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ji notion to lodge an information against 

: you.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking

about.”
“Forget it. I was behind you when 

you asked for that letter. Give it here. 
I want to show you something.”

Suddenly, with the letter in his hand, 
! Bassett laughed, and then tore it open. 
There was only, a sheet of blank paper 
inside. ,

“I wasn’t sure you’d see it, and I 
didn’t think you’d fail for it if you 
did,” he observed. “But I was pretty 
sure you didn’t want me to see Melis. 
Now I know it.”

“Well, I didn’t,” Gregory said sullen-
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(Continued from Saturday.)
“Did he see you?” was her first ques

tion.
“Yes. What about it? 

saw me but once, and that was at night 
and out of doors.”
.“Sometimes I think I can’t stand it, j 

Fred. The eternal suspense, the wait
ing for something to happen.”

“If anything was going to happen, it 
would have done it months ago. Bas
sett has given it up, and Jud's dead. 
Even Wilkins knows that."

She turned on him angrily.
“You haven’t a heart, have you? 

You’re glad he’s dead.”
“Not at all. As long as he kept un

der cover he was ail right. But if he 
"le, I don't see why you should fool 
Vourself into thinking you’re sorry. It’s 
the best solution of a number of 
things."
v “What do you suppose brought Jean 
Melis here?"

“What? To see the best play in 
New York. Besides, why not allow the 
man » healthy curiosity? He was pret
ty closely connected with a hectic part 
if your life, my dear. Now buck up, 
end for the Lord’s sake, forget the 
Frenchman. He’s got nothing.”
- “He saw me that night, on the stairs. 
jfle never took his eyes off me at the 
tnquest.
* She gave, however, an excellent per
formance that night, and nothing more 
was heard of the valet. •

There were other alarms, all of them 
without foundation. She went on her 
way, rejected an offer or two of mar
riage, spent her mornings in bed and 
he.- afternoons driving or in the hands 
of her hairdresser and manicure, cared 
for the flowers that came in long cas- 
ket-likc boxes, and began to feel a 
sense of security again. She did not 

become interested

' en
He never

iy-
“Just the same, I expect to see him. 

the day’s early yet, and that’s not a 
common name. But I’ll take darned 
good care you don’t get any more let
ters from here."

“What do you think Melis can tell 
you, that you don’t know?”

“I’ll explain that to you some day,” 
Bassett said cheerfully. “Some day 
when you are in a more receptivè mood 
than you are now. The point at this 
moment seems to me to be, what does 
Melis know that you don’t want me 
to know? I suppose you don’t intend 
to tell me?”

“Not here. You may believe it or 
not, Bassett, but I was going to your 
town tonight to see you.”

“Well,” Bassett said sceptically, 
“I’ve got your word for it. And I’ve 
got nothing to do all day but to listen 
to you.”

To his proposition that they go to 
his hotel Gregory assented sullenly, 
and they moved out to find a taxicab. 
On the pavement, however, he held 
back.

“I’ve got a right to know something,” 
he said, considering what he’s done to 
me and mine. Clark’s alive, I sup
pose?”

“He’s alive all right."
“Then I’ll trade you, Bassett. I’ll 

over with what I know, if you’ll 
tell me one thing. What sent him in
to hiding for ten years, and makes him 
turn up now, yelling for help?"

Bassett reflected. The offer of a 
statement from Gregory was valuable, 
l,ut on the other hand, he was ahxious 
not to influence his narrative.
Gregory saw his uncertainty. He 
planted himself firmly on the pavement.

“How about it?" he demanded.
“I’ll tell you this much, Gregor)!, 

He never meant to bring the thing up 
again. In a way it’s me you’re up 
against. Not Clark. And you can be 
pretty sure I know what I’m doing. 
I’ve got Clark, and I’ve got the re
port of the coroner’s inquest, and I’ll 
get Melis. I’m going to get to the 
bottom of this if I have to dig a hole 
that buries me."

In a taxicab Gregory sat tense and 
erect, gnawing at his blonde mustache. 
After a time he said:

“What are you after, in all this? The 
story I suppose. And the money. I 
daresay you’re not doing it for love."

Bassett surveyed him appraisingly.
“You wouldn’t understand my mo

tives if I told you. As a matter of 
fact, he doesn’t want the money."

Gregory sneered.
“Don’t kid yourself,” he said. “How

ever, as a matter of fact, I don’t think 
he’ll take it. It might cost too much. 
Where is he? Shooting pills again?"

“You’ll see him in about five min- 
. utes."

If the news, was a surprise, Gregory 
gave no evidence of it, except to com
ment:

“You’re a capable person, aren’t 
yeu? HI bet you could tune a piano 
if you 'were put to it."

He carried the situation well, the 
reporter had to admit; the only evi
dence he gave of strain was that the 
hands with which he lighted a cigarette 

unsteady. He surveyed the ob- 
hotel at which the cab stopped
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Every day is Mother's 
Day in a busy home, but 
I always feel that other 
people do a-lot to help
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me.
Ç Do you ever think of 
this when you sit down 
to rock and knit and read 
your daily newspaper? 
Do you keep track of 
new products of other 
brains to save us time 
and money?

Advertising is as inter
esting as a fairy tale 
with its teas and silks 
and spices from Asia, its 
styles from an old grave 
in Egypt, its new foods 
and clothes from our own 
factories. I read it every 
day.
<ï The family always re
members Mother's Day. 
Sometimes 1 wish they 
would read the advertise
ments and pick out some
thing new that I covet a 
little for its novelty and 
attractiveness.
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%intend to marry, or 
in any one man.

She had hardly given a thought to 
Leslie Ward. He had come and gone, 
one of that steady procession of men, 
mostly married, who battered their 
heads now and then like night beetles 
outside a window, against the hard 
glass of hér ambition. Because her 
business was to charm, she had been 
charming to him. And cotild not al- 

remember his name !

felt that still another battle was going j and I’ll say they're effectual.” “So here ^ are agah^Jud,’^he smdg
at which he could only guess, He took off his overcoat and flung Sthe refutable member

it on the bed, and threw a swift, ap- ' f thg community, and I'm the—well, 
praising glance at Dick. It was on we’H call it the butterfly."
Dick that he was banking, not on Bas- There was unmistakable insult in his 
sett He hated and feared Bassett, tone, and Dick caught it.
He hated Dick, but he was not afraid “Then I take it you’re still living off 
of him. He lighted a cigarette and your sister?” 
faced Dick with a malicious smile.

8«0 on, one
but which made Dick sombre at times 
and gravely quiet always.

“I meant to look you up," was his 
reply to Gregory’s nonchalant greet-

“Well your friend here did that for 
you,” Gregory said, and smiled across 
at Bassett. “He has his own methods,REP ROSE!<

(To be Continued)ways
As the months went by, she began 

to accept Fred’s verdict, that nothing 
Bassett was

■
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going to happen.
back at work. Either dead or a fugi
tive somewhere was Judson Clark, but 
that thought she had to keep out of 
her mind. Sometimes, as the pilay 
went on, and she was able to make 
her solid investments out of it, she 
wondered if her ten years of retirement
had been all the price she was to pay .. ,fm his ruin; but she put that thought expense. Fred was, she knew, slightly
away too although she never minimized drunk with success; he attended to 
her responsibility when she faced it. his minimum of labor with the least 

But her price had been heavy, at possible effort, had an expensive apart- 
that. She was childless and alone, lav- ment on the Drive, and neglected her 
ishing her aborted maternity on a except when he needed money. She be- 
brother who was living his prosperous, I gan to see, as other women had seen

was
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cheerful and not too morâl life at her:•
s
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him to it, and the night’s business had 
been extraordinary. He consulted his 
watch and then picked up an evening 
paper. A few moments later he found 
himself reading, over and over, a small 
notice inserted among the personals.

Personal: Jean Melis, who was in 
Norada, Wyoming, during the early 
fall of 1910, please communicate with 
L22, this office.

The orchestra was still playing out
side; the silly giggling crowds were 
moving back to their seats, and some
where, Jean Melis, or the friends of 
Jean Melis, who would tell him of it, 

ading that message.
He got his hat and went out, forget

ful of the neat car at the curb, of the 
engagement, of the night’s busi-

before her, that her success had by 
taking away the necessity for initiative 
been extremely bad for him.

That was the situation when, one 
night late in October, the trap of Bos- 
sett’s devising began to close in. It 
had been raining, but in spite of that 
they had sold standing room to the Are 
limit. Having got the treasurer’s re
port on the night’s business and sent 
it to Beverly’s dressing room, Gregory 
wandered into a small, low-ceiled office 
under the balcony staircase, and, clos
ing the door, sat down. It was the in
terval after the second act, and above 
the hum of voices the sound of the or
chestra penetrated faintly.

He was very contented, 
supper engagement after the show, he 
had a neat car waiting outside to take

ïvaôAti&e ctUAe*
were 
scure
with a sneering smile, and settled his 
collar as he looked it over.

“Not advertising to the world that 
you’re in town, I see.”

“We’ll do that, just as soon as we’re 
ready. Don’t worry."

The laugh he gave at that struck 
unpleasantly on Bassett’s ears. But 
inside the building he lost some of his 
jauntiness. “Queer place to find Jud- 
son Clark,” he said once.

And again:
“You’d better watch him when I go 

in. He may bite me."
To which Bassett grimly returned: 

“He’s probably rather particular what 
he bites."

He was uneasily conscious that 
Gregory, while nervous and tense, was 
carrying the situation with a certain 
assurance; if he was acting it was very 
good acting. And that opinion was 
strengthened when he threw open the 
door and Gregory advanced into the
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dishes spotlessly clean.
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ness, and wandered down the street 
through the rain. But his first uneasi
ness passed quickly. He saw Bassett 
in the affair, and probably Clark him
self, still living and tardily determined 
bo clear his name. But if the worst 
came to the worst, what could they 
do? They could go only so far, and 
then they would have to quit.

It would be better, however, if they 
did not see Melis. Much better; there 
was no use involving a simple situation. 
And Bev could be kept out of it alto
gether, until it was over. Ashamed of 
his panic, he went back to the theatre, 
got a railway schedule and looked up 
trains. He should have done it long 
before, he recognized; have gone to 
Bassett in the spring. But how could 
he have known then that Bassett was 
going to make a life-work of the case?

He had only one uncertainty. Sup
pose that Bassett had stumbled on 
Clifton Hines?

By the time the curtain rang down 
on the last act he was his dapper, de- 
bpnnair seif again, made his supper 
engagement, danced half the night, and 
even dozed a little on the way home. 
But he slept badly, and was up early, 
struggling with the necessity for keep
ing Jean Melis out of the way.

He wondered through what formali
ties L22, for instance, would have to 
go in order to secure a letter address
ed to him? Whether he had to pre
sent a card or whether he walked in, 
demanded his mail and went away? 
That thought brought another with it. 
Wasn’t it probable that Bassett was in 
New York, and would call for his mail 
himself?

He determined finally to take the 
chance, claim to be L22, and if Melis 
had seen the advertisement and replied, 
get the letter. It would be easy to 
squire it with the valet, by saying that 
he had recognized hi min the theatre 
and that Miss Cariysle wished to send 
him a box.

; He had small hope of a letter at his 
j first call, unless the Frenchman had 
himself seen the notice, but his anxiety 

him early to the office. There 
was nothing there, but he iaamed one 
thing.

He had to go through with no form
alities. The clerk merely looked in a 
box, said “Nothing here," and went on 
about his business. At eleven o’clock 
he went back again, and after a care
ful scrutiny of the crowd, presented 
himself once more.

“L22? Here you are.”
He had the letter in his hand. He 

had glanced at it, and had thrust it 
deep in his pocket, when he felt a hand 
on his shoulder. He wheeled and faced 
Bassett.

“I thought I recognized that back,” 
said the reporter, cheerfully. “Come 
over here, old man. I want to talk to 
you.”
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Your home—
Is it mortgaged?

*m \room.
"Well, Clark,” he said cooly, “i 

guess you didn’t expect to see me, did 
you?”
• He made no offer to shake hands, 
as Dick turned from the window, nor 
did Dick make any overtures, 
there was no emnity at first, in either 
face; Gregory was easy and assured, 
Dick grave, and, Bossett thought, 
slightly impatient. From that night 
in his apartment the ..reporter ha| 
realized that he was constantly fight
ing a sort of passive resistance in Dick, 
a determination not at any cost to 
involve Beverly. Behind that, too, he

G
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But o IThen, of course, you’ll pay off the indebted

ness in time. But suppose you should die 
suddenly—will the mortgagee foreclose, or 
will your wife be able to meet the payments ?
And even if she can, won’t it make a big 
hole in her resources ?
Well, then, why not ensure its repayment, 
whether you live or die, by means of an 
Imperial Endowment policy fodthe amount 
of the mortgage ?
Hundreds of men have adopted this method. 
It is the surest and most convenient way yet 
devised for protecting the home.
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chocolate which for rich flavor, 
delicious aroma and smoothness 
of texture has never been equalled. 
That it is the supreme achieve
ment of the candy maker’s art is 
readily and generously admitted 
by all in the trade.

A lifetime has been spent in per
fecting fine chocolates in the Moir 
candy kitchens. If you have 
never tasted Moir’s you have a 
pleasant surprise in store.

•The preparation of fine chocolates 
Is indeed the jewel making of the 
chef's art. Cunningly conceived 
centres of exquisite deliciousness 
call for an artistry and skill that 
is unique, but more important still 
is the art of roasting and blending 
the cocoa beans from which the 
chocolate coatings are made.

Many years ago in the Moir candy 
kitchens was originated and per
fected a secret process of blending

Write to-day—while you are insurable—for a free 
copy of our booklet which tells all about Imperial 
Home Protection Policies. To-morrow you 

be uninsurable.
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famous for their Coatings'But he held to Gregory’s shoulder. 
In a corner Bassett dropped the 
f: iendliness he had assumed for the 
clerk’s benefit, and faced him with cold
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I anger.
! “I’ll have that letter now, Gregory,” 
i he said. “And I’ve got a damned good
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