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Happy Shoes

Bright and handsome shoes; spick
and span shoes; trim and shapely shoes;
soft and flexible shoes; waterproof shoes
—shoes that wear and wear and WEAR.
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SUMMER GOODS
_BOCKERS, CHAIRS AND SETTEES, U. 8.

‘ umooxa, AND REFRIGERATORS
mmom FURNITURE 0O., Inc.

113 JOHN SBTREET

Réal Estate Auction

will sell the two two- family houses, Nos. 10 and
at Public Auction, on Thursday,

1909, at 2:30 P. M., on the premises, to close
‘Peter Schread. Absolute sale to highest

" Administrator’s Sale By
UCTION

Hpm and Lot, 1105 North Avenue - .
BPLENDID OPPORTUNITY TO
SBOURE A" HOME
bemldtocloueesta.to of Thomas Knablin, deceased

3 on Premises, June 26, 1909, 2:30 p. m.|=

PATRICK KANE, Admmstrator
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20 Per Cent. Down
10 Per Cent. Per Month

. New York is the greatest market in the world for precious
. stones. Since 1848 (sixty-six years), we have been engaged in busi-
_ mess as Diamond Importers and Manufacturing Jewelers. We are
" the Largest Diamond Importers in the World. Our Diamonds are abso-
" Jutely Blue White; accurately cut, exquisitely polished. With every
Diamond we give s Oertificate gusranteeing Quality and Value. . Our
. fmmense business, .ong experience and high standing insure you a
“gaving of from 15 to 35 per cent. on prices charged elsewhere. Our
" transactions are Strictly Confidential. We deliver any article purchased
'on first payment. We trust you—because our business is based on faith
in the integrity of the people. We send any article selected for
your examination without expense. If acceptable, keep Diamond
Ring or other purchase and make first payment. Send for our
illustrated Catalogue 19 containing descriptions and prices.
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For some unknown reason. Caleb felt
happler than he had for days. He was
ashamed of the feeling. but so strong
was It that he made no further demur.
Paople were starting for the music
room. ‘Plloted by Desiree, (who man-
aged to malke it perfectly olear to div-
ers ard sundry youths, en route that
she was qulte content to remaln with
her present escort) Conover found him-
self at last. enthroned on a madden-
ingly uneomfortable camp-stool:
the girl at his laft side.

The musicale opened with a long. In-
tricate piano solo: played with splen-
did persistance by a short young man
with long hsair. The night was hot.
The bright-l1it, overcrowded room was
hotter. Caleb had eaten largely and
had drunk more than was his wont.
There s something wvery soporific (0
the PhiMstine outlander in a rendition
of ult a-classical music long sustain-
ed. Conover shook himself impatiently
to seare off the drowsiness that threat-
ened to enmesh him. Desiree glanced
at him with merry encouragement as
the tireless planist's last reluctant note
was followed by a rinple of civil ap-
planse. The clapping and Desiree's
look combined to bring Caleb's drowsy
senses back to normal wakefulness.

“That chap.,” he whispered, ‘'can't
play anywhere near as good as yoy do.
Lord. but he hit that old planner some
ecruel ones! After he'd tired it all out.
too; so it couldn’t get back at him. I
bet them kevs wish they had your
white little fingers pettin® "em instead
of* that blacksmith. What's this next
turn golng to be?™

“A tenor solo.” she answered. “It's
the ‘Siciliana’ from Cavalleria Rusti-
cana. ©Oh, good! It's to be accom-
panied by the harp. It always ought
to be., T think. Don't you?"

“Sure!” responded Caleb, with an air
of loyal certainty.

But Desires was too much engrossed
in the prelude to admonish him.

A few staccato chords; then began
the song. At first repressed floridity
of phrase; then passion bursting stark-
v through the convention of stilted
word and melody: rising at last to a
crescendo where speech falled and a
hot-gasped *“A—ah!" broke off the
strain.

To Caline, listening impassive on the
other side of Desliree from Conover
the alr conjured wup Iits pleture as
vividly as though the scene lay before
his eyvea. Gray dawn in the grayv-
welled Sicillan village, high on the
mountaln top. Graw dawn of Easter
above the sleeping hamlet. One figure
half hidden by the abutting angile of
the stone houses. the only human be-
ing abroad. One figure—a man. guitar
in hand. singing that mad love song
beneath the casement of the woman
he had won—lost—and wrongfully won
again. Turlddu, the returned soldier
serenading Lola, fickle wife of Alfio
the absant teamster: Alflo under whose
knife-thruat Turiddu was destined to
fall. before the yet unrisen sun should
stend at high noon above thelr sordid
little willage world. And, contemptu-
ous of his half-suspected fate, the
wooer was singing to the woman
whose love wasa to bring him death.

Mad, undisciplined, lawless adoration
now moaned. now cried zloud. in both
alr and words. What mattered the
holy day. the avenxing husband’'s steel,
the forsaken Bantuzza, who was sob-
bing alone somewhere In that huddle
of blind houses? Love was king. The
pirate love who knows its stake is
death: and, unafrald, tempts its fate,

“Cre scrito sangue so prala tua porta—:
Ma dl restarci a me nonmen’importal!™

Then in a last burst of gloriously
insane protestation:

“8i per te muojo e vado in Paradiso.
Non c'eatro se non vedo {1 turo bel
viso!™

And that yvearning. wordless passion-
fraught cry wherein supreme longing
rushed beyond the bounds of speech.

A tumbling mutter of the harp-
strings. And silence.

“The sublimated howl of a back-
fence tom-cat!”. muttered Caine, to
}f the garish braln-picture fad-
ing.

A momentary, tense hush fell over the
audience as the flnal chords trailed off
into nothingness, Then, before the ut-
ter stillness could be bhroken by the
burst of ensuing applause, another
sound—hideously  distinet, vibrant,
long-drawn. cut raggedly through the
breathless qulet. The sound of a full-
lunged., healthy snore.

Caleb Conover was
child.

sleeping like a

CHAPTER XIIL
Moonlight and Mistakes.

The musicale was over. The first
floor of the Standish house loocked ae
though a devastating army had camp-
ed there. Calne, who had lingered for
a good-night word with Letty, glanced
over the empty musie room.

“I wonder,” he sald, “if there Is any-
thing else on earth quite 0 vacant as
the place a crowd of guests have just
deserted. They always seem to have
carried away with them whatever lo-
cal atmosphere there was and to have
left behind a vacuum of desolation.”

Latty did not answer. She was tired
nerve-worn, relaxed, after the even-
Ing’'s strain. Characteristically, &ha
was aware of a mild desire to make
someone else vncomfortable. Someone
who cared for her enough to be hurt.
Calne suited her purpose to perfection.
Hence the sheath of grisved silence
that always brought him hastening to
the anxious eeat. The rusa prevalled
now, as ever,

“You aren’t unhappy about anything
are you dear?" he queried solicitously

“Oh, mo!¥ she replied, a throaty
quaver in her wvolce.

*“I haven't done anything, have I?"
came the second stereotyped question
in love's catezhism.

“Oh, no!™ she returned briefly wWth
full feminine power of making the an-
swer read, “Oh, yes!"™

“But what?’ he begged.

“Oh, nothing!" with the rarified lorti-
ness that precedes a plunge Into the
v?ile of tears. ‘‘Nothing! Nothing at
all.™

Nor was it until he had rung all the
traditional changes on the query and
had worked himself into a sgtate of
pitiable humility that she would con-
sent to burst forth into the flood tide
of her grievances.

“You made me so wunhappy.”
wapt. “It was all vour fault.
did you do 1t? How could you?™

“"Please—please tell me!"™ he urged.
“l don't understand. How?"

“That disgusting man! That brute
you brought here!”

“Conover? I didn’t bring bim. Your

father—""
' “He Is your friend. though.” she in-
sisted. “And he frightened me and he
behaved so abominably. And every-
body laughed when he went to sleep.
I could have dled of mortification.™

“"But why7?" he reasoned. “You
weren't responsible for him. .If any-
one had caused to feel mortified, it
was Miss Sheviin who sat beside him.
Yet ghe—"

“Please don't talk about her!”™ de-
manded Letty with a flash of watery
dignity. *“1 have enouxgii to bear with-
out that. If she chose to sit up. look-
ng unconcerned, and talking to him
aas if nothing had happened, and keep-
inl the hrute vide awate and lnter-

she
Why
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ested all the rest of the evening—It
was probably because she knew no
better. 1 suppose her sort of people—""
And here the gods deprived Amazi
\ichoias Caine of wisdom.

“She’s a little thomughbred' " he in-
terposed stoutly. T never =aw any-
thing better done in my life than her
treatment of that poor, sheenish, eud-
denly-awakened chap. it made one
:;.shamed of having wanted to laugh

‘If you are going to take other peo-
I'.ﬂcs part against me,” sniffed Letty,
“¥ou needn't trouble to walt here any
longer. Good-night. I am very tired
and very miserable.’

Caine fort;mlth parformed prodigles
of self abasement that little by Httle
nnoed Letty back from tears to tem-

Just the same!" she snapped. “It
was your fault. If it hadn't been for
you. I'm qulite sure Father would nev-
er have i[nvited him.’

I never heard of your father's sac-
rificing his own wishes to that extent
for my sake,”” sald Caine, unt\.arh'y
“If he invited Conover out of compli-
ment to me. he didn't think it im-
portant enough to tell me so. Shaill J
thank him?

“No, no!" cried Letty in alarm.
“And,"” with recovering self-control, *I
never want to see that man agaln as
long as I live. 1 feel—strangled—swhen
he Is near me. As If he were trying Lo
master me as he .does his rallroads
and legislatures. He hypnotizes me,
with his mud-colored eves and that
great lower jaw. I—I hate him. I'll—
I'll never have to see him’ agalin, will
I? Promise me!"

Punishment hrd given place to a de-
mand for coddling. Caine rose ardent-
ly to the occasion. Yet she was not
content.

“"Promise me!"”
“Promise ‘me he'll
agajn.”

“He'll have to pay & dinner call”
protested Caline. “Even Conover knows
enough to do that, I'm afraid. If he
doesn't, Miss Sheviin will tell him.”

“I won't be at home!"™ she declared,
fearfully. “I—he can't make me see
him. I never want to see either of
them again. Either of them. Promisa
me you'll thrash him if he annoys me.”

She peered coyly up at him from be-
tween thin, ecaked lashes; her nose
aquivering. ~ But. for onece, loverlike
heroirs were lacking. For, even as he
started to wolce the Idle promise, a
picture of Elacarda —smashed and on-
recognizable, screaming in agony of
terror—flashed Into €aine's mind. And
the pa-donable boast struck mldw-ay
in his throat.

“I think you are getting tired of me,”
sobbed Leftty, accusingly. “If you are,
don’t be afraid to say so. I can bear
it. ' It’s only one thing more for me
to bear.™

she reiterated.
never come here

Mre. Hawarden, at Desiree’'s whis-
pered plea, had offered Caleb a home-
ward lift in her carriage. The Fighter
sat in heavy silence throughout the
drive, *When the carriage stopped at
Desiree's door, he helped her out and,
with a grunt of goodnight to Mrs. Ha-
warden. followed the girl up the wall,
Nor did he speak as he unlocked the
door for her.

But Desiree was in no haste to say
goodnight. A waning moon made the
veranda bright. The air was still
warm. ©She threw her cloak over a
chalr arm and seated herself In a
porch rocker: Caleb standing dumbly
before her. She leaned back comfort-
ably in the deep chair, looking up with
inscrutable eyes at his silhouette that
bulked big in the moonlight. Of a
sudden. she fell to laughing softly.

“Oh, you big baby!”™ she cried.
“You've punished yourself all you're
going to. It's all right. Now stop be-
ing unhappy! Stop! Smile!™

“You aren't sore on me?"”
in lingering doubt.

"8Silly! Why should I be?"

“I—I made awful small of you, the
way I acted.” he confessed.

“If I can stand it. you ought to,” she
retorted. “Now be trlends and stop
sulking.”

“You're sure vou ain't
quzrled still in doubt.

“Mad? Not one smidgin!—I—"

“Oh, Dey.,” he interrupted, all con-
trition. , “It was rotten of me! To
think of my snorin’ out land an’ mak-
in* everybody rubber at wdu while
they gave me the laugh! An" you nev-
er batted an eye! You sat there look-
in' so friendly an’ cool, an' talkin® to
me like nothin' had happenad! I could
a' knelt down and klssed both your
feet. I kep' &' thinkin® all evenin® that
you'd most likely take it out on me
when we was alone. It'd a'been only
hooman nature if you bad. That’'s why
I cam2 here now. To take my medl-
cine. An" you ain't even dlsgusted
with me. You ain't are you?" he add-
ed in hasty need for reassurance.

“Would vou have been ‘disgusted’
with me,” she asked, "if it had been I
instead of you that—?”

“Fou know blame well I wouldn’t!"
he declared. “An' I'd a'licked ev'ry
man in the place that dared to laugh
or look sneerin’. I'd a'—"

“That's just what I wanted to do,”
said Desiree. “If I was cross inside
it wasn't at yvou, dear boy."

“I'll win out on 'em yet,” growled
Conover. . “I made a mistake. An’
I'm ashamed of it. The only feller
who's never ashamed of his milstakes
is 2 loonatic. And I ain't a loonatic
by a long shot. I'm ashamed. But I'll
win."”

“"Listen to me!" she demanded. *“If
there was a big, loveble, splendid child
vou Knew and he insisted on going to
play with childrenr who hadn't the
sense to =ee how fine he was and what

he asked

mad,” he

. good company he could be, it wouldn't

make you angry at him, would it, 1If
he got laughed at for not understand-
ing their stiff, set ways? Of course
not. But when he'd had his lesson and
had burned his poor stubby fingers
wouldn't it make you just the least
little bit !mpatient if he began right
away to plan to try his luck with those
same horrid children again? Wonldn't
you be tempted to spank him or—7"

“¥ou're dead right, little girl,” he
admitted. “An' you're a lot cleverer
than I am. I—" :

“Then you will
urged.

“I can't, Dey! Honest. I can't. 7
couldn't look myself in the Jace again
iff I let those gold-szhirters beat me
out. You see how It Is, don't you? I'm
In 1o win. If I ever was to give up a
figkt. I could never win another. It'd
take the ‘win’' out of me, for keeps.
Flease don’t make me do it Dey!™

“All right!" sghe sighed. In comic de-
spair, "It's only for your own sake
and because I care for vou™

“If it's goln' tv make you unhappy
or ashamed of me, I'll give it up.” he
sald with slow resignation.

“No." she forbade. *“You needn’t feel
that way about it. It doesn't make
me unhappy. €xcept on Your account
And I couldn’t b: ‘ashamed’ of vou f
I tried all day. You know I couldn’t.”

“You're the dandiest, littlest, pretti-
est girl there is!"” he sald gratefully
“An' those big eyes of yours kind of
make me feel like I was in church
Now I'll chase home an' give you a
chance to do some sleepin’., Say—"' as
he started to go, ‘“What do you think
of Miss Standish?™

“Why.” she answered. perplexed, T
never thought ‘much about her. She’s
very nice;—and pretty, too; isn't she?"”

‘Looks a little Yke a rabbit, don't
shc"' he ventured.

give it up?" she

The girl's quiek laugh flashed out
and she clasped her hands together.

“Beautiful!” she cried. *"“How did
yYou ever think of it?

“Struck me the first time I saw her,”
he replied, flattered.

“I told her about it to-night at din-
ner.”

“Cal=b! You didn’t!”

“Honast, I did!” he reiterated.

‘““What did she say?"

“Oh., she didn’'t seem to mind. Got
sort o' red. an' grinned. 1 guess she
liked it. Her'n me didn't get on so
bad together, takin' all into account
I guess we'll pull together first rate
when we're better acguainted.”

“You seem pretty certain of being
‘better acqualnted’ she mocked; al-
beit there was a little tug at her heart.

“1I am,” he answered, coolly, *“The
fact is. Dey, I'm thinkin' of makin' it
a cass of marry.”

For a moment she did not answer
The footfalls of a pedestrian sounded
rhythmically distinet In the silence
that fell between the man and the
girl. ‘Then Desirese observed with a
slight restraint that sat strangely up-
on her:—

“I domn't think that
joke.”

‘““Tisn’t a joke at all." Caleb assured
her. “I mean it. T'd a' talked it over
with you before, only the idee never
came clear to me till to-night. Here's
how it is—"

*You—you care for her?’ asked De-
siree wvery quietly. Caleb,.full as he
was of his own aspirations, noticed
how dull and lifeless her voice had all
at once grown.

“You're tired out!"” he eried. all re-
morse, “Here I keep you up, listenin’
to my fool talk when you ought to be
sound asleep! Nice sort of guardian I
am! I'm goin'—"

“No, Walt! she\ordered with a piti-
ful shadow of her wonted dainty im-
periousness. “I'm not tired. Tell me
Are you in love with her?*

“In love with her?‘ scoffed Caleb
““With that little rabit-faced bunch of
silliness? Not me! But she cames of
about the biggest fam'ly here. She's
pop’lar ev'rywhere. If I was to marry
her, I'd get ‘'with the best crowd in
Granits. My place’d be as sure as
your's'll be when you marry that gold-
shirt chap—whoever he turns .out to
be—that we was talkin' about the other
day. 1 was speakin' of the idee to
Calg;:. only to-nignt, an' he says—"

SOV 1

The furious monosyliable snapped
through his rambling talk like a plstol
shot. Caleb paused In amaze. The
Eirl had risan. Her tiny fists were
clinched, her face hard as a statue's.
The moonlight gave back cold fire
from iher great eyes.

“How dare you?" she panted. “How
dare you! Yopu speak of marrying
Letty Standish as you would speak of
buying a horse'! You even talk #t over
with the man she has promised to
marry! But I suppose you chuckled tc
yourself over your barroom cunning in
getting an opinion fromn him withont
letting him know it was hls sweet-
heart you planned to steal. You snear
at her as a ‘rabit-faced little bunch of
sijliness’ and you speak in the same
breath of making her your wife. Do
you realize ydu are not only insulting
her by such a thought, but you are
insulting me by speaking so In my
presenge 7"

"Dey!"” gasped the bewildered man
“You must be crazy, child! I never
saw you like—"

“Be stlll!™ she ccmmanded, her sil-
ver wvoicz ringing harsh, “I forbid you
to speak to me, now or any time. A
man wbo can plan what you are plan-
ning, and who can boast of it, fsn’t fit
to speak to any woman. Yon went to
that honsc as a guest—and you asked
men's opinions in the smoking room—'"'

“It was th~ dressin’ room. Dey,” he
pleaded, “An’ me an'
Caine—""

“You ask men's onlnjon * blazed on
Desiree, unheeding, “as to whether you
are llkely to gain anything In a soclal
way by wretking an innocent girl's
life. Yon sit by her at dinner—at her
own father's table—and . plan In snug
complacency how to separate her from
a man she really loves.—and to compel
her to marry you. Why, you aren't
fit to marry her chambermald. There
isn't a groom in her stable that hasn't
higher, holier ideals, Now go! This i=
the last time I want to see you as long
as I live!"”

A swirl of soft skirts. the sharp
€lam of a door, and Caleb Conover
aghast, wordless with dismay stood
alone cn the little moon-lit porch.

For a full minute he stood there,
dumbfounded. Then, from somewhere
in the darkness beyond the closed door
came faintly the sound of sobbing.
Rending heartbroken sobs that brought
a lump to his own throat.

“Dey!" he called, frantically miser-
able, “Dey!"

He tried the locked door, and rapped
as loudly as he dared upon its panels.
The sobbing died away. For an hour
Conover walted: alternately whispering
the girl's name and tapping appealing-
Iy for admittance. But the house re-
mained silent. At length with a des-
pairing growl he turned away.

“Now what in blazes could a’ made
her act like that?" he pondered, half-
aloud. -“Gee, but I'd rather be horse-
whipped than make that kid ery! An'
I s'pose,” he went on as he passed out
of the gate, *1 s'pose "hout this time
Letty Standish an' Caine are sayin’
goodnight, all slushly like, an’ grinnin’
at each "other, llke a couple of measly
love-birds.™

He logked back once more at the
dark house; sighed noisly, and started
homeward. A passing policeman re-
cognized him; and, in deference to the
Fighter's fast-growing politieal power,
s0 far unbent as to say:

“Good evenin'.” Mr. Conover.
night, ain‘'t IE? -Are—7"

“Oh, go to hell! snarled Caleh,

{Teo be Continued.)
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James E. Pepper
Whiskey
Bottled m Bond Established 1780
Order by Mail =~
4 Full e PR e Tyearold $E500
12 Full m?— auuold $1 5

Sent expresa pre—naid in h!g{n package,

BRIDGEPORT, CONN.

T.J. MURPHY, 818 Main Street

FINE Wines and Liquors

Free Delivery.

BRIDGEPORT DISTRIBUTING CO.,

102 STATE STREET, NEAR PUBLIC HABKET
California Port or Sherry, 76 cents per
Port, Sherry, Tokay, Muscatel, Rhine
Full quart S8herwood Rye Whiskey, $1.00.
Cooking Brandy, Liquors, Cordials, Ale and Lager :Bau
Telephone 264-3

etc.

28c PER POUND
THE PEOPLE’S DAIRY,
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New Made Spring Butter, fresh from the churn

130 State St
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INSIST UPON HYGIENIC ICE

'For household use thegp 1s

being both filtered and before
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THE NAUGATUCK

421 HOUSATONIC AVENUE
Telephone
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Branch Office COAL
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WAKE UP!

Branch Office GEQ. B. CLAR & CO.
30 Fairfield Avenue » Telephone 2437

COAL and
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CLEAN
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Flour, Grain, Hay and Straw, .2
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WAI-LEY IOE ‘CO.
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STOP DREAMING :
ABOUT THAT COAL ORDEE

Prices have advanced and will soon be higher. Let s fill your bins -NOW

THE ARNOLD COAL COMPANY

OLESALRE
RETAIL

Extra

LEHIGH oom,,
Spraguelce&CoalCo.

East Bod East Washington Ave. Bridge
Telophors 710

ABSOLUTELY
COAL 6UARANTEED

SCREENED BY A NEW MACHINE

: .-‘_\'
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toca.llatourya.rd

Coal is advancing in price each . ’“"r
month at wholesale and must soon advance at retail. i '_ .?

DO NOT DELAY ORDERING
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