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CHAPTER XIV.

Seven months had passed between |
David’s marriage in April and the fog-
gy afternoon when he and Olga with |
some other hundred souls arrived in |
New York on board the Lucania.

Dr. Ericsson was at the wharf to
micet them. They were to dine that
night en famille at the old house in
Waverly place.

“‘Anne can’t be with us,”’ said the
old man regretfully as the carriage took
them up Broadway. ‘‘Her old home in
the country is without a tenant at pres-
ent, and she’s taking a rest there, She's
been working too hard, too steadily,
nisht and day.”’

**She’s a fool,” said Olga from her
corner, where she sat wrapped in furs
to the nose. “‘She’ll be used up in five
years.”’

David felt his heart grow warm at
the mention of Axne’s name. The old
life would be delightful again. He had
1ost many ideals during the long honey-
moon and now longed for werk, the
rush of The Citizen’s rocms, where dis-
cussions on life’s verities shot to and fro
like a weaver's shuttle. He longed for a
sight of Anne at her corner desk with
bent profile or cheek resting in her
hand. His marriage should not alter the
friendsbip which bad been in its way
more satisfying, as it surely was rarer,
than love. A comrade of a pretty, clever
woman was the best gift a man could
have in life. And he knew Anne would
be glad to have him back. She had
micsed him, for she chose few friends,
and none had been to her like him.

“‘Tell me about Anne,’’ he said eager-
ly, while he gazed with pleasure at the
familiar street scenes framed in the car-
riage windows. ‘‘She’s well, isn’t she?”’

*‘Ob, yes, indeed !’ said Dr. Ericsson,
with a bright smile. ‘‘Why shouldn’t
she be? If, as they say, a woman thrives
on admiration, she’s had quite enough
to turn that dark tressed head of hers.
You know about her book.’’

““No. Is it finished? You don’t mean
she’s had her book published? She did
not write that bit of news. I call it sly
of ber.””

‘‘Perhaps she doubted its merit, its
reception. She doubts no longer. There
are plenty of books chucked at the pub-
lic, but seldom one like hers. Every-
body is recommending it to everybody
clge.”

““This is great mews. Do you hear,
Olga?”’

But Olga was asleep.

“‘Morgan did a good thing for himself
when he got her for The Planet, didn’t
he?’’ asked Dr. Ericsson. ‘‘You'll miss
her on The Citizen.’’

‘“What do you mean?’’ asked David.
“I don’t know what you're talking
about.”’

“‘But you knew Anne was no longer
with The Citizen.”’

“No, I didn't.”

““‘She wrote you ten days—two weeks
.80'"

*I didn’t get the letter, then.’’ And
David sat back, making no effort to hide
his disappointment.

After learning the particulars he was
silent. He could not realize Anne was
gone, and with her to a great exteat the
influence in his life he desired and loved
in the purest sense. He longed to see her
again that night. There was much he
wanted to talk to herabout. He wanted
her to come down a room and welcome
him. He wanted to hear her bright ac-
count of the multitude of incidents
which had happened during the months
he had been away. She had a pretty
trick when talking of bringing her fist
down upon her knee in the most gentle
way that had always reminded him of
a flower striking its head against a wall
~—he wanted to see that, and her uplift-
ed face, and to hear her quick laugh. |
He had felt a similar but less intricate
craving for a chum at school after the
division of the holidays.

The feeling strengthened during the
night, and long after Olga had gone to
her first land sleep on a bed that didn’t
wabble he found himself treading the
stairs leading to The Citizen offices. It
was close upon midnight. He had not
been expeoted wuntil morning, and his
coming made a sensation. In a twin-
kling he was in the midst of the old
life, finding at that unexpected moment
a score of questions to decide and the
usual turmoil singing in the air. He
flung himself into the work, his disap-
pointment about Anne almost forgotten
in the earnestness of the hour.

But in the early morning, with the
wet, first copy of the paper in his hand,
he stood before her deserted desk. A
sense of loss crept coldly over him.
Would he never see her sitting there
again?

CHAPTER XV.

The old Temple mansion on lower
Fifth avenue seemed to wink surprise
from its windows at the changes which
bad taken place within its walls for
months before and weeks after its mas-
ter’s return. Staircases had been revers-
ed, rooms halved or multiplied, win-
dows made over and the furniture of
many generations removed to make
room for the treasures Olga had brought
with her from Europe.

When completed at Christmas time,
it was as beautiful as rare rugs, china
and genuine antiquities could make it.

Since her earliest memory Olga had
never been given a penny to spend
without the accompaniment of a cau-
tion to use it to the best advantage, as
there were few to follow. Later her in-
satiable need of luxuries beyond her
reach had been gratified by the mount-
ing up of bills, but the unpleasantness
of debt had followed and eaten half the
pleasure. As David Temple’s wife she
found herself for the first time able to
oommand money, and she spent it.
Luxuries became needs, fashionable ri-
valries troubled her, and she lay awake
devising competitive extravagances. It
was her ambition to be not only the
beauty of her set, but a famous beauty
and the most talked of woman of her
time. Celebrated belles of the past had
found a place in history either by their
splendid gallantries, wit or by the orig-
inality of their caprices.

The age she lived in did not view the
first with the palliative wink belonging
to the days of Charles II and Louis XV,
the second was beyond her; but a
startling outlay of money by a beauty
of gaod position could create a heroine
in this money worshiping time.

‘““‘You are splendid,’’ Smedley Joyce
gaid to her, surveying her with monocle
held up. “‘You need splendor. You’re
the very one to set the pace jn society.
We have no social successes here worth
mentioning unless I except myself. But
you can become leader and attract ri-
vals. That sort of thing gives verve to
society. The day will come when Amer-

- .

| young, rich and a capital actress.
i your gifts well, startle by your original-

! ican socicty will not be tho vapid thing
(it is now, and even self complacent,
| nontraveled France will at least have

heard our names. You are beautiful,
Use

ities, make a feature of the drama in
the drawing room, spend all the money
you can command in a way that will
creato notico—do these things, and you
will be a success.”’

Ulga laid the lesson to heart. Her
country house on the sound, purchased
from a fallen millionaire, soon outdid
in cost and display her town house. Her
next craze was for horses, and shoe had
stables built with stalls of oak and trim-
mings of copper. A chioc Mario Antoi-
nette boudoir on the upper floor was the
most bizarre touch, and a small musicale
given there attracted the reporters of
society gossip.

She produced at her own house an old
comedy of sufficient frankness to create
a sensation among her familiars and
make the curious of humbler statusache
for a sight of her. She made sensational
hits by unique methods of bestowing
charity. She became one of the most
talked of women in New York.

David lived with her, watched her.
Every day he learned something new of
the shallow, self centered nature masked
by a loveliness which despite his rea-

“What do you mean?” askcd David.
soning subdued him still. He could
have checked her extravagance, con-
trolled her. He preferred to do neither,
for he knew that in becoming her mas-
ter her fear of him would have to be the
weapon in his hand, her secret hate the
result.

His fortune was a splendid one. The
actual money spent, great though it
was, troubled him little, but Olga’s in-
sensate desire for spending helped to
reveal her to him. Her vanity, which
she took no pains to hide, was a contin-
ual affront.

They never quarreled, seldom disa-
greed. Olga was affectionate, soft, gen-
tle as of old. No man could be insensi-
ble to her charm. But David divined
how quickly the amiable smile would
have changed to stolid dislike had her
whims been interfered with. She went
ber own way serenely, no soul in her
life, none in her kiss, loving nothing
in the world save her own white and
perfect body.

David was conscious of these truths,
yet chose not to see them too clearly.
He remained willfully dull sighted. He
did not dare to think, decide, accept.
Why fight the irremediable? Why
plunge his mind in shadows? Why face
the fact that in the most serious rela-
tion of life he had committed an amaz-
ing piece of folly? Rather let him aoc-
cept Olga as she was, not the woman of
his impassioned fancy. Let him demand
only what she could give and learn to
subdue his hunger for an existence she
oould not be part of nor understand.
Let him refrain from fathoming the
muddy shallows of her soul, by degrees
need her less and draw around himself
the comfort of an irresistible indiffer-
ence. Better so for the peace of his life.

But sometimes a memory would trou-
ble David Temple and leave his heart
sad. He would think of the night he
had beard the pale single whispe¥of the
damosel who watched from hesgven for
her lover, and he would remember how
in that moment his heart had grown
large with joy as he looked at Olga’s
face. It had really been but the stir of
the upper waves of passion, and he had
fancied the sea depths troubled, but
from that moment’s ache and rapture
he had known what love might be in a
life when it staid.

CHAPTER XVL

My DEAR DoNALD—You want me to
tell you just where I am and how I
look whenever I write to you—a habit,
by the way, which may make me very
conceited.

Well, then, it is a wet Sunday, but
soft and hazy as wet June days are.
The windowsg are open and the big tree
outside drips a burden of rain tears.
The sky is all mist, with the blue only
a little way beyond. I have had a lazy
morning and now after a cold plunge
and a cup of tea I am sitting in a white
morning gown and my hair hangs down
my back in a long plait. Are these de-
tails satisfactory? I have a big bunch of
roses in the copper bowl you gave me,and
the bell of the French church is calling
the people to worship. Oh, it’s good to be
at peace with everything created! Hours
like this are the heaven of my week.
Woman is a luxurious animal, and when
she spends six days with discipline and
routine as I do she is very apt to go to
pieces on the seventh. Behold me, then,
today degenerate, not going to church,
not improving my mind, not in a stiff
collar and guiltless of a hairpin.

The new Planet gets on famously. I
have a little room and a big desk all to
myself. Proofreaders and others *‘con-
fer’’ with me. Think of it. I feel quite
& personage, Donald, but I think my
expression is mnot changed in conse-
quence. I go to the office every day and
leave at about 8. Generally I write on
my new book until dinner. Of course
this programme is frequently changed.
I go out a good deal and have met lots
of people who simply suggest ‘‘copy”’
with every turn of the head, created for
no cther purpose, I’'m sure, than to have
me write about them. Yes, I am still a
‘‘student of life.”” Will you never stop
teasing me about that phrase? How oft-
en I think of the queer sights we saw
together when you were directing my
instruction. Didn’t we enjoy them,
Donald—that old Russian exile—I can
hear his violin now—the first time I
saw The Citizen’s presses going like
mad, the nook in the degenerate back
street where we had tea and speculated
about Paris? .

You see what your command to talk
about myself has done. I have talked of
nothing else Did you get the papers I
sent about the dinner and cotillon at
Olga’s? I can’t tell you how beautiful

she looked. Why, by the way, do youn
think David isn’t happy?, Why shouldn't

he be?* He has married the woman he

loves and is able to surround her with
the luxury sbe roquires to bo content. |
Perhaps ho would prefer not to be the

' husband of a society beauty on whom

the lens is always fixed. In fact, I know |

| Olga’s display must jar upon him. But

he is wise enough to know that no life
holds all. If he loves her, the rest is
mero detail.  If ho doesn’'t—well, 1
don’t know, Donald. David is a man to
hide well what he wishes to hide and |

| have an inner lifo without a hint bc-f

traying it. They act in society asdoall |

| people with a proper idea of form—pay |
| not the slightest attention to each other. l

Let us hope the tone of David’s letter to |
you was only the result of a passing
mood.

And now to talk of yourself. I hope
you are keeping well and feel more hap-
py now on that sleepy plantation. I feel
so happy when you write with courage.
Try not to be homesick. The sketches
you sent are beautiful, and you are
right to keep up your sketching.

You are unfair to say I don’t miss
you. I do indeed, and think of you of-
ten. Write a happy letter next time.
I'1l 1gok for it. Tell me more about the
business and don’t be disappointed if
you can’t make money as fast as you'd

like. You are sure to win if you are
patient. With good wishes from my
heart, ANNE.

CHAPTER XVIL

A money panic not wholly unlooked
for fell upon the country. Railroads
went under, stocks fell, banks failed,
and in the depression ruin was written
after prominent names. Others, while
holding an apparently unchanged posi-
tion, had lost heavily and expected the
worst.

David was one of the latter. By
August he found himself but a little
way from the edge of disaster. The
calamity stunned him. He thought of
his uncalculated expenditures, of Olga’s
insatiable demands. After seven sleep-
less nights he went to Newport, where,
unmindful of her empty country house
on the sound, Olga had rented a cot-
tage. They had an interview on the big
terrace fronting the sea. By this time
they had reached the condition of dull
domesticity when they saw each other,

“It secms tmmensely s‘t‘:})ld to let your

affairs get so muddied,” she said.
as seldom as possible, and had inter-
views. David was tenderly considerate.
He went into the most tiresome busi-
ness details trying tosimplify them and
make her understand. She scarcely lis-
tened. He knew that by the expresfon
of her quiet eyes. He urged the neea of
economy. She shrugged her shoulders
with a tolerant smile, but offered no
resistance when he spoke of selling the
country house on Long Island and the
eccentric stable. Secretly she was tired
of them both.

‘It seems immensely stupid to let
your affairs get so muddled,’’ she said
in her soft voice, ‘‘but you’ll pull out
all right. Men always do.”’

““You don’t understand, Olga. This
is no passing breeze. We are in the
midset of a storm, and how it will end
God alone knows. The Citizen is safe.
I am the heaviest stockholder there,
and if the worst comes I can eell my
interest.”’

““But the worst won’t come,’’ she
said slowly and looked up at him from
under her shady hat with an expres-
sion not unlike hatred.

‘““You'd better faco what might be
now. I hardly know where I stand.’’

He spoke coldly. He was antagonized
by ber tranquil selfishness when bhe re-
membered his nights of suspense.

‘‘But you’ll come out of it all right,*’
she quietly insisted. ‘‘Fortunes go up
and down. Other men have been in
awkward places lots of times, but they
have managed to escape unhurt, and
you must do the same. Bertie Ogden
was telling me only the other day that
when things were lively in Wall street
and some men failed it was the time
for others to seize the opportunity and
make money. He said it was like vul-
tures battening on a wounded bird.
Suppose you batten a little, David? Or
are you too conscientious? - I wish I un-
derstood business. I'd tell you wlat to
dO. ”

She stood up and shook out her
mauve, lacy skirt. He saw she was pale
to the lips. After the kiss of greeting
she had not touched him or spoken one
word of comfmt or courage. And he
hoped for these things still from her,
though since she bore his name she had
taken no pains to cheat him.

‘‘One needs money to seize the chance
of standing in a fallen man's place,’’
he said, trying ®o be patient. ‘‘What if
I have none? If I peid our tremendous
debts which s few monthsago it seemed
ouly consistently fashionable to accumu-
late, I'd have scarcely anything but my
interest in the paper left. Do you quite
realize now where we stand? Do you
know what it costs to live as we've
been living? I've been very generous
with you, Olga. You can't say I've de-
nied you anything even when I should
perbaps.’’

‘‘Generous?’’ she said, her eyelids
falling insolently. “I don’t like that
word. It’s out of fashion between hus-
bands and wives. When you married
me, balf of all you had became mine. I
spent it as my right. If you'd interfer-
ed, you’d soon have understood that I
held this view.’’

She looked frivolous and winsome as
she stood in the soft light striking a
long stemmed rose against her skirt as
she spoke. David felt a mixed sensation
of tenderness, pity and amusement seize
him at the thought that the right to her
busband’s purse was the only udvanced
problem Olga had been interested enough
to attempt to solve. Despite the crisis
of the moment and his sore heart, he
was disposed to question her further.
He leaned forward, letting his elbow
rest on his knee, and, seizing the head
of the rose she toyed with, held her so.

“But I don’t agree with you,’ he
said quietly.

‘‘Ob, I suppose you'd have doled me
out dollars if you dared and made me
keep an account,’’ she said. ‘‘Perhaps
that’s your view.”

‘““No. As I said before, although you
do not like the word, I am generous. 1
would give you half my income, or
more perhaps, but your right to it I
deny.”’

‘I can’t argue with you. I only kno'
what I think.” ’ -
m::Can't you tell me why you think

‘‘Well, I married you. I've given up
my freedom for you, made your life
mine; therefore everything you possess

should be equally mine,’’ she said inso-
lently. ~

“But in becoming my wife do you
make me your debtor?”’

“Well, something of that sort.”

“My dear Olga’’—and David locked
at her with wise and tender eyes—*‘‘you
are not the first woman who has made
that mistake.
from a reasonable point of view.”’

She looked out at sea, her face ex- | £

pressing rebellion and unbelief.

*‘Marriage shoald be a bond bringing
as much happiness to a woman as to a
man. I asked you to marry me because
I loved you. I supposed ycu came to me
as gladly for the same reason. Had I
thought otherwise nothing under heav-
on would have made me accept you asa
wife. I didn’t want a sacrifice, I didn’t
want to buy you, and if cither of these
things has bappened I may count my-
self a wretched man. Therefore at the
beginning we stood equal in love. Lov-
ing each other, we married. We were
unequally mated in regard to fortune.
It was all mine. Do not misunderstand
me. I was glad it was so. But why
should half what I personally possess
become yours when a third or a fourth
is more than enough for you to be ex-
travagant upon? Perhaps because you
think you’ve made me happy? Weren’t
you as happy to be with me? Or per-
haps because you gave up your freedom
to share my life? That should be no loss
if you loved mo, dear. Besides, loving
you, didn’t I gladly surrender a wider
liberty? That equal division as a right
of which there’s been a great deal said
lately ought, in my view, only to exist
under two conditions.”’

“I am curious to hear what they are,”’
said Olga scornfully.

““Where a man of fortune is mad
enough to buy a woman as his wife,
aware that she has no love for him’'—

“Well?"’

His fingers stole up the flower stem
until they clasped hers wistfully.

“Or where a woman becomes a moth-
er,”” he said very softly. ‘‘Olga, the
woman who accepts and makes beauti-
ful this responsibility might rightly
command not half, but all her husband’s
fortune, though she had been a beggar
maid and he a king. They arenot equal
there. Then she has sacred rights. She
becomes a divine mystery. Then he
might well worship her. His heart’s
blood should not be too dear to spend
for her. Do you understand me, dear?’’

She suffered his fingers to cling to
hers while she continued to look at the
sea. There was prayer in the hand clasp.
He was trying #o read her thoughts
Her bosom stirred a little under its
laces, ber eyes were almost tender and
doubtful. But a shade settled upon her
beautiful face,and with it came decision.
The rose fell from her fingers.

“You go to extremes, David,’’ she
said, with a tolerant smile. ‘‘When we
have children, later—some time or oth-
er—I won’t ask your heart’s blood nor
want to be considered a mystery. I'll be
content with a yacht or a house in Lon-
don or something thoroughly practical,
as you'll see. I'm going to drive. Will
you come?"’

““No, I must go back to town to-
night.’’

‘“Then we've finished about this tire-
some money business?’’ she asked, lift-
ing a pair of long gloves from the back
of a chair.

‘““We have if I've made you under-
stand our position,’’ and he passed his
bands over his face in a distracted way.

‘‘You really mean we're in danger of
beggary?®’’ ehe asked, with sudden pas-
sion. ‘‘Do you mean that?'’

“‘Must I go over it all again? Don’t
you believe me? Don’t suppose I'm try-
ing to terrorize you. What I say now is
the simple truth, and I'll say it clearly,
leaving out all the technicalities of a
business explanation. In the present
crisis more than half my principal has
depreciated to almost nothing; a good
deal has been lost. Suppose the rest
gm?u

He faced her. His lips were set in a
line of endurance, around his eyes were
the haggard traces of care, the thick
lock which fell over his forehead had a
grayness which aged him. It seemed to
him that had she been capable of even
a little pity she would have come to
him, taken his face in her hands and
kissed him.

She pursed up her lips and considered
& moment. When she spoke quietly,
there was concentrated meaning in her
tones.

‘I shouldn’'t like to be poor again. I
don't think I'd take that condition of
affairs calmly. It seems to me I'd do
something reckless ; I don’t know what.’’

She went to him and clasped her
arms, bare to the elbow, around his
neck.

““Do you love me at all still?’’ she
asked earnestly. *‘You don’t love me as
;lolu used to do, but do you love me at
. ?'I .

He bent his lips to her wrist, and a
terrible sadness came into his eyes.

‘‘Ilove you, dear. I want to save you
from pain.”’

‘‘Then don’t become a poor man, Da-
vid. Don’t, in God’s name! Do any-
thing to get the money back, '’ she said,
moved out of herself for the first time.
“I've bad poverty all my life, all my
life. Ohb, how I loathe it! Yes, I loathe
it! You think me selfish. I know you
do, and I am. But I wouldn't really
harm you or hurt you if I can have an

“Save me, David! Promise you willy”
easy life and not the gall of poverty
again. I'm not a great woman, nor a
particularly good woman, but I think
if I were robbed of this life’’—and she
looked into the rich, dim rooms—*‘I
might be a hard, bad woman. Save me
from that in saving yourself!"" And she
olung tohim. *‘Save me, David! Prom-
ise you will!"’

‘I promise, ’’ he said in a tone which
set her apart from him.

As he crossed the terrace to the open
window he trod cu tho flower lying be-
tween them.
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Repairing Neatly Done and Promptly Attended To.

PIONEER IRON WORKS

S. G. LISTER, Proprietor.

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

MANUFACTURER OF

MARINE %z STATIONARY ENCINES
MILL MACHINERY, BRASS AND IROH iCASTINGS.

Wrought Irom Worls
Repair work given prompt and careful

attention. Prices moderate.

323 Third Street. _  ..ansENEy
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You Sleep In an Air
That Cures

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 npgliu to the inflamed
air-passagesof the head, throat and lun
at oto:ﬁhl( disinfected and pmger y
medicated 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,
D. C., or 1409 Chestnut Street,
Philadeliphia, Pa.

CHOICE

APPLE = TREES

The undersigned has on hand a
fine lot of the

EEEEERE ®
s )lympia
T VARIETY

Two and Three YearsOld

Which will be sold

suit. Address

GEORGE LANGRIDGF,
Olympia, Wash.

A.P. FITCH,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

RACTICE in all Courts and U. S. Land
Offices.

in quantities to

Rooxs 6 AND 7 CHILBERG BLOCK.

50 YEARS’
EXPERIENCE
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Notice of Application to Purchase
Oyster Lands.

Orrick or CoMyIsSIONER OF PusLic LANDs,
OLYMPIA. WASHINGTON.

Notice is hereby given that H. Tilly Browne of
Matlock, Wash., has filed an apphcation in this
office to purchase the following described oyeter
::::dln‘. situate in Thurston county, Washington,

wit:

Beginning at the meander corner to fractional
Sectfonn 1and 12, Tp.18 N, Rge 3 W, which me-
ander corner is S 89 degrees 45 minutes W 59 54
chains from the corner to Sections 1, 6, 7 and 12,
Tp. 18 N, Rgs. 2and 3 W; thence N 78 degrees
07 minutes W 3.60 chaine, N 4 degrees 56 minutes,
E 3.72 chaing, S 83 degrees 43 minutes W 19 01
chaine, N 31 degreee 56 minutes E 1 chain. N 75
degrees 57 minutes E 24.34 chains to a point on
the government meander line., Thence S 8 de-
grees W 1 chain, S 10 degrees W 10.28 chains to
the place of beginning, containing 10.05 acres, ac-
::nligggz.w plat filed with said application Sept.

Any person desiring to protest against said ap-
plication may do 8o within thirty days from and
after date of last publication of this notice.

Date of first publication, 16th day of December,
1898, ROBERT BRIDGES,
Commissioner of Public Lands.

. , .

Creditors’ Notice.
Eetate of Columbus White, deceased.
Notice is hereby given that letters testamen-
tary on the estate of Columbus White, deceased,
were granted to the undersigned, on the 21st day
of December, 1898, by the Superior Court of
Thurston couunty, State of Washington.

All persons having claims egainst said estate,
are required to exhibit them, with the uecessary
vouchers, to us for allowauce, at 115 West Fourth
street, in the city of Olympia, that beiog the
place for transaction of the business of said es-
tate, within twelve months after the date of this
notice, or they shall be forever barred.

This 30th day of December, 1898,
H. B. MCELROY,
JAMES BREWER.
Executors cstate of Columbus White, de-
ceased.
Date of first publication, Dec. 30, 1898.

Press Clippings Bureau.
SPOKANE, WASH.
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