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elaiming that the police can find
any criminal inside of three days,
and the latter saylus that even an
eur thief can make a -~
They ultimately offer $10,.-

900 for an amateur t0 commit =
t and keep from the peolice for

days.

An Englishman visiting New York

ewn as Milton Fletcher, offers to

the job, & Paul Maynard to be

man robbed of a pocketbook

.h'n{ $50000. This is done, and

cher brings the purse to Hart-

, Dou~las and a Dr. Ramle, as

ence that the deed is done. But
Jater it is found that thg $5000 is
missing.

The next morning a bloody cab is
found on the river front and in the
cughions a cuff link which Hartley
a Douglas rec nize as belongh
to Maynard. As both Fletcher a

Maynard have disappeared they
eonclude Fletcher robbed and mur-
dered the latter

Maeantime, Hartley, anxtous not

%o lose the bet, has hired a letect-
Ive, swuunson, Lo trall Fletcher, who
for purposes of making his seclu-
sten from the police successful
agreed to go by the name of Wal-
ton. Johnsen tratls him as such
and finds that he has not only used
the name of Fletcher, but alse
Stuart, and that he is believed to be
one of a famous English gang of

forgers Hartley and Douglas,
_‘rl"htrnod. leave town.
letcher had brought Jletters of
Etrudnvthm from England, one to &
r. Ohlstrom. These introduced him
&8s Hardy Maxwell, and under this
mame he met and became secretly

enga~-ed to Helen Ohlstrom, Not

hearing from her sweetheart Helen

&t last goes to Hartley's office te

fnquire about him, and meets Mec-

Bride, Hartley's secretary. This

oung man immediately falls iIn

ve with Helen and promises to
help her find Maxwell.

Hartley's lawyer, Groscup, runs
down a Mrs, tuart, whom they be-
Jeve to be Maxwell's wife, and
whom the gang uses to pass coun-
terfeit money,

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY
(Continued From Yesterday)
Upon the clerk’'s assurance that

he could recognize her by her ple-

ture, Groscup took him to the cafe
that evening.

The lady arrived and with the
Judicious assistance of a ten dol-
Jar biil ard the head waiter Gros-
eup procured a seat at the same
table with her. He dismissed his
elerk after that young man had
fdentified her.

Groseup bowed, Continental
fashion, on taking his seat. The
Young woman smiled in return
and seemed not averse to a little
eonversation, the opening selec-
= tion of the orchestra furnishing
the excuse. Her accent was de-
cidedly English.

At Groscup’s inquiry she ad-
mitted she was English.

-
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This seemed to open the way
for some chat about travel and
about the people one meets. Gros-
cup managed to mention Mr.
Frank Douglas, who was then
abroad. He watched her closely
as he mentioned the name, but
her face gave no sign. He man-
aged to bring in the names of ev-
ery person connected with the af-
fair uppermost in his thoughts.
He even hinted at the story of
the bet at the dinner.

It was useless.

She did not offer to give him
her name, although he mentioned
his own several times. When he
finally assisted her to put om her
wrap, and handed her into a
cab, after she had skillfully par-
ried all his hints about meeting
her again, he lit a cigar and went
back to his table te think it
over,

The head waiter stepped up to
the table as the lawyer sat smok-
ing, and made some pretense of
arranging the glasses.’ He hoped
the gentlendan had enjoyed the
evening.

“l saw you were getting along
all right, sir,” he said. “‘Other
gentlemen have tried it and had a

good time for omne evening, sir.
We have all sorts of queer people
come in here. Some we can size
up, sir. I thought I was on one
night sir, when the inspector
came in here in plain clothes and
took a place where he could size
her up. Then he went out in the
cloak room, and felt around unti]
he found a loaded revolver in a
heavy winter coat. Then he put
a man to watch who handed in
the check for that coat, sir.”
“I suppose it was her coat?”

“Sure!”
“Always comes here alome?”
“Oh, no!” replied the head

waiter, “she used to come with
a tall young chap with a black
mustache and Vandyke. [ thing
they are married, sir, but I've
seen nothing of him lately.”
Grosecup departed thoughtfully.

CHAPTER XIX
Helen Writes a Letter.

When Helen Ohlstrom mounted
the steps of the clubhouse onm
Tuesday afternoon, she was alone.
At the door she met one of her
father’'s old friends.

He wore the badge of the re-
ception committee,

see,"”

he ecomes.”

Properly introduced at last, Me-
Bride took Helen all over
building, and then suggested that
they go up to the ltbrary, where
they could have a little chat in
one of the large
would not be MHkely to be over-
heard.

When the gir]l was seated in the
embrasure of the window he did
not seem to know exactly how te
begin.

“But what about Mr. Maxwell?"”
she inquired eagerly. ‘

MoBride's face changed at once,
“I suppose I may as well
right out with it, Miss Ohlstrom,"’”
he answered,
room to be sure that mo one had

and assumed he went on.

looking

windows

the responsibility of helping her
to enjoy the afternoon,

“We must get some nice young
fellow to show you round. Let me

behind him.

“There’'s McBride, one of thelall. That is why you could not
nicest in the club, I've|get any information about him at
known his family for years, Here|the club, They knew him there

the

and

coma

round the

come in, fact 8 — your
friend—I mean the gentleman
you knew as Mr, Maxwell — is a
rascal.” Without looking at her

“l persuaded Mr.

Hartley that as I was his confi-
dential man, he might as wel] tell
me the whole truth as have me
find it outelsewhere. He says your
friend’'s name Is not Maxwell at

as Milton Fletcher. At the last
hotel he stopped at his name was
James Walton, and at the one he
went to before he was Milton
Fvleu:her his name was Stewart,
and goodness knows how many
other names he had.”

turned she had already gone.

When HMelen Ohlstrom reached
her home again, there was only
one thought that stood out from
all the dreadful things she had
listened to that afterncon: ““The
best-looking of the gang makes
love to the girl, and persuades her
to run off with him to some for-
eign country.”

She could not imagine what to
do. She longed for the sympathy
and advice of some trusted friend,
but she could not think of anyone
that she would dare to trust with

“You must be mistaken,”
g8id very quickly.

she
“Mr. Maxwell

—
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Don’t delay another day. You'll never
see a Sale like this again in Tacoma.
Store positively closes July 3. Every
Piano and Player Piano must go.

Playable Pianos $45-—Others $95~-Good Ones at $145

Just imagine buying a Piano that has always sold for $375, and cannot be duplicated in any
store in the Northwest for less than that price, being sold new for $195, and on terms at that. Among
the remaining pianos you will find a Schubert for $145, Willard $95, Kranich & Bach $245, Hard-
man $195, Mathusehk $45, Kimball $285, Player Pianos $290, $310, ete.

Here is the best buy ever offered in a Player Piano in Tacoma—a San Domingo mahogany $1100
up-to-date player piano that has never been out of the store, but has been in stock for some time,
Reasonable terms can be had on this.

Only one fine small Chickering Grand left in this stock, which will also be sacrificed.
Do you want a desk, a rug or a typewriter? Remember everything must go by July 3rd.
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i§ito see you again. No! It's a

| and a shame, and I won't

{it! It'sa lle, I say. A
He went

\

“THE
LY MAXWELL'S WIFE,” WHIS-

brought letters to us, you know,
from an uncie, papa's brother. ™
“Mr. Hartley told me that 1
would f'nd out he had made your
acquainiance through letters.”
“How on earth eould he know
that, when he did not know who
Mr. Maxwell was, even?” she said
quickly.
“He knows the man, and he
knows the letters were forgeries,”’
She looked at him beseechingly,
but he went straight on. “Mr.
Maxwell, as you ecall him, was one
the Ardmore gang. The police
fund in his room at the hotel
some of the baggage that they
knew belonged to the gang, and
they were just going to arrest
i Bfm when he ran away. Thelir
giness was passing bad bank
notes, and it seems that the gang
sed innocent women as tools to
' pass the notes. They would pick
out some stylish-looking girl, and
one of the best-looking eof the
gang would present forged letters

2 er family. Then he would

hake love to her, and usually per-

puade her to run off with him to
some other country " Shel
ed violently, and drew In her

il erlip with a little shudder.

“Once there, they weuld force
her to pass off their counterfeits,
and sometimes ———"’

He did not go on. The girl
#tood up. Her face was very
mrg.

“Please send me home at once,”
she said. “I don't want to hear
anything more. I don't want ever

WOMAN YOU ARELOOKING AT 18 UNDOUBTED-

such a dreadful secret. MNMcBride
was the only person she could

PERED GROSCUP.

think of in this emergency; but
she shrank from the thought of
even seeing him again.

As she thought over the details
of what McBride had told her, she
recalled as peculiar the Tact that
Mr. Hartley should know t™8at the
letters Hardy had brought to her
were forged. It suddenly Mashed
upen her that the simptédt thing
to do would be to ask her father
to write to his brother in Ung-
land and find out if that letter
was genuine.

On second thoughts, it would Inz
awkward to ask her father to
write such a letter, Why not!
write it herself? She need not ask
any direct questions. Why could
she not write a few lines to her
aunt, saying something nice about
Mr. Hardy Maxwell and what a
pleasant acquaintance they had
found him? If her aunt had nev-
er heard of such a person, she
would not be long in sayfMig so.
The idea seemed so pracfical that
she immed 1

reach New York two weeks from
Saturday.
McBride called that a

of the matter, he was at her ser-
vice, absolutely and without re-
serve,

CHAPTER XX,

What McBride Found Out.

Mr. Groscup called at Hartley's
office the next morning only to
find Hartley gone south and Me-
Bride in charge. So he decided to
question McBride.

But here the lawyer got into
deeper water than ever before.
Mc¢Bride knew nothing of Miss
Stewart and the two men were at
once at cross purposes Indeed,
when the lawyer related his expe-
riences McBride's wrath knew no
bounds.

“What do you mean, sir?"”
snapped the younger man, his
eyes flashing anger. “I trust
you do not refer to Miss Ohl

““Call her Migs Ohlstrom or Miss
Stewart, which you please,” said

| strom 7"’

the lawyer., *“ is the one |
was think o "s the finest
actress t ever lived.

“It's a lle,”” MecBride iased.
“You shall repeat those words to
Miss Ohlstrom’s face'”™

“I am perfectly willing to meet
her in your presence,”’ retorted

| the hwyg, ;&5% you allow

me to ta up to her?”
Groscup’'s maEnaer was madden-

ing.

“Yes. This ininute. I'll go
with you right now.”

“Such haste is entirely unnec-
cessary,”” remarked the lawyer,
gooling off a little, “She will
dine at the same cafe this even-
ing, probably. Meet me at my
elub at six o'clock and I will take
you there.”

The head-walter wag delighted
to see his patron again, Would
he sit at the same table with the
lady? She was not yet in the
room. Groscup took the man
aside, and told him that he would
prefer to sit near enough for his
companion to sit facing her. He
himself would like to be told
when she arrived.

The two men had not been
seated long before a mudge from
the head waiter's elbow warned
thel awyer that she had arrived.
McBride caught sight of her as
she came in. He had a quick
eye for a pretty woman with a

“Fine-looking &It about twe
tables behind you," he whis
a he carelessly, turning his
Just enough to be sure that it
was she.

“Never saw her before. ™

“Indeed! You are looking at
the woman that is supposed to he
Miss Ohilstrom. She calls her-
self Miss Stewart.”

MerBide laughed aloud,

“But the woman you are looks
ing at is undoubtedly Maxwell's
wife,”" Groscup whispered.

“I don't care who she ll."'z
torted McBride. ‘‘But say!”™
& sudden inspiration, “‘if you can
prove that Maxwell is already
married, you can do me a great
favor.”

“We will come to that later,™
remarked the lawyer, with &
smile, 7

“What T am curfous to know is,
how you came to take this wo
for Miss Ohlstrom.”

The lawyer produced a siip
paper, which he passed
table. “There is the a
Mr. Hartley sent over to me.”
Bride glanced at it, a :

“That is not Miss L
addresy, any more than it'ls her
name. st

“She was followed from Ii.
Hartley's office to that address on
the morning you first saw her.”

“Indeed!” with another laugh.
“By whom, pray™

“By one of the men Iin your
office; Johnson.'’

“Johnson! We have no one by
that name-1n the office. The
Johnson 1 know comes from a
vate detective agency. He
some important business with M
Hartley, what 1 don't know, but
certainly do knew that he
followed Miss Ohilstrom
morning; because I went down te
the street with her myself.”
(Continued in Our Next Issue.)

NOT OVER EIGHT HOURS
“ OLYMPIA, June 26.—it =
criminal for a publie officer teo
employ a man more than

elght
hours on a public job, according

to Attorney W. V, Tanner, ;

THREE DEATHS, 5
ST. LOUIS, Juse 26.-—With
the maximum heat at 958 three

good figure.

deaths were reported here today.

Men’s Ailments

This is the day of the spe-
clalist in all professions and
in all lnes of business. In
the department store, for ex-
ample, each department has a
buyer who devotes his entire
life to the studv of ene par-
ticular line of goods. So ex-
pert and efficient does the
conscientious buyer become in
his speciait- that he can tell
at a glance the origin, quality
and real value of any article
in that line. It enables him
to offer values utterly beyond
the reach of the general mer-
chant. It makes him invalu-
able to those who employ him,

On the other hand, the gen-
eral merchant whe buys and
sells all kinds of goods can-
not possibly give the time and
study necessary to acquire de-
tailed and accurate knowledge
of any one class — knowledge
that would enable him to com-
ete with the ?eohl t.

HE JACK OF ALL T ES

IS MASTER OF NONE.,

Particularly s fact
true in the medical profession.
Think It over.

Consult a Specialist
I invite you to ¢come to my
office. I. will ox&hh to you
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