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Mouday, Oct. 2, 1916.

|| FRENCH OFFICIAL ARTIST SKETCHES SCENES AT GREEK FRONT

| 66 . . r O b
I *No. 13 Washington' Square” |
. A Novel-a-Week, by Leroy Seott; Copyright, 1914, by Leroy Scott.
NEXT WEEK, ‘MR, PRATT,” BY JOSEPH LINCOLN.

(Continued From Page One.) |door, knooked, and then entered. He caught her|sands, I know. Now I've bheen
. hand as she turned to go, and|thinking of late how much I could
above the fireplace to a gold- CHAPTER II. spoke rapidly. “I don’t think I'm|get out of that investment.”
gramed likeness of Mrs. De Pey-|pnter An Amlable Young Gentle-|so bad as you think I am—honest.| '“You mean?"
ster, ' man, You may change your mind; I “I mean,” he said pleasantly,
“You know my invariable cus-| gait an hour earlier, across in|hope you do, dear; and if you do,|“I've been at work.”
tom; give him my invariable an-|waghington square, a young gen-{write me, phone me, telegraph me,| ‘At work!” Mrs,
swer,” was Mrs. De Peyster'sitjgman was sauntering about. He|cable me, wireless me, But, of|gasped. ‘You've
erisp response, was fashionably but quietly dress-|course, not to me direct; the po-|what?"
“Pardon me, but — but, Cousinaq anq the keenest observer never|lice, you know. Address me in| “Well, you see, mother, if I
Caroline,” put in Olivette, “don’t|woyld have guessed purpose injcare of the Reverend Mr. Pye-|could have knocked out a home
you think this is different?” his stroll, : croft, Here's a eard of the hoard-|run, say a job as a railroad pres
“Different?” asked Mrs. De| pregently he noted three men|ing house where he is staying.” He|ident, when I stepped up to the!
Peyster. ‘‘How?"” turn up Mrs. De Peyster's steps.|thrust the bit of pasteboard into|plate in the first inning, I sup-!
“This i8 a group of the most mypg trio had no more than touch-|her free hand. ‘‘Remember, dear;|pose I wouldn’t have backed away
prominent social leaders, with you|aq the hell when he was beside(] really am your husband.” from the chance. But I wanted
in the center of them all, where {;eom With an outraged gesture, she|{to find my real value, so 1 wore
you belong,” “What papers are Yyou boys|flung the card to the floor. cheap clothes and kept clear of
“Perhaps it may not be quite| w42 he inquired easily, merg-| It was at just this moment that{my friends. ‘What could I do?’
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oUT OUT THIS COUPON
- IT ENTITLES YOU TO
PURCHASE TOMORROW

7 Bars of

Crystal
White Soap

for 25c¢

VERY HOUSEWIFE
‘knows Crystal White
Soap—the best soap for
all laundry uses. And
every one that has bought
any recently  knows that

De Peyster
worked—at

the price has 'd"'““'d_- the same,” admitted Mrs. De Pey-|;, o himself at once with the party.|Mrs. De Peyster, ascending from |every one asked me. You knos
Cut out this coupon; ster. ‘“But I see no reason for|  One man told him—and looked|/the scene with the reporters,/my answer. And their answer.
bring it tomorrow to our departing from my custom.’ him up and down, The next mo-|knocked on the door. But finally I met a kind gentleman n

rGocery Bection and we

1 sk » “If not for your own sake, then |, ont the door was opened by a| “Into the study,” whispered who gave me a chance.” There's even an official portrait painter in the French army. He is M. Lobel-Riche, French
wil J you two tb"" ~—then for the artist's sake!™ Ol-|gi5y¢t woman, hat, jacket and|Miss Gardner, pointing at a door,| “Jack De Peyster! I'm astound-|artist, shown here drawing sketches of typical soldiers and a scene at Salonika, Greece, v b
more than usual for a vetta pursued, a little more eag-|pjack gloves on. All stepped in.|“and watch your chance to getjed at you!” ]
quarter, erly, ‘“You have taken up M. Du-|rThe three reporters started to-|out!” “I thought you might be—a lit-| say,” said the astonished judge.|uterly worthless social |yur|m.~es."'(llu-lnssed as throwing new light
bois. To have his plcture dis-|wgard the reception room. But| In the same instant the door|tle,” he admitted. “But perhaps if the case were-—""| “Speaking of money,” cut in{upon the beginning of the United

7 Bars for 25¢

played like that, think how it will{{pe young gentleman remained be-|closed softly behind him. Into the| ‘I won't have it!” cried Mrs.| “This paper is my will,” inter-|Mrs. De Peyster, ‘‘perhaps I should ! States Reublic, had a month be- )

(None sold without this
coupon—no mail or tele-
phone orders filled—only
1 lot to a customer.)
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but—"
“I understand,
line,” Olivetta put in hastily.
think tco much of your position
to think of such a thing.”
“We will say no more about

help M. Dubois!"

Mrs. De Peyster considered an
instant,

“Matilda, you may give the man
a photograph of the picture. But
on the understanding that M Du-
bois is to have conspicuous cred-|req, then pale again.

“Eliot—Mr, Bradford!"” she ex-
claimed. Then in a frightened
“How - did you get in

“Very _well, ma'am,” and Ma-
tilda went out.

Mrs. De Peyster gave her cousin|pere?”
a suspicious look. “Olivetta, have
you been allowing M. Dubois to
pay you any more attention?”

““No, no—of course not,”
Olivetta.
what you said—"'

cried
“Dou you think, after

hind with their stout admitter.

whisper:

Cousin Caro-{young man gave a start.

er regions of the house.
you know, ma’am,” Matilda flut-

Ne tered, eagerly, ‘‘that Mr. Jack is|sailing with her,
home?”

to say for himself.” She turned
and began to mount the stairs.

talking,

“Il" “And after what I saw only to-
day in the papers about Thomas
Don’t you know you

Preston—!

“l think T shall take a turn|swered cheerfully.
about the house to see that every-
thing is being properly
Would you like to come with me.”

Olivetta would;

was pleading.

“Did|Mrs. De Peyster was sailing to-
night, and I knew that you were

as such!” cried Miss Gardner.

Even a fat woman is susceptible
to flattery, so it came about that
a few minutes later, when Miss
Gardner wunswered a summons to
the library, she went pale, then

“Via the cook,” he answered.

“But don’t you realize that this
house is one of the most dan-
gerous places in the world for
you?"” she cried in a low voice.
“Why, Judge Harvey himself is
M. Dubois is a very good artist|expected here any minute!"’
“Judge Harvey!” The equable

are this moment standing on a

“How dared you come here?”
closed. ghe flamed at him.
“I had to come, dear.” His voice
“You refused to

Surely you un-
derstand, before she went, I had

““My son back!" There was vast|to see my wife.”
relief in Mrs. De Peyster's voice.

“l refuse to recognize myself
“When did he come "

ing and plausible, but that shows
how foolish a girl can be when

WHAT YOU CAN
BE DEPENDS
UPON YOUR
ABILITY AND

one of the country’s

-~ BOYS!

Are You Preparing Yourself

To Boss or Be Bossed?

Are you going to be

newspapers, :g:“':‘:’";;&tr:;ﬂ.ﬂ. fo 5% lltnlodn;')hntuuonn." sald she, \ ¢
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today will te

This Is the First Step

Be independent and lay

the foundation of future

you they got

to you in after years, besides

bank account at the present. g

ous to better your G CAPACITY, come in and falk
. Whitaker. He may help you to a big future.

library swept Mrs. De Peyster, fol-
lowed by Olivetta and Matilda.

There was a lofty sternness in
Mrs. De Peyster's manner, ‘“‘Miss
Gardner, I bhelieve I heard you
speaking with a man.”

“You did.”

“Where is he?”

‘“He went out thru the window,”
sald Miss Gardner,

“Ah, he did not want me to
find out about you. But by
chance I overheard him say he was
your husband.”

“He 1s8.” Then with an effort:
‘““But husband or no husband, Mi's.
De Peyster, T believe I would be
of equal value—"

“I desire 'no scene, no argu-
ment,” interrupted Mrs. De Pey-
ster. “I believe you will remem-
ber, Miss Gardner, thag whep you
applied for your presefit: pokition
two months ago, I toldyyou, that |

ried. I then asked you if you
were married. You informed me
you were not.”
“And [ was not, at that time.”
“Indeed! 1If you had been what

tilda there has been with me 20
years, as she will tell you, with
no desire to change her  state
whatever.” ' 4
Matilda hastily drgbbed? her
eyes. Mechanically she notedl the
rejected card Mr, Bradford had

secure this bit of litter. She

At just this moment a cheery
masculine voice called out:

“May I come in, mother?’

“You, Jack. You may.”

The door swung open, Miss
Gardner stepped out, and there
entered a young man of 22 or 23,
flawlessly dressed. He crossed to
Mrs, De Peyster.

“Good morning, mother; glad
to get back,” he said, imprinting
a kiss upon her stately cheek.
‘‘Hello, Olivetta.”

“Good morning, Jack,” respond-
ed Olivetta.

Jack slipped an arm aecross Ma-
tilda’s shoulders. “How are you,
Matilda? Glad to see you again.”

“And I'm glad to see you again,
Mr. Jack,” returned Matilda, with
a look of stealthy affection.

‘‘Please go, Matilda,” said Mrs.
DePeyster crisply. ‘“And now,
Jack,” she continued with frigid
dignity after Matilda had with-
drawn, “I trust that you will ex-
plain your absence, and your long

questions to you first. Olivette,”
he remarked pleasantly, “do you
know that Sherlock Holmes found
it an instructive and valuable oec-

I'll bet you a box of—*'

Olivetta had risen, somewhat in-
dignantly. ‘“Oh, if you want me
out of the way, all right!” And
with a rapidity that approached
instantaneity, she disappeafed.

“Well, first of all, mother, I'm
dissatisfied.”

you've already had the best of

18, he added, ‘‘over above
being a fairly decent half-back
and learning how to spend money?
I'm tired of loafing. I'd like to
work.”

His mother could only dazedly
repeat. “Work! You go to work!"”

“Oh, not at once. No, thank
you! 1 want to ask you to give
me a little proper education first

that wil} equip me to do some-
thing. You've spent-—how much
bhave you spent on my education,
mother? Tens and tens of thou-

De Peyster, wrathfully,

“You really mean that you are
not going to add a few thousand
more to my hundred thousands’
worth of education?”’

“I certainly shall not!”

“Well, if that's the way you
feel about it,”” he sighed, “we’ll
drop the matter—temporarily.”

“We’ll drop it permanently!”
said Mrs. De Peyster, decisively.
‘“Besides, all this talk is utterly
bootless. You seem to forget that
you are sailing with me to Europe
tomorrow,'”

“That brings me to the second
point, I was hoping,” Jack said
mildly, “that you would consent to
take my regrets to Europe.”

“Why, your passage is paid for,
and my plans—you know Ethel
Quintard and her mother are sail-
ing on the same boat. No, most
certainly I shall not let you off!"”

Leay
1106, Tio0" 91b G ™ :00.83:08, lit,” returned Mrs. De Peyster, and|volcano " made it a rule to have no em-| ~ Well, that brings us to the| ‘“We will forget this incident,
Fastest and Finest Steamers ||2rose. “Yes—but what of it?"” he an-|ployes of any kind who were mar-|third point.” He drew a copy of|Judge Harvey,” she sald at length.

the Record from his pocket ana
pointed to a paragraph, ‘‘Mother,
this is the second time my engage-
ment to Ethel Quintard has been
in print. I must say that I don't

only it seem rather a raw thing
for a fellow to do. Mother, you
must deny them.”

“Jack, this marriage i8 bound
to come!”

“It's all off.”

“And why, if you please!”

Sanday, 8 &. m., 2 p. m., 7 “A few minutes ago. “But, my dear, you married—"'|tendered Miss Gardner. Her long t"O“- d""“;rveralar:asons.; :e mow it | thought it would do aayj _ =o0s okt
P m. Mrs. De Peyster's volce became| ‘“Yes, after knowing you just habit of perfect orderliness| eturned mildly. “But one of thegood.” .
- , > Bl o o " ice of leather is so high
Loaves Tacoma daily, £ a. ||severe. “I shall see what he has|two days! Oh, you can be charm-|prompted her to bend over and|'®250nS is that I happen to be en- It will not. o e think of

gaged to some one else.”
“Engaged!” gasped Mrs. De

“l don't mean his name. But
who is he—what’s his family--his
financial affiliations?”

“Oh, I see. Mary told me he
runs a shoe store in Buffalo.”

“Oh!' gasped Mrs. De Peyster.
“Oh! And-—and this—this—Mary
person—"'

“S8he plays the piano and is go-
ing to be a professional.”

For a moment Mrs. De Peyster’s
was inarticulate. She choked
with her words. Before she could
get them out, Jack was on his
feet and had an arm around her
shoulders.

“Come, mother, don't be angry
—please!” he cried with farm,
boyish eagerness. ‘‘Before you
say another word, let me bring
Mary to see you. I ean get her
here before you go on board. The
sight of her will show you how
right I am.
sweetest—"'

“Stop!” She caught his arm. ““T
shall not see this—this Mary per-
son!”

continued, “you are going to give
up, ves, and entirely forget, all
those foolish things you have just
been speaking of!”

going to give up nothing.”
“Then—then—" she was say-
ing thickly, in her outraged majes-
ty, when Matilda opened the hall
door and ushered in an erect, slen-
der man of youngish middle age.
“I beg pardon; I fear I come in-
opportunely,” he said, as he sight-
ed Mrs. De Peyster’s militant atti-

« “Judge Harvey, T do not care to

act.”

“‘Of course, I am at your service
Caroline.

“In the first place,” she said,
striving to speak calmly, “I beg
to request my son to move such
of his things as he may wish out
of this house—and within the
hour.”

“And to you, Judge Harvey, 1
wish my son’s allowance, which
was paid thru your office, to be
discontinned from this mowent.”

She is the dearest, |

rupted Mrs. De Peyster, holding|have spent my money

‘It gives the bulk [Thomas Jefferson letters to thel

American Historical society.”

from the safe.
of my fortune to my son here.”
“Why, ves,”” admitted the judge
with increasing bewilderment,
‘““His share amounts to two mil- sorest spot.
lions, or thereabouts.”
“Thereabouts.” son which Judge Harvey had pre-|a¢ his gullibility,
Mrs. De Peyster took two rus-|/sented to the historical society,
tling, majestic steps toward her and which had been so widely
fireplace., ‘“Until my son gives : e W T R
me very definite assurance that|Prima Donna Walks Up New York Avenue,
his condnet will be more suitable
to me and my position, he is no

The newspaper

longer my son.” And so saying,
she tousn“he will upon the fire.

CHAPTER 111,
A Slight Predicament.

For several moments after Jack
had withdrawn, Mrs, De Peyster
stood in majestic silence beside
the manelpiece.

“But, Caroline,” he began hesi-
tantly, “weren’t you perhaps a lit-
tle too stern with Jack?"”

“As | said, Judge Harvey, I do
not care to explain the situation.”

hear—that I must tell you.”

“I trust, Judge Harvey''——some-
what stiffly—‘‘that you are not
about to propose to me again.”

“I am not.,” His face flushed; 1
then set grimly. “But I'm going s e PR ok

'S y ) er Enterprise Assoc
to again, some time, and I'd do it wel'i'(:lli;'l.u;has col;no e

He rose abruptly, and with a|even the well-dressed

groaning burst of impatience that| wooden shoes, Miss Dixon Ger-

“And ultimajely be Mrs. Harvey
—no thank you!’ she replied, in a
caustic voice. ‘‘But while you are
at it, have you any further sug-
gestions for my conduct?”’

“Yes,”” said he determinedly.
“You have been spending too
much money, and spending it on

(United Press Leased Wire)
. BAN FRANCISCO, Oct. 2.—
The Great Northern steamer Min-
niesota, outfitted with 16 new
boilers, was given a trial run »n
the bay Friday. She is not yet
sold or chartered.

worthily, |fore been pronounced and proved
up the document she had taken |like Judge Harvey, upon a gift of{to be clever but arrant forgeries. r
gsensation and

] the praise that had attended the
The shaft of sarcasm quivered|qjgcovery and gift—warming and

into the center of Judge Harvey's exalting Judge Harvey's very hu-

Those recently dis-|yan pride-—had been followed by }
covered letters of Thomas Jeffer-|gay anti-climax of gibes and jeers

(Continued in Our Next Issue)
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Clumpety Clump, in Real Wooden Shoes

n[am TO THE CLABBIF[m, they went downstairs. they lanswer the letters I wrote you,|you declared yourself to be, and think it’s nice of Ethel and Mrs. “Caroline,” bracing himself, -
,‘Y&'}’,‘ T%I.)BSON PAGE 7 FOR|neared the ground floor, Mﬂtildu|begglng you to met me somewhere|remained such, you ecould have|Quintard to let those rumors;“there is somethinz— something
st EE PAGE SEVEN.|came hurriedly up from the neth-o talk things over. I read that|stayed with me indefinitely. Ma-|*tand. I would deny them myself,! you were perhaps not expecting to

& thrust it into the pocket of her : “ i = i donna, is here shown
s-T .I“: :;e:ll‘ng special lea But as she passed the library's|she’s a bit tired and lonesome, and|black skirt. ' Peyater, falling P“k.' And ‘Y,l.fh' had ".“"""e of sager: “OB, to,r ?Sﬁa&:n:l:p t)he avenue in wood-
Eatonville 7 p. m.; leaves ,}.: closed door she heard Miss Gard-|then gets a bit of a hollday.” Mrs. De Peyster continued:|°Ut mY know it! Who is she? heaven's sake, Caroline, why don’t en shoes. .
coma 7:15 p. m. Ber's volos and & second veloe— Bat, Clara—* “Miss Gardner, since you are not “th::y :1{:::::" v I never heard iw" ‘tlllrol\)v olvm'hoatrldia"ttr}ll:'!l‘nf:ntl(;
- Starts from Bchoenfeld's | 20d the second voice was the voice| “Understand this, Mr. Bradford |what you declare yourself to be, y e . Rt onable business, this s
store, 11th st.. opp. poltot;.lcd: of a man, —I'm going to have nothing to do| no longer require your service.” ()f“hfr. Who's her ‘f'dtlmr? T keep an ?'mpty position, and be— LINER MINNESOTA
Resolutely she stepped to the|with you!” Miss Gardner bowed stiffly. First name Heary, I believe.”|and be— GIVEN TRIAL RUN
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REACH OUT---
TELEPHONE---

silence.” “No?" L k ® f B ° ?
:‘Certainly, mother,” said Jack. A lnes
TRAINING “But I'd like to put a few leading Nev::!d I:n:ihax]vlhatnelvse:no:i,e"h:l::- oo lng or us s .

Pick out any town on the map; then ask for the
telephone rate. You'll find it low —so low that

cupation to count the stairsteps in|  «parqon me, mother; you are i 3 i
future successful a house? Buppose you run out|,ieaken ' he sald quietly. *I am you’ll wonder why you never before tried this quick,
men? for five minutes and count ‘em.

conclusive method of attracting trade.

Take a talk trip by Bell telephone. Boost your
goods! The buyers of a hundred towns are glad to

AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY

“Why-—of course—just as you

x - hear from you
AR Dissatisfied!’”’ She straighten- L “r ajt—""' ~ .
Q‘,‘. % \‘ ease b gotﬁllg into a busi- ed up. “What about 1 bpt t'ul;"’[)c. :llogusgto" }:ldge Harvey,”
ness o1 your own. allow you all the money y t? Mrs, DePeyster commanded, as he 7
No boy ever developed the [ *7°,! not practically arfaBiged astarted to withdraw. On the other | Consult the list of toll rates to ;
y ped match between you and JEthel | hand, your arrival is most oppor- 4 oAb
best that was in him until he g‘;:ﬂt"d? Eth:l wlllv:};v: three(tune, Please come here.” cities hereabouts’ it’s in the
ons some, day. at° more| “Good morning, Uncle Bob,” :
g was thrown on his own re- [{mh''ons some, 07 | ook sald, eheerfully, : front of your Bell directory.
! % ; X sources. “Well, for one thing, to'go to| Mrs: De Peyster glared at her
| 3 Nothing does this so well :(l;zo.k" was Jack’s amloﬂfh ré-ison, then crossed to the safe, took
a8 owning and operating a business of your own. Nearly all of the suc- [l “Go to school! R [ et T mAL ASK FOR PACIFIC LONG DISTANCE
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