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t“Yes,” he said significantly. “It 
does."

The Great Bargain Event !
He placed the photograph on the 

desk, and sitting down, drew his chair 
close to David's. "1*S not^use any 
names Doctor. I think you know what 
I’m talking about. I was sure enough 
last night. I’m certain now.”

David nodded, “Go on.”
“We’ll start like this. God knows I 

don't want bo make any trouble. But 
I’ll put a hypothetical case. Suppose 
that a man when drunk commits a 
crime and then disappears ; suppose 
he leaves behind him a lad record and 
an enormous fortune; suppose iXen he 
reforms and becomes a useful citizen, 
and everything is buried.”

Doctor David listened stonily. Greg- 
lowered his voice.

Suppose there’s a woman mixed up 
1 in that situation. Not guiltily, but 
there's a lot of talk. And suppose she 

, lives it down, for ten years, and then 
; goes back to her profession, in a play 
that parents take their children to see, 
and makes good. It isn’t hard to sup­
pose that neither of those two people 
wants the thing revived is it?”

David cleared his throat.
“You mean, then, that there is dan­

ger of such a revival?”
“I think there is,” Gregory said bit­

terly. “I recognised this man last 
night, and called a fellow who knew 
him in the old days, Saunders, 
stage manager. And a newspaper 
named Bassett wormed it out of Saun­
ders. You know what that means.”

David heard him clearly, but as 
though from a great distance.

“You can see how it appears 
sett. If he's found it, it’s the big story 
of a lifetime. J thought he’d better 
bo warned.”

When David said nothing, but sat 
holding tight to the arms of his old 
chair, Gregory reached fior his hat and 
go', up.

“The thing for him to do,” he said 
“is to leave town for a while. This 
Bassett is a hound-dog on a scent. They 
ali arc. He is Bassett of the Times- 
Itepublican. And he took Jud—he took 
vour nephew’s automobile license num- 

I ber.”

!

McRobbie’s Closing Out Business Sale is Drawing to a Closeson for these inquiries,” David said 
slowly.

He was trying to place Gregory, to 
fit him into the situation, straining back 
over ten years of security, racking his 
memory, without result.

"J ust what have you come bo find 
out?” he asked, as Gregory turned and 
looked around the room.

“The other Doctor Livingstone is 
(your brother?”

“My nephew.”
Gregory shot a sharp glance at him, 

but all he saw was an elderly man, with 
heavy white hair and fierce shaggy eye­
brows, a portly and dignified elderly 
gentleman, rather resentfully courteous.

“Sorry to trouble you," he said. “I 
suppose I’ve made a mistake. I—is 
your nephew at home?”

“No.”
“May I see a picture of him, if you 

have one?” __
David's wild impulse was to smash 

Gregory to the earth, to annihilate him. 
His collar felt tight, and he pulled it 
away from his throat.

“Not unless I know why you want 
to see it.”

“He is tall, rather spare ? And he 
took a young lady to the theatre last 
night?" Gregory persisted.

“He answers that description. What 
of it?”

“And he is

* (Continued from Saturday)
Si’ll write you all the town gossip.’- 
Jjrlf you do—!” he threatened her. 

“You’re to write me what you’re doing, 
aid all about yourself. Remember, I’ll 
tog counting on you."

I^Vnd, if their voices were light, there 
wgs in both of them the sense of a 
pggt made, of a bond that was to hoild 
tlgem, like clasped hands, against th' ir 
coming separation. It was rather anti- 
c^anacteric after that to have him ac­
knowledge that he didn\ know exact­
ly* when he could get away !
$he went with him' to the door and 

, sWod there, her soft hair blowing, as 
hS got into the car. When he looked 
Mck, as lie turned the corner, she was 
sBH there. He felt very happy and 

. aWable and he picked up an elderly 
vBlage -woman with her basket and 
i4bnt considerably out of his way to 
tike her home.

*!At half-past five that afternoon Dav- 
it£ had let himself into the house with 

latch-key, hung up his overcoat on 
old walnut hat-rack, and gone in- 

his office. The strain of the days 
had told on him, and he felt 
and not entirely well. He had 
asleep in his buggy, and had 

u&kened to find old Nettie drawing him 
sftwly down the main street of the 
tdwn, pursuing an erratic but homc- 
wgkrd course, while the people on the 
pavements watched and smiled. ' 
ike went into his office, closed the 

dfior, and then, on the old leather couch 
wSth its sagging springs, he stretched 
h&iself out to finish his nap.
, WVlmost immediately, however, the 
deor-bell rang, and a moment later 
Sfinnie opened tile door.
'‘Gentleman to see you, Doctor Dav-

i<4”
qHc got up clumsily and settled his 

cqjlar. Then he opened the door into 
h* waiting-room./ 

f'Come in,” he said resignedly.
I {A small, dapper man, in precisely 

tig? typo of clothes David most abomi- 
n#t d, wearing light-colored spats, rose 
foil l his chair and looked at him with 
extent surprise.
, yi’m afraid I’ve made a mistake. A 
Dfector Livingstone left his seat num­
ber for calls at the box office of the 
ASincx Theatre last night—the ‘Hap­
py Valley’ 
younger «nan.

* David stiffened, but he surveyed his 
visitor impassively from under his shag- 
g# white eyebrows.

*T haven’t been in a theatre for a

Thousands have secured wonderful bargains ; Hundreds of families have been completely fitted out at this 
great money-saving event. Have you?orv
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“My brother’s son,” Davit! said 
steadily.

Somehow it began to dawn on him 
that there was nothing inimical in this 
strange visitor, that he was anxious, 
and ill at ease. There was, indeed, 
something almost beseeching in Greg­
ory’s eyes, as though he stood ready 
to give confidence tor confidence. And, 
more than that, a sort of not unfriend­
ly stubbornness, as though he had come 
to do something he

“Sit down,” 
somewhat. “

$3.49 HfJj$3.89 Calf Walk-Over 

Boots.
V

I

Boys’ Brown Calf Oxfords, Goodyear 
welt, sewn soles.

i'Je -d

Men’s Black Calf iiwStill David sat silent, and Gregory 
moved to. the door.

“Get him away tonight if you can.” 
“Thank you," David said. His voice 

was thick. “I appreciate your com-

$3.98Oxfords

$2.98meant to u*o.
David said, relaxing 

Certainly my nephew is 
making no secret of the fact that he 
went to the theatre last night. If you’ll 
tell me who you are — — ”

But Gregory did not sit down. He 
stood where he was, and continued he 
eye David intently.

“I don’t know just what it conveys 
to you, Doctor, but I am Beverly Car- 
lysie’s brother,”

David lowered himself into his chair. , _ . _ . , .
His knees were suddenly weak under i Bassett lounged outside the nea 

* 1 privet hedge which it was Harrison
Miller’s custom to clip with his own 
bachelor hands, and waited. .... 
he waited he tried to imagine what 
going on inside, behind the neatly cur­
tained windows of the old brick house. 

He was tempted to ring the bell
some-

$2.89ing.”
He got up dizzily, as Gregory said 

“Good evening” and went out. The 
room seemed very dark, and unsteady, 
ant', not quite familiar. So this was 
what bad happened, after all the safe 
years ! A man could work and build 
and pray, but if his house was built 
on the sand------

As the outer door closed with a slam 
David fell to the floor .with a crash.

Out
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Women’s White Nubuck Lace Boots. The 
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They Go

$1.49$2.49Company—but he was a
I— — ”

*1.49him. But he was able to control his
voice. >

“I see,” he said. And waited. 
“Something happened last night at 

dtften years, sir.” the theatre. It may be important. I’d
vregory was convinced that he had have to see your nephew, in order to 

made a mistake. Like Louis Bassett, find out if it is. I can’t afford to 
the very unlikeliness of Jud Clark be- make a mistake.” A 
irÿ connected with the domestic atmos- David’s ruddy color had faded. He 
pfisre and quiet respectability of the opened a drawer of his desk and pro­
om house hade him feel intrusive and duced a copy of the photograph of 
alBurd. He was about to apologize Dick in his uniform. “Maybe this will 
9fii turn away, when he thought of help you.”
something. Gregory studied it carefully, carry-

“There are two names on your sign, ing it to the window to do so. When 
Tjjp other one,, was he by any chance he confronted David again he was cer­
ate the theatre last night?”. tain of himself and his errand fbr the

I think I shall have to have a rea- first time, $nd his manner had changed.

And as
Men’s White Yatching 

or Tennis Oxfords
Men’s Rubbers, with heavy corrugated 

soles. Sizes 8 1-2, 9, 9 1-2, 10.
was

A Pair
7again, pretend to have forgotten 

thing, and perhaps happen in on what 
might be drama of a rather high order; 
providing the man was Clark after all, 
it was fairly sure to be drania. He 
discarded the idea, however, and begun 
his interested survey of the premises. 
Whoever conceived this sort dt haven 
for Clark, if it were Clark, had shown 
considerable shrewdness. The town 
fairly smelt of respectability; thfc tree- 
shaded streets, the children in socks 
and small crisp-laundered garments, 
the houses set back, each in its square 
of shaved lawn, all peaceful, middle 
class and unexciting. The la#t town 
in the world for JudSon Clark, the 
last profession, the last house, this 
shabby old brick before him.

He smiled, rather gritnly, as 1J? re- j fleeted that, if Gregory had been right 
1 in his identification, he was, beyond 
! those windows just then, very possibly 
warning Clark against himself.

1 orv would know his type, that he never 
let go. He drew himself up a little.

The house door opened, and Gregory 
out, turning toward the station. 

Bassett caught up with him and put a 
hand on his arm.

“Well?” he said cheerfully. "It was
wasn’t it?”

Gregory stopped dead and stared at
1 him. Then :

“Old dog Tray !" he said sneeringly.
“If you brain was as good as your 

nose, Bassett, you’d be a whale of a 
newspaper man.”

“Don't bother about my brain. It’s 
working fine today, anyhow. Well, 
what had he to say for himself?”

Gregory’s mind was busy, and he had 
j had a moment to pull himself together.
! “We both get off together,” he said

$1.09$1.35
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Boots
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taking his refusal badly. Reporters 
saw him, carelessly dressed outside the 
stage door, waiting, and the story went 
that the girl had thrown him over, mon­
ey and all, for her leading man. One 
thing was clear, Clark not a drinker 
before, took to drinking hard, and after 
a time, after some unpleasant scenes 
probably, she refused to see iiim any

tlon of the young star an occupation. 
The newspapers referred to the star 
and her constellation as Beverly Car-

more amiably. “That fellow isn’t Jud 
Clark and never was. ..He’s a doctor, 
and the nephew .of the old doctor there. 
They’re in practise together.”

“Did you see them both?”
"Yes.” , f
Bassett eyed him. Either Gregory 

was a good actor, or the whole trail 
ended there after all. 
felt, after his interview with Dick, that 
the scent was false. And there" was 

; this to be said: Gregory had been in 
the house scarcely ten mirfutes. Long 
enough to acknowledge a mistake, but 

| hardly long enough for any dramatic 
identification. He was keenly disap­
pointed, but he had had long experience 
of disappointment, and after a mo­
ment he only said:

“Well, that’s that. He certainly 
looked like Clark to me.”

“I’ll say he did.”
“Rather surprised him. didn’t you?”
“Oh, he was all right,” Gregory said, 

“I didn’t tell him anything, of course.”
Bassett looked at his watch.
“I was after you, all right,” he said, 

cheerfully. “But if I was barking up 
the wrpng. tree, I'm done. I don’t have 
to be ’hit on the head to make me 
stop.
me,” he finished amiably. “There’s no 
train until seven.”

But Gregory refused.
“Nio, thanks. I’ll wander on down 

to the station and get a paper.” ,
The reporter smiled. Gregory was 

holding a grudge against him, for a 
bad night and a bad day.

“All right,” he said affably. I’ll see 
you at the train, 
bit.

He turned and started back up the 
street again, walking idly. His chagrin 

very real. He hated to be fooled 
and fooled he had been. Gregory was 
not the only one who had lost a night’s 
sleep. Then, unexpectedly, he was hail­
ed from the curbstone, and he saw witli 
amazement that it was Dick Living­
stone.

“Take you anywhere ?” Dick asked. 
“How’s the headache?”

“Better, thanks.” Bassett stared at 
him. “No, I’m just walking around un­
til train time. Are you starting out or 
going home, at this hour?”

“Going home. Well, glad the head's 
j better."

He drove on, leaving the reporter 
I gazing after him. So Gregory had 
been lying. He hadn't seen this chap : 
at all. Then why— He walked on,

to him; Gregory had seen, not Clark, 
but the older man; had told him and 

And under the shock the

tinning this new phase of the situation 
over in his mind. Why this elaborate 
fiction, if Gregory had merely gone in, gone away.

lyslc and her Broadway Beauties. It 
had been unvicious, young, and highly 
entertaining, and it had cost Judson 
Clark his membership in his father’s 
conservative old clubs.

Eor a time it livened the theatrical 
world with escapades that were harm­
less enough, if sensational. Then, after 
a time, newspaper row began to whis­
per that young Clark was in love with 
the girl. The Broadway Beauties broke 
up after a wild farewell dinner. The 
audiences ceased to expect a row of a 
dozen youths, all dressed alike with 
gardenias in their buttonholes and per­
haps red neckties with their evening 
suits, to rise in their boxes on the star’s were 
appearance and solemnly bow. And cas as co-star, when he unaccountably 
tlie star herself lost a little of the an- ] went to pieces nervously, stopped slerp- 
xicus look she frequently wore. ing. developed a slight twitching of his

The story went, after a while, that handsome, rather vacuous face.
Judson Clark had been refused and was

older man had collapsed. That was 
sad. > It was very sad. But it was also 
extremely convincing.

He sat up late that night again, run- 
the house to convince Gregory that he nmg ovcr the entries in his note-book, 
was right. He had seen somebody, or 0]d story as he pieced it out, ran 
something. He hadn’t needed to lie. like this:
He could have said frankly that he had jj. had been eleven years ago, when, 
seen no one. But no, he had built up acoording to the old files, Clark had 
a fabric carefully calculated to throw j flnance(i Beverly Carlysle’s first star- 
Bassett off the scent. n venture. He had, apparently,

He saw Dick stop in front of the : started out in the beginning only bo 
house, get out and enter. And coming jve her the publicity she needed. In 
to a decision, he followed him and rang i devising it, however, he had shown a 
the door-bell For long time no one SCrt of boyish recklessness and ingenu- 
answered. Then th maid opened the j , that had caught the interest of the 
door, her eyes red with crying and j press and set newspaper men to chuck- 
looked at him with hostility. j png wherever they met.

“Doctor Richard Livingstone y | He had got together a dozen or so
“You can t see him. j 0f young men like himself, wealthy,
“It’s important.’ idle and reckless with youth, and head-
“Well, you cant see him. Doctor e(| hjm they had made the explolta- 

Duvid has just had a stroke. He's in 
the office now, on the floor.”

She closed the door on him, and he 
turned and went away. It was all clear

waited for ten piinutes, and come out 
again?

It wasn’t reasonable. It wasn’t log­
ical. Something had happened insideDo You

*c7ust Hate* 
House Cleanir^

He himself had

more.
When the play closed in June, 1911, 

she married Howard Lucas, her leading 
man; his third wife. Lucas had been 
not a had chap, a good-looking, rath r 
negligible man, given to all-day Sunday 
poker, carefully valeted, not very keen 
mentally, but amiable. They had bought 
a house on East Fifty-sixth street, and 

looking for a new play with Lu-
e

f
VERY housewife is looking for ways to save 

time and labor in cleaning house. Here is a 
valuable suggestion based on the practical 

experience of thousands of women.
Instead of laboriously scrubbing the wains­

coting and doors with soap and water, simply use 
O-Cedar Polish on a damp cloth. In this way you 
not only make sure of completely removing all the 
dust and embedded dirt, but you also polish the 
wood, so that a final brisk rubbing with a clean, 
dry cloth, leaves it beautifully bright, with a hard, 
dry, lasting brilliance.

The same process is unexcelled for the piano 
and furniture.

Use O-Cedar Polish and the whole house will 
have that spic-and-span appearance that makes 
you feel you have “cleaned house” to good purpose.

And you won’t have that tired-out feeling when 
you’re through.

E (To be continued)I
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Our home folks in these Provinces by 
the sea naturally ask for RED ROSE TEA 
when they want the very best.
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RED ROSE COFFEE is free of dust-
settles clear as a bell—no egg needed.
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SPECIAL
Prices on most of our stock have 

again been revised and this week will 
witness some really wonderful foot­
wear bargains.

Raisin
Toast

_is a delicacy that you should
try with tea.
Get a loaf of real, full-fruited 
raisin bread, and see how good 
it is.

Get the bread at grocers or 
neighborhood bake shop — they 
have it now.

Its a tempting innovation to 
serve to guests or friends.

Bakers everywhere are mak­
ing it for you, using '

Sun-Maid
Seeded Raisins
the best raisins for bread, and 

all home cooking uses.
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! The Breaking Point
Sy Mary Roberts Rinehart

^Copyright 1922, by Mary Roberts Rinehart, Published by Arrangement 
With McClure’s Magazine.)
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