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50 cents on the
* Dollar

Truly remarkable to secure such super-
ior Furs for so little money.

25 Per Cznt. Discount Means A 50 Per Cent Saving for You

GHE R

Cor. Golden Hill and Main St.

his Is the Third Week of the Grea

3§ o - Bridgeport Has Ever Known |
= . A MAGNET THAT IS DRAWING THE THRIFTY SHOPPERS FROM ALL POINTS OF THE COMPASS
These Saturday Specials Are Wonders for Dollar Saving

i .ﬂ.. couple were by themselves.

-

i

l “You have told him? And yet you

;'.'IIOﬁD, he continued:

SRS o Nkuyay

Such superior Fur Skins never sold at
such a.ma.zmgly low prices.

womcn's
(Skirts

Handkerchiefs — they
easily worth 5¢ apiece.

CHILDREN'’S

LONG COATS—

Twenty-five Children’s Long
Coats, in Navy, Brown, Gray
and mixtures — not one in
the lot is worth less than $4
to $5. SALE PRICE $1.98

PETTICOATS—

Sample line of'Skirts, in-
cluding Heatherbloom, Mor-
een Black Petticoats only,
worth from $2 to $3.50. Half
price now.

SALE PRICE 98c

HANDKERCHIEFS

A fine display of Women'’s
are

SALE PRICE 2 for 5¢

MUST
VACATE

tes;_t S_al;

15 dozen Flannelette Kim-
onos. SALE PRICE 19c

One lot Japanese Long
Kimonos, wortl $2.50.

SALE PRICE $1.48

Remarkable Offers in

WOMEN'’S AND MISSES'’
$20 EMPIRE MODEL
SUITS!

These garments are made
of a superior quality of
French Broadeloth ~— hand- -
somely trimmed with sﬂk
bands and buttons of cpn-

trastmg colors,turn over col-
lar and wide revers, inlaid
with contrasting satin.

noticed. In reality, it required all hir

woftly. And looking him full fn- the
‘face, “Her mother thanks you for the

" compliment.”
-+ it was a brave Mttle speech. Such
" yravery would have softened a man of
_ another mold-changed his purpose.
"'Neot so with Bansemer. A sinister
.. gleam came into his eyes, and his at-
* tack became more brutally direct. 1

‘3, “But the husband-—has he never mis-

AN
/" The blow told, though her reply was
givu with rippling laughter and to:fl

. mmkmmmnmnm

i “Wor llulln. Mr: Bansemer!” she
“After flattering me 80
au'n surely not going to

'!n his office. Was it possible, he was
thinking, that the charming woman
’bd' him exercising so cleverly all
the arts of soclety, as’if ‘born to the
purple, and the light hearted, frivolous
little wife of the Central's engineer
were one and the same person? The
‘metamerphosis seemed incredible.

1 Dnwittingly his manner lost some of
-its aggressiyeness, and the woman, per-

e

' ‘celving the -altered conditions, quick

fo teke advantage, resolved to learn if
n__pﬂllbl. his intemtions. Presently, go-
__ing right to the point, she asked:

“ “Is that extraordinary looking crea-
v'ture you hiad im your office still with
you, Mr. Bansemer?”

| *Fxtraordinary!” He laughed loud-
ly. “He 88 cerfainly that and more.
. Jndeed, the. English language does not
supply us with .an adjective that ade-
“3 ly describes the man.”

S peopie’ nearest to them by this
liu. bad moved away to another part
3 of the large dnwlng room. Practically
She
$ad besn thinking for a moment, rea-
soning- with a woman's logic that it
was always well to know one’s enemy.

mh!tma!moatln
whisper.

“How much does thtt horrible man
know "

“He I8 mnot supposed to know any-
thing-" and then, with an enigmatical
smile, promptly admitted, “However,
I'm afraid that he does.”

promised mobody should know. How

could”—

, “My dear Mrs. Cable, he was not
& told.

If be has found out I could not
prevent his discovering the truth

B through his own efforts,” he interrupt-

ed In a tone more assuaging than con-

{- vincing to her, and then, hitching his

chair closer and lowering his volce a
“The papers had
to be taken out. But you must not
“worry about him. You can depend on

”
| ,%-M
|+ "“Promise me that yon will make him

B § am so fearful of that awrul”— she
Her fears were
» much for her, and she was

ad A sssanlate

8aw only his teeth in the reassuring
smile that he presented to her, togeth-
er with the warnings that they were
likely: to be observed.  With the hard-
est kind of an effort she succeeded In
pulling herself together sufficiently to
bid good night to her hostess,

‘When Mrs. Cable reached home that
night it -was ‘with a full realization
that she was Irrevocably ecommitted
into the custody of these cold blooded
men,

They met again and agnln at the
homes of mutual friends, and she had
come to loathe the pressure of his hand
when it clasped hers. One night he

held her hand long and firmly in his,
and while she shrank helplessly bel~re
‘Him he even tehderly asked why she
had not invited him into her home. It

Her cup of bitterness was filling rap-
idly—too rapidly. His Invitation to
dinner a fortnight later followed.

L = [ ] L ] * *®

Jane Cable  was radiant as she en-
tered the drawing room shortly after
the arrival of the two Bansemers.

“It's quite like. a family party. How
splendid,”” she said to Graydon; with a
quick glance in the direction of James
.Bansemer and David Cable, who stood
conversing together, and withdrawin
her soft, white hand which she Had
put forth to meet his in friendly clasp.
“It's too good to be true,” she went on
in a happy, spontaneous, slmost con-
fiding manner.

The two fathers looked on {n amused
silence, the one full of admiration and
pride for the clean, vigorous manhood
of his son awaiting to recelve welcoma
from the adorable Jane; the other, long
since conscious of the splendid beauty
of his daughter, mentally declaring that
she never had appeared so well as
when standing beside this gallant fig-
ure.

Other guests arrived before Mrs. Ca-
ble made her appearance in the draw-

Bhe was in tmminent danger of a com
plete breakdown.

- d taken more time
pr tollet. It was im-

the faet thaet

was what she had expected and feared.’

short months before. There was a
heaviness about the eyes, and thers
were strange, persistent lines gather
ing under the soft, white tissues of her
skin, But when she at last stepped
into the presence of her guests, With
ample apologies for her tardiness, she
was the picture of life and nerve. Sc¢
much for the excellent resources of he:
will.

Bansemer wnn the last to presem
himself for her welcome, lingering ir
the background until the others hac|

“I'm so glad you could come. In
deed, it's a pleasure to”— She spoks
clearly ‘and distinctly as she extend
ed her hand, but as she looked square
ly Into his eyes she thought him the
ugliest man she ever had seen. Every
other woman in the party was saying
to herself that James Bansemer was
strikingly handsome.

“Most pleasures come late In life tec
some of us,” he returned gallantly, ang
even Graydon Bansemer wished thai
he could:-have said it.

“Your father is a perfect dear,” Jane
said to him softly. -“It-was not wha
he said just then' that pleased me, bul
what he left unsald.”

“Father's no end of & good fellow
Jane. I'm glad you admire him.”

“You are not a bit like him,” she
sald reflectively.

“Thanks,” he exclaimed. “You are
not very flattering.”

“But you are a different sort of s
good fellow; that’s what I mean. Don’{
be absurd,”
confusion.

“I'm lilke my mother, they say
though I don’t remember her at all.”

“Oh, how terrible it must be neve:
to have known one's mother!” sald she
tenderly.

“Or one's father,” added James Ban
semer, who was passing at that in
stant with Mrs, Cable. “Please inclujle
the father, Miss Cable,” he pleaded
with mock seriousness. Turning ¢
Mrs. Cable, who had stopped beside
him, he added, “You, the most charm-
ing of mothers, will defend the fa
thers, won't you?”

“With all my heart,” she answered
so steadily that he was surprised.

“I will include the father, Mr. Ban |
semer,” said Jane, “if it is guaranteed
that he possibly could be as nice and
dear as one's mother. In that case 1]
think it would be, oh, dreadfully terri
ble never to have known him.”

“And to think, Miss Cable, of the|
unfortunates who have known neither
father nor mother,”” said Bansemer
senior, slowly, relentlessly. “How:
much they have missed of life and|
love!™

“That.can be offset somewhat by the |
thought of the poor parents who never
have known a son or a daughter,” said |
Jane,

“How can they be parents, then?”
demanded Bobby Rigby, coming up in
time.

“Go away, Bobby,”
fully.

“That’s a nice way to treat logic,” he

she said scorn-

she cried in some little

. then before he fully realized it.

Craven is waliting.”

When they were across the room and
alone she turned a white face to him
and remonstrated bitterly, ‘“Oh, that

was cowardly of you after your prom-
ise to me!”

“1 forgot myself,” he sald quietly.
“Don’t belleve me to be utterly heart-
less.” His hand touched ber arm. In-
stantly her assumed calm gave way to
her deep agitation, and with a swift
change »f manner she turned on him,
her passion alight.

“You"— ghe stammered. Then her
fears found ‘' volce. “What do you
mean?' she demanded in lmothered.
flarmed tones.

He desisted savagely and shrank
eway, the color flaming into his dis-
gusted, saturnine face, He did not
speak to her agaln until he said good-
by long afterward.

As he had expected. his place at the
dinner table was some distance from
hers. He was across the table from
Jane and Graydon apd severnl seats
removed from'David Cable. He smiled
grimly and knowingly when he saw
that he had been cut off cleverly from
.the (Cables.

*“*Tomorrow night, then, Jane!” said
Grmydon at parting. No one was near
enonugh to catch the tender eagerness
in bis voice nor to see the happy flush
in her cheek as she called after him:

‘“Tomorrow night!”

CHAPTER VIII.

OBBY RIGBY and Gray-
don Bansemer were bos-
om friends imn Chicago;
they had been classmates
at Yale. It had been a
guestion of money with

Bobby from the beginning. According

| to his own admission, his money was

a source of great annoyance to him.

He was not out of debt but once and

So un-

| usual was the condition that he could
| not sleep. The first thing he-did in the |

morning was to borrow right and left
for fear another attack of insomnia!
might interfere with his training for |
the football eleven.

|
Robertson Ray Rigby, immortalized '
' as Bobby, had gone in for athletics,
| where he learned to think and act

quickiy. He was called one of the
lightest but headiest quarterbacks in

the east. No gridiron w

was weeks before the fact became gen-
erally known that it was Bobby who
walted for clients behind the deceptive
shingle,

The indulgent aunt who had supplied
him with funds in college was rich in
business blocks and apartment build-
ings, and now Mr. Robertson R. Rigby
was her man of affairs. When he went
in for business, the old push of the
football fleld did not desert him. He
was very much allve and very vigor-
ous, and it dild not take him long to
‘“learn the signals.”

With his aunt's unfaltering prosper-

versatility he was not long in estab-
lishing himself safely in his profession
and in society. Hverybody iiked him,
though no one took him seriously ex-
cept when they came to transact busi-
ness with him. Then the wittiness of
the drawing room turned Into shrewd-
ness as It crossed the office threshold.
The day after the Cable dinner Bob-
by yawned and stretched through his
morning mail. He had slept but little
the night before, and all on-account of
a certain, or rather uncertain, Miss
Clegg. That petite and aggravating
young woman had been especially ex-
asperating at the Cable dinner. Mr.
Rigby, superbly confident of his stand-
ing with her, encountered difficulties
which put him very much out of tem-
per.
apparent rift in her constancy. Never
before had she shown such signs of
fluctuating. He could not understand
it—in fact, he dared not understand it.
| “She was a most annoying young per-
"son,” said Mr. Rigby to himself wrath-
fully more than once after he went to
bed that night. Anyhow, he could not
see what there was about  Howard

Medford for any girl to countenance,

much less to admire. Mr. Medford cer-

tainly had ruined the Cable dinner par-

ty for Mr. Rigby, and he was full of
resentment.

“Miss Keating,” called Mr. Rigby for
the third time, “may I interrupt your
conversation with Mr. Deevel long
enough to ask a question that has been
on my mind for twenty minutes?”

Mr. Deever was the raw young gen-
tleman who read law in the office of
Judge Smith next door. Bobby main-
tained that if he read law at all it was
at night, for he was too busy with oth-
er occupations during the day.

Migs Keating, startled, turned round-
about promptly. “Yes, sir/" at last
! came from the pert young woman near
| the window.

I | guess I'll be going,” said Mr. Dee-
ver resentfully, rising slowly from the
side of her desk on whlch he had been
lounging.

“Wait a minute, Eddie,” protested

] Miss Keating. *What's your hurry?”
| And then she almost snapped out,

t “What is it. Mr. Rigby?"

“1 merely wanted to ask if you have
suficient time to let me dictate a few
short letters that ought to go out to-
day.” said Bobby sarcastically. And
then added with moci apology: “Don't
move, Mr. Deever. If you're not im

Méu___ﬂ_nx'! way, you're certaluly

Whereupon Miss Keating rose and

strode to the other end of the room and

took her place beside Bobby's desk.
Bobby dictated half a dozen inconse-

and tapped her little foot somewhat

|wou!d not be hurried.

ity, his own ready wit and .unbridled.

For the first time theré was an’

impatiently on the floor. But Bobby.
His reflections

were too serious, This letter from

New York had come with a force suf-

ficient to drive out even the Indignant

thoughts concerning one Miss Clegg.

For the life of him Bobby Rigby could

not immediately frame a reply to the

startling missive. Eddie Deever stirred

restlessly on the window ledge.

“Don’t hurry, Hddie!” called Miss
Keating distinctly and insinuatingly.

“Oh, I guess I'll be going!” he called
back, beginning to roll a cigarette. “I
have some reading to do today.” Mr.
Deever was tall, awkward and homely
and a lot of other things that would
have dincounged a less self satisfied
“lady's man.” Judge Smith said he
was hopeless, but that he m!ght do bet-
ter after he was twenty-one.

“What are you reading now, £ddie?”
asked Miss Keating, complacently ey-
ing Mr. Rigby. * ‘Raffles? ”

“Law, you idiot!”" said Eddle scorn-
fully, going out of the door.

“Oh! Weil, the law is never in a
hurry, don’t you know? It's like jus-
tice—the slowest thing in town!” she
called after him as his footsteps died
away.

“Ready?’ said Bobby, resolutely.
“Take this, please.”” And slowly and
carefully he proceeded to dictate:

Mr. Denis Harbert, New York:

Dear Denis—I cannot tell you how much
vour letter surprised me. What you say
seems preposterous. There must be a
mistake. It cannot be this man. I know
him quite well, and he seems as straight
as a string and a gentleman too. His son
you know as well as I. There isn't a bet-
ter fellow In the world. Mr. B, has a
fairly good business here. His transac-
tions open and aboveboard.
have never heard a word said agalnst
him or his methods. You are mistaken;
that's all there is about it

You might Investigate a little further
and, assuring yourseif, do all in your
power to check such stories as you re-
late., Of course I'll do as Yyou. suggest,
but I'm positive I can find nothing dis-
creditable in his dealings here.

Keep me posted on everything. As ever,
yours.

Miss Keating's anxiety was aroused.
After a very long silence she took the
reins into her own hands, “Is Mr
Briggs in trouble?’ she asked at a ven-
ture. Mr. Briggs was the only client
sl could think of whose name began

with a B.

Briggs? What Briggs?' asked Bob-
by, relighting his pipe for the fourth
time.

“YWhy, our Mr. Briggs,"
Miss Keating curtly.

“I'm sure 1 don't know, Miss Keat-
ing. Has he been around lately?”

“I thought you wera referring to him
in that letter,” she said succinetly.

“Oh, dear me, no; another party al-

answered

together, Miss Keating. Iso’t the type-

I'm sure 1!

* “It works like a ‘charm.,” she
back genially. -
The letter that caused Bobby

-&m

perturbation came in the morning madl.

ments were positive in character, and

he seemed fo know his éase thoroughly

well. While the charges as thay came
to Rigby were general, Harbert

cific.

cloud over young Mr. Rigby. He m
to have lunched with G!'IJ'don and ila
much relieved when ‘young Bn.nlennr
telephoned that he could not join I,y:
Rigby found himself in a very uncom-
fortable position. If the stories ffom
New York were true, even though' he
knew pone of the Inside facts, Gray-
don’s father was pretty much of &
scalawag, ‘to say the least. He was
not well acqpainted with the la

but he now recalled that he never
liked the man. Bansemer had impress-
ed him frem_ the beginning as

léss, des:gnlng, utterly unlike his
hearted son. ¥

Bobby loved Grayden Bansemer in
the way that one man loves a true
friend He was certain that the son
knew nothing of those shady transac-
tions—if they really existed as Harbert
painted them—but an exposure of .the
father would be a blow from whichhe
could not recover.

It came at last to Rigby that he w
not the only one in Chicago who pld
the secret., -Other members of thebar
bhad been warned long before the n
came to him, and it was morally ;
tain that if the facts were as bad as
fntimated the police also were in joo-
session of them.

At the same time Rigby felt a
tain moral responsibility involving
self. Bansemer at any time mish(?t.p-
ply his methods to people who

pear and dear to him. The pew lath.

macy with the Cables came to .
mind. And then there were Cl&
Groll, the Semesons and others Who
might easily fall into the snare if
James Bansemer set it for them.

Appreciating his responsiblllty
matter, now that he was prepa
hear the worst of James Ban
Righy's heart stood almost §
meant that some day he might ha
expose Graydon Bansemer’s fath

meant that he might bave to ¢
hurt his friend. It meant thatp
might lose & friendship that had be
one of his best treasures since '
good old college days. The mere fact
that he would be compelied to
and mistrust James Bansemer
like darkest treachery to Graydon,
though the son should not €
aware of the situation. =
(To be Continued.)
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EMBROIDERIES— Coats lined throughout with ;. el
Scan Thcsc Fur Iicms Carctull A S s e gty v g
Made of Chiffon', Pana- {gsertmns “’Ogﬂé fr((i);nfac gg elaborately trimmed with PN
siia and Worsted .. % o f’r large silk buttons and frogs. ,'-,i.-'
French Coney Sets, brown Amencan Baum Martin ! Leipsie Dyed Liynx Sets . CaBy - 5,000 yards of Yalenmenes Skirts comply with the new -
and black .......or | Biole sasioes s s 9 9 8 cular trimmed with hagcglsaragg ;ﬁ:ﬁrgon& The | ¢4shionable eleven gore fiar-
R sz 98 ARE WG Y $4 98 iy sV | folds on bottom, $6.98. 9 Vards for 5c | 108 models, trimmed W.lt-h.
. ; KIMONOS— deep fold of self material. 7
. $10 Persian Paw Sets $25 River Mink Sets Belgium Lynx Sets One lot of Flannelette | Buttons down the Frres Al -':'
o ss 98 sa 98 $6 98 $2 98 Kimonos worth twicé 69¢. | sizes 14 to 18 and 34 to 42. i
. ] . s . - SALE PRICE 3% SALE PRICE $9.98 -
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JANE CABLE R ‘breakdown. All i veneer with which Ea weckts ellin .| grambled, ambling on tn quest of Miss| his “Jimmy” or “Toppy or “Pop" o: | G0t In mine™  — - = ;S U
= L M ettt 0| iy, The face that looked back int e nibats Wil hessuis: octaon: M)l Shingle a. Ukloige < Soburtmuo it | wia leare do ekl o g ggr'”h"““-m:’“‘l . ml‘“" mac m?’: i
(Contiaged fom Page 14) Bansemer endeéavored to soothe her :‘:: g;?ef:x::g: tr;:;r;or:';n :,m: you continue,” sald Mrs. Cable lightly. | Rigby, Attorney at Law"—he lost his “You may wake up some mornmy‘ g to DOGSEILY.. RS Mot.!t.. “. | ‘
. Appareatly the innuendo Moﬂ uh- | with ‘promises, but the poor woman it hiad nesded-wo 16 4ars & re: “Come along, Mr. Bansemer. Mrs.|identity even among his clasemates. It | ind that I'm not,” said Bobby soberly, :;‘;l{;::: :mh“di:‘m 2 ."




