and small sizes to match,

now
ful opportunity for

10c, 15c and 19¢

WONDERFUL SPECIAL SELLING OF BUTTONS, in-
cluding fancy novelty Buttons in every imaginable
- shape and style, in every desirable size or color, There are
Gallioth, Pearl, Cut Jet, Colored and Vari-Colored Orystal,
Oomposition and Celluloid Buttons, There is also an ex-
cellent assortment of staple coat and suit Buttons in large

are walst and blouse Buttons, pearl
and colored cloth and satin-covered Buttons—in fact,

vest Buttons,

8, 4, 6, » and 12 Buttons on a card.

1 fresh, new stock bought at special prices
vhile in the Eastern markets,
nded are less than one-half their actua] value—the card—

10¢. 15¢ **" 19¢

—Broadway Sales Booth “A"
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Featuring Tomorrow Attrac-
tive Bargains In

GROCERIES

OORN FLAKES —large

packages—specially reduced
Thursday to FOUR 25

PACKAGES for (H
PEANUT BUTTER—highest
quality—comes in bulk only
—sapecially reduced 1 ‘

Thursday to, per 1b... | 10
~ (Nome sold or delivered at
this price unless pail or jar
is furnished for container.)

TOMATO CATSUP—highest
quality—pint bottles—spe-
cially reduced Thurs- 17

day to, each G
THREE BOTTLES for. .50c

Coffee 19¢ 1b.---5 1bs. for 90c

The usual Thursday selling of our Repeater Blend Coffee—
a mixture of choice Mexican and Guatemala coffees—a good

cupper that is very popular with hundreds of our most de-
scriminating coffee drlnken—apeclally redueed
every Thursday at, per pound .

In Five-Pound Lots For 90c

Rhodes Prothers

In Every Detail Tacoma's Leading Retail Establishment

ASTOR MILK — large cans
—specially reduced Thurs-

day, FIVE
CANS for . ..... » 353
DOZEN CANS for .. ... .80¢

MACARONI—highest qual-
ity——comes in bulk only—
specially reduced Thursday

to FIVE 250 .

LBS. for

BEST PURE CANE FRUIT
SUGAR—SPECIALLY RE-
DUCED FOR THURSDAY'S
SELLING TO 12 LBS, FOR

98c—25-LB. s2'04

SACKS FOR .....

.19

~3th Bargain Floor,

by

Railway President’s
Daughter Will Wed

Lord and Lady Shaughnessy ot,
Montreal, Canada, have announc-
ed the engagement of their
daughter, Marguerite, to Edwin
L. Sanborn, of Havana, Cuba.

Sir Thomas is president of the
Canadiam Pacific Railway com-'
pany, and came into prominence
gince the way by successful super-
vision of Canadian mobilization.

He was born in Milwaukee, and
married Miss Elizabeth Nagle
there in 1880. He was knighted
in 1901 and in 1907 won rank of
knight commander of the Vic-
torian order,

TACOMA STAGE
Leaves Eatonville daily,
cept Sunday, 8 a. m., 1 p,
8:30 p. m. Leaves Eaton
Sunday, 8 a. m., 8 p. m,,
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(Oontinued from Our Last Issue)

Finally Elsie released herself
gently. Dazed, Anne led the way
into the bedroom, where the girl
took off her hat.

She came and put her arms
around her mother, laying her
cool, scented cheek against hers.
“You love me? Don’t you?"”

Anne drew her close and held
her,

“Of course I do!"” she said,
with unconscious vehemence,

“And you want me to be hap-
py, don’t you? You'll help me to
be?"”

“I'll do my best. I
have, dear.”

“Then listen!” she whispered
coaxingly, “I'm going to be an
actress, you know. And I want
to start in my own mother's com-
pany! [ want to be in ‘The Vic-
tory’ with you!”

It was so ingenuous, so like
the little girl who used to beg for
ponies when bread-and-butter
was a problem, that Anne laugh-
ed with sudden relief.

“You are a baby yet! Pray,
what could you do in a Broadway
production?””

Elsie's armg tightened,

“I could play an ingenue part,

always

mamma, I've done it. | was
with a stock company in San
Francisco all last summer, and

they said 1 was the cleverest—"

“You were where?” Anne drew
back, slowly and stiffly. ‘‘No,
don't kiss me now. I must under-

stand this—what you are say-
ing.”

Elsie pouted. There was a
flicker of apprehension in her

eyes, but she told her sto ry with
a brave front.

Yes, it was quite true that she
had been playing with a city com-
pany, she said. She had always
meant to be an actress. So as
soon as she had graduted—Aunt
Phoebe wouldn't hear to it before
-—they had gone to San Francisco,
and she had found an opening in
a stock company there the first
few weeks after she had played
all the ingenue parts.

“And all the while I thought
you were at home—just a school
girl!” Anna looked at her in
somber wonder. “Your letters—
they came from there—"

All their mail came and went
through Grovelands, Elsie ex-
plained gleefully. A neighbor
there forwarded it both ways. She
had planned that herself, and
wasn't it clever?

“S8o you see, it's not so silly,
after all, for me to want to be in
“The ‘Victory'!” she laughed.
“You’ll get me a part, -won't you
mumsey? Please! Please, dear-
est!”

ﬂne pushed her gently away.

's out of the question,” she
said wearily. “The cast was fill-
ed long ago. Anyhow, I have
nothing to say about engaging
people.”

“But If you asked it as a very,
very special favor? If you asked
Mr. Harland? He's such a freind
of yours—"’

Harland—! The name shot
rocket-like through Anne’s mind.
She went quickly to the phone
ane asked for Mr. Harland. /

He answered with eagerness.
Had her caller gone at last? Could
he come up now?

“I'm afraid not, Phil. She's
staying with me over night. I'm
sorry—but you'd better not come
up again—"'

“Oh, mamma!” Elsie wailed,

“Call me up in the morning
Phil,” she finished, in desperate
haste; and hung up the receiver
without waiting for his reply.

Elsie’s eyes were full of angry,
disappointed tears.

“That was horrid of you,
mamma,” she flashed out. “You
knew I wanted to see him. I'd

have asked him myself to give me
a part!”

“Dear child, please don’'t talk
about that. It's impossible. Abso-
lutely impossible, for more rea-
sons than one.” Anne spoke kind-
ly but with decision. “What is
more, you must go home tomor-
row, and stay there till-—"

““Go home? Oh! Oh, I won't do
’t'l'

Then Ehle burst into tears, and
threw herself down on the couch.

“You — you're unkind!” she
sobbed. “You don’t love me!”

A grim shadow of a smile edged
Anne’s lips for a second. The re-
proach was as familiar as the voice
that uttered it. Just so, in their
honeymoon days had Blair North
ended every argument in which
he was beaten. But she sat down
by the girl, and tried patiently to
console her.

“Why, you'll be here again in
November, child! Perhaps sooner.
Don’t ery so. What are a few
weeks out of a girl’s life?”

By degrees Elsie’s sobs quieted.
Present, with her face still
buried, she began to coax to stay
till Saturday, anyhow.

Anne was honestly distressed,

“ANNE, ACTRESS”

A NOVEL A WEEK,

Next Week
“THE SECRET OF THE REEF"
] By Harold Bindloss,

her resolve. Already her nerves
were on edge, and - what state
would they be in if this kept up
for three or four days?

‘“No, dear. No. You must go
tomorrow,"” she repeated over and
over, till Elsie saw pledding was
thrown away, and sat up, subdued
and mournful, but resigned.

The next morning Anne awoke
late after a restless night.

Elsie was up, however, and in
the sitting-room. ¢

“Did I wake you, mamma? 1
tried not to!” she exclaimed, and
crossing to Anne, kissed her on
both cheeks. “I’'ve been up ages'"”

“You must have been, to do
your hair so beautifully,”” Anne
smiled. ‘“‘But aren't you famish-
ed? I'll be dressed in ten min-
utes, and we'll—"

“Don’t hurry, dearest. Take all
the time you like,” Elsie said pret-
tily. “And why can't we have
breakfast up here? Let me order
it!”

Anne assented gladly, and went
back to her dressing.

She was putting in a final hair-
pin, when she heard a step in the
hall, followed by a knock at the
sitting-room. door. ‘‘Breakfast,”
she thought, dawdling serenely,

Elsle speke; and a man's volce
answered. It was Harland’'s, be-
yond a question.

For a moment, it seemed to
Anne the world had tur to wa-
ter that surged over h Then
she groped toward the door.

Through the crack, §he could
see them: Harland staring and be-
wildered, Elsie laughlngly holding
out her hand.

“Yes, Miss Houghtons daugh-
ter. She’s really Mrs. Blair North,”
she was saying. ‘““When poor papa
died, she dropped his name. I'm
the visitor who came last night!"

Anne was breathing painfully
now, but all the attentioh she paid
to that was to crush her hand
against her heart. Steadying her
lips into a smile, she opéned the
door,

““Good morning, Mr. Harland.
So my little surprise is spoiled!
You've alread; met my daughter,”
she said,

Harland was red and wretchedly
embarrassed, He shook hands
with unnecessary warmth, glanc-
ing from her to Elsie.

“You—you must be very happy
to have her with you,” he hesi-
tated.

“Very. Yes, indeed,” Anne said
and Elsie chimed in enthusias-
tically over her shoulder,

‘“We're the happiest people in
New York, I suppose; But aren’t
you going to ask Mr. Harland to
sit down? Maybe he'll stay to
breakfast. .

Harland laughed, and Anne
joined in with a heart like lead.

“If you'd care to Mr. Har-
land—?""

“I can't,”” he refused, hastily.
“I'd apologize for being here at
all at this hour, if it wasn’t for
your telephone message.’”

“Telephone?’” she repeated.

Elsie's pretty laugh rippled out
again.

“It was I who called you up,
Mr. Harland. Mamma was asleep
and knew nothing about it, Was
it horrid of me? But I did so
want to see you today, and I was
afraid—Why, mamma, don’t look
at me like that! Was it horrid?”
Her lips drooped and quivered.

A furnace blast of anger wept
over Anne. But to show it would
be to make matters worse,

“Last night she was wild to go
shopping directly after break-
fast,”” she said to him, with a
very passable smile. ‘“Now, it
seems—"’

“lI was wilder to see him?”
Elsie broke in. ‘There’s something
I want to ask you, Mr. Harland.
Mamma wouldn’'t do it for me,
and so—"'

“Elsie!”’ 3

“So I've got to do it mysell.
Won’t you give me a part in your
play? I-ean act. I've had experi-
ence!” And out in a torrent came
the story of her work {in the
western company, her sticcess,
and her longing to make® her
Broadway debut in her mother’s
company. TG

“I don’t know—"" he tct&boﬂl-
ed, and glanced back at Anne.
“You'd like it, of course?”

After her one futile attémpt to
silence the girl, Anne had ‘made
no other, and, dropping into. a
chair, listened contemptuously.
She was not uneasy. 8he had
too much confidence in Harland's
common-sense to dream of his
yielding,

“Certainly I should i
she said smoothly. “But
possible. I've told Elsi
dozen times. There are
open,"”

“Yes, there's that ingenue. Un-
less Inslee’'s already engaged
some one.”

“An ingenue? Just what I
want!"” Elsie's ery was indignant,
accusing. ‘‘Mamma, you said—"

“I-—1 had forgotten,”” Anne
confessed blankly, with her first
twinge of apprehension. ‘‘But

that’s not the only obstacle,” she
went on. “We look too much

but every minute of it stiffened alike to be in the same cast. It

would be too preposterous!”

Nobody spoke for a moment,
Then, regretfully, Harland said:
“Perhaps you're right.” Elsie's
big eyes filled with tears,

“Unfortunately I am. I'm as
sorry as anybody.”

“We know that,
ma!"” Under all its sweetness,
there was a sudaen, wasp-like
sting in the girl's voice. “You
mustn’t think she doesn’t want
me and is inventing excuses. She
isn’t. She believes every word
she says.”

“Thank you, dear,” Anne mur-
mured, sflkily, discretion forgot-
ten. ‘““But for fear he may think
80, now you've innocently sug-
gested it, suppose we get Inslee’'s
opinfon. TI'll take you down to
the office as soon as I can dress.”

“That's a good idea!” Harland
exclaimed; and Elsie turned to
him eagerly,

“You take me! Will you?"

‘No!” Anne said, sharply.

“Why not, mamma? If you
truly mean to let him decide?”

“And there’s no time to lose.
We must get there before he en-
gages anybody else,”” Harland
added,

Anne dropped back in her chair
with a shrug,

“Have it your own way, then!”

* * *

It was two o’clock and after,
when the telephone rang.

“That

Poor mam-

you, dearest?” came
Elsie’s voice. ‘“You're too busy
for a matinee, I suppose? Mr.

Harland and I are going, and if
you care to go along, he'll try to
get an extra seat, * * * No?
I was sure you wouldn’t. We've

Just had luncheon together.
We're celebrating * * * (el-
ebrating my engagement of
course! It's all settled. I've got

my contract!”

CHAPTER VII.
Elsie's Way

“For pity’s sake, are they both
orazy?"

“No, Mattie. Just—men,” Anne
smiled bleakly, ‘“‘She a'very pret-
ty girl, remember, and cleaver.
Very, very cleaver.”

“She must be a wonder. Bam-
boozling Tim 1Inslee into this!
Tom Inslee!”

“Give the poor man his due.
He was sick and din't see her.
He took Harland’s word for ev-
erything and told him to go
ahead and do as he thought best.
It's a very small part, you know."”

“But two red-headed women in
the same cast! Did Harland tell
him that? And how much you
look alike?”

“lI fancy he didn’t dllate upon
it. Blsie has persuaded him it's
80 unimportant.’”

“Unimportant? Unim— Oh, my
good gracious! When audiences
wouldn’t know you apart half the
time!” Mattie threw up her
hands and groaned. “Did the
boy use up all hig brains writing
his play?”

Anne did not reply, It was the
day following Elsie’s engagement
and she had slipped away by her-
self to talk it over with Mattie.

“And Tom didn’t balk even at
her being your daughter!” Mat-
tle marvelled on. “That's what
I simply can’t understand!”

“He doesn’'t know she is.
They've concoted a scheme to pass
her off as my sister, and they
tried it out on him.” She
laughed grimly at Mattie's gurgle
of speechless dismay, ‘Oh, they
saw nothing improper in deceiv-
ing our manager about a trifle of
that sort. Elsie doesn’t yet, but
about two minutes’ conversation
with me opened Harland’s eyes.
Inslee’s going to hear the truth
about that, any how., And at
once!”

“Well—I—should—say — so!”
Mattie gasped. ‘“But you don't
mean all this happened yesterday
and you haven’t done anything
yet?"”

“What could I do? He's flat
on his back with lumbago.”

“Go to see him, then! Tell
him you won’t stand for any such
foolishness.”

“I can’'t very well do that,
Mattie,” she said, reluctantly.
“What would Inslee think? And
—and Harland? What would
Elsie make them think?” she ask-
ed, coloring with unforeseen em-
barrassmen,

“Anne Houghton, you aren't
going to sit back and fold your
hands and let her play with you?
Why, it would be courting fail-
ure! 1 never heard the like in

my life!"”
“Don’t get excited, Mattie. You
misunderstand me.”” Anne look-

ed up. “I haven't the remotest
intention of playing with her. But
once Inslee sees us together, he
won’t need any prompting rom
me. There'll be a new ingnue
after one rehearsal.”

But there was not a new in-
genue after the first rehearsal.
Elsie proved as elfishly clever as
her father,

It was one of those inexplica-
ble cases of miscomprehension
and short-sightedness that every-
body marvels at afterward. Kilis,

the stage director. dlnnnmved

thoroughly. Inslee had seen the
mistake clearly enough at first,
and even Harland had his momen-!
tary misgivings., But each of them
for one reason or another, held

his peace and left the initiative to
some one else. ‘

The days went by now in a sort|
of lockstep procession, each one a/|
part of its yesterday and tomor-|
row, By rights, Anne should]
have been supremely happy. Un-
less all signs failed, her struggles |
were over and her feet set safely
on the path that leads traight to
the Promised Land of popularity
and distinction.

Determined as she was not to
worry about Elsie's engagement,
inevitahly it kept her uneasy and
anxious. She was in money diffi-
culties, too. Her expenses had
doubled with the girl’'s advent,
and what with providing an extra
wardrobe, she could hardly figure
how to stretch her funds to cover
everything until the first salary
day.

On top of all this, was the sud-
den, disturbing change in all her
habits that Elsie’'s presence in-
volved—the loss of her few, pre-
cious hours of privacy, the strain
of unaccustomed, close compan-
fonship.

The girl was now settled in a
large, pleasant room of her own
across the hall, but she was in
and out of Anne's rooms perpetu-
ally on one pretext or another.
There was not a moment that
Anne could rest or study, secure
from interruption.

Remonstrancés were thrown
away. Elsie would laugh toler-
antly at her “fussiness” or wink
back tears at her “unkindness,”
but she could not or would not
see that anybody's affairs vere
more important than her own.

When Elsie was in a good hu-
mor she was like an affectionate,
lovable child, and Anne’s heart
warmed forgivingly to her; l)uti
her demands were endless — for
money, amusements, sympathy
and help of all kinds—and when
one was refused, no matter how
or why, up flared her temper and
out prang her sharp, cruel little
claws,

Anne tried to be patient and
ascribe her tantrums to the will-
fulness and egotism of youth,
What she found harder to excuse
was that every serious difference
between them reached Harland's
ears sooner or later, in one form
or another.

CHAPTER VIII.
The Play Opens
The season was now well start-
ed, and the theatrical pot boiling
busily all over the country,
Broadway buzzed with tales of
“hits"”’ and ‘‘frosts.” Anne kept
track of the big ones, because it
was part of her business to do.so,
but they all seemed very remote
and immaterial. Even the spec-
tacular succes of Leo Stolpin with
his Shakespearian company, head-
ed by a speclally imported Eng-
lish star, did not interest her as
it would have done once., It put

lcard of her’s.

Eye Glasses

For years I have fitted glasses. My patients
come from all over the Northwest and I can re-
fer you to thousands who are wearing my
glasses to their entire satisfaction.

I especially recommend
my deep curved Torle
Lens, which broadens
the fleld of vislon, and
my Kryptok Lens for

those a little more ad-
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rank of American managers, but
what did she—the star of ‘“The
Victory”—care?

Sometimes she was appalled
when she reckoned up the stakes
that were piling up on this one
By day, she could
minimize or ignore them, but at
night, when she was alone, with
nothing to distract her—then was
when the swarms of anxiety set-
tled down on her and would not
be fought off.

At last came the final rehears-
al and the first railroad ‘“jump”
to the inconspicuous Pennsylvan-

ia town where ‘““The Victory' was
to opeén,
The performance that first

night went with a smoothness and
spirit that delighted everybody
on both sides of the curtain. The
audience was large, and generous
with its sympathy and applause,
and its cordiality reacted favor-
ably on the players.

With every fresh sign of ap-
proval, they grew more confident,
more sure of themselves and the
piece, and before the end of the
first act thqy were |whispering
jubilantly to each other in the
wings that here was a ‘‘sure
thing” at last! Even Ellis relax-
ed enough to grin and now
and then, and Inslee came back
half a dozen times and. beamed
silently but eloquently upon them
all,

him at one bound in the front

(Continued in our next issue.)

=

State Bus. College opens Aug.
28th. Revised Gregg Shorthand,
New Bookkeeping, adv.

Get Your
Dry or Green

Slabs At
Griffin Transfer

Main 589

Buckley-Tacoma
Stage Co.
Leave Tacoma Leave Buckley
10:00 a. m. 8:00 a. m.
8:30 p. m. 12:30 p. m.
¢8:00 p. m. 6:00 p. m.
*Except Sat. and Sunday.
SPECIAL
Sat. and Sun, Only,
Leave Tacoma 11:30 p. m.
Office Central Bus Station,
115 So, 10th st.
Main 264
Buckley—Overmyer's

Round Trip $1.50; Single 835¢
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MADISON, Wis., Aug, 21.—

John Deitz, picturesque battling
“outlaw of Cameron Dam,” serv-
ing a 20-year sentence in the Wis-
consin penitentiary for killing
Deputy Sheriff Oscar Harp, will
be pardoned soon, if Gov, Phillip
heeds the appeal of Deitz’ wife
and five children.

Gov, Philipp will act when he
receives a report from a physician
who is examining Deitz, who is
said to be seriously ill,

For six yeprs prior to Novem-
ber, 1910, Deitz successfully re-
sisted a gllnt lumbering corpora-
tion, the courts, and the entire
police armaments of Northern

S
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JOHN DIETZ:

in 1904 when he became the sin-
gle-handed antagonist of a $12,-

fight over use of Cameron dam

and certain claims for services
and other matters, He was a
poor homesteader with a large

family.

Fearing the corpontlon, with
great wealth, would defeat him
in the courts. Deitz depended on
the only weapon at his command

Wisconsin,
Deitz sprang into the limelight

~—a gun—to protect property he
believed belonged to him,

000,000 logging corporation in a

Plea of Wife and Children
May Free Captured Outlaw

Y e ‘W)’

He sat tight on his land and
primed hig rifle,

When deputies came to serve
civil processes he warned them
away. Others came and he dem-
onstrated that trespassers, after
fair warning, would be shot.

Nobody got near enough to
serve the summons to court.
Sheriffs and deputies tried to sur-
prise him, A few were carried
off wounded. Thus matters stood
for years.

One day Sheriff Madden _of
Hayward county succeeded in am-
bushing Deitz’ son and daughter
and seriously wounding them
both, .

In a pitched battle a few,

later Deitz was captured
_killing a deputy sherift,
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