rnoon is a hopeful sign. It shows the people are
 to be more alert in the future in loeking after
0l matters. :
vote probably would have been much larger
the storm that breoke over the eity in the
and also for the fact that the election was
afternoon when merchants and clerks are
ally prohibited by their employment from
ing to the polls.
ude Gray, re-elected by a bare plurality of 44
, expresses satisfaction that the school board
endorsed. If Gray ean get any satisfaetion
of an endorsement by 1396 votes out of a total of
he can figure more than most citizens will be
to do. As a matter of fact Gray, representing
regime was against the field and the oppo-
to the old system was voiced in all of the candi-
ies opposing him. That he was elected was due to
 splitting up of the vote into eight parts on the
of the opposition.
| that, Mrs. MeQuestin, one of the opposition,
- him by over 1000 votes.
" The Times believed it important to change the
' board policy and opposed Claude Gray in the
of the campaign.
refused to endorse any of the opposing candi-
at the finish, however.
sy all insisted on playing polities. All publiely
ed themselves to boost the salaries of teachers,
vieing with the other to grab the organized
18’ vote.
he Times is not against good pay for teachers. If
everythin considered is found advisable then they
id be but for candidates who manifestly
cammnot know the inside workings of the schoel busi-
88 to, in advance, play for the teacher vote with
g of salary increases, shows a political weak-
gas as bad as anything charged against the ‘old
' The Times refuses to be a party te any such game
and it refused to he a party to the eleetion of any of

Gray. £ 1

who will square with the whole people, not con-
mg:,intcutsotmfution, any clique in or
out of the schools whether it has many or few votes
or whether it represents relatives of board members
or just plain American citizens.

End of All War! .

" Today the Times starts publishing the first ehap-
of a serial story which is more than a story.

Jt is a story which will hold the interest of every

reader. You should read the first installment, for

4 you do not, you will be put to the trouble of get-

g the numbers you miss.

t it is more than a story. It is literature. It is

w%hy. It is the most tremendous ecomment on

lished in years.

‘,‘ﬁlwe have “peace on earth, good will to men?”’

'Will wars always desolate the earth? It seems im-

_possible. And if wars ever cease, how will they
eease.

QOur great feature gives Herbert Quick’s guess as
%0 how they cease. In his ideas as to war Quick
mal be accused of inconsistency. For in ‘‘On Board
 the Good Ship Earth’’ he says that he ean not see the
of militarism. At the same -time he insisted
some time it must end.

The story tells how he thinks it may end.

Uhina, too has been hit. Price of rice has jumped
per cent since 1911.

Porf. Ri of London, announces that girls
sgrit h£ earlier than boys. Yep! Earlier, oft-

: 1 longer and later.

g are more than 700 registered clubs in Lon-
Must be a lot of ““going out to the elub”’ ex-

of a

“DO YOU STILL LOVE ME?"
CHAPTER XIX.

“You must loox your prettiest

tonight, Madge,"”” said Diek as he

came from the telephone at lunch-
eon time, “for Mr. Belden and his

‘| wife have invited us to go to the

theater and then they are going to
take us to one of the swell Bo-
hemian places. 1I've never seen
Belden’s wife, but they tell me
she is one of the best looxers that
frequents the Broadway restaur-
ants,

‘“Well, dear, I'll wear my brown
and gold evening gown."” .

“Do you mean that ghttering,
beady thing you showed me the
other day at Buffalo?”

“The same,”” I answered with a
laugh,

“Then I'll bet she'll have to go
some to stack up beside you,
dear, for I am sure you'll look
lixe a shimmering sort of a dream
in those shades of red, brown and
burnished gold which just mateh
your eyes and hair.”

“Goodness, Diek!" I exclaimed,
“I didn't 2mow you were 80 ObD-
serving. I'll have to be very par-
ticular how I dress.”

“You suit me always, Margie,
but I think I like yeou best in
brown."

“All right, Dick; I'll remember
that.*

“Don’t worry about my taste
when you are picking out your
clothes. I never intend to be one
of those masculine pests who goes
with his wife when she buys her
hats. I den't want you to pick
out my clothes, and I am sure you
Znow what is best for yourself.”

“For this relief — much
thanks,” I quoted, dropping my
high lord a low curtesy. “One
of the trials of married life that
I thought was in store for me was
having you compare a hat on a
beoutiful millinery maodel ana
then on me.”

Dick grabbed me and pulled me
down to his lap. “There is no
woman in the world, sweetheart,

| The Confessions

that will look better in any old

Wife

hat than you.”

‘“Perhaps you think so now,
Dick, but there are always young
models and I will grow old.”

“There you go again, Margie;
isn’t it enough that I think se now
—why will you borrow trouble
from the future? Do you know,
Jdear, I believe that half the wom-
en mage themselves miserable by
thinking and worrying about
‘what is to happen’? Don’t you
know if you enjoy the pleasure of
the moment you've had it? No
one can take it from you. What-
eve; comes afterward gannet ob-
literate that fact.”

‘“Perhaps you are right, Dick,”
I said rather wistfully, “but ,oh!
I want you to love me always—
always as I shall love you—and
do you know, Mr, Husband, 1
don’t belteve you have assed me
if T loved you since we were mar-
ried.”

‘“Yes, I have,” stoutly affirmed
Dick. But nevertheless he had
not.

Some way I am not as sure of
it as I was before we were mar-
ried. Already I have found out
that it is the man who asks, ‘Do
you still love me?”™ before the
wedding day and the woman who
Xeeps questioning after the wed-
ding, “Do you still love me?’’
(Continued Tomorrow.)

PINS FOR GIFTS

A box of faney pins, pasted Into
circles of white or any color wool
cloth desired and on the edges of
the wool pin all sizes in safety
pins, makes an acceptable gift for
a girl who works in an office and
who often has a hard time to find a
pin. A pair of dainty garters—the
old fashioned round kind with the
bows on the side—would be more
than appreciated by the woman who
rests without her corset and con-
sequently her stocking supporters
are missing,

To Cure a Cold in One Day
Take LAXATIVE BROMO QUIN-
INE Tablets. Druggists refund
money if it fails to cure. E. W.
GROVE'S signature is on each box.
a6c.

the eandidates who thus pandered for votes even to}

Lampl
Winter

REFUGE
A Modern King cophet‘t;:i ‘al,nd the Familiar

BY STEPHEN FRENCH WHITMAN
Illustrated by Jay Hyde Barnum

(Continued From Saturday.)

The same afternoon she was
resting on one of the green sofas
in the shop, which happened for
the moment to be empty. Beside
her reclined the forewoman, who,
while recounting wittily an inti-
mate adventure of a friend of hers,
managed to exhibit, as if casually,
a new ring set with a large em-
erald. Listening absent-mindedly
to the forewoman's story, replete
with details of a sort which now-
adays did@ not disturb her in the
slightest, Bertha looked up and saw
entering the room a young woman
and a young man, both strangers.
The young woman was blond, hand-
some and well dressed. Her com-
panion, following with that self-
tonscious pose of tolerance which
men are apt to assume when lured
into such places, was the embodi-
ment of Bertha's dreams!

He was tall and heavy about the
shoulders, his smooth-shaven face
was finely modeled; his yellow
hair, clipped short, rippled above
his white forehead. He and the
woman with him lookead alike; evi-
dently she was his sister,

She wanted a new ball dress in
a great hurry; she had been every-
where else, but had not found any-
thing to suit her. Perhaps the
forewoman had something already
made, from Paris, that would fit
her with a few alterations? The
forewoman, with suave and com-
petent manner, produced from s
wardrobe & low-neck gown of sil-
ver tissue, covered with minute em-
broidery, all in one plece. The
customer, assuming the {illegible
expression of a bargainer, examin-
ed it, while her brother snapped his

“But the price Is e - 4
“Oh, madame! Not for this robe!

Just look at it. If you could only

(Copyrighted, 1913, by the Newspaper Enterprise
Association.)

A blush of shame spread from
her cheeks over her white neck.

“Walk across the room, Ber-
tha.” 7
With a pleading look at th& fore-
woman, she obeyed, exceedingly
graceful even in her trepidation,
amid the fading daylight gleaming
like an alluring apparation. The
customer purchased the Aress.

That evening, as Bertha in her
black skirt and jacket was walking
home, midway in a deserted street
a man who haad been following con-
fronted her. It was he. She start-
ed back, but he approached nearer,
hat in gloved hand, at first unable
to begin his speech.

“How shall I excuse myself? If
you could only forgive my doing
this! But how else should I ever
meet you? If I had not we should
have had to go on always without
knowing each other. For you that
might have been easy—but net for
me! What magie leaps from one
person to another at the first
glance! Forgive me—the wildest
words seem reasonable to me to-
night. Say you fergive me, that
you will not pass by without a
word!"™

How rich, his voice! How hand-
some he was! He took her hand;
and in his fingers hers weakened
and lay still. A look which she
did not see—of intense satisfac-
tion—crossed his face.

“I must go on,” she gasped,

“Ne, no.,”

“I must go on. I can't stay.
can't talk to you tomight.”

“Then tomorrow might? Hcﬁ,ln
this street, at the same time? 'O,
don't be cruel!” 130

She withdrew her hand and went
quickly away. So long as she re-
mained in sight he watched./2hes.
leaning on his cane, -necn)qt‘vs
slightly smiling. )

In the morning the forewdmam
had ready some gossip concerning
the purchaser of the ball dress.
Yes, he was her brother.
forewoman began to relate,
gusto, stories about him
everybody knew.” He wasoeidh
Youthful as he was, he had "R
wild life; he was well known for
a reckless, unscrupulous, danger-
ous yeung man. The forewoman
was excited by these accomplish-
ments of his. As for Berthia, be-
fore her rese the indistinet faces
of imnumerable other women.

In the dark street that night
when, faithful to his sppointment,
he approached her, the girl turn-
ed on his savagely: “I want
nothing to do with you! How

I

" he efaculated, as-
tounded,

afurday

alcove, her cheek wupon the pillow,
stealthily she crted herselt to
sleep.

She thought of the flat, of her
mother working night after night
in the little kitchen, of the racket
rising from the rough street to
her window, disturbing sleep In
the close alcove. 8She thought of
the days before her, each ane like
its predecessor, and of her mother
finishing her life on one of them
without ever having enjoyed
“something better.”

“Oh, what a fool I was!”

Summer passed, fall brought
cold rains, and in the somber

‘| streets the first snow fell.

Walking home one evening
through the fine avenue where,
perversely, she still tormented her-
self by gazing at that other world,
she saw striding toward her a tall
figure, with glistening hat and
pumps and a fur-lined greatcoat.
In a .flash she felt an acute, burn-
ing pain below her heart. It was
he again.

He stopped before her. They
stood motionless, heedless of the
people who brushed past them
with askance looks. Presently she
found herself walking slowly be-
side him in a by-street, his hand be-
neath her arm. He began to speak,
and the rich vibration of his voice
made her tremble.

“Why did you do it? Why were
you so cruel? I have had a terri-
ble time ever since. Whenever I
see a slender figure indistinctly in
a dark street, my heart leaps into
my throat and I think: ‘It is she!
When 1 close my eyes, I see you.
Why did you run away from me? I
would do everything for you. I
would ke to see you always as
you looked that day, in the silver
dress. I love youn"

“You do?" she asked, In a voice
which she did not recognize as
hers.

She felt his arms about her. In
the shadows of the empty street,
lifting her nearly off her feet, he
kissed her, and she smelled a de-
licious oder of lilac water. She
knew nothing. All was losat. When
he left her, after walking with her
for several blocks, she had prom-
ised to meet him the mext night.

The next night she teold her
mother calmly that she was going
to visit a shop-girl who was sick.
The old woman, starving for gos-
sip, asked Bertha all about the in-
valid. The daughter was forced
to invent a long story. It was her
first direet lie to her mother. She
told herself another — and tried
to belfeve it—when, setting out
as short of breath as if she had
been rumning, she kept repeating:
“It will be all right. There is no
harm in going to dinner, is there?
He has been siandered; he Is good
- shouldn't I know? He loves
me, for he satd so. Then why should
he not marry me?”

She entered Broadway. At once,
upon her beat a blinding light;
from thousands of globes scintillat-
ing before theaters, from many fan-
tistic signs aloft, which, rocket-lice,
burst every moment into brilliancy,
from the green glare emitted by
shop wa turning all faces

dare you speak to me!”
i “What!"

erestfallen.
Bhe sped home; in ﬁ’“

-

grastly, In this iUsmination, low-

hastened
through the crowd like a guilty

ering her head, she
person fearful of detection. She
bumped into a woman who was saun-
tering along, swining a hand purse,
gaily dressed, wearing a great hat
full of feathers. Bertha, looking
up, recognized her. It was the wife
of the glass-cutter,

The woman's face was close to
Bertha's. The intense green light
from a shep window illumined it,
turning to purple the rouge on the
cheeks, revealing fully the furtive
anxiety and the exhaustion stamp-
ed on the deteriorated countenance.

She recognized Bertha and smiled,
with an expression which drew a
stiff crease down from each corner
of her mouth. She exclaimed:

“Why, hello, what are you do-
ing here?”

Her utterance seemed like a cor-
dial welcome.

Bertha turned and walked away
blindly, knocking against pedestri-
ans. She reached the ecoeol, dark
streets. She went omn and on, at
random, like a somnambulist. She
stared up at the clear sky, spread
out like a great canopy of blue-
black velvet,.and was amazed to
see shining there the countleas
stars, cold, calm, unaffected, im-
mutable—just as they had always
been,

She reached the flat-house and
slowly climbed the four stair-
cases. She opened the door.
George was sitting in her rocking-
chair, talking to her mother.

He had on a fireman’s uniform.
He rose, trembling from appre-
hension, unable to speak, his face
transfigured by a ldek of dumb
devotion.

For a moment she could not be-
Heve it true.

Then. in a falling volee: “Oh,
George!” she cried, and reached
out her hands to him.

(THE END.)

YNTHIA GREY’S

Dear Miss Grey: I am a
young girl 17 and have gone
wrong. About two months
ago 1 was on a car when a
young man got on, and sat
down by me, and did not let
me get off at my home,

I don’'t dare tell anybody
at home, as they would not
have me as one of the family
any longer. 8o, I have come
to you. It is this, Miss Grey,

I am to become a mother,

and it's a well known man in

this city that is at fault.

.1 was going to school, but

changed my mind. You

know I canneot. Please, Miss

Grey, tell me what to do.

I'll die rather than tell my

people, for 1 kmow hew good

they are, and they will never
want to see me again. Some-
times death is the only way
for a girl ke me. Answer

?:I:on, please, as soon as possi-

e.

A GIRL WHO IS BROKEN-

HEARTED.

A.—First of aH, ¥ want you to
know that I will stand by you to
the very last. 1 am mnot alone in
that feeling, for I know goed
men and women broad enough to
help when the family is too good
(?) to do so. Maybe you are mis-
judging your family. Your mother
might take you to her very heart
if you would let her—maybe she
wouldn't, for I'm serry to say
there are women who beasr the
name of mother in whom the
quality of motherhoocd seems to
be lacking. You have not com-
mitted an unpardonable sin, and
should not be condemned. You
are responsible, and were so when
you allowed the young man to de-
tain you en the car, for you could
have called the assistance of the
conductor if necessary, and the
car was full of people who would
have helped you had you but
given a sign.

The young man is even move at
fault than you; but I do not want
you to make the mistake of throw-
ing all the blame on amnother. He
will have eneugh to bear as it is

—s0 will you.

Your life is NOT ruined. It is
not what the world thinks of you,
but what you really are that
counts. I want you to call up or
write the Florence Crittenden
Home. There you will have the
best of care without a cent of
cost. You will have quiet and
time to think what.is best for you
and your child. Do mot hastily
decide anything about the little
ome. That question will work it~
self out if you will do as I say.

Dear Misg Grey: Will you
please print a recipe for re-
moving ink stans from a seft
brown gilk waist, and oblige,

A READER.

A.—A good aunthority gives a
solution of water and oxalie acid
for silks; but I am afraid it will
remove the color with the stain.
You might try it on a scrap first.
The proportien is ene level tea~
spoom oxalic acid crystals to a cup
of lnkewarm water. I you will
imquire of a druggist or chemis¢
you will no doubt get a harmless

recipe.

Dear Miss Grey: I under-
stand that in taking training
for a nurse one has to skin a
cat alive. Can you tell me
whether or not this is true?

ANXIOUS.

A.—I do not think such bar-
barism is required of nurses. The
way some surgeons carve up peo-
ple one might think they were re-
quired to pass through just such
training. I often wonder how
long it will be before people in-
sist on making an exit from the
stage of this life with all their
members rather than te give them
up in the operating room. There
are a few cases where sane sur-
gery is necessary, but the highest
men of the profession claim that
by far too many operations are
| performed that are wholly unnec-
essary.

So, if any training employs in-
human methods, change your vo-
cation.

POP KNEW,

‘“Pop, what's a ‘idle jest'?"”

‘““There are no idle jests, my
son; they are all working all the
time.”

| WHAT'S YOUR HURRY, MISS?

During a lecture a well known
authority on eeconomics memtion-
ed the fact that in ome country
the number of men was larger
than that of women, and he aa-
ded, humorously:

“I camn, herefore, recommend
the ladies to emigrate to that part
of the world.”

the front rows got up in great m-

room rather nofsily, whereupon
the lecturer remarked:

“I did not mean that it need be
done in such a hurry as that.”

DON'T KNOW THEY
HAVE APPENDICIHS

very painful, have doectaored for
years for gas on the stomach,
sour stomach or consti

av., states if these people will try
remedy which became famous by

curing a
surprised at the INSTANT relief.

$1.10

BUTTER STORE
and Jefferson Avs
the 8ign of the Cow.

Setrenssan

TARIFF SALR
NOW ON

1382 Pacific Avenue.

e 3

f weddings of
| Place tomorrew afterneon at the
i| home of Mr, and Mrs. A. F. Clzek

| Tacoma, will

|| brettos.
i| owners of the Western Syrup
|| Manufacturing company and has

A young lady seated ia ome of
dignation, and was leaving tne

1 Many Tacoma people whe have
{ | chronic appendicitis, whieh is not

French Drug Co., 1156 m
A SINGLE DOSE of simple buck-
compounded in Adrar-i-.t‘:'.' th.:

ppendicitis, they will be

The Ladies' -Aid society of the
Central M. E, church conducted a
most successful bazaar and fair
last Tuesday and Wednesday
evenings in the church parlors.
The literary program Welnesday
evening was attended by o large

audience,

The garment workers of Taco-
ma will give the third of their
series of dancing parties Wednes-
day evening at the Eagles’ hall.
Music will be furnished by Kik
gore's orchestra.

L ] L

The Homesteaders of Tacoma
will give a social dance tomorrow
evening, December 9, at the
Eagles’ hall,

-

Mrs, S. 8. King, 418 North L
street, will entertaln tomorrow
afternoon for members of the Lo-
gan Soclal club. There will be &
dinner at noon, fallowed by an

| election and business session.

One of the most interesting
the week wiil take

on North I street,. when Miss
Hazet Helen Crosby of Fort €ol-
lins, Celo., and George Cizex of
be married. Miss
Crosby has a host of friends in
| Tacomsa, having taught in the

| public schools here and published

several books of children’s M-

Mr. Cizek is one of the

lived in Tacoma all of his life.
Mrs. O. T. Mather will enter-
tain the Tuesday club tomorrow
at luncheon, for the last meeting
of the club hefore the holidays.
r - .

Mrs, J. Q. Mason has announcs
ed an informal dancing party next
Friday evening at her home on
North
which she will entertain thc mem-
bers of the cast of “On a Roof
Garden.”

e s »

Miss Lura one of
Tacoma’s hv:!.t:m sopranos, will
sing in Port Townsend tomorrow
afternoon before the Ladies’ M
cal elub of that city. :

L] » -

In honor of Mrs. Emma Gray,
Who leaves soon for California,
Mrs. Harry Kirkpatrick will en-

tian church are holding their an-

'ln the Sherman & Clay com: '8
store. Next Friday the church
women will serve a chicken dins
ner at the chureh, I 2Rt
Seat sale today for Juliam
Eltinge at Tacoma theater tomon.
row night, ‘‘Advertisement.

Washington streat, at -~

nual bazaar today and tomorrow .

-

~ -
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