have you to say?” 
demanded the photographer. 
Durand smiled—a ghastly, sickly 

smile. The corners of his mouth twitched 
nervously, his brow furrowed ith 
disquietude and uncertainty. 

“Say?”’ he gulped. ‘‘Why, you've 
played me a trump card.” 

**An ! you confess that, do you?" 
“Yes. I suppose old Vernon's lawyer 

just chuckled over your discovery.’ 
This was a clever feeler—a hint to lead 

on his antagonist to reveal more that 
the schemer wished to know. 

Blunt, straightforward, the honest and 
honorable Le Britéa was no match for 
his adroit foe in the line of tactics the 
latter Lad resolved to adopt. Confident in 
his strength and the integrity of his posi- 
tion, he did not discern the trap into 
which Durand was leading him. 

‘“The lawyer?’’ he repeated, vaguely. 
“Yes.” 

“I have not shown it to the lawyer 
”" 

Ralph Durand’s eyes glittered with a 
fierce, sinister triumph. That innocent 
admission raised his depressed hopes like 
magic. 

““Nor the doctor, either, I suppose?’’ he 
ventured. 
“Nor the doctor, either. 
“Why, continued the crafty schemer, 

leading his opponent on deftly, ‘‘I shoud 
have thought that the first thing to 0 
after you discovered your vaunted c!.:> to 
all my guilt and your own superb 
smartness’’—here he sneered nudibly, the 
more effectually to throw Le Britta off 
his guard and distrace him from 
guessing his true int: itions—‘‘I should 
have thought that the first thing you 
did was to perfect your negative, print a 
score of copies, and send them to the 
judge, the lawyer, all your friends and 
my enemies!’ 
“No,” spoke Le Britta, bluntly. “I 

hastened here at once to see if I could 
not reason you into the right thing. 
There is time abundant to attend to all 
that.”’ 

“Is there?’ 
Ralph Durand half arose in the arm- 

chair. His shrinking helplessness slowly 
became the crouching attitude of a tiger 
posing for a sudden spring. 

‘“Yes, an abundance of time. But, we 
waste words’ — 

‘““And that picture, that half-developed 
negative, is all the chronicle you have of 
this alleged will?” 

“Is it not enough?” 
“It might get lost,disfigured, broken.’’ 
“I shall see to that.” 
“I have an offer to make you." 
‘“ndeeat’’ 
““Yes.” 
“What is it?” 

suspiciously. 
“I will buy it of you.” 
‘“t You!” 

*“Yes. I offer you for that little piece of 
glass ane thousand dollars cash. Come, 
be reasonable! You are concerning ycour- 
self in the welfare of people you scarcely 
know, Take the thousand dollars, deliver 
up the negative, and leave people to 
fight their own battles.’ 

Jera Le Britta flushed scarlet. 
“You insulting scoundrel,” he cried, 

with flashing eyes, his fists slowly 
ciosing and unclosing. ‘‘You deserve an 
honest man’s hest efforts at thrashing 
you. Enough! I will dally no longer 
with you. I take my evidence of your 
guilt to the courts of justice.” 
‘No, you never will!” 
The declaration was a ringing hiss. 

Quick as a flash, Ralph Durand sprang 
forward. He had but one idea in his 
mind—to reach the precigQus negative, 
secure and destroy it. 
Upon it hinged all his hopes of fortune; 

he knew it, he realized it fully. 
His move, sudden as it was, however, 

was intercepted by the guarded Le 
Britta 
The photographer divined his purpose. 

He met the flerce onward rush of the 
scoundrel ere he was half-way to the 
table; he seized him by the shoulders. 

Ralph Durand was a powerful man, an 
adroit man, too, in tricks likely to baffle 
and beat an unwary foe. 
The man however who had never 

weakened a splendid constitution with 
over-indulgence in liquors and tobacco 
was fully a mateh for a rum-wrecked 
nicotine-poisoned adversary. 

Seizing Durand by the shoulders he 
fairly flung him straight back into the 
arm-chair he had just left with a shock 
that made the craven's jaws come 
together like the springs of a sgeel trap. 

There he. sat a picture of baffled 
villainy, a huddled-up mass of breathless 
jarred humanity. 
“You sit still if you are wise!” warned 

the photographer sternly. ‘‘Once more 
and for the last time, will you resign 
your trustas guardian of Gladys Vernon, 
go yeur way until the Jaw finds you 
out for some new villainy, or shall I 
take that negative to a court of law and 
force you to do so?’ 

““(yive me time to think!" 
breathless, bafled Durand. 
He sat scowling, trembling with rage, 

his eyes glaring Qalefully at the yan 
wwho had beaten him back at every point. 

Watching him wearily, Le Britta 

awaited his decision. 

Suddenly Durand sprang to his feet; 
just near to hand was the fireplace, and 

Iving mecross its fender was a short, 

heavy iron poker. 
This he had seized, this he now waved 

above his head. 
“Never!” he fairly yelled. “If I give 

in im one point, you will hound me 
down in a dozen. Never! never! never!’ 

He poised the iron missile. ie Britta, 
supposing that he meditated a murderous 
assault upon himself, dodged, advanced, 
sought to get near enough to his nimble 

foe to disarm him. 
The poker swayed aloft,cutting the air 

in a swooping eirele until it whizzed like 
# minnie ball. 

Then it left the hand of the rascal bus 
not to deseend op the head of his 
wnarmed foe. I 

demanded Le Britta, 

pleaded the 

No. with a cram of 2l-rn and: tatled 
dis.nay, tio ie Jere Le Brit compre- 
hended the full sinister parpose of his 
fae. 

The glass negative, noi its possessor 
was the =ouarer of 211 Ralph Durand’s 

interest just then. 
The whirling missile of iron swept 

clear post Le Dircta’s dodging head; it 
araz:i tie table, ctreiight as an arrow 
struck tae tilted fice-simile of Gideon 
Vernon's last will and testament. 

Crash! 

The next moment the precious glass 
nezative was shattered into a thousand 
pieces! 

CIAPTER XVIL—A NEW SUR- 

PRISE. 

“You scoundrel!” 
Fairly blinded with anger, the dis- 

mavei and routed Le Britta sprang 
forward to wreak summary vengeance on 
she sly, dissimulating rogue who had 
Li: “ed his skill completely. 
With au groan of anguish the photog- 

rapher comprehended the terribly 
A{instrous denouement, of the scene that 
hui began with an augury of certain 
trivia, 
Raiph Durand had sank back into the 

arm-chair, wii: the gloating, exultant 
face of a fiend ra.opant and satisfied. 
“Ha! ha!” he chuckled, jeeringly. 

who is master now, my smart picture 

peddler? Your work goes for nought!’ 
““Wretch!” 
“lies me sea, I offered you one 

thousand dollars for your picture. I 
would not give one thousand cents just 

row! Gather up the fragments, my 

over-sanguine meddler! They will sell 
for old glass.” 
Le Britta was too overcome to speak. 

The helplessness of his position, the 
wild victory of his opponent, the useless- 
ness of further discussion all occurred to 
his mind, as a glance at the glass-littered 
carpet showed the wreck and ruin 
wrought by the weil-directed iron missile 
in the brawny hand of Ralph Durand. 
He glared once at the scoundrel, whom 

he could have annihilated with a look. 
Then, turning, he slowly walked from 
the room and the house, uttering a 
single bitter, ominous, echoing word of 
warning — 
“Wait!” 
Ralph Durand laughed mockingly and 

gleefully. He rubbed his hardened palms 
together, he gloated over his enemy's 
downfall, he chuckled, he capered. 

Long after Le Britta had got out of 
sight of the villa, he sang and danced, 
and poured down liberal potations of 
fiery brandy, littl2 reckoning of a charge 
destined to come over the spirit of his 
dreams ere many days of his worthless, 
scheming existence hal passed away. 
As to Le Britta, that tramp back to 

the village was the bitterest walk of his 
life. He blamed himself for all that had 
occurred. He reproached and deprecated 
now the hlind over-confidence that, 
tempting him single-handed to oppose a 
crafty foe had led him into the greatest 
error of his life, 

But all that was past now and added 
to pity for wandering Gladys and his 
keen sense of jusitce was a smarting 
sense of defeat that spurred him on to 
take up anew the cudgel against Ralph 
Durand as a personal foe against whom 
he bore an especial personal grievance. 
What should he do what could he do? 

The old will giving Durand full control 
of the Vernon fortune and therefore an 
undisputed censorship over Gladys 
Vernon herself could never be annulled 
now. The unscrupulous swindler was 
free by clear sanction of the law and 
Gideon Vernon's expression of utter 
confidence in his power to wreck this 
royal estate, render its rightful legatee 
an outcast, and defy her helpless friends. 

Oh! it was bitter, torturing, cruel to 
realize; and, worst of all, the object of 
his persecutions, Gladys, was a wanderer, 
a fugitive. Her lover, Sydney Vance, 
had disappeared, and the threads of 
their lives commingled in a tangled skein 
tne solution to which the crafty Durand 
alone possessed. 

There was an element of the indomitable 
and stubborn in Jera Le Britta’s nature. 
It had marked importantand vital issues 
in his life in the past. Just now it 
spurred hi:n on to action. His duty was to 
return Lume. He had done all he could 
torign: a great wrong and had failed but 
he ¢oald not confess himself beaten; he 
‘oald not endure the chought that he 
aad undertaken a great task and had 
fuilel in its accomplishment and must 
perforce shrink from the fleld with 
drooping colors. 

“I will learn the truth. I will evolve 
sonsistency from this tangled complica- 
tion!" he uttered forcibly, and just 
arrived at that conclusion he came face 
to face at the edge of the town with the 
village lawyer. 

Mr. Munson greeted him cordially, 
more than that, effusively. His thought- 
ful eves glowed with excitement as he 
intuitively traced in Le Britta's presence 
there a subtle connection with the 
Vernon interests,” 

“What news?’’ he queried expectantly. 
““Nene of any great cheer or encourage- 

ment’’ replied the photographer in a 
depressed tone. ‘And you?” 
“The doctor and myself have sent a 

detective to trace and bring back poor 
Gladys.” 
“Has he found her?” 
‘““Not yet. Another officer is looking 

out for her lover Sydney Vance. Rome 
was not built in a day. It takes time to 
follow an obscure trail. We shall have 
some word shortly.” 
“I hope so’ murmured Le Britta. “I 

have something to tell you.” 
“Yes? 
‘““But not of a very inspiriting nature.” 
“Your face tells me that.’’ 
Le Britta related his story of the dis- 

covery and fate of the glass negative. 
The lawyer looked startled at the 

thrilling recital. 
“Too bad!’ he commenced when the 

photographer had completed his graphic 
narrative; ‘‘too bad indeed!” 
“The negative was an important clue?’ 
“Decisive I should say; but we won't 

cry over spilled milk. That scoundrel of 
a Durand is a desperate man but we 
shall catch him napping yet.’’ 
“I doubt it." 
“I'he sleekest rogues forget to bar 

their doors, sometimes.”’ 
‘“‘He is always on his guard.” 
“You talk hopelessly.” 
“Of finding out something by remain- 

ing quiescent?>—Yes. I believe in person- 
al effort, Mr. Munson; I do not pretend 
to any particular detective ability, bus I 
am going to try to see what I can do by 
watching this knave. For all we know, 
he has tracked Gladys. He may have her 
a captive somewhere. he may connive at 
her death. He may have some scheme to 
later come in and inherit or claim the 
property personally. The stake he plays 
for is a large one, and he will win, if 
left undisturbed.’ 
The lawyer looked 

serious. 
‘““You are talking sense, Mr. Le 

Britta,”” he remarked, gravely. 
‘“Of course,’ pursued the photograph- 

er, ‘I am a comparative stranger to Miss 
Vernon, but I have a heart, sympathies, 
that impel me to do my duty. I must, I 
shall, find this poor girl. I cannot rest 
until I know her fate. I shall make all 
my arrangements to devote a week, or 
months if need be, in her behalf,’ 
“In other words, you will personally 

take up the trail?’’ 
“Yes.” 

The lawyer's eyes sparkled with 
genuine admiration, and he grasped Le 
Britta’s hand warmly. 

‘““You are a noble man, Mr. J. 
Britta!” he murmured, with strong 
emotion. “I can rely on you. Command 
my co-operation and my bank account. I 
feel now that we will succeed,” 
Once started on a case, Jera Le Britta 

was a hard man to dissuade from his 
purpose. He remained at the village that 

day and the next, ‘‘looking over the 
ground,” as he called it. 
What he learned he did not impart to 

either the lawyer or the doctor, for ig 
consisted of trivial suspicions and sug 
gestions. 
“To-morrow,” he said to the lawyer 

that pight, *‘‘I shail obtain a suitable 

disguise; to-morrow I shall take up thc 
trail at Hawthorpe villa. First, I shall 

strive to locate the missing Sydney 

Vance.” 
“Aud not Gladys?” 

lawyer, surprised. 
“No; for she, J am sanguine, {is 

resolute in hiding from friend and foe 
allke. Vance, on the contrary, 1 feel 
sure, is a prisoner in the power of Ralph 
Durand, or has been murdered by him. 
Fasten such a crime on Durand, or find 
Vance and get his story of the death of 
Gidegn Vernon, and we have a tangible 
basis to proceed upon. Then, Durand 
once deposed, dg not fear but that 
Gladys will return. She w{)] be watching 
the outcome of events at Hawthorne villa 
from a distance, rest assured of that.’’ 
“The best-laid plans of men and mice 

impressed and 

ejaculated the 

grit roaddeed taal glean yg 

For. on the eve of devoting ol 
energies toward probinz the great Vornm 
mystery pecssonally, tuat very evening 

the clerk at the hotel handed Lin ao 
sealed envelope. 

It was a telegeaphic dispateh and was 
dated that afterncon irom his home. 
“Retarn at once” read the mystitying 

message. ‘Veranon case. Important,” 
And it was signed, stranger still, by his 

old-time friend Dr. Richard Milton. 

CHAPTER XVIIL—=“FINDERS 

KEEPERS.” 

Jera Le Britta was surprised more than 
that,absolutely startled as he perused the 

innocent-looking message that bore so 
strange and unexpected a revelation. 

Its mandate advising urgency was 
peremptory, its wording mysterious. At 
fiest, he feared that it might indicate 
trouble in his business. A year previous, 
a fire had caused havoc and disraption of 
business temporarily in his studio, and 
he had experienced anxiety ever since on 
the same score. Illness in his family, too, 
might be imminent. but, no! neither 
business nor domestic complication had 
incited the telegram, the photographer 
felt sure of that after a second perusal, 
for the mystic interpolation, ‘Vernon 
case,’’ betrayed the real, actuating intiu- 
ence behind the action of his friend Doctor 
Milton. 
“What can it mean? Vernon case!” 

cogitated the startled Le Britta. ‘‘Doctor 
Dick is no sensationalist, no alarmn- 
ist. He's too cool and methodical for 
that. He knows all about the Vernons, 
for I told him, Can it he possible that 
he has made some important discovery— 
some new evidence in the camera? 
Pshaw! that is impossible. Has he found 
a trace of Gladys accidentally? Scarcely; 
what then? The only way to find out is 
to return home. Yes, I must leave affairs 
in abeyance here for a few days. I muss 
learn what Dick has discovered.’ 

Le Britta took the first train home- 
ward-bound. Late as the hour was when 
he reached his destination, he went 
straight to the office of his friend. A 
light showed at ite outside window. 

Tap! tap! 
“Come in.” 
“Jera!” 
“Dick!” 
“Youn got my message?’ “I would nos 

be here if I hadn't for I was deep in 
mystery and work. What is it,”’ queried 
the photogapher, eagerly. 
“What i telegraphed you, the Vernon 

case.”’ 
“Why! Dick’ — 
“You wonder how I come to discover 

anything about it, way off here, away 
from its center of operations.’’ 

“It puzzles me, I must confess.’ 
“Still, I have.”’ 
‘““Ah! a trace of the girl?’ 
“Primarily, yes.” 
‘“You mean that you have found ous 

where she is hiding?’ 
‘“‘Not at all.” 
“PThen’’— 

‘“Yesterday,”” and Doctor Milton drew 
a newspaper from a table near by, ‘I 
chanced to look over a journal published 
in a city not a hundred miles from 
here,” 
“Go on.”’ 
‘‘Glancing over its columns, I came 

upon a queer-reading advertisement.’ 
“What was it?” 
‘‘ Read for yourslf."’ 
Doctor Milton folded down the paper, 

and his finger marking a column headed 
‘‘Personal,’’ indicated one of the adver- 
tisements under that heading. 

Eagerly Le Britta perused the little 
item. It read:— 
“G. V.: Communicate with me at 

H. V. immediately. I and I alome have 
news of 8S. V. Would you save him? 
Then do not delay. R. D.”’ 
; Le Britta looked up with an excited 
ace. 
‘“‘You understand?’’ queried the doctor, 

in an impressive tone. 
“Yes; a message from Ralph Durand 

to Gladys Vernon, telling her write to 
Hawthorne villa if she ro + her 
missing lover, Sydney Vance,’ 

‘““Exactly. 1t struck me the minute I 
saw the initials, for I remembered all 
you had told me about this strangely 
mysterious case.’’ 

“It proves what I have surmised all 
along.” 

‘“And that is?” 
“That Ralph Durand was instrumental 

in the disappearance of Sydmey Vance, 
and now knows where he is.” 

“It looks that way.”’ 
“Durand knows that through Vance 

only can he influence Gladys to return to 
the villa,”’ 

‘““But why should he wish;it?"’ 
“That his future plottings willysfow. 

And this was why you telegraphed me?*"’ 
‘““Not at all’,’ 
“Eh!” ejaculated Le Britta, vaguely. 

“There is something else?’ 
“Yes 

“What? Hello! What's that, Dick? A 
visitor—some one overhearing our con- 
versation!”’ 
Le Britta had started quite violently, 

for just then from the next apartment 
echoed a faint sound like the mean or 
sigh of a human voice. 

‘‘No listener, no fear of that Jera, but 
some one is there.’’ 
“Who?” 

“The man whose strange discovery 
caused me to send that telegram.’’ 

‘““Ah!” exclaimed Le Britta, excitedly. 
“You put me on nettles, Dick!™ 
“When I mentioned the Vernon case 

in my telegram,’’ pursued the‘doctor, ‘‘I 
referred to him. Listen.” 

Briefly, Doctor Milton told the story of 
the injured tramp. He explained how he 
had come to take him from pity under 
his own roof, ald dwelt particularly on 
the sufferer’'s ravings about being rich 
about his secrets, and about Hawthorne 
villa“ 

‘‘It startled me, Jera,”’ explained the 
doctor, ‘“‘to hear a tramp, a stranger, 
mention names fresh in my memory 
from your lips in connection with the 
Vernon case that very same day. It 
puzzled and interested me. I watched, 1 
studied the man. For days I have been 
working over him. This morning I 
attempted a great experiment to save 
his arm. 7To-night, the symptoms of 
bra: suffering were so definite, that I 
fear he is beyond surgical aid, and I sent 
for you’ 
“Then you have made some new dis- 

covery about him?’ 
‘““Yes; early this afternoon he had 

quite a lucid spell. He made me tell him 
all about his injuries. When I had done 
s0 he moaned despairingly, and told me 
that while he knew my experiment 
might have saved him from becoming a 
cripple had he lived, he felt that he was 
doomed. "’ 
‘And you think so.” 
“I fear it. The injury to the brain is 

permanent. Then I began to question 
him about his singular reference to 
Hawthorne villa,”’ 

‘““And what did he say?” 
‘““At first he fought shy of making any 

revelation. He kept muttering that 
‘finders were keepers,” and that he was 
‘rich, rich, rich.” Then, some sudden 
twinge ‘of pain caused him to think of 
his dreaded death. He grew affrighted, 
then grateful for the great kindness of an 
utter stranger, as he chose to consider 
my slight services, and then he burst into 
tears, and said that he would tell me 
all his story.”’ 

“Dick, yon interest me deeply!” 
exclaimed the absorbed Le Britta, 
startled and hopeful at the same time. 

‘““He was a tramp, he said,”’ continued 
Doctor Milton, ‘‘and a tramp with rather 
a low estimate of honesty. A certain 
night, and, Jera, he named the very 
night that Gideon Vernon was murdered 
at Hawthorne villa, he was in its 
Vicinity. He said it was about dusk, and, 
#8 he was just going around to the back 
‘door of the mansion to beg a mouthful 
of food, he saw a man, an old man, 
Gideon Vernon himself, he afterward 
ascertaind to a certainty, climb from the 
window of his _sick-room out into the 
garden.” 

“Oh! that is impossible,’ ejaculated the 
incredulous Le Britta. 

It seemed so to him, for the photog- rapher had not been aware of the tragic tnejdent of the last hour of Gideon 
Vernon's life—of his dread and discovery of the lurking Durand, of the strong stimplang he had taken, of how he had sought to remove the jron box from she pabinet, so that the lurker by no chance 
might go oes and despnil it. bf 
+ FARR is positive,” po the doctor. “He says a DE err vag evoked, and he hid apd thep followed Mr. Vernon. His cupidity was aroused as he saw him open the cover of the box, 

and a royal store of Jewels and bank. 
notes showed. Mr. Vernon hurried 
through the garden, reached the ravine 
behind it, and suddenly disappeared 
behind a rock. By some secret ledge un- 
known to the tramp, he reached a spot 
down the cliff-side. The tramp marked 
ghe place—the rock, the shelf of stone. 

expression on his face. 

Mr. Vernon returned empty-handed. He | 
could scarcely stagger back to the house | 
for weakness. Evidently fearing Durand, 
he had hidden, his available treasur., 
The tramp still followed him. He saw 
him return to the house. The next 
morning he came to locate the ravine, 
intent upon finding the treasure. Then 
he heard of Mr. Vernon's murder. Ig 
frightened him. Here he was, a suspicious 
character, hanging around the villa, 
They might suspect him.”’ 

‘““What did he do?” 
““Fled from the place; first, however, 

carefully noting the spot in the vicinity 
of which the little irom box had surely 
been secreted. Mr. Vernon had died 
with the secret of ite hiding-place locked 

in his breast. The tramp felt that he 
had a right to it. He decided to remain 
away until the ‘murder-scare,’ as 
he termed it, was over. Then he would 
return, secure it, and enjoy a fortune 
which, to his loose code of morals, came 
under the heading, ‘finders keepers.’ 

Jera Le Britta was deeply startled at 
this graphic narrative. He realized how 
reasonable it all was. But what did the 
box contain? Was it really valuable? 
“The tramp,’”’ began Ductor Milton 

again, ‘‘then told me that this box he 
oould direct me to. He bequeathed it to 
me, if he died. I smiled at the idea of 
consenting to receive other people's 
money, but I knew how glad you would 
be to secure even this faint clue to a new 
complication in a case that so interested 
you. About to tell me something more, 
the tramp fell back, insensible, again, 
He cannot stand many more of these 
fainting shocks. I thought it best to 
send for you, and telegraphed you.” 
And the man?” 
‘“Has lain in a state of coma ever 

since.’ 
“With his secret half told?" 
‘As you know.” 
‘““Doctor,”” spoke Le Britta, energetic- 

ally, ‘‘you must revive him!’ 
‘‘It may be impossible.”’ 
‘“‘Temporarily ?"’ 
“I can try it" 
‘“He must tell us definitely where that 

box is hidden!’ 
Doctor Milton took up a medicine 

case, extracted a small, delicate, hypo- 
dermic syringe, and filled it with some 
colorless liquid from a phial. 
“Come,” he said, ‘‘I will try to revive 

the man. I will try to secure the secret 
of the hiding-place of Gideon Vernon's 
box of valuables.” 

CHAPTER XIX.—THE TRAMP’'S 

SECRET. 

Noiselessly Dr. Richard Milton and 
his companion entered the sick-room. 
Jera le Britta stood curiously viewing 

the outlined form upon the couch. As 
the doctor carefully turned up the lamp, 
its rays plainly illumined the object that 
centered the attention of the photog- 
rapher, 
The face of the tramp-patient was 

white and bloodless, his unkempt shock 
of hair and straggling beard looked not 
at all confidence-inspiring, but from a 
survey of his features to his injured arm, 
Le Britta gazed with wildly-distended 
eyes. 
The arm was strapped at wrist and 

shoulder across an iron frame. It was 
bare save for a piece of almost invisible 
gauze, saturated with some olly wash, 
and it looked like a mottled checker- 
board in its strange, puzzling appearance. 
“Why! Dick!” murmured Ie Britta, 

“that arm’’'— 
‘‘Was the injured member. It was in 

a shape that no ordinary surgical care 
could adjust. It was either amputation 
or a crippled member for life, so I set 
myself to work to experiment.’ 
“You mean?” 
“Skin grafting.’’ 
Le Britta started intelligently. 
‘““Yes,”’ continued Doctor Milton, his 

face kindling with professional pride and 
confidence ‘‘I wanted to save the poor 
fellow months of suffering. Yesterday 
I gave out through the town ' what 1 
intended to do. Humanity and curiosity 
alike brought me all the people I needed. 
From each I took an inch of cuticle, and 
transplanted it in patches on my 
patient’s arm. You see how it is 
covered? I have given him what nature 

cannot supply in this instance, a new 
cuticle, consisting of one hundred and 
forty-two adhesive plasters of other 
people’s skin—farmers’ cuticle, ministers’ 
cuticle, girls’ cuticle, boys’ outicle; a 
mixture, but all necessary. If the man 
recovers, he will owe his perfect arm to 
the kindness of a large number of fellow- 
beings. If there is a moral as well as a 
physical transplanting, may be he will 
assimilate some better qualities in that 
sadly-neglected nature of his.” 

Jera Le Britta did not reply to his 
friend’s half-jocular exordium. He 
admitted and appreciated his genius. and 
marveled at the deftness that admitted 
of his scientifically supplying a man 
denuded of vital accessories to perfect 
cuticle-exudation, with a practically new 
set of pores to his skin. 
He watched silently as the doctor 

bared the other arm of the patient, 
applied the point: of the tiny glass instru- 
ment in his hand, and hypodermically 
injected a powerful stimulant into the 
laggard veins, 
The sufferer on the couch winced, 

shrank and moaned. Watched breathless- 
ly by doctor and photographer, his lips 
began to twitch, his eyelids quivered. 

There was a noticeable dilation of the 
nostrils, his pulse quickened, his respira- 
tions grew faster, he sighed, opened his 
eyes, fixed them on vacancy, then on the 
doctor, and then, an expression of 
mingled horror and concern on his 
homely features, he gasped out— 

“I've got to die!” 
““Calmly, my friend, calmly!’ urged 

the doctor in gentle tones. ‘‘You are 
doing remarkably well.” 
“Yes, but this weight on my head — 

this horrible throbbing! No! no! I am 
doomed. Doctor, I didn’t tell you’’'— 
“Do not concern yourself about any- 

thing. Think placidly, talk slowly.’ 
‘“Yes, but maybe I have only a few 

minutes to live!”’ shuddered the tramp. 
‘No, yours was the first kind hand lifted 
to aid me in the long years, the first 
unselfish act from the heart. You shall 
be rich—rich! In the sole of my left shoe 
—the paper that tells—the secret—the 
hiding place’ — 

Fainter and fainter sounded the gasp- 
ing voice. The man’s eyes closed 
spasmodically, his breath came short and 
labored. 

‘“Wait!”” murmured Doctor Milton, 
mandatorily, as Le Britta moved to 
leave the room. 
“Ah! I forgot.” Again the sufferer 

started up, this time a piteous, haunted 
‘“‘Doctor! they 

can’t’ drag me into the net for murder if 
I didn’t do it, can they’ 

‘Certainly not, my poor fellow.’ 
“And if I tell yom, to unburden my 

coward conscience, and I should happen 
to live, they can’t say it was a lie, and, 
as I was there, I must have done the 
murder myself, the murder of that old 
man, Gideon Vernon?" 
“Mercy! what is all this?’ gasped the 

startled Le Britta. 
“No! no!” urged the doctor, soothing- 

ly “tell me what it is. You saw him 
killed?” 

‘“Yes. 1 was at the veranda, watching. 
A man stole in at the window, I saw 
him. Another young man came in to 
find the old man dying a minute later, 
but he did not do the deed. He ran 
after the real murderer, the man dressed 
as a tramp. ”’ 

‘““Ah! Ralph Durand! ejaculated Le 
Britta. ‘“‘Do you hear, Dick? This man’s 
evidence would hang Ralph Durand! 

‘““Hang? no, they shan't hang me! 
Who are you?’ shrieked the tramp, for 
the first time noticing Le Britta. “Hy v 

Save 
me, doctor! save me, save—"’ 
He sank back. Rigid, lifeless, he 

lay upon the couch. 
‘Is he dying, Dick?’ breathed Le 

Britta, anxiously. 
“No, but I fear” —began Doctor 

Milton, gravely. 
“What?” 
“These fainting shocks weaken him. 

Ah! I feared it! the fever again.” 
“If he could only be revived t 

recognize Ralph Durand?” 
“Impossible. I will not 

disturbed again. His life, 
quiver in the balance even 
not know if 1 can save him, 
try.”’ 

“Try, try, indeed!” urged the phot 
rapher, earnestly. ‘‘For his own «a 
for Gladys Vernon's sake, for he 
alone knows the hand that struci 
Gideon Vernon!” 
The doctor watched his pati: 

some moments, Then he went <u: 
the next apartment, whither Le 
had preceded him. 
In his hand he bore one of the 

which belonged to the tramp. 
“Oh! the paper he talked about, t,. 

secret document that tells where the ho 
of treasure is hidden!’ exclaim 
Britta, interested. ‘‘I had alinost tory | 
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from the worn 

stle of the traip’'s shive., ; 

| “Here it is,” he announced, taking 

| out a flat, folded ens iope. 

CHAPTER XX. -THE MISSING 

LINK. 

“What is it?’ queried Le Dritta, 
pressing eagerly forward to the side of 

his companion, 
“xo tar, only a dirty, wrinkled heavy 

wmaniliz covelope, 
“But it has some Kind of an 

inclosure.”’ 
“I shall soon learn,’ 
Le Britta was beginning to get excited. 

That day had held so many startling 
episodes in store toe him, that be tele 
neither hunger nor fatigue, He could nos 
but recognize the strange latuity of 

circutsstance. ere he had been delving 
at Hawthorne villa for {acts and his 
friend, miles distant, had discovered 
clues that scemingly encompassed the 
most vital issues or the case in hand. 

If the outcome o. these revelations 
was ample, and as expected, the 

fortunes of Gladys Vernon would soon 
be bettered and brighioned. 
Arranging them in order, Jera Le 

Britta realized that he had three distinct 
points of vantage on which to base new 

operations. 
First, the advertisement for Gladys 

Vernon, showing conclusively that 
Ralph Durand knew positively of the 
whereabouts of her accused lover, Sydney 
Vance. 

the Second, evidence of the dying 
tramp, proving indubitably the guilt or 
Ralph Durand as the assassin of Gldeor 
Vernon. 

Third, the possession of the decument 
or documents secreted in the sole ef the 
tramp’s shee, referving. withour question, 
to a certain iron box, eontaining, 
possibly, the bulk of dead Gideon 
Vernon's ready-cash foroune, 
Documents these were, or, rath 

slips of paper, three in number 
tha enevlope, creased and crusne. 

heavy font-pressure, the doctor now drew 
three half-sheets of writing paper, 
The first was a rade scrawl, evidently 

indit:d at the tramp’s instigation. 
Deciphered, it real — 

“I, Dave Wharton, have made a bi: 

discovery—a box of gold and jewels 
Finders keepers, as the owner is dead. 1 
get a man to write this at Dalton, 

because 1 might forget.” 
Dalton was the [lirst town west of 

Hawthorne villa. Jlore the tramp in his 
flight from the scene of the murder had 
evidently iniunced some stranger. to 
scrawl the message, 
The second picce of paper was in a 

totally different handwriting. It ran:— 
“Go to the villa. I know where, Then 

down the road to where a path strikes 
the ravine, Thisis written at Springford, 
I douw't let anybody know the whole 
affair except mysel, so I get my secret 
written in sections.” 
“Do you see?’ exclaimed Doctor 

Milton looking up. ‘‘He was quite 
clever, Fearing he might forget the 
description of the place where he saw 
the iron box hidden he had different 
people write according to his dictation. 
The last piece of paper written at the 

complete the deseription of the hiding- 
place of the treasure. Yes, here it is.”’ 
The third strip of paper began :— 
“You go down the ravine north, until 

you come to a large’ — 
There the chronicle stopped, abruptly, 

definitely. 
“Go on!” 

Britta, 
“There is no more to go on with,” 

replied Doctor Milton. 
“Why not?" 
“The rest of 

obliterated.’ 
‘““What?"’ 
“Yes, see?” 
“Too bad!’ 
Le Britta observed that the pencil 

marks, in the remainder of the sheet, 
had become a blur of vagueness. The 
tramp had trusted his precious secret to 
rather an unsafe place of hiding, 
Dampness had penetrated the thin sole 
of his shoe, it had, tro, reached the 
inclosure in the envelope. 
“I declare, this is provoking,” com- 

mented T.e Britta. 
‘““Well, don’t fret about it,’' enjoined 

the doctor, philosophically. ‘‘It may not 
be so difficult to find by inquiry who 
wrote the last scrawl of the tramp; 
besides you have a pretty fair idea that 
somewhere in the ravine near Haw- 
thorne villa that treasure box is hidden.’ 

[To be Continued.) 
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ADMINISTRATORS 
NOTICE. 

William Copping late of Chatham, deceased, are 
required to file the same duly attested with the 
undersi gned, and all persons indebted to the said 
estate are required to make immediate payment to 

MRS. WM, COPPING. 
Chatham Sept, 1, 1896. 

For Sale--Cheap. 
A Two-wheeled driving Cart, 

Apply to 
F. E, NEALE. 

next town on his tramp will probably | 

All persons having claims against the estate of | 

\ 
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BATH GLOVES 
AND MITS. 

SPONGES 
a beautiful line of 

Re EEE 

MILLERS’ FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS, 
RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B. 

Successors to Gillespie Foundry. 
Established 1852. 

TOILET SOAPS a 
from five cents to one dollar per csle 

JUST ARRIVED 

AT 

Mackenzie’s Medical Hall, 
CHATHAM, N. B. 

' May 18, 1896. 

TINSMITH WORK. 
The subscriber begs to inform his friends and 

the general public that he has reestablished him- 
self in the business of a general 

Tinsmith and Iron Worker 
in the shop opposite the W. T. Harris store, 
Cunard Street, Chatham. 

He makes a specialty of 

RE - LINING STOVE - OVENS 

and introduces a 

DOUBLE PLATE BOTTOM 
at the same price 8s the usual single plate is put in 
for elsewhere, 
General repairs, as well as new work promptly 

executed, 
JOH DUFF 

FOR SALE. 
Those two commodious dwelling houses pleasant 

situated on the west side of Canara Street i the 
town of Chatham, now occupied by J CT 
Arsenean and J. McCallum 
For terms and particulars apply to 

TWELVOIE& B 
Chatham, 27th July, 1894, 

ENVY 

SURGEON DEN .13Ts 

flu 

Teeth extracted without pam by 
Nitrous Oxide Gas or other An®sthiztics, 

Artificial Teeth set in Gold Rubber & Celluloio 

the us 

Special attention given to the preservation and 
regulating of the natural teeth 
Also Crown and Bridge work All work 

guaranteed in every respect 

Office iv + hatham BENS N BLOCK. 
No 53 

In Nexcastle opposite quare over J GU 
K«1ure’s Barber shoo, Telephone No 6. 

Telephon. 

THE LONCON CUrRNTEE 

ACCID NT 

it raDle 3 dx der) 

Accident I. surance at lowest. =~ Pr yn 
if. wd vou time by taking Dorie 
.ONDON. 

FRANCIS aA. GI L'Sf1 
® Ny 

FOR 8 A Lb 
One foot power scroll saw, with lathe and drill 

atacched, Alli perfec ow He haa tor $17.00 
For particulars «pply «ov 8)x 123 Cha ham 

NEWCASTLE DRUG STORE 

We have just received a large supply of 

PATENT MEDICINES, 
consisting of 

SOUTH AMERICAN RHEUMATI: CURE KID 

NEY CURE AND NERVINE TONIC, DR. 

CHASE'SSYRUP OF LINSEED AND TUR- 

PENTINE FOR COUGHS AND COLD», 

CHASE'S PILLS AND OINTMENT, 

ALSO DR, AGNEW’S HEART 

CURE, CATARRH POWDER 

OINTMENT AND 

PILLS. 

MUNYON'’S 
REMEDIE- 

Kola Wine, and Excelsior Egg 

Preserver Always in Stock 

The Newcastle Drag store 
E. Lee Street Proprietor. 

Newcastle, Sept. 14th, 1896. 

ASK FOR 

~ MONARCH 
Steel Wire Nails, 

THEY NEVER LET GO, 
AND TAKE NO OTHERS 

Orders filled at Factory Price, and a Freight Allowance made ou 
lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment. 

KERR & ROBERT: 0iN, 
SAINT JOHN. N, B. 

N. B.—IN Stock AND I'o ArrIVE 100 Dozen K. & R. Axes. 

Dunlap Bros. & Co., 
AMHERST, N. S. 

Dunlap, McKim & Downs, 
WALLACE, N. S. 

DUNLAP, COOKE & 
AMHERST, N. S. 

Hstablished 1866. 
DUNLAP OOKE & 

ke 

GENTLEME 'S CU 11% 

"MH T. 

IN, 

his establishment has a superior tone and fi
nisn 

he prices are right, 

This firm carries one of the finest selections of Cloths inclndin: «i. 
fine tra e Their cutters and staff of workmen omployed are the ne t hein ' 

ALY nse ian ap 

the 4iff + « 

It. 

Raisins, Currants, (‘andie.! Peels, 
Essences, Spices, Apples, tirapes 

one ticket. 

FANCY AND STAPLE GROCERY IP. 
)=( 

Turkeys, Geese, Ducks, and Chickens, 

Figs, Nuts, Confectionery, ¢igars Ete. Ete. 
Best Family Flour, Meals, Hay, Oats, feed of all kinds. 
Pork, Beef, Herring, Codfish, Molasses, Sugars. Oils, Tabaeco, Ete Et 

CHEAPEST STORE IN TOWN, 
Don't forget the PIAN »—each dollar purchase, one ticket. 

Ready-Made Clothing, Dry Goods, Caps, Robes, Horse-Rugs. 
Boots and Shoes, Overshoes, Rubbers, Moccasins, Ete, Ete. 
At the greatest bargains ever were known. 
DONT FORGET the piano; each dollar's worth you buy you receive 

MERRY X'MAS AND HAPPY NEW YEAR TO ALL. 

W T HARRIS. 

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine E 
Our Brass and Composition Castinos 

noted throughout the country. 5 
All work personally supervised. Satisfaction oguaranteed Send for estimates before order: ei ” : Send for estimates before ordering elewhere, 
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete. in stock and to order. 

JAS. G. MILLER. 

Miramichi Advance, 
CHATHAM. N. B. 

ngines, Boiler repairing. 
are worthy a trial, being 

THE LEADING PRINTED 
NORTH SHOR-= 2 EVERY WEDNESDAY 
NEWSPAPER. EVENING. 

TtRM3S ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PAYABLE IN ADVANCE. 
D. G. SMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR 

JOB PRINTING 
AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE 

ALWAYS ON HAND :— 

RAILWAY BILLS, 

FISH INVOICES, 

MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS, 

MORTGAGES & DEEDS, JOINT NOTES, 

slLLS OF SALE DRAFTS, 

SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS, 

TEACHERS’ AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES. 

DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS. 

CUSTUM HOUSE FORMS, 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 

NOTES OF HAND, 

THREE MACHINE PRESSE 
and other requisite plant constant- 
ly running Bquipment equal to 
that of any Job-Printing office in 
the Province 

he only Job-Printing offic t- 
side of St. John that = poasch. 
both 

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
—AT THR — 

DOMINION AND CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION 
AT ST JOHN IN 1883 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

The undermentioned advantages are claimed for MacKenzie's 
spectacles. 

Ist —That from the peculiar construction of the olasses 
and “RESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes uunec 
2:ad—That they confer a brillianey and distinetness 0 

an amount of EASE and COMFORT not hitherto enjoyed 
wearers, 
3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground is manu- 

factnred especially for optic purposes, by Dr. CHARLES Barpou’s -mproved patent method, and is PURE, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not 
liable to become scratched. 
4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver or Steel, are of the finest quality and finish, and guaranteed parfect in 

every respect. 

The long evenings are here and you will want a pair of cord olass 
so come tc the Medical Hall and be properly fitted or no charge. . 

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE 
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Ch.tham N. B., Sept. 24, 1895. 
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No “eg rider vonr vot i= first loss mall respecis, All 

. S vd Semmes use os | rh i umm fue | WAiCHios GL. Ks, AND JEW. LRY, 
: X V 0 c 0 FF] n ; | repaired at short notice, and 

EE J [bua ured to Giveths be 1 ‘ati faction 
FOR YOUR —— | W. R GOULD. BE kk nk Ds, Chatham Oet., 3, 

NOTE HEADS, Si 
BILL HEADS, | hb aE Ee cawos, wet qm WOVEN WIRE FENCING RAILWAY RECEIPTS, | “yyeg WIRE ROPE SELVAGE. 

SHIPPING RECEIPTS, 

ENVELOPES, | 

TAGS, ETC. 

A full stock «of paper, envelopes, tage and 
printers stationary on hand. Come or 
send o 

THE LEADING JOB - PRINTING OFFICE. 

D. G.SMITH; CHaTtHam. Tux ONTARIO WIRE FENCING CO., LTO 
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