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‘Watch Announce-
ment for Next
‘Week’s Great Story

(Continued from Yesterday.)

Cazalet caught Blanche sud-
denly by the sho.'ders. His rough
hands trembled; his jaw worked.
“Look here, Blanchie! If you had
& friend, wouldn’t you do the
same?"’

“Yes, if I'd such a friend as all
that,” she faltered.

“You'd stand by his side ‘to the
gallows-foot'-—if he was swine
emough to let you?"

“1 dare say [ might.”

“However bad a thing it was—
murder, if you like — and how-
ever much he was mixed up in it
—not like poor Scruton?”

“I'd try to stick to him,” she
said simply.

“Then you're the thousandths
woman,” said Cazalet. “God bless
you, Blanchie!”

He turned on his heel in the
balcony, and a minute later found
the room behind him empty. He
entered, stood thinking, and sud-
denly ?gan looking all over for
the photograph of himself with a
beard, which he had seen there a
week before,

CHAPTER XII,
Quid Pro Quo.

It was his blessing that had
done it; up to then she had con-
trolled her feelings in a fashion
worthy of the title just bestow-
ed upon her.

If only he had stopped at that,
and kept his blessing to himself!
It sounded so very much more
like a knell that Blanche had be-
gun first to laugh, and then to|
make such a fool of herself (as
she herself reiterated) that she
was obliged to run away in the
worst possible order,

But' that was not the end of
those four superfluous words of
final Dbenediction, Before the
night was out they had solved, to
Blanche's satisfaction, the hither-
to lmpenolral}lc mystery of Caza-
let's conduct/,

He had done something in
Australia, something that fixed a
gulf between him and Dher.!
Blanche did not mean something
wrong, much less a crime.

Yet he had on his conscience
some act or other of which he
was ashamed to speak, But
Blanche believed the worst he had
done was to get engaged or per-

haps actnally married to some-
body in the bush,
There was no reason why he

should not; there never had been
any sort or kind of understanding
between herself and him.

Blanche could remember only
one occasion on which their
friendship had risen to something
more--or fallen to something
less! She knew which it had been
to her; especiallysjust afterward,
when all his troubles had come
and he had gone away without
another word of that kind.

He had resoled not to let her
tie herself and so had tied her
all the tighter. But they had
both been free as air; and if he
was frde no longer, she had abso-
lutely no cause for complaint,
even if she was fool enough to
feel it.

All this she saw quite clearly in
her very honest heart. And yet,
he might have told her; he need
not have flown to see her, the in-
stant he landed, or seemed s0
overjoyed. Ile need not have be-
gun begging her, in a minute, to
go out to Australia, and thea
never have mentioned it again!

Now among all these mediita-
tions of a long night, and of a
still longer day, in which nobody
even troubled to send her word
of the case at Kingston, it would
be too much to say that no
thought of Hilton Toye ever en-
tered the mind of Blanche.

She could not help liking him;
he amused her immensely; and
he had proposed to her twice, and
warned her he would again.

In the day of reaction, such
considerations were bound to
steal in with a certain consola-
tion, not altogether innocent of
comparisons.

So it was not unwelcome news
when Martha came to her, on the
little lawn behind the house, to

sav that Mr. Toye himself had
called and was in the drawing
room.

Blanche stole up past the door,
and quickly made herself smarter
than she had ever done by day
for Walter Cazalet,

So in sailed Blanche, in her
very best for the light of da¥, to
be followed as soon as possible by
the silver teapot, though she had
just had tea herself,

And there stood Hilton Toye,
chin blue and collar black, his
trousers all knees and no creases,
exactly as he had jumped out of
the boat train.

“I guess I'm not fit to speak Lo
you,” he said, “but that's just
what I've come to do — for the
third time!"”

“Oh, Mr. Toye!" erfed Blanche,
really frightened by the face that
made his meaning clear. It re-
laxed a little as she shrank in-
voluntarily, \
in his eyes and mouth did notl
lessen their steady determination. |

“I didn’'t have time to make|
myself presentable,”” he ex-
plained. “I thought you wouldn’t

have me waste a moment if you
understood the situation. I want
your promise to marry me right
now!"
Blanche
again.
he had bad news to break to her.'
She knew her own mind, and|
spoke it much as he had spoken
his, quite compassionately, hnt‘
just as terself to the point. !
“One moment,” he inte-rrupted.I
“I said nothing about my feel-
ings, because they’re a kind of
stale proposition by this time;
but for form’s sake I may state
there's no chance there except in
the only direction I guess a pev-

began to breathe

{son‘s feelings are liable to change

toward you, Miss Blanche! I'm
a worse case than ever, if that
makes any difference.”

Blanche shook her yellow head.
“Nothing can,” she said. “There
must be no possible mistake about
it this time, because I want you
to be very good and never ask
me again, And I'm glad you]
didn't make all the proper|
speeches, because | needn't either,
Mr. Toye! But—I know my own
mind better than 1 ever did until
this very minute — and I could!
simply never marry you!"

Toye accepted his fate with a
ready resignation, little short of
alacrity.

“That's talking!" said he. “Now

will you promise me never to
marry Cazalet?"”

“Mr, Toye!"”

“That's talking, too and I
guess I mean it to be, 1It's not

all dog-in-the-manger, either. 1
want that promise a lot more than
I want the other. You needn't
marry me, Miss Blanche, but you
mustn’'t marry Cazalet.”

Blanche was blazing. ‘But this
is simply outrageous—"

“1 claim there's an outrageous
canse for it, Are you prepared
to swear what I ask, and trust
me as ['ll trust you, or am 1 to
tell you the whole thing right
now?"

“Youn won't force me
to another word from
vou're a gentleman, Mr.

“It's not what T am that
counts. Swear that to me, and
I swear, on my side, that T won’t
give him away to you or any one
elge. But it must be the most
solemn contract man and wom-
an ever made.”

The silver tespot arrived at this
jucture, and not inopportunely.
She had to give him his tea.

She had time to think, almost
coolly; and one thought brought
a thrill, If it was a question of
her marrying or mnot marrying
Walter Cazalet, then he must be
free, and only the doer of some
dreadful deed!

to listen
yvou, |(f

(R

Toye!

“What has he done?” she
begged.
“Must T tell you?'" [His re-

luctance rang genuine,

“In insigt upon it!" she flashed
again,

“Well, it's a long story.”

“Never mind. 1 can listen.”

“You know, I had to go back
to Italy—"

“Had you?”

“Well, I did go.” He had
slurred the first statement; this
one was characteristically delib-
erate, ‘I did go, and before 1
went I asked Cazalet for an in-
troduction to some friends of his
down in Rome."”

“I didan't know he had any,”
said Blanche, °

‘““No more he has,” said Toye,
“but he claimed to have

but the compassion |

R SRR

At first she had thought |

some, ¢
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He left the Kaiser Fritz the other
day at Naples—just when I came

aboard. 1 guess he told you?”
“*No. 1 understood he came
round to Southampton., Surely

you shared a cabin?”

“Only from Genoa; that's
where C(Cazalet rejoined the
steamer.”
“Well?2"

“He claimed to have spent the
interval mostly with friends in
Rome. Those friends don't exist,
Miss Blanche,” said Tove.

“Is that any Dbusiness of
mine??” she asked him squarely.

“Why, yes, I'm afraid it's go-
ing to be, That is, unless you'll
still trust me-—""

“Go on, please.”

“Why, he never stayed in
Rome at all, nor yet in Italy an)

longer than it takes _to come
through on the train. Your at-
tention for one moment.” He
took out a pockethook. Blanche

had opened her lips, but she did
not interrupt; she just grasped
the arms of her chair, as though
about to bear physical pain,

“The Kaiser Fritz''—Toye was
speaking from his book—"'got to
Naples late Monday afternoon,
September eighth. She was over-
due, and I was mad about it, and
| madder still when I went aboard
and she never sailed till morn-
ing. I guess I'd wasted ——"'

“Do tell me about Walter Caz-
alet!” cried Blanche, It was Hke
ismall talk from a dentist at the
{last moment,

“l want you to understand
about the steamer first,”” said
Tove. ““She waited Monday
night in the Bay of Naples, only
sailed Tuesday morning, only
reached Genoa Wednesday morn-
ing, and lay there forty-eight
hours, as the German bhoats do,
anyhow., That brings us to Fri-
day morning before the Xaiser
Fritz gets quit of Italy, doesn’t
LT

“Yes—do
ter!"”

“He was gone ashore Monday
evening before I came aboard at
Naples. 1 never saw him till he
scrambled aboard again Friday,
about the fifty-ninth minute of
the eleventh hour.”

““At Genoa?'"

“Sure.”

“And you pretend to
where he'd been?”

“I guess [ do know'"-—and Toye
sighed as he raised his little
hook. “Cazalet stepped on the
train that left Naples six fifty
Monday evening, and off the one
timed to reach Charing Cross
three twenty-five Wednesday.”
® 'The day of the m e

“Yes, I never called it by the
hardest name, myself; but it was
seven thirty Wednesday evening
that Henry Craven got his death-
blow somehow., Well, Walter
Cazalet left Charing Cross again
by the nine o'clock that night,
and was back aboard the Kaiser

—

tell me about Wal-

know

"THEN YOU'RE THE THOUSANDTH WOMAN,” SAID CAZALET,

Fritz on Friday morning—full of
his friends in Rome who didn’t
exist!"

The note book was put away
with every symptom of relief.

“I suppose you can prove what
you say?" said Blanche in a volce
as dull as her unseeing eyes,

“l have men to swear to him-—
ticket collectors, conductors, wait-
ers on the restaurant-car—all up
and down the line. | went over
the ground on the same trains,
50 that was simple. 1 can also
produce the barber who claims
to have taken off his beard in
Paris, where he put in hours
Thursday morning."”

Blanche looked up suddenly,
not at Toye, but past him toward
a side table against the wall, 1t
was there that Cazalet's photo-
graph had stood among many
others; until "this morning she
had never missed it. And now
there was the photograph back
in it's place, leather frame and
all,

“I know what you did,” said
Blanche. “You took that photo-
graph with yvou—the one on that
table—and had him identified by
in"

“It was the night I came down
to bid you good-by,” he confess-
ed, "and didn‘'t have time to
wait, I didn’t come down for
the photo. 1 never thought of it
till I saw it there. I came down
to kind of warn you, Miss
Blanche!"”

“Against him?"” she said, as i
there was only one man left in
the world, .

“Yes —— 1 guess 1'd already
warned Cazalet that | was start-
ing on his tracks.”

And then Blanche just said,
“Poor—old—Sweep!"’ as  one
talking to herself. And Toye
seized upon the words.

“Have you only pity for the

fellow?'’ he cried; for she was
gazing at the bearded photograph
without revulsion.

“Of course,”
hardly attending.

“Even though he killed this
man - even though he came
across Europe to kill him?”

“You don’t think it was de-
liberate yourself, even if he did
do it.”

“But ecan you doubt that he
did?” eried Toye. ‘I guess you
wouldn't if you'd heard some of
the things he said to me on the
steamer; and he's made good
every syllable since he landed.
It explaing every sgingle thing
he's done and left undone, He'd
strain every nerve to have Scru-
ton ably defended, but he won’'t
see the man he’s defending; says
himself that he can't face him!"

“Yes. He said so to me,” said
Blanche, nodding in confirma-
tion,

“To you?”

“l didn’t understand him.”

“But you've been seeing him all
this while?”

she answered,

“Every day,” said Blanche, her
soft eves filling suddenly. “We've
had-—we've had the time of our
lives!"”

“My Heavens'!" saild Toye.
“The time of your life with a man
who's got another man's blood on
his hands—and that males no
difference to you! The time of
your life with the man who kanew
where to lay ands on the weapon
he'd done it with, who weut as
far as that to save the innocent,
but no farther!"

“He would; he will still, if it's
stil necessary. You don't know
him. Mr. Toye; vyou haven't
known him all your life.”

“And all this makes no dif-
ference to a good and gentle
woman-—one of the gentlest and
the best ever made?"

“If you mean me, I won't go so
far as that,” said Blanche, I
must see him first."”

“SBee Cazalet?"

Toye had come to his feet, not
simply in the horror and indigna-
tion which had gradually taken
possession of him, but under the
stress of some new and sudden
resolve,

“Of course,” said Blanche:; “‘of
course 1 must see him as soon as
possible.”

“Never again!” he cried.
“What?* )
“You shall nevar speak to ihat
man again, as long as ever you
live,” said Toye, with the utmost
emphasis and deliberation.

“Who's going to preveant me?"

“I am.”

“How?"

“By layving an information
against him this minute, unless
you promise never to see or speak
to Cazalet again.”

Blanche felt cold and sick, but
the bit of downright bullying did
her good. “I didn't know vyou
were a blackmailer, Mr, Toye!"”

“You know I'm not; bat 1
mean to save you from (Cazalet,
blackmail or white.”

ready at’bay: for the folding-
doors were in front of his nose,
and his eyes roved iuncessantly
from the landing door on one side
to the curtained casemen on the
other,
Yet sometimes he paused to
gaze at the friend who had come
to warn him of his daunger; and
there was nothing cynical or grim
about him then,
Blanche had broken her word
for perhaps the first time in her
life. Her one great qualm lay in
the possibility of Toye's turning
up at any moment: but this she
had obviated to some extent by
coming straight to the cottages
when he lef her—presumably to
look for Cazalet in London, since
she had been careful not to men-
tion his change of address,
Cazalet she had found at his
lodgings in the neighborhood, full
of the news he had not managed

Smart London Girl
Cleverly Outwits
Presumotious Youth

"To save me from a mere old
friend —nothing more—nothing
~all our lives!"

“1  believe that,” he
searching her with his smolder-
ing eyes. “You couldn't tell a
lie, | guess, not if you tried!
But you would do something; it's
Just a man being next door to
hell that would bring an angel
—" His voice sook,

She was as quick to soften on
her side,

“Don't talk nonsense, please,"”
se Dbegged, forcing a smile
through her distress. “Will you
promise to do nothing if-—it 1

said,

promise?”
“Not to go near him?"
“No.”
“Nor to see him here?’
“*No."”

“Nor anywhere else?”
“No. 1 give you my word.”
“If you break it, I break mine

that minute? 1Is it a deal that
way?"”
“Yes! Yes! 1 promise!”
“Then so do I!"™ said Hilton
Toye.

CHAPTER XIII.
Faith Unfaithful,

“It’'s all perfectly true,” said
Gazalet calmly, *“Those were my
movements while I was off the
ship, except for the five hours and
a bit that 1 was away from Char-
ing Cross. 1 can’t dispute a de-
tail of all the rest., But they'il
rave to fill in those five hours un-

less they want another case to
collapse like the one against
Scruton!”

Old Savage had wriggled like a
‘venerable worm, in the exper-
ienced talons of the Bobby's Bug-
bear. Mr. Drinkwater and his
discoveries had come still worse
out of a hotter cncounter with
the attorney.

Cazalet had described the
whole thing as only he could de-
geribe a glven episode, down to
the ultimate dismissal of the
charge against Scruton, with a
gusto the more cynical for the de-
liberately low pitch of his voice,
It was in the little lodging-
house sitting-room at Nell
Gwynne's cottages where Cazalet
had established himself at the be-
ginning of his ‘wonderful week
with Blanche,

Cazalet stood with his back to

the crackling fire that he had just!

s ’d)’u’
Cooptr
BY MARY B, O'REILLY.

LONDON, May 21.—Folks of
London town are telling a new
story of quick-witetd Gladys
Cooper. The tram car, crowded
with business men, was rolling to-
wards the city, In it sat only one
girl. She pulled on her long
suede gloves and then sought the
indispensable hairpin to button
them. The hairpin slipping from
her gloved fingers fell at the feet
of a man sitting opposite.

He picked it up, calmly took
her wrist in this left hand and
proceeded to finish the buttoning.
The girl's face never changed.
When the youth had finished, she
took out her purse, extracted a
peany and placed it in his hand.
His face grew scarlet, In low,
confidential toneg hLe protested,

Then the girl rose, calm, cool
and collected, signaling the
guard. ‘“'No,"” she said with care-
ful distinctness, ‘‘no, | cannot, 1
never give more than a penny for
having my gloves buttoned or my
boots blacked."

HALIBUT FISH TRUST
MUST SHOW BOOKS

SEATTLE, May 22.—W.,.
Chutter, president of the Chlo-
peck Fish company, a subsidiary
corporation of the Booth Fish-
eries company of Chicago, after
being denied admission to the
grand jury room, finally acceded
to the government's demand thau
he produce the books and records

of the company which is chargea
with maintaiuing a halibut fish-

lyghtod himself, as it were, al- eries mp_nopol,\'.

to communicate to her,

They had been discussing his
peril, almost as man to man, if
rather as innocent man to inno
cent man,

He soemed to make no secret of
it; and yet—it did explain his
whole conduct since landing, as
Toye had said.

She could only shut her eyes to
what must have happened, even
as Cazalet himself had shut his
all this wonderful week.

“There won't be another case,”

she heard herself saying. “It'll
never come out--1 know It
won't,”

“Why shouldn't it?"” he askea
80 sharply that she had to account
for the words, to herself as wall
as to him,

“Nobody knows except M-»,
Toye, and he means to keep it to
himself."”

“Why should he?”

Gov. Lister Has
Coat Off Today
Good Roads Day

Today is Good Roads day, ana
ethusiasts all over the state have
their sleeves rolled up and work-
ing with split-drags and other
good roads instruments,

Governor Lister is making five-
minute speeches all the way from
Blaine to Olympia. State Hign-
way Commissioner Roy is leading
a trip of enthusifasts through the
Palouse country and Treasurer
Meath and State Auditor Clausan
are traveling from Olympia to
Vancouver, Wash,

——

Mexican Jokist
Passes Joke On
Huerta; Missing

VERA CRUZ, Msy 22 —Be-
cause enor Berystyn, the most

popular actor in Mexico, referred
during a performauce in Mexicn
City to the breach between Huei-

Urrutia as a “burchers’ quarrel,”
he is mysteriously missing to.
day. He interpollated the joke
in his lines Tuesday night.

On his return to his hotel,
Berystyn was arrested and noth-
ing has ben heard of him since.
His admirers, of whom there
were thousands, are greally en-
raged because they believe he has
been executed,

Chinese Boy Servant
Guilty Manslaughter

VANCOUVER, B. (., May 22.
—~-Jack Kong, 17, Chinese ser-
vant, was found guilty of man-
slaughter for killing Mrs. Charles
Millard, wife of the chief ticket
agent of the Canadian Pacific rail-
way here. Kong said the woman
rushed at him with 2 knife when
he failed to prepare some por-
ridge satisfactory 1o her, and he
killed her in self-defense and
burned her body in the furnace.

EYES TESTED,
FITTED,

GLASSES

Merit Alone Wins With Us.

CASWELL OPTICAL CO.
742 St. Helenu av.
Ground Floor,

Better telephone Main 12
and order the Times to
come to your home regu-
larly. You'll get four high
class novels complete, with
the Times, each month
hereafter. A novel will
start each Monday and
finish each S8aturday. Neo
long waiting. You get a
complete novel each week.
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GQHT AWAY ==

CURVATURE OF
THE Spineld”

Tel. Main 4748,

1 don't know,
himself,*

‘“Are you sure you don't know?
What can he have to tell me?
Why should he screen mm,
Blanche?"

His eyes and voice were fur-
fous with suspicion, but still the
voice was lowered.

‘“He's a Jolly good sort, you
know,” said Blanche, as If the
whole affair was the most ordl-
nary one in the world,

“Oh, he is, 18 he?”

“I've always found him so.”

‘S0 have I, the little I've seon
of him, And I don't blame him
for getting on my tracks, miand
you; he's a bit of a detective, I
was fair game, and he did warn
me ina way., That's why | meant
to have the week—" He stopped
and looked away.

(Continued Tomorrow,(

He'll tell yoa
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stops itchin

instantly
HE moment Resinol Ointment

touches any itching skin, the itching
stops and healing begins. With the

aid of Resinol Soap, it quickly removes
all traces of eczema, rash, tetter, ring-

worm, pimples or other tormenting, un-

sightly eruption, leaving the skin clear

and healthy. Itis equally effective for
sores, boils, burns, red, rough hands,
dandruff and piles.

Resinol Olntment is so nearly flesh-sol-

ored that it can be used on exposed sur-

faoes without attracting undue attention.
Resinol has been prescribed by doctors for 14
years. All druggists sell Resinol Ointment (50¢
and $1.00), and Resinol SBoap (25¢). For tria)

ta and ex-Minister of the Interior|%se free, "'""‘ ‘o D:""" clol" “‘M|" y 'f,'“‘

Direct Your
Energy!

w A roJllng stone gathers no
moss, but a rolling stone i{g un-
directed energy; a speeding
train, however, which is going
somewhere, usually picks up a
lot of dust.

DECIDE TODAY that you

will “get somewhere” in life—
and start out by opening a
savings account, Like the
railroad train, it “willl pick up
a lot of dust,” and Kkeep it
ready for you when you need
it most,

Tacoma
Savings Bank
& Trust Co.

11th st. and Pacific av.
1% on Savings Accounts

iN.W.GroceryCo.

The List of Staples.

Queen Wiriter Wheat
Flour, sack ..$1.26
Barrel ...... $4.86

Fancy Full Cream
Cheese ....... 15¢

Pienic Hams . ... 12¢
Cottage Hams 18¢

Sugar Cured Haws,
per b, ....... 17¢

Usual Saturday Cof-
fee Sale

Northwest

Grocery Co.
13th & Commerce sﬁ"gf




