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DISPLAYS AND
SALES OF KNIT
UNDERWEAR

(Continued)

THE BIG DISPLAY AND SALE OF UNDER-

WEAR announced last night surely hit upon a
popular chord—the Underwear counters were kept
busy from the opening of the doors. It’s high time to
think of warmer Underwear. Frost we already have
and one of these chill, damp, windy fall rains, which
help so materially to inaugurate a season of colds,
may come any day. Only those who have warmer
Underwear ready will be thoroughly prepared and
safe. We are ready right now with the largest, best
selected, best assorted stocks in our history to supply
the needs of every man, woman and child.

Munsing Union Suits—Good

Ohildren's Mumsing \White

EXTRA SPECIAL quality worsteds—good fall | (Cotton Union Sults; high
Men's Merino Union Saits weight; natural color; per- | peck, long sleeve; Dutch
—Good medinm welght— fect fitting;  exceptional neck, elbow sleeve; ankle
natural color—cut full value at, per sz 50 length garments; all sizes;
size—sizes 834 to 40— sait ...... R ° exceptional values al. 65

very specially reduced for Men's Heavy Cotton Ribbed per suit, 50c¢ and. C

this sale only to, s1 29 Suits—ecru color only— Boys' and (.1.-],4' Munglng
per suit . ..... ' splendid good value 'l 00 Good Wool Union Suits;
at, per suit....... [} white or natural; all alzeﬂ

Men's Natural Wool Shirts
and Drawers—winter weight
-—cut full size—splendid
wearing garments that are

from 8 to 14 years; rousing

good values at, per 31 50

suit
Boys' Munsing Heavy Cotton

Men's Munsing Uniomn Suits
—Fine ribbed worsted; nat-
ural color; perfect fitting;

can be had in regulars or an exceptional val- Fleeced Union Suits in
stouts—splendid 33 00 ue at $1.00 and. s‘ 50 cream or gray; all sizes
value, suit....... ’ Women's M"""“R Silk and from 3 to 14 years; very ex-

Wool Union Suits in all the

popular styles; all s3 00

slzes; priced, sult,

Extra sizes
Women's Munsing Merlno

Union Suits in all the popu-

Men's Globe Worsted Union
Sults—medium weight—nat-
ural color—unsurpassed in

the city at, per $2.00

suit

ceptional values at,

per suit, 75¢ and. 856
Women's Globe Non-Shrlnk-
able Wool Vests in high
neck, long sleeve, or elbow
sleeve styles, with tights to

lar styles and sizes; splendid match—splendid value
EXTRA SPECIAL | | vauetwtvr” 150 | bor : 7‘§
Boys' and Girls' Cotwon B icsiicaveni garment ........ s
Fleeced Union Suits, high Extra sizes .......... $1.75 Extra sizes .......... $2.00
neck, long sleeve gar- Women's Munsing Merino Women's Richelieu Scamless
ments—choice of white Vests; high neck, long sleeve Cotton Union Suits in me-

styles; either white or gray;
heavy weight; splendid val-

dium weight; all styles to se-
lect from; wonderful value

or gray; all sizes from 2
to 15 y"-rp-—\ ery special-

e e 39c | | g $1.00 | e $1.00
iXtra sizes ..........$1. Extra sizes ......... $1.25

EXTRA SPECIAL

Women's Cotton Fleeced
Union Suits—low neck,
no sleeve, or high neck,
elbow sleeve, ankle

length garments, in all
sizes, including extra
sizes; very specially re-

duced for this sale
only at, per suit,

*39¢c

Women's Globe Non—Sht' i
able White Wool Usié

Suits; high neck, long
sleeve, or high neck, elbow
sleeve, ankle length gar-

ments; splendid
values at, per suit

$3.00

Ranges Sold Here
On Your Own

Terms—In Reason

Rhodes Prothers

In Every Detail Tacoma’s Leading Retail Establishment

-~ BOYS!

Are You Preparing Yourself
To Boss or Be Bossed ?

WHAT YOU CAN
BE DEPENDS
UPON YOUR
ABILITY AND
TRAINING

Are you going to be
one of the country’s

future successful
men?

ﬁ\\\\““ L4

Be independent and lay
the foundation of future
ease by getting into a busi-
ness of your own.,

No boy ever developed the
best that was in him until he
was thrown on his own re-
sources.

Nothing does this so well

as owning and operating a business of your own. Nearly all of the suc-

nessful busineu and professional men of today will te
their start through se newspapers,

~ No capital is req to start the business of selling pa;
ing you will get will be valuable to you in after years,
pendent and adding to your bank account at the prese
" If ambitious to better your ‘AI.NING CAPACITY, come in and talk
" 'ltll Mr. Whitaker. He may help you to a big future,

you they got

EXTRA SPECIAL

Women’s Medium Weight
Cotton Union Suits in
high neck long slecve;
Dutch neck, elhow sleeve,
ankle length garments— kb
extra good vlluo—qu
sizes—very specially
duced for this sale

at, per suit. .. .. 590

e

Special Demonstra-
tion of Luxor
Toilet Helps Now

in Progress

TODAY’S
MARKET
__PRICES

~‘0--0 QGao-rrz
¢ WHAT I‘E‘TAILEHI PAY
CC0 QPO PIPIOGOYSPGPOPY
POU

Hens, lve, light ............ 11@13c
| Hens, llvo CAVY cevvees .o
{;\i%u. ‘uve ' .......... 15 loc
springs, live ...,....186Q91
ieese. dressed ............. ° .ﬁ:
BUTTER, EGGS, CHE

Fresh ranch eggs
Washington cheese
Tillamook ..........
Wash. creamery butter
swlu dom,

Mutton, wethers
Hogs, sides
Dressed hogs
Steer beef

RALAASH |

seesnne

eal .....» # ssrssbecnn sereean

tesssses 0004+35.50@6.50
Bananas, 1b, ....... 00008 ssesee S0
Oranges, by 8120 ........$3. 5004 78

Lemons ..

Loganberries., crate ..........
Apricots, crate . ............... 500
Blackberries, crat® ,...ceeve.. 1.00

Cantaioupes, crate

Vineapples, dos .. 1.70@2

Plums ....... .5

Cal grape truie . X
Clc

Peaches, Wash, .. “es
Watermelons, 1b, o .%

Proned, OR ...cevvend “es e 400
Red raspberries, mu sssssess 86

Bsrtlou pears, bOX ..iveveass 31,86
Grapas ,...... crrenseees 31@1.36
Appe-. O ciessesnens 6
Gravensteins, box

Crabapples, box .
Winesap apples
Nectarines ......... ll
Huckleberries, 1b. .. .,...

Concord grapes, bukct

Strawberries, crate ...... .
VEGETABLES
Newpotatoes, local, ton ..... 20
Yakima potatoes, ton ... s+ 826
Onions, Oregon, 1b, ..., o 20
Carrots, sack . 9125
Lettuce. head, doz. o ‘.4 B0o
Radishes, local, doz. chea.. 20c

Hu.abagas, cwt vseeves $L66
California peppers, 1Ib. 0.0 8
Spinach, retail, I1b. .ovvvvees
Cucumbers, 0% ...oevuees il" 25c
Beets, sack ......0000 .’
Tomatoes ........
String beans, l). .
Peas, 1b. . .
Turnips, uck .h .4
Cabbage, home grown, 1b. ...
Green Corn, do%. .,..covvvvive.s 1b0
Sweet potatoes, Ib. .....c000..2 o

Celery, dozZ. DU. ..ivvevvvncenne

Caulifiower, do%. .....o0v0vvee 01.25
Eggplant, ib sessessnssnsssscess DO
Summer ssss B0
Rhubarb, 1b. ees 20

Pumpkins, 1b.
b

mocat ... ..$9.00
amid . §7.05
Drifted Sn 7.08
Olymple 7.08
Ocecident ... .o : ‘I:

Wl’ hand with Mrs. De Peyster thru

(Comtinued from our last issue.)
Matilda stopped short. Jack
wheeled about,
‘“Hello, Matilda, Thought you'd
gone down to the kitchen.”

“Why-—why—if it isn't Mr.
Jack!" stammered Matilda.
Mrs. De Peyster trembled.

What more likely than that Ma-
tilda, in her amazement, should
reveal the house's secret? But
the half light of the room was a
very obliging ally against such
unsuspicion as her son's,

“Of course, it's Jack,” sald he.
“But say, what's the matter, Ma-
tilda?”

“Yes, what's the matter, Ma-
tilda?’ asked Mary, with great
concern,

‘“Ma’'am — ma'am’” - staring

wildly at Mary—"1—I don’t know
ma'am.”

‘“What, have you already
gotten what I told you
Mary!"

‘“Ma~—Mary?"
blankly.

““Where have you put your head
Matilda? Yes-——Mary!—Mary!
Mary! Mary De Peyster—Mrs.
Jack De Peyster—my wedded
wife—whom Jjt cost me four thir-
ty-ning to make my own. Un-
derstand?”’

‘“P-per-perfectly, Mr. Jack.”

Jack moved to the wal]l near
the door, where were several but-
tons,

‘““Mary, I'm going to ring for
Willlam—we’d better take him
into this thing straight off, or he
may stumble on the fget that ex-
tra people are in the house and
call in the police.”

At her crack in the pantry door
Mrs. De Peyster grew even more
‘apprehensive,

i Jack and Mary cooed; Matilda
isat all of @ heap; and presently
William walked in. He came in
with a haughty glower, for he had
supposed the ring to be Matilda’s.
But at sight of Jack and Mary his
face went blayk wih amazement,

for-
about

gasped Matilda

“Why, why, Mr. Jack!"

‘“Hello, William! i8 18 Mrs.
Jack, William. Just married.
We've ccsne to spend the summer
with you.”

“Yes, sir.”

“But on the quiet, William, Un-
derstand? If you leak a word
about our being here—well, 1
know about the heart-throb busi-
ness between you and Matilda, If
you drop one word, I put mother
next to what's doing between you
two. That's all. Good-night.”

Jack turned his back, and
Mary, whose heart went out to
all lovers, delicately turned hers.

“Willlam,” flutjered Matilda,
taking an eager, hesitating step
toward him.

He stared at her haughtily.

“William,"” she cried bewilder-
ed, “‘what {s it?”

“l believe you know what it is,
Miss Simpson,” he replied wither-
ingly, and stalked out under full

; majesty,

“Matilda,” ’spoke wup Jack,
“have you got supper things
started yet In the kitchen?”

“Er-—er—what?" stammered
poor Matilda.

‘“‘Say, see here—what the dick-
ens {s the matter with you?’’ Jack
exploded in exasperation. “You
Just promised to start supper in
the kitchen, and now—""

“Of course—of course,” gulped
Matilda, “I forgot. I'll do it right
away.”

Matilda waa reeling. But she
started for the door of the but-
ler's pantry.

In the darkness of the pantry a
hand fell upon her arm. ‘“Matil-
da,” breathed her mistress’ voice,
and Matilda had enough control
not to cry out, or was too far
gone, Clutching hands, they
went down the winding stairs that
led from the butler's pantry to
the kitchen.

“Oh, ma'am, ma'am!” moaned
Matilda in the darkness.

“Matilda, there s only one

thing to do! We must leave the
house!”

8|  “Oh, mscm yos' This minute,
But where—'

“There's no time to think of
anything now but getting out,”
cried Mrs. Da Peyster with fran-
tic energy. “Slip up, the front
stalrway, Matilda, and get your
hat. And here are my keys. Lock

1.60 |my sitting-room, so they can’t see

any one’s been living in it. You
can manage it without them see-
ing you. And for heaven's aake.
hurry!”

Two minutes later these things
were done, and Matilda, bonneted,
was hurrying forward hand In

the black hallway of the base-
ment,

CHAPTER VI
The Flight.

The two dark figures, with
veils down, each looking a plagi-
arism of the other, slipped out
of the servants’ entrance, thru
the yate of the low iron fence,
so|and arm clutching arm, hastened
eastward to Unlversity place,

At the head of Union square
they caught a roving taxieab,
Thelr next thought, after bare
escape, was necessarily concerned
with shelter, N

“I only just now thought about
ft—but—but please, ma’ am,k did
you happen to llrlng your purle"'

“My purse!” Mrs, De Peyster
gasped. ‘“‘Matilda!”"—in a voice
chilled with dismay-—“I never
thought of my purse until this
moment! There wasn't time! 1|
haven't a cent!”

“And after paying for the cab,
ma'am, I will have only a little

[l‘!ocy:tono full wheat ..........56.600ver fifteen dollars.”

“Matilda!” There was now real
tragedy in Mrs. De Peyster's
voice, “What are we going to
do?”

“It seems to me, ma'am,” ven-
tured Matilda, ‘“‘that a rooming
house or a boarding house would
be cheapest.”

‘A boarding house!” exclaimed
Mrs. De Peyster. ‘“‘But where?”

Matilda remembered and
reached into her slit pocket.

“Yesterday I happened to pick
up the card of a boarding house
in the library-—I've no idea how
it came there. I saved it because
my sister Angelica, who lives in
Syracuse, wrote me to look up a
place where she might stay.”

They exansyied the address
upon the card, and twenty min-
utes later, now cloge upon mid-
night, Matilda was pressing the
bell of a house on the West Side.

"

The door opened slightly. A
voice, female, interrogated Ma-
tilda. Then they were admitted

into a small hall. From this hall
a stairway ascended, and from it
was a view into a small rear par-
lor, where sat a clergyman. The
lady who had admitted them was

the mistress, To her Matilda
made known their desire,
“Excuse me, Mr. Pyecroft,”

she called to the clergyman. “Bo
you and your friend want board
and room,” the landlady repeat-
ed in a drawling tone, yet study-
ing them sharply. When would

you want to come in?"

“Now."

“Tonight!” The penciled eye-
brows lifted in surprise. ‘“And
your baggage?’

“We came to New York with-
out any,” Matilda lied desperate-
ly. “We're—we're going to buy
some things here.”

‘““Naturally, then, you expect to
pay in advance.”

‘““Ah—er—at least a deposit.”

“One room or two?”

“One."” One would come
cheaper.
“This way.” And she swished

up two flights of stairs and into
a bedroom at the back, where she
turned on the light. ‘A very
comfortable room,” she went on.
“Bed and couch; easy chairs;
running hot and cold water. And
for it I'm making a special sum-
mer rate, with board of only $25
a week for two.”

“We’'ll take it,” sald Matllda.

“Very well. Now the deposit
—how much can you pay?”

“Ah—er—say fifteen dollars?”

“Thank you. Good night.” And
with that her large pink-tinted
ladyship made a rustling exit.

Mrs. De Peyster sank over-
come into a chair, drew up her
veil, and gazed about her,

‘“Matilda!’’ she shiveringly
ejaculated. “‘I didn’t know there
was anything like it in the
world!”

“I know, ma’'am,” that it's not
fit for you,” grieved Matilda.
“But—it's better than nothing."”

The next morning there was a
long discussion as to whether
Mrs. De Peyster should go down
to breakfast or have all her meals
gent up. In the end two consid-
erations decided the matter. In
the first place, meals sent to the
room would undoubtedly be
charged extra. In the second, it
was possible that Mrs. De Pey-
ster's remaining in her room
might rouse suspicion.

The dining room was low ceil-
inged and occupied the front
basement and seemed to be ven-
tilated solely through the kitch-
en. Mrs. De Peyster hazily saw
perhaps a dozen people,

Mrs, Gilbert did not give Mus.
De Peyster a second glance. The
other boarders, after their first
scrutiny, hardly looked at hér
again. The effect was as if all
had turned their backs upon her,

Then, in a flash, she under-
stood. They were snubbing her
as a social inferior!

Mrs. De Peyster was beginning
to flame when the clergyman
they had glimpsed the night be-
fore entered. He seated himself
at a small table just beyond Mrs.
De Peyster's and was unfolding
his napkin when his eyes fell
upon Mrs. De Peyster. And then
Mrs. De Peyster saw one of the
oddest changes in the man's face
imaginable. That instant-long
look made her shiver., What was
in this clergyman’s mind?

He was at present without a
charge, as she learned later. It
was understood that he was wait-
ing an almost certain call from a
church in Kansas City.

As Mrs, De Peyster came out
of her room that first Sunday at
supper time, there emerged from
the room in front of hers the
Rev. Mr. Pyecroft. He held out
his hand, and smiled parochially.

“Ah, Miss Thompson"—that
was the name she had given the
landlady—''since we are neigh-
bors we should also be friends.”

Somehow Mrs. De Peyster got
away from him. But thereafter
he spoke to her whenever he
could waylay her in the hallway
or upon the stairs.

Mrs, De Peyster and Matilda
did not speak of money at first;
but Matilda saw eviction in their
landlady’'s penciled eyes, and
without a jword as to her inten-
tion to rs. De Peyster, she
slipped out on the third day, re-
turned minus her two rings, and
handed Mrs. Gilbert ten dollars.

They were secure to the week’s
end. After that—7

But on Thursday, locked in
their room, they spoke of the
matter openly.

As they left the dining room,
Mrs. Gilbert stopped them on the
stairs. She notified Mrs. De Pey-
ster that she would thank them
for another week's pay in advance

“No. 13 Washméton Square”

A Novel-a-Week, by Leroy Scott; Copyright, 1914, by Leroy Scott.
NEXT WEEK, ‘‘MR. PRATT,” BY JOSEPH LINCOLN.

the following day, or their room.

Here was a crisis that had to
be faced at once, Up in their
room they discussed finance, go-
ing over and over their predica-

ment, for two hours. There
seemed no practical solution,
Suddenly Mrs. De Peyster
looked up. “Matilda, I think I
have it."” '
“What is it, ma’am’—with

faintly reviving hope.

“You have the keys to my
house. You slip back there to-
night, find my purse, or bring
something that you might sell.”

“But, ma'am,” quaveringly
protested Matilda. ‘‘Suppose a
policeman should see me!"’

“Nonsense, Matilda! We have
simply got to have money!"

Matilda was beginning to
whimper yieldingly, when a
knock sounded at their door.

“It's the landlady come to
throw us out,” quaked Matilda.

“Open the door,” ordered Mrs.

De Peyster, ‘“and tell her she
shall have her money in the
morning."

Matilda unlocked the door.

There entered the Rev. Mr. Pye-
croft.

“Please leave this instant!”
commanded Mrs. De Peyster,

“It {s not my nature,” he re-
turned, ‘“to go and leave behind
me fellow creatures in distress.”

“Fellow creatures in distress?”
repeated Mrs. De Peyster.

“I was passing,” said he, “and
chanced to overhear you say a
moment since that you simply
had to have money.”

Mrs. De Peyster's face filled
with suspicion. *‘“You have been
listening all the while?”

“Possibly,” said Mr, Pyecroft,
with a bland smile. *“I suppose,
Miss Thompson, you are not
aware how much you look like a
certain great lady, a famous so0-
clal leader? To he explicit, like
Mrs. De Peyster?"”

She sank back, mere jelly with
& human contour. 8o she was
discovered! She rolled her eyes
wildly toward Matilda; Matilda
rolled wild eyes toward her.

“It is really a remarkable like-
ness,”” went on the low voice of
the Rev. Mr. Pyecroft. ‘“I've
seen Mrs. De Peyster, not more
than six yards away; and the
likeness struck me the very mo-
ment I saw you. You could pass
anywhere as Mrs. De Peyster.
That likeness is the foundation of
my proposition.”

Mrs. De Peyster stared at him,
and began to clutch at conscious-
ness. After all, was it possible
that he hadn't recognized her as
Mrs. De Peyster? But if he
hadn’t recognized her, then what
was he driving at?

“Friend,”” the Rev. Pyecroft
remarked, “what's you two la-
dies’ game?”

“Our game?'” Mrs. De Peyster
repeated blankly.

‘“Now, don’t try to come Miss
Innonce over me,” he said easily.
“I sized you two up from the first
minute, and I've been watching
you ever since. What are the
bulls after you for?"

“The—the what?”

““Oh, come — you're dodging
the police, or why the disguise?’’
he queried pleasantly. ‘‘What
are you? Housebreakers—sneak
thieves—confidence game?"

Mrs. De Peyster gaped at him.
“I—I don’t understand.”

‘“It's really a pretty fair front
you're putting up,” he comment-
ed with a dry, indulgent smile.
“But you might as well drop it,
for you see I'm on. But I think
I understand.” He nodded. “You
don’t want to admit anything
until you feel you can trust me.
Well, sisters, you're not the only
people the police are after.
That's why I am temporarily in
the ministry.”

‘“Who are you?”
Mrs. De Peyster.

]
demanded

‘““Well, you don’t hesitate to
ask, do you?’ He laughed,
lightly. “Ever heard of the

American Historical society’s col-
lection of recently discovered let-
ters of a gentleman named Thom-
as Jefferson?”

Mrs. De
liYes.I!

“And perhaps you have heard
that authorities now agree that
said Thomas Jefferson was dead
almost a hundred years when
said letters were penned; and
that he must have been favored
with the assistance of an aman-
uensis of, so to say, the present
generation?”

llYes.l'

“That being the case, you may
have heard of one Thomas Pres-
ton, alleged to be said amanuen-
sig?"’

O(Ye'.il

He put his hand across his
clerical vest, and bowed first to
Mrs. De Peyster, then to Matilda.

“It gives Mr. Preston very
great pleasure to meet you, la-
dies. Only for the present he
humbly petitions to be known as
Mr. Pyecroft.”

Mrs, De Peyster was quite un-
able to speak. So this was the
man Judge Harvey was trying to
hunt down!

Mr, Pyecroft leaned forward.
“But this isn't getting down to
our business. I've got a plan|
that’s more fun than the Jeffer-
son letters, and that will make
us a lot of money, Miss Thomp-

Peyster started.

son. It depends, as I sald, upon
the remarkable coincidence of
your likeness to Mis. De Pey-

ster.”

“Yes?"” Mrs. De Peyster man-
aged to say.

“You've heard of her, of
course; stiffest swell of the lot,”
went on the young gentleman
rapidly., “She’s in I}urope/now.

and the papers say she won't -be
back until the very end of sum-
mer. You need money, 1 heard
you say. Well, I'll stake you till
Mrs, De Peyster comes back.”

“Stake me?” breathed Mrs. De
Peyster,

“Yes. Give you, both of you,
what money you need.”

“And-—and when—Mrs.
Peyster comes back?”

De

Young Mr. Pyecroft chortled
with delight.
“Say, this scheme’s the best

ever! The day we learn Mrs. De
Peyster has landed, we dress you
up as a top-notcher—gad, but we
can make you look the part!—
we put you in a swell carriage,
with her coat of arms painted on
{t—and you go around to Tif-
fany's and all the other swell
shops where in the meantime I'll
have learned Mrs. De Peyster has
charge accounts, You select the
most valuable articles in the
shop, and then in the most cas-
ual, dignified manner—I can
coach you on how to put on the
dignity—you remark, ‘Charge to
my account, and I'll just take it
along with me." And off you go,
with a diamond necklace under
your arm. And same thing at
all the shops. Then we duck be-
fore the thing breaks, and divide
the fruits of our industry and
superior intelligence, as the econ-
omists say. Isn't that one great
little game?”’

Mrs. De Peyster stared at his
face, grinning like an elated gar-
goyle; herself utterly limp, her
every nerve a filament of icy hor-
ror.

‘“Well, what do you say?”
prompted Mr., Pyecroft.
“]—can't—can't do it,”” she

gulped out,

“Can't do {t!"” He stared at
her, amazed. ‘Say, do you real-
fze what you’re passing up?”

“I can't do it,”’ repeated Mrs.
De- Peyster.

He stood up, smiling again. I
won't argue with you. You'll
come in, all right,” he continued
confidently, ‘““for you need money
and I'm the party that can sup-
ply you, Now, think the matter
over, girls. I'll be back in half
an hour. So long for the pres-
ent.”

The door closed
Mrs. De Peyster
after him.

“Matilda, we've got to leave!
And leave before he comes
back!"

“Of course, ma'am,’” cried Ma-
tilda. And then: “But—but the
money?”” Matilda had handled
Mrs. De Peyster's petty cash ae-
count for twenty years, and her
business it had been to think of
petty practicalities, ‘“We've only
got 23 cents left, and we can't
possibly get any more soon, and
no one will take us in without
money or baggage. Don’t you
gsee? We can’'t stay here, and we
can't go any place else.”

The two gazed at each other,
Then suddenly Mrs. De Peyster

behind him.
gazed wildly

leaned forward, with desperate
decision.

‘“Matilda, we shall go back
home!"

“Go home, ma'am!" eried Ma-
tilda.
“There’s nothing else we can

do. I'tl slip into wmy sitting
room, lock the door, and live
there quietly—and Jack will

never know I'm in the house.”
Five minutes later the two
twin figures of somberness, their
veils down, stole stealthily down
the stairs and out into the night.

CHAPTER VIIL.
Home Again,

Home again!

Cautiously they ecrept through
the basement hallway. One more
flight, then peace, security,

And then, suddenly, the ser-
vants’' bell burst into ringing,

“Matilda — what's that?”
breathed Mrs, De Peyster,

“M-—maybe the police saw us
come in,”” breathed Matilda.

Discarding caution, they
plunged frantically and noisily
up the stairs; until from out of
the overhead blackness descend-
ed a voice:

“Stop! Or I'll shoot!”

It was Jack's voice.

They clung to each other,
wordless. They heard his feet
begin determinedly to descend.
Mrs. De Peyster loosed her grip
on Matilda's arm and vanished
noselessly downward.

“It's only me, Mr. Jack,” trem-
bled Matilda.

“But where the deuce have you
been?” exclaimed Jack, coming
to her side.

Mary had also hurried down to
her. ‘‘Matilda, the way you ran
away from us!”

“l got a—-er-—sudden message.
There was no time —

“Never mind about explaining
now,” inerrupted Jack. “Go
down and stop that racket before
they break in the doors. You're
just the person to do {it; house-
keeper, caretaker.”

(Continued in Our Next Issue.)
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