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tho morning.”’ (mamma’s eagerness frightened him. Db’ . s - |

I'm sure he could see her shake as soon |
. as he appeared. I'm sure he saw her |
'nudge me. But that wouldn't bave seri- | 2

ously mattered if he hadn't found me | -

Ol lifted her head lazily in a chal-
lenging way and with a purring laugh.
“Upon my werd, fancy,” said
with an English accent as Anne looked
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bad commented upon the change in
Donald Sefain.  He was no longer the
voluntary recluse, a man parading his
vices, cager to be judged by them alone.
He bad learned to believe in his possi-
bilitics. His fettered nature, feeding on
all that was rotten, bad risen like a
dazed, hungry thing followiug an in-
stinet for better food and freedom. Am-
bition, a rebellious prisoner always, had
revived in him after ho had striven to

crucify it. It called to him in the long
nights, in his lonely walks, and its
voles was somehow Anne's:

“What bave you done with your
life?”’

The assertion of his best instinets had
left their marks upon the outer man.
His antagonism and gloom had almost
vanished ; so had his untidiness and air
of general dissoluteness. He carried
himself better, his clothes were better,
wud they were worn as if he respected
them and himself.

As his habits mended and his work
steadily improved David Tewmple treated
him as a worker whom he prized. A
closer degree of intimacy between the
two men seemed impossible. They saw
each other scldom, save in the office.
But Anne was the friend of both.

David visited her less often than in
the summer, his engagements were so
many, but every hour he could spare
was spent in her pretty, out of the way
rooms. Ilelet the social mask fall when
with her as with no one else. Any one
sceing him pacing up and down her
room, a privileged cigarette between his
fingers, as he indulged in brilliant non-
sensey laughing like a boy when he
pull_ea' her pet theories to bits as if he
blew away loose rose petals, would
scarcely have known him.

Anne loved these hours with him,
and her happiness went with her, ab-
sorbing her thoughts to the detriment
of the art so dear to her. The pen lay
dry upon the sheets of her novel. She
no longer struggled against the passion-
ato effacement of self in another’s be-
ing. She did not torment her heart by
looking for a growing love in David’s
eyes. She was content to drift. It was
evident to all he was very fond of her.
He sought her familiarly. She knew
nothing of his life beyond the small
horizon of herown, and, feeling an an-
ticipative joy which seemed to melt her
future with his, she was content. -

Dr. Ericsson had much to engross him
aud keep him away. The wild winter
weather had brought the usual illnesses,
and the Waverly place house was in
chaos, preparing for the arrival of his
wife and daughter after an abseuce of
eight years.

Anne had plenty of leisure, and she
gave much of it to Donald Sefain. Be-
tween them they made some of those
winter nights idyls of joy for little Joe
Evans. He was very ill. Giving way
to rest after inured hardship seemed
like - giving way to grief, and his weak
body collapsed.

He was in Donald’s home, a trio of
emall rooms in a street a short distance
from The Citizen. They were cheap
apartments, but hopefully clean, presid-
ed over by a ‘‘lone’’ woman, Mrs. Mal-
ligan, who lived on the floor beneath.

Anne often went home with Donald
in the quick winter dusks, and, step-
ping from the hall into the firelight,
she would feel as if summer had come
across the snow and kissed her. The
room was always sweet smelling from a
bunch of flowers, the kettle always
singing, the lamp shaded.

‘“Ah, Joe, dear, if yez had seen me
whin I was young!’’ she had surprised
Mrs. Mulligan saying once as she knit-
ted beside the pillowed chair where J
reclined, pale from the languor of x
healthy sleep. ‘‘There was a sight for
ye! The girls of today with their
crotched in bodies and white cheeks
stuck to the bone—what are they? Ab,
avick, girls were different in moy toime!
Why, I shtud 14 stone, weighed in me
stockings. Me hair shtud out loike
eaves on both soides of me head, glan-
na, 'twas so thick. As fer me ch 4
she added in climactic triumph, ‘‘they
shtuck out loike apples and were that
red ye cud bleed them with a shtraw.’’

On nights like these. Donald’s nature
seemed to expand and exult. He sur-
prised Anne by his humor, his mocking

ograce as host, his boyish play with Joe,
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Bending over the decayi: ¢, he had
i playead for thang.’r

wha adored him. Sometimes when he
read aloud after dinner and Mrs. Mul-
ligan sat motionless as a sphinx save
for the darting needles, Anne knelt on
the floor, her arms around the boy. His
feverish mouth would creep close to
her ear and he would tell her how he
loved Mr. Sefain and how he was never
to go back to the mines, never. Anne
would assure bhim of this while holding
him to ber and kissing him in a little
storm of love, and then her eyes wounld
rove over him, his hands with no more
substance than claws, dry and hot, his
hungry eyes seeming to hold life like a
picture before them in an endeavor to
see all quickly before the short day
ended. ’

It was Donald who showed Anne
:9:ne of the singular sides of the city’s

11e.

During this season of pure frost when
the electric wires spanning the city
were turned into glacial ribbons and
the noise of traffic on the frozen ground
was like the clamor from braes, she
often found herself treading the narrow,
uphill streets in the lower quarter of
the city to see some marvelous **find’’
of his.

Once it was an old Russian'musician,
a political exile. The room they found
bhim in was wretched, but in a corner
stood a samovar of copper fit for a
prince’s table. This and the Amati on
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them wild and terrible music, which
awoke strange fancies. It scemed to
whisper of a spirit haunting a familiar
but empty house, where moonlight
streamed through the bare wiggows; it
shrieked of shipwreck, mumbdled of
witches dancing in a haggard dawn,
prayed for life wiile the block and the
headsman  waited. The unsyllabled
desolation of tho exile’s life, it had
haunted her for days.

Although working in the oflico of a
world known newspaper, she had never

' scen the wonders of the mechanism used

in its construction until one midnight
Donald took her down to the pressroom.
There was a weighty but soundless vi-
bration as she went down the stone
stairs, but when the iron door was
pushed back the mnoise was so tremen-
dous it leaped out like a bar and struck
her. A gust of air accompanied it which
seemed to suck her down the ladderlike
stairway against her will until, dazzled
and bewildered, she stood on a little
bridge overlooking a platean of steel
that leaped and shivered in gigantic
sockets. Bare chested men like sweat-
ing pygmies stood between the big ma-
chines, and above them, a monster of
many jaws, the roaring presses snapped
up the paper. On the first page there
was a portrait of a murderer, and this
was repeated all over the gaslit space.
On every side the sinister visage with
eyes turned obliquely toward her came
riding into view, and the glittering
clamps seized it, seemed to crush it fu-
riously until, like the stone Sisyphus,
rolled, it appeared again, and the task
was incessantly continued.

It was Donald who showed her the
underground restaurants where the
newspaper ‘‘hacks’’ plunged in the ear-
ly morning hours for coffee that was
like a fluid blessing. She went with
him to all sorts of queer and storied
nooks. Once they had tea in a place
known only to a few privileged scrib-
blers. This was in a sort of cul de sao,
s swinging lamp lignting the way up
the long alley. Separated from the noise
of the town and waited upon by a genial
French host and his wife, they had
seemed in Paris, for the secretive niche
in the crowded street might have strayed

from one of Hugo’s storjes and #ettled,
out of countenance, in a commercial at-
mosphere.

Together they went to well known
studios where all was harmony and
beauty—idols sombrously contempla-
tive, medieeval windows, wood carving
from India and rugs from Damascus,
She had watched the last touches put to
a landscape, had seen a sculptor make
lips of clay smile as if he had called life
there.

Donald had taken her behind the
gcenes of a theater, and she had watched
the progress of a play from the wings,
had gazed with critical eyes and a sense
of illusions lost at the mechanism of
what had so often enchanted her—exits,
entrances, cues and prompter’s book.

And they had read much together—
the exquisite prose of Huysmans and
Mallarme, Kipling’s crushing phrases
painting the arid glitter of India,
“‘Tess,’’ bare armed and fawn eyed, lov-
ing tragically in a setting of clover and
dawn mists; the fatalismm of the ‘‘Ru-
baiyat’’ and the wholesome cynicism of
Thackeray.

They shared all together as comrades
and confidants. The boy in Donald and
the piquant schoolgirl only masked in
the woman clasped hands and laughed,

CHAPTER IX.

One morning late in January Anre
opened the sheets of The Citizen anll
saw this item among the shipping news:

‘“‘Among the passengers on the Teu-
tonic, which arrived in port last night,
were Mrs. Lansius Ericsson and Miss
Olga Ericsson. The latter ig the latest
of our young countrywomen to return
to America with a London reputation
for beauty.”’

Five days later Anne stepped from the
raw afternoon into Dr. Ericsson’s house.
Her aunt had been in charge but a little
while, yet the old house under her reign
possessed what Anne felt it never could
have had without her. A maid who
was inoffensive of voice and light of
step took up her card, an open fire in-
vited her, the aromatioc odor of green
things growing in a winter room filled
the air, the light was toned to a pale
yellow, as if a sunset had happened pre-
maturely. It was evident Mrs. Ericsson
bad a genius for sclecting tho saliens
requisites of an inviting home.

*‘Anne Garrick, ’’ said a languid voioe
behind her, ‘“how d’youn do?”’

She turned to face the aunt she but
faintly remembered, a small, nervous
woman, pale haired, anxious eyed, so
restless she seemed like one half paus-
ing in a hurry before continuing the
pursuit of something.

She gave Anne her pale cheek to kiss
and exclaimed :

““How like your father. You're a
Garrick. You are not a Gerard.’’

The inflection was disapproving.
Anne felt guilty for not looking like
her mother. She commenced an apology
for not having called before, but with
amazing irrelevancy Mrs. Ericsson dart-
ed for the door.

*‘Olga is up stairs. Come up. We’ve
been waiting lunch for you for 15 min-
utes. It's all right, only with us every
moment is of such impartance. All the
morning Olga has been trying on hats.’’

She turned at the top of the stairs,
looking like a distracted sparrow.

‘“‘She won’t have a hat without a
brim. Did you ever hear anything like
it? Felice came all the way from Madi-
son avenue with ten hats, all close fit-
ting, and we begged her to try one. She
wouldn’t, not if I went on my knees.
Olga can be so set. Try and talk her
over to a toque. It’s simply madness to
insist on a brim when nobody is wear-
ing one.”

Again Anne felt like a culprit. The
felt and feather creation on her head
had a brim. Useless to expect to find
favor in her aunt’s eyes, since, looking
Li:e her father, she came wearing a big

t.

‘‘Here’s Anne Garrick at last.”” And
Mrs. Ericsson entered a big bay win-
dowed room as inviting as fluted swiss
curtains and paie green appointments
could make it.

A young woman was beside a win-
dow, a manicure set spread out on a
small table beforb her, and she was ex-
amining a pink nail, much as a jeweler
does the springs of a watch.

‘‘You dear thing! How are you?'’ she
said, going to meet Anne, and they
kissed each other.

*Let me look at you, Olga,’ said
Anne, turning her to the light. “‘I've
heard you are beautifal. Mr. Tinkle.

i Paris had called her.
| heavy note in her coloring. The blond
; brilliancy of some Swedish ancestor
ilived again in her, some ‘‘flower of
northern snows,’’ and with it the deli-
| cate American features of her mother.
| Sho was of average height, and though
I slight her body had a delicate robust-
ness. She wore a white flannel robe
loosely belted, and her hair hung in a
plait to her waist.

““You don’t mind my going to the ta-
| ble this way? I am lazy, but we are en
i famille,”’ sho said, strolling into tho
hall. ‘‘Mamma hates me to do it, but I
simply cannot dress for lunch. I'm as
stiff as a German cavalryman all the
afternoon and night. I must haova a lit-
tle freedom.”’

In the dining room they found Dr.
Ericsson. He drew Anne to him and
gave her a bearlike hug.

*‘Is this your debut as a family man?"’
she asked.

‘‘No, my second appearance. I'm get-
ting used to the limelight. I met David
Temple coming up town last night and
prevailed on him to dine with us.”’

‘‘What a charming man he is,’” ex-
claimed Mrs. Ericsson, and from the
commencement of the meal, with short
intervals of rest, Anne was put through
g‘ catechism by her aunt abous David

emple. Her tongue played between
her lips restlessly, while David’s posi-
tion, money, character and possible at-
tachments were inquired after minutely
and with an appraiser’s air. When the
cross examination was finished, Anne
had a feeling that David bad been tick-
eted and put away with other ticketed
matrimonial possibilities.

The pauses in this research were filled
ju by a recital of Olga’'s past and com-
ing triumphs, what she must and must
not do, who was worth her knowing
and who was not.

Anne was glad to get back to the
green and white room, the door closed,
and only Olga there, looking at her
with amused eyes.

“‘Look here, Anne, isn’t she harrow-
§ig? Do yom wonder how I stand it?
Yhere ought to be a law for the suppres-
vion of uncongenial relations. Mamma
is really impossible.’’

She flung herself into a rocker and
took one foot into the embrace of her
hand. Sgddenly she burst out langhing.

‘‘Anne Garrick, you've a very express-
ive face. You don’t envy me, although
I'm a beauty and the only daughter of
an adoring mother."’

She took a thin cigarette from a sil-
ver box on the table.

‘“‘Have one? You don't smoke? You
don't know what a comfort it is.'’

‘‘But doesn’t your mother object?'’
asked Anne, making herself comfortable
among a heap of cushions.

““Of course. What doesn't she object
to? Shedeesn’t want me to eat potatoes
lest they make me fat nor to take cold

ths, because they make me blue. She

bs my nose bard every night, because
one little pink vein—see it—shows.
She almost cries when I do my hair
bigh and takes to her bed if I insist on
more than one cup of coffee. I am not
allowed to spend a penny as I please
nor to have an original idea about a
gown or hat. In fact, I'm my mother’'s
stock in hand, which she is always pol-

She took a thin cigarctte { rom a silver box

on the table. 4
ishing, preserving, eying. It's very try-
ing. Shall I tell yon how I manage to
endure this continual censorship mixed
with servile worship—for mamma does
adore me? A pioneer never regarded a
finished cabin, every stick of which had
been laid by his own hands, with more
satisfaction than she docs me. She does
not seem to give papa any share in my
being at all.”’

“I think I know what your tactics
are,’’ said Anne, sorutinizing her good
humoredly. ‘‘You're very soft and
white. You seem to move in an atmos-
phere of amiability, but I have not for-
gotten your early propensity for sticking
pins nor the educated way your little
nails oould scratch. You could scratch
still, Olga, if that were necessary, but
you have found a surer way of gaining
your way."’

‘“You’ve hit it. What’s the use of
continual dispute? Why worry this one
little life out of yourself? You want
your own way—take it. Be attentive to
all the rules laid down for your con-
duct, then ignore them and smile.
When you'ye found out and reproaches
are showered on you, think of some-
thing else or go to sleep.’’

She lit another cigarette with a ru-
minative expression and clasped her
hands bebind her head. The look in her
eyes was like that of a mild baby trying
to diagnose a sunbeam.

‘‘Really, you know, if mamma would
only rest her tired little body and head
and leave me to myself she'd be very
wise. She has nothing to fear from me.
I know what’s expected of me. We're
poor; worse, we're in Jebt. She lives
in perpetual dread of my marrying a
poor man. Could anything be more ab-
surd? Nothing in the world will ever
be as dear to me as my personal com-
fort. For a girl to go into business life
as you have done, making ber own
way, working, struggling, is beyond my
understanding. Some one must always
support me, Anne, and support me
well.””

*‘I wonder you came back to America
without a title or at least a fortune.”’

I could have married money several
times, and a lot of it,” said Olga, ‘“‘but
unfortunately I distinctly disliked the
men. It wouldn’t do to a man
you couldn’t for the life of you be civil
to. Would it?"”

*‘Ob, I don't know! Aren’t you over-
sensitive?’’

The laughter in Anne’s tone did not
distyrb Olga. She pursed out her lips
and nodded.

4

There was not a |

with a bit of needlework, practicing the
Madonna gaze, taking only one glass of
{ champagne at dinners and declinipg
| cigarettes with a shy, reproachfaul
glance. He used to tell me I was his
ideal, that it seemed profane to love
me, that nature knew what she was
about when she fashioned me like an
angel, etc. One day he walked into
Morley’s, where I was having my por-
trait domne, and found me with Mrs.
Sutton Vane, a little monkey of a wom-
an with a fast manner, and whom he
particularly detested. We had a bet on
as to which could blow the roundest
rings of smoke. I, his Madonna, his an-
gel, his snow flower, won, while he, un-
seen by me, watched. Sudden business
called him away next day, business so
absorbing he never came back. Mamima
has sat up nights with her finger to her
forehead wondering why. Iam all blank
amazement when the subject is broach-
ed. And bere endeth the romance of
Lord Valentine Dunwearthy. It went
up in smoke.”’

“You weren’t a bit in love with
him?”’

““‘In love? No. I neverlovedanything
but this. Listen!”’

She went to the mirror and looked
into it steadily for a moment, then
turned to Anmne, her whole expression
changed. The laziness of glance van-
ished. Sho flung up her head and
laughed joyously. To Anne’s amaze the
lines from ‘‘The Merchant of Venice”
where Portia decides to masquerade as
a man left her lips, at first tenderly,
with half hidden laughter, as a school-
girl contides a secret, then with assur-
ance, a pretty swagger, delighted an-
ticipation.

Anne listened in wonder. The room
seemed to fade, the clatter from the
street became unreal, and it was not
Olga who stood before her. It was Por-
tia glittering in queenliness and coquet-
ry, the perfume of an Italian garden
coming in with the sunset, a minstrel
lounging near her, swords distantly
clanking as waiting gallants moved.
Her voice had power and sweetness.
Her awakened face sparkled changeful-
ly. She seemed possessed of a soul with
wings struggling to be free.

When the last word was spoken, she
sank down by Anne's side and seized
her hand.

‘“You liked it. I see you did.”

““Ob, where have you bad the
chance’’—

“Didn’t you know they went wild in
London society over my Constance in
‘The Love Chase? I played it at a
dozen houses for various charities. Ob,
the stage! That would make poverty
endurable. The life calls me, Anne. I
know its disadvantages, no one better,
but it’s a rare lot when you feel your
fitness for it. I'll never do more than
dabble with it for amusement, but if I
could — if I'd been free to do as I
~pleased, the world would have heard of
me. Here’s mamma,’’ she broke off, the
light leaving her face. ‘‘She's coming
with hot milk to give me a fuce bath.
By the way, she loathes acting, even
my amateur work, but I've already
made arrangements with Mrs. Oswald
Morse to do Kate Hardcastle at Tuxedo
for the Working Girls’ library fund.
She’d bavo palpitation of the heart if
she knew it. 1'll tell her the day be-
fore.”’

Anne left ber in bher mother's hands
over a basin of steaming milk. The
meeting had left a unique and emphatio
impression on Anne.

‘*A woman with a thistle down con-
science, a woman to pick the plums
from life with soft, businesslike fingers
and an indifferent air, 5 feet 5 of radiant
eelfishness—that’s my cousin Olga,”’
she thought as she went down the
street, ‘‘but I like her.”

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

. Spares.
A pathetic story of
fact is told by an ex-

Confederate soldier
of one dark night
on the skirmish line
during the »iar. When on the instant that
his musket :vas aimed to kill a Union pick-
gt the latt¢’, suddenmly inspired with a
sense of hy. own defenceless condition,
began to sir4: those beautiful words: *‘ Cov-
er my defe./>cless head with the shadow
of thy wing”’ The Confederate withheld
his hand. ™e could not fire. The picket’s
life was saw.d.

Death s’ etimes s s the one who

seems mai. d to be his victim. Let no
one despa 4 even in the darkest hour.
Many a m® who seemed picked out for
death by cfisumption has found respite
and safe rough the use of that wonder-
ful * Goldg1 Medical Discovery,” which

Dr. R. V. P@rce, of Buffalo, N. Y. invented
thirty year} ago, and which has brought
new life : hope to almost countless
thousands 3f men and women.

Every d# brings a multitude of letters
to Dr. Piejge, telling tefully what his
medicines fnd his advice have done to
restore heflth and happiness to homes
where hitigerto sickness and misery had
reigned sujreme,

A gentlemgn living in Stillwater, Washi
Fount 3 MiJrnem.xlr. C. J. McNaney, wm
‘In the l&‘ing of 1884, I 'was taken ill with
consumptiod, and after trying everything I
could hear of and doctoring all summer my

hysician sdid I had consumption, and that my
eft lung wads nearly gone, and that I could live
but a short time. "About twelve bottles of Dr.
Pierce’s Gollen Medical D brought me
out all rifhi. and I cured myself of two more
attacks of ti:e same trouble. Tam satisfied that
the *Golder Medical * will cure cou-
mp‘;\on i u'ke::h in tin::de.ﬁ I tg;midm- it the

edicine in the worl r discases
which it is recommended.” -
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Caveats, and Trade-Marks obtain
ent business conducted for Iloder:'ll;?e‘::.l —
meur Office is Opposite U. S. Patent Office,
Wwe can secure patent in less

scmote from Washington.

Send model, drawing or photo., with descrip-
tion. We advise, if suemnble or not, free of
ehu%e Our fee not due till patent is secured.
.:m .aga nc‘t.us'nl.g?' ':o Obta us Patents,” with

ents in your State,

town, sent free. Addmu.’ ——

C;A.SNOW & CO.

Patent Ofics, Washingten, D. C.

‘“ JANTED—Several trustworthy rsous In
this State to manage our bn-lnpo:c in their
own and nearby counties. It is main)
work conducted at home. Salary -tnlgh{ww Y
a year and expenses—definito, bonafide, no more,
DO less salary, Monthly $75. References. En
ddressed stamped envelope, Herbert &

time thea those

ofllce

Hess, Prest., Dept. M, Chicago.

Staple

In the city, anc

fair prices and

CASH PAID

And all kind of Marketable Produce.
WIE MEAN JUST WIIAT

: Fancy Groceries

1 the constant endeavor is to maintain the rep-

utation this house has always vnjnyml for quality of geods,

promptness in filling orders.

BUTTR ma EGGS

FOR

WIE SAY.

Store.

| * DRUGGIST * |
426 Talcott Block, Main Street, Olympia.

PRESGRIPTIONS CAREFULLY COMPOUNDED

The leading Proprictory Medicines, Per-
fumery, Oils, Dye Stuffs, and all the arti-
cles usually kept in a well appointed Drug
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w Is equal to any of the high
5 priced brands.
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§ s & BAKING POWDER
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28 Cents a Package.

odWl6F & FlIBU.

CORNER FOURTH AND MAIN STREETS,

business,
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wWISHING TO....

REDUCE STOCK

Groceries, Flour, Feed, &c.

Before making intended improvements in my place of

ALL Goobs BouGHT FOR (ASH.

....EVERY ARTICLE GUARANTEED....

————— oF _

I will for a short time give liberal discounts on

JOHN BYRNE,

418 FOURTH MSTREET.

VAT NV v

J. E. CONNOLLY,

bonn

Corner

F. CHAMBERS.

olly & Chambers,

Fourth and Main Sts.

FULL LINE OF MEATS FOR THE

WHOLESALE 2 RETAIL TRADE.

We solicit a share of your trade and will strive to please.

2 Monunes

Scotch and American Granite Monuments.

Fourth and Jefferson Streets, -

OLYMPIA MARBLE WORKS

« R. DEVER, Proprietor.

Tompstones, Aeadstones

Mantles, Grates & Tiling.

] Call on or write to us for
designs and prices.

Olympia, Wash,

Would be
faction.
price

O. R.
JEWELER

211 Fourth Street, - - -

Simenson,

Olympia, Wash.

pleased to do your Watch Repairing and guarantee satis-
Eyes tested free, and Glasses fitted correctiy at & moderate

Main Street,

¢ STATIONERY. %

31333333332 IDOcEEEEEESE Eee !"

M. O'CONNOR

- Olympia.

—.... MANUFHCTURERS OF THE e

""OLYMPIAN STANDARD” |

* AND EXPORT *

LAGER BEEKR.

YOUR PATRONAGE IS SOLICITED.

MARK W. JONES

DEALER IN

STOVES avo TINW ARE.

424 Fourth Street, Olympla. Washington,

PLUMBING, STEAM and GAS
Fitting, Roofing, Lining, Ete.

Repairing Neatly Done and l’romptly Attended To.

FROXKXID AT

PHOTOGRAPHNY

All styles and Grades
From $2.00 up.

Also a specialty___

Pastel & Crayon Enlargements

IDA. B. SMITH'S STUDIO,

0

9.

4

ER €

520 Main Street,

R ICEI T

Olympia, Wash.

o, T,

PIONEER IRON WORKS

S. G. LISTER, Proprietor.

MARINE &

MANUFACTURER OF

STATIONARY ENCINES

MILL MACHINERY, BRASS AND IRON iCASTINGS.

Logging car equipments of all kinds.
A specialty of concaved tram wheels.
Highest market price paid for old cast
iron scrap, brass and copper.

o

attention.
322 Third Street. _ ...omauELYy

Wrought Ironn Work

Repair work given prompt and careful
Prices moderate.

HOURS
OUT OF

®

24

You Sleep In an Alr
ThatCures . . . .

o
3
S
§ Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, Grip,

Throat and Lung Troubles.

THE PILLOW-INHALER

is a pillow so constructed and socharged

that it throws off a vapor during all the
night. With every breath taken intothe
body it directly applies to the inflamed
air-passages of the head, throat and lungs
a thoroughly disinfected and pro?‘er y
medica!eg air to soothe and cure them.
THE ONLY KNOWN MEANS FOR
LONG-CONTINUED INHALATION.

It has cured thousands of stubborn
cases after all other remedies had failed.

Send for free descriptive pamphletand
testimonials ; and kindly be sure tomen-
tion this paper.

PILLOW-INHALER CO,,

31 Corcoran Building, Washington,
. C., or 1409 Chestnut Street,
Philadelphia, Pa.

9
JOB PRINTING gXittiko

At the office of WASHINGTON STANDABD.

50 YEARS'’
EXPERIENCE

Traot Marxs
DEsSIGNS
COPYRIGHTS &C.

nyone sending a sketch and description may
mﬁet’l{ ascertain our opinion free whether an

invention is probably table. Communica-
tions strictly conMonMandbook on Patents
sent free. Oldest -gency for securing cr:unu.
Patents taken t rouah Munn & recelve
special notice, without charge, in the

nfific_American.

Aol st oo
of an en X N
'ﬁn :of?mr molymu. SL Bo{?l by all newsdealers.

N §.Co,zo e New York

A.P. FITCH,

AvtorNey-AT-Law.

RACTICE in &all
Otfices.

Courts and U. S, Land

Rooms 6 AND T CHILBERG BLOCK.
OLYMPIA, - W asH.

Press Clippings Bureau.
SPOKANE, WASH.

I)EADS all Northwestern Newspapers for Aue
L thors, Lectarers. State and National O
cials, Financiers aud Business Men,

References: Old National and] Traders’ Na
tional Baunks.
Sept. 18, 1897, 1
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