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|(mly a few cnsiemers remained in

the main dining and dancing rnom.

“Come back to my office”’ sug--

gested Blackie. “We'll have a good
talk.”
But Al stopped, scanning the famil-

iar room as if he expected to find

the ghosts of his former triumphs

there. His eyes took

on the look of

with
men who try to escape the world an.l
He
forgot that Blackie was standing be-
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commune only with themselves.
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i side him, looking solicitously into his
‘ Pictures, Inc. King y into his

face—Yes, there was the table where

‘ ; Molly and Marcus a RanasE
«The Singing Fool”, starring Al \10!1131 ﬂnd‘ IT:uus aind the others sat
1€ nighn

Jolson, is a Warner
| picturization of this novel.

on he sang “Always” {o

Bros.,

Molly. There was the old door leading

to the bar. The floor show had ended

' IZI;VK‘T &

and a

but orchetsra was playing

He's got no time for the|few couples were dancing.
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SYNOPSIS Ibent it! ‘
Al Stone, singing waiter at Blackie‘likes of you!”
Joe's New York night club, is loved | The panel closed with a slam. Al

by Grace Farrel, th cigarette girl, but;nodding listlessly, began to descend

“Come” repeated Blackis and Al {ol-

£
]
itz
lowed him toward the private office. i |G
They sat down, facing each other. UNSWEETENED —:

he doesn’t know it. He marries Mo|ly‘the stairs. He shrugged his shoulders | “pave a cigar, have a drink?” sug-

Winton, a ballad singer, and wins| —it didn’t matter. ' gested the night club owner but Al

fame as a composer of popular songs.l Tnside, Blackie had. bt‘?‘en stanvdmtg 5110(.)‘1( his head .Then Blackie heg'ml The Product Of ‘the Best Canadian Daxrles
When their baby, Junior, is about two: fairly mear the dfam. Who wants| geqin:

years old, Molly elopes with John!me?’ he called after the aperature “Now boy, I wish you'd tell me all

Perry, Al’s best friend. She and Perry| was closed. about it. What happened to you—

take the child Al adores and sail for
France. Al, completely broken by the
loss, disappears from Broadway and
becomes a derelict. One day Gnace
Farrel sees him on the street, but he
runs away. Grace starts a search
for him, which ends in failure. But
the image of Grace remains vividly in
Al's mind.

CHAPTER XXIII

old generous

Something of Al's
spirit toward Grace returned as he
thought of her. How concerned her
expression had been yesterday as she
stared at him from across the street.
Yet his feeling toward her was not
strong enough to overcome the resis-
tance of his desire to separate him-
self from the old life.

In spite of all that, however the
memory of her face remained in his
mind. Perhaps it was this memory
that brought him up sharply about
three o'clock one morning before a
house that seemed strangely familiar.
Surely he knew these outside stepe
and that entrance. It was Blackie
Joe’s place.

Slowly, scarcely knowing what
was doing, Al mounted the shabby
stairs toward the little gleam of light
he saw at the top. Yes, he was sure
of the place now; an intense longing
possessed him to see the inside of
the old familiar place where he had
won his earliest triumphs. Only a
few years had passed since those
happy-go-lucky nights, but the time
seemed like a century.

‘He stopped before the heavy, bolted
door. It was a new door, much strong-
er than the one Al had known. The
many raids of the prohibition agents
had forced Blackie to take additional
precautions;

he

his place was better
guarded now.

Al knocked against the panel set-
high in the door and presently it
opened. A strange face gazed at him
and the eyes became more suspicious
évery moment as their owner looked
him up and down, noting his dilapi-
dated clothes.

“Is Blackie Joe here?”

“Who wants to know?”
guard curtly.

“I do I know him”.

There was a pause, then:

asked the

“G'wan

“Oh just some bum’ said the doot
keeper scornfully.

Blackie nodded and turned to look
over ‘his dance floor. But as he did

so there was a faint stir of curiosity

in his mind. A bum—well, what
did the bum want?
He walked over to the door and

pulled open the panel. At the foot of
the stairs, clearly silhouetted against
the light, he saw a familiar face.

At first Blackie did not recognize
the figure at the foot of the night
club stairs as Al Stone, his old sing-
Eing waiter. But the familiarity of
'the profile was striking enough to
make Blackie throw open the door and
call “Hey—you!”

At that, Al turned so that his face
wag illuminated by the light at the
head of the stairs. Now Blackie
was sure—he came rushing down the
stairs to wring Al’'s hand.

“Hello, there kid!” Blackie almost
shouted in his delight “We’'ve be:n
wondering where you were. And to
think—1I almost let you get away!”

Al stared into the face of his for-
mer boss, smilingly faintly. It seem-
ed as if Blackie would never relin-
quish that vigorous grip on his
hand. A thrill of pleasure shot
thought Al—it was good to see some
one at last who was really glad to

see him, who beamed on him in the
most friendly way imaginable  That
Ahadn’t happened to Al for months.
He glanced away to hide his embar-
rassment at his shabby appearance.

Then Blackie linked his strong arm
with Al’s and led the young soag
writer up the stairs, talking as he
went.

“You know, Al this is a big mo-
ment for us all. I want you to come
in and meet the performers-—some
of them you know. And Grace is still
with us—you remember her”.

Al nodded, but

Blackie saw he was

said nothing.
dealing with a
man who was not only bewildered but
had definit:!y lost his gift for carry-
ing on in the battle of life.
inside Al‘s coit sleeve was limp.
As they stepped iaside the
keeper stared in amazement
hig well dressed employer

The anm

door-
to see
waiking
arm in arm with this bum. What on
earth did it
It was w2l on toward &aslight an
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An Ailing

- (HILD

Are you prepared to render
first aid and quick comfort the
moment your youngster has an
upset of any sort? Could you do
the right thing—immediately—
though the emergency came with-
out warning—perhaps tonight?
Castoria is a mother’s standby at
such times. There is nothing like
it in emergencies, and nothing
better for everyday use. For
sudden attack of colic, or the
gentle relief of constipation; to
allay a feverish condition, or to
soothe a fretful baby that can’t
sleep. This pure vegetable prepa-
ration is always ready to ease an
ailing youngster. It is just as

a
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harmless as the recipe on the
wrapper reads. If you see Chas.
H. Fletcher’s signature, it is
genuine Castoria. It is harmless
to the smallest infant; doctors
will tell you so.

You can tell from the recipe on
the wrapper how mild it is, and
how gocd for little systems. But
continue with Castoria until a

where have you been hiding all these
months ?”

“Oh, here and there—just wander-
ing about” Al replied noncommittal-
ly.

“Yes I know that. But do you know
that Marcus has been after you? And
a couple of song publishers have been
paging you all over town.”

“ves I know it,” came the strange
ly passive answer. “I'm not interest-
ed in that. I told Marcus I was
through and I meant it. I really don’t

all

know why I came here tonight—just
happened to look up and saw your en-
trance. Couldn’t stay away from the
old place forever, I s’pose”.

A hopeless feeling stole over
Blackie. This was just the shell of
the old Al; Blackie felt how
that apparently listless resistance of
his would be to any back.
Nevertheless he leaned forward and
said earnestly.

“Al, you don’t have to tell
you feel—I know, it may seem strange
to you, but I was knocked out once
myself, in the same way, by a woman.
For a while I thought there was no

when

strong

come

me how

use living, then the day came
someone gave me a good stiff talking
to. I decided to fight my way up
again, and I did. I decided I wouldn’t

let one blow put me down for the

count!”
“Blackie, the reformer” munmured
Al. An expression somewhere he-

tween a smile and a sneer curved the
corners of his mouth.

Blackie leaned back
hurt, but determined not to show it.
In the old days Al could never have

in his chair,

made a sardonic and bitter rejoinder
like that.

“Do you still love Molly?” Blackie
asked incredulously.

‘“No!” The sharp demial was the
first show of life Al had shown.
Blackie nodded in approval. Then

Al seemed to think that some further
explanation was needed. “She did for
me and first T had to clean her out
of my mind. I did that—then I tried
to write. But I found I couldn’'t get
interested. It was no use.”

a waiter stuck his head
in the door and told Blackie a custo-
| mer wanted to speak to him. Blackie

| rose.

Just then

Make
yourself at home—TI'll be right back.”
(To be continued)

“Excuse me a minute, Al.

A doctor says our eyes are bad
because we rush out of dark offices
Bet that
1isn’t the reason most people had
mind.

Lima Beane says the feeling often
comes over ihm that he is merely the

into the glaring sunlight.
in

other side of a phonograph record.

Notice to Electors!

The Revisors will meat at the City
Hall on the 21st, 22nd, and 23rd of

October, 1929, between the hours of
3 p. m. and 5 p. m. ,and 7 p. m. and 9|
p. m., for the purpose of revising the
Voters’ List.

Any person claiming to add or|
strike off, from the list, must give
notice thereof, with the ground of ad-1
dition (or with the cause of objection,'
as the case may be) to either of us on !
or before above dates.

MURRAY E. HAGERMAN,
Chairman. ,

ABNER B. BELYEA, !

WALTER B. BURDEN, |

child is grown,

| Revisors.

| [
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@-l;)lace of cream for salad dressings,
creamed fish, creamed vegetables, and ice
cream 'makes better, more wholesome food.
Yet it is less than half the price! Send for
this free book; it shows new ways to prepare
favorite dishes and contains many simple
recipes that help you to serve tasty,
nourishing meals.

Pure...Rich
sroSafe

St. Charles milk is pure,
fresh milk, concentrated
—made more than twice
as rich as ordinary milk
—and sterilized in sealed
containers. It comes to
you as fresh and sweet as
when it left the farm—as
safe as if there was nota
germ in the world. For
every milk use it costs no
more—in many places less
than ordinary milk,

Tue Boroen Co., Limitep, 140 St. Paul St. West, Montreal, Dept. A.
Please send me free copy of St. Charles Recipe Book.

This milk is entirely a Maritime Province product

CONDENSARY TRURO, N.S.

JOB PRINTING

All Work Guaranteed Finest Quality and
Artistic Workmanship
The Largest Plant in the City

We Aim To Satisfy The Most
. Exacting Customer

; LETTER HEADS
PROGRAMMES ENVELOPES CIRCULARS
BILL HEADS WEDDING INVITATIONS
REPORTS POSTERS CARDS BOOKS
BUTTER WRAPPERS HONEY LABELS
LEGALFORMS AUCTION SALE HANGERS
and all othex.JOB PRINTING WORK

Come in and see our samples of any of the above
Orders by Mail Promptly Attended to

No Job too large-er too small to receive our
immediate attention

Mail Printing Co.




