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SYNOI-1S OK PRECEDING CHAPTERS,

chapter I.?While oruiaing in the ship Ranger
Pmii June" chase- Hit- KliKlish ship .Maidstone
upon the reef- A hcnutiful woman seen upon
ttie wreck. II ?Lieutenant Barry O'Neill (Mar-
quis of Kieheuiont), an officer of the Ranger,
hoards the w reck and rescues a girl anil her aired
companion. 11l ?The helpless maiden Is Eliza-
beth Howard, ward of Admiral I.ord Westbrooke
ol Scarborough castle. She thinks her rescuer#
are pirates. Jones gives up a cabin to her use
utid promises to land her at Liverpool. li Nelll
smitten by the charms of the fair captive. IV.?
Miss Howard is betrothed to Major Edward Cov-
entry of the English army, son of her guardian.
O'Neill takes her ashore in a bout. I'bcy are
met by an armed officer. V.? O'Neill lias words
with Major Coventry about Paul Jones. They
tight a duel and O'Neill spares the life of the
Englishman. Vl.?Some English aolilicrs cap-
ture O'Neill. Suddenly Paul Jones appears on
the scene with a cutter loaded w;th armed men.
Elizabeth prevents a tight. After explanations
all aioiinil the Yankees put to sea. O'Neill
whispers to Elizabeth to wait for him one veai.
VII.-Disguised as a Frenchman, O'Neill vißita
Scarborough castle and is at once made a prisoner
bv Admiral Westbrooke. Jones about to attack
the English fleet. VIII.? Meeting witii Eliza-
beth. Approaching wedding wliti Major Cov-
entry, who greets O'Neill as a friend IX
Elizabeth betrays her love for O'Neill. The ad-
miral learns how he saved her lifo aud spared
Coventry's. The prisoner becomes a guest as
Marquis de Kichemont of France. X.?O'Neill
and Elizabeth in a secret inteiview. Coventry
goes away. The admiral conceives a plan to
solve the love entanglement. Panl Jones is
coming. XL?The admiral offers fortune aud
ho lor to O'Neill, with the hand of Elizabeth, if
he will betray Paul Joneß'fleet. Elizabeth over-
hears the plot. O'Neill scorns the offer.

CHAPTER XII.
GENTLEMEN ALL.

WCK, you fool!" said the ad-
miral roughly, furious with
ruge at being balked in this
way, though, in spite of him-

self, his heart exulted in the nobility
of the man. "Look, you beggarly Irish-
man!" he exclaimed, turning the sur-
prised young man about before he
could recover himself. "Look on the
picture of her whom you reject! Gaze
upon it! Ifyou love her, say whether
or no your high flewn sentiments of
honor can stand against that pros-
pect." It was his final appeal, win or
lose. He had staked all upon the throw.

There In the great frame stood the
most beautiful picture that the eyes of
either man had ever seen. Elizabeth
was standing. One tiny hand clutched
tightly her heaving bosom; the other
arm was stretched out with upraised
palm like a goddess in command. The
light of the flickering candles cast sub-
tle shadows upon her face. The dusk
of the room intensified the Illusion and
spiritualized her beauty. O'Neill look-
ed at her with all his life In his gaze.
So glorious, so splendid, so perfect a
creature would shake the very soul of
honor itself!

The admiral bad played his last card.
Thi* was the end of his resource, and
he watched the Irishman with all the
intensity of a tiger about to spring on
its prey. The moments fled. He knew
that he had lost. Elizabeth had risen
in the stress of her anxiety. The strain
had been too much for her. She had
been about to intervene between them
when the glances of the two men ar-
rested her step. She waited, one little
foot outstretched, her body loaning
forward slightly, a picture of triumph,
her eyes as two lambent flames playing
upon her lover. He watched her In
awestruck silence, sank on bis knees,
stretched out his arms, murmuring
softly:

"Thou knowest that I love thee! I
have dreamed sometimes that in hap-
pier days thou mlghtest have given me
thy heart, but I could not take it with a
bar sinister of shame between us!
No"? Was she moving} Was that
some trick of the wavering light?

"Good heavens!" cried O'Neill fear-
fully, rising. "See?is It a spirit? She
shakes her head! Look you, my lord,
she is alive. The picture fall last
night, you remember? Tis herself!
Ellsabetfe, Elisabeth, you have heard
and seen?have I not decided well?"

"How dare you, my lord!" exclaimed
the girl, coming down from the dais
and stepping swiftly toward the aston-
ished admiral, wbo shrank back from
her. "How dare you make my hand
the reward of treachery, my person the
belt for dishonor? And by what right
do yon dispose of me without consult-
ing me? Am I a slave, that you force
me upon this gentleman? My word Is
given to your son; you yourself Insisted
upon It. You would play the traitor
double and would fain make him do
the same. And for what? To compass
the death of one poor man to whom I
owe life and honor, who is only fight-
ing for what he calls his freedom!
Shame upon your gray hairs, sir! Oh,
the insult to my modesty, to he thus
handled about between two men? And
you, sir!" she cried in tempestuous
passion, turning to O'Neill. "You do
me the honor to refuse me?to reject
me?me?me?Elizabeth Howard?look
at me?you would have none of me"?

"My honor"? cried O'Neill, amazed
at her sudden change and
cy.

"Your honor. Have I any honor, zlrl
Would you have left me a shadow ot
Itbetween you? Stand back, sir! My
lord. Is it thus yon discharge the trust
committed to you by my mother?te
give this gentleman opportunity to re-
turn to France and say that he has re-
fused my hand?"

"He shall not go back to Fraace
Lady Elizabeth," said tbe admiral
sternly.

"Why not pray?" asked Elizabeth,
faltering, her passionate anger check-
ed by the admiral's word and look.

"Because he shall be tried and bang-
ed tomorrow as an American spy or a
captured traitor, whichever be may
elect"

She stood as if petrified at these
cruel words.

"It Is right, sir," said O'Neill. "I
submit, and Ifyon would make me die
happy say that the hideous proposition
I have bad from you was but tbe test
of my honor."

"Oh, sir," cried Elizabeth In agony,
throwing herself upon her knees be-
fore the admiral, "forgive me for my
wild, Intemperate speech! I know not
what I say. You have been a father
to me from the beginning, and I have
ever loved you as one! I have turned
to you for everything. Unsay your
cruel words! Retract this order! You
caiinot condemn this honest gentle-
man! Dispose of me as you will. I
love him?l love him?aye, let the
truth be beard?even for his rejection
of me! Nay, had he not done so I
would have hated him! Spare his life!
I will marry Edward, do anything you
Wish! Grant me this boon!"

"I cannot," said the admiral slowly.
"I pity you, from my soul I do, and
him as well, but.l dare not. There is
but one thing that would excuse my
clemency to his majesty?there is the
alternative he has nobly rejected. Die
he must or give up his captalpi"

"A triousanrt dcntlm rather than
that!" answered O'N'eill. "Rise, Lady
Elizabeth; your appeal is vain. Re-
joicing In your approval of my action,
thankful to God thut 1 have heard you
say, *1 love you,' I shall die happy."

"No, no!" said the girl, spreading her
nrnis proteetingly before him and then
throwing herself upon his breast, "you
canuot die? you shall not die! Oh, my
love, my love, I knew not until I heard
you speak what this feeling was! I
cannot let you go! Surely, you would
never he so cruel as to part us now?"
she cried broketlly, looking back at
the impassive old man. His hands were
steady enough now. They never trem-
bled but from shame. "What has be
done? He came here to see me?me
alone?to take me In his arms as he
holds me now, and you condemn him
to death for that! Did you never love
when you were young? They whis-
pered that It was my mother who bad
your heart. They told me that she
was unhappy because they forced you
apart. 'Twas to you she confided me.
Have pity. In her name, have mercy!"

"Enough!" said the admiral. "It it
not that I will not, but I cannot He
has chosen; he must die."

"Then may death come to me," said
Elizabeth, "because, for all eternity, I
love him!"

"And this," broke in the cold, stern
voice of Major Coventry, who had en-
tered the room at that moment, "is the
welcome I receive from my bride of
tomorrow, and this is the reward of the
efforts I have made to secure the re-
lease of the Marquis de Richemont
my friend! May God have pity on
me?my sweetheart and my friend!"

"Sir," said O'Neill brokenly, "Icrave
your forgiveness, I knew that she was
yours?l do not understand how we got
Into this position," passing bis hand
over his forehead in bewilderment?-
"but this Iknow?l am to die! There
ia no choice. She will yet be yours."

"Never?never"' cried Elizabeth,
turning to him. "Edward, if you have
truly loved me?if I have rightly esti-
mated you, your nobility of soul, your
generosity of heart?you will plead for
us with your father. You will give me
up. You are too proud to take an un-
willing bride and one who in spite of
herself?for I have fought agaifist it
for your sake?confesses that she loves
another. You will intercede with your
father. I will bless you all the days
of my life. Edward, Edward, the com-
panion of my childhood's hours, my
friend, my brother, my only hope Is lu
you! Speak!" She fell at his feet and
clasped his hand, which she covered
with kisses. There was another si-
lence. Coventry covered his face with
his other hand. The sweat of agony
bedewed his brow.

"Else, Elisabeth. You shall not put
your trust in me in vain," he cried
hoarsely at last "Father, can noth-
ing be done? I will not stand in the
way."
, "My son. Lady Elizabeth, Lieutenant
O'Neill, there is nothing that can be
dona. My dnty is parfactly clear. The
only possible salvation of the prisoner
would be in the action which be has
refused even to consider, and, sir, If it
were my duty to effect if possible, the
capture of your captain and his ship
through you I can only say that I am
glad that I havs failed. I apologize
to you. You are a man of honor in-
deed, sir. Iknow few who would bsve
resisted such a plea at this. Bay no
more, Elizabeth. It Is not that I will
not I cannot! Edward, here is my
seal. Make out the warrant for an or-
der for a court martial tomorrow
morning. It is a necessary form, of
course. The execution of Lieutenant
O'Neill will follow at once." Elizabeth
did not faint?no, not yet There
would be time for that later. She
clung to O'Neill and listened.

"What shall be the manner of my
death, sir?" queried tbe latter.

"Hanging, sir. Tis the penalty pre-
scribed by the law."

"It is a poor death for a man, my
lord, but 'twill serve. A last request
air. I am a sailor?may I be banged
upon a ship?" he asked again, presainy
the trembling woman to his breast

"I grant that?would that I could
grant morel Major Coventry, you wIL
direct Captain Pearson of the Scrapli
to execute tbe sentence of the court
which will meet on his ship, the prls
oner to be confined there meanwhile
You willfind the papers In tbe library
Here is my seal. Hasten and get th<
painful matter over." Coventry let
the room at once In obedience to his
orders.

"And at what time, sir, will the sen-
tence be carried out?" asked O'Neill,
Elizabeth still clinging to him, covering
him with Incoherent caresses and fight-
ing against despair.

"Tomorrow evening at half after 0
o'clock."

"Very well, my lord."
At this moment tbe old sergeant en-

tered the room and saluted the admiral.
"A French officer, wlch be says, he's

from the American Continental squad-
ron, has come ashore in a small cutter,
under a flag of truce, an' desires to
speak with your lordship. He asks for
a safe conduct."

"Tell him he shall return as freely as
he came, on the word of a British offi-
cer, and admit him."

A slender, dapper little man In tbe
brilliant uniform of a French marine
officer, hie head covered with a pow-
dered wig, entered the room a moment
later and bowed profoundly. Elizabeth
started violently as she beheld him.

"Whom have I the honor of address-
ing?" asked the admiral.

"The Vicomte de Chamillard, a colo-
nel of marines in the navy of France,
serving as a volunteer In the American
squadron," was the reply.

"And you come on behalf of?
"Captain John Paul Jones, to protest

against your unlawful detention of an-
other French officer, the Marquis de
Richcmont, my lord."

"He Is a spy, caught In the very act;
he has admitted it, and. If that were
not enough, I find be is an attainted
traitor. A court is ordered for tomor-
row morning on the Sera pis; his exe-
cution, which will be inevitable, is set
for half after fl o'clock in the even-
ing; he shall hang from one of the
frigate's yardarms."

"De Chamillard," said O'Neill, "yon
can do nothing."

"The laws of war"? persisted the
Frenchman.
"It is In accordance with those laws

that I do what I do," replied the ad-
miral shortly, "and yon may say to
your captain that if I catch him he

Hliali swing from the lirst yarduriu
that comes in the harbor."

"I am answered, then. Very good; I
shall remember your courteous words,
my lord. And now I enter my formal
protesi against this unwarranted ac-
tion on your part concerning the Mar-
quis tie Richemont. The king of
France will have something to say
aliout it. 1 bill you farewell."

"Farewell, sir," said the admiral, In-
differently turning away.

"De Kieheuiont, goodby; embrace
me." As the two men came together
the Frenchman whispered, "This wo-
mnn-is she your friend?"

"Yes," replied O'Neill quickly.
"Mademoiselle," said De Chamlllard.

turning to Elizabeth with a keen look
In his eyes. Recognizing him at last,

she stretched out her hand to him. He
murmured as he bent low over It, "De-
lay the execution for at least six hours,

and I will save him." Elizabeth sank
down in her chair, a gleam of hope In
her heart.

"Isalute you," he said, turning away.
"Sergeant." cried the admiral, "at-

tend the Vlcomte de Chamlllard and
see him safely bestowed on his vessel."

As the Frenchman turned toward the
door he came face to face with Major
Coventry returning with the orders he
had prepared.

"Paul Jones, by heaven!" shouted
the latter.

"At your service," said the supposed
Frenchman, promptly tearing oft his
wig and laying his hand on his sword.

"Ha!" cried the admiral. "Haveyou
dared to come here? I have you now!
Call the guard! Sergeant, arrest this
rebel, this traitor, this pirate! Disarm
him! You shall never leave this cas-
tle but for the ship, sir. The yard-
arm Is there."

"Stop, my lord," answered Jones
calmly as the men crowded toward

"Thou knoucst that 1 love thcc!"
him. "Stand back, sergeant! Back,
men! You cannot touch me. I have
that which will protect me wherever
files the English flag."

"And that Is"? said the admiral,
smiling contemptuously

"Your word, sir?the word of an Eng-
lish officer."

The old man bit his lip in chagrined
silence. He struggled with himself,
looking at the easy, Insouciant Scots-
man before him.

"In seventy years it bns not been bro-
ken," he said at last. "Well for you
that you secured It Go! You are free!
You are a bold man, air; but I warn
you, do not cross my path again."

"I am proud to bava met so true s
gentleman. Will you honor me?" said
Paul Jones, presenting his snuffbox to
the admiral. The old man hesitated,
laughed in spite of himself and finally
helped himself to a pinch.

"The insolence of the man!" he ex-
claimed. "I'd like to have met you in
my young days, yardarm to yardarm."

"I would have endeavored to occupy
you, sir," said Jones coolly.. "And now
I bid you farewell."

He shot one meaning glance at Elisa-
beth, and bis lips seemed to form the
words "six hours" as he departed from
the loom.

"Here Is tbe warrant, sir," said Cov-
entry. "Again I ask. and this time I
ask my father, can nothing be doneT"

"Nothing, sir; less as a father than
in any other capacity. Sergeant, take
your prisoner. Major Coventry, you
will conduct hint on the Serapls and re-
main there us my representative until
the execution la over. Sir, you have
borne yourself well this day. I would
shake you by tbe hand. Goodby."

O'Neill clasped the proffered hand
warmly and then looked from Coven-
try. standing erect. Immovable, white
faced, to Elizabeth, who was still sit-
ting with bowed head, a world of en-
treaty In his glance. Coventry nodded
and turned away. O'Neill stepped
quickly to the girl's side, took her hand
in his, bowed low over It, pressed a
long kiss upon it

"May you be happy!" he said. "Fare-
wefl!" She looked at him in dazed si-
lence.

"Sir," he continued, turning back to
Coventry and saluting him, "I am
ready. Lead on."

"Forward, march, sergeant!" com-
manded the officer hoarsely, and with
no backward look the little cortege
moved from the room. The girl rose to
her feet as if to start after them, but
the old man restrained her.

"O'Neill, O'Neill!" rang through the
hall?a wild, despairing cry?and then
Lady Elizabeth sank down white and
still at the feet of the admiral.

"Aud this Is love!" he murmured,
shaking his old head. "I had forgotten
It"
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Buttermilk t Liquor Cure.
A buyer for one of the largest im-

porting liquor houses in New York,
who is compelled to sample enough
wine aud spirits every day to put an
ordinary man out of business, says
that buttermilk is his salvation. " I
not only buy five or six glasses a day
at tho dairy restaurants or street
stands," he says, "but I drink it all
the time at home, instesd of tea or
coffee. I never touch beer or any-
thing like that. Ikeep a stone crock
of buttermilk in the cellar and let it
get just a little stale. It is better
then than if taken fresh. A man who
insists on drinking liquor will find
very little trouble ifhe takes plenty of
buttermilk. If he wants to swear off,
buttermilk will help him. It is a
splendid stomachic. Two quarts of
good buttermilk a day willcure any
case of nervous indigestion.

CASTOR IA
For Infants and Children.

T)M Kind You Have Always Bought

The farmers and busineis men of
Walla Walla are arranging to hold a
Farmers' Institute at that place early
in January,

Wo* fejr Bis Retort.

A Una

Bad Manners.

A Kind Hearted Ladr.

Gleases Wraiflf.

Two l-nlßlfri.

During a holiday ramble Sir Fred-
erick Leighton came across a little
roadside Inn, the signboard of which
was being somewhat coarsely painted

by a local artist. For some little time
Sir Frederick watched the progress of
the painting, till the rural artist, glanc-

ing down, remarked, "It be a foine
Jay, masther?"

Leighton assented, adding that a fig-
ure on the signboard was out of pro-
portion.

"Wheer be it out 7" asked the ag-
grieved artist. "I'm thiukiu yer've
tumrner wrong In yer soight."

"If you get off that ladder, I'll put
It right for you," replied the R. A.
good liumoredly.

"Eh, boot can ye paint?" queried the
Dther doubtfully. "Ye ken I dlnna
want my work spiled."

"It's all right; I've done a littlepaint-

ing in my time," answered Leighton,
ns the other clambered down the lad-
der. Then, taking the palette, he climb-
ed up and commenced to paint and did
not desist until he had completed the
signboard.

"Er, boot tlia's nae so bad," was the
rural artist's comment. "Art Is nae go
paying now; still If ye like to do malr
work for me, I'll gle ye malr siller
than I do as a rule."

"Thanks," replied Sir Frederick dry-
ly. "My name is Leighton."

"Verrn pleased to ken ye, Mr. Leigh-
ton," replied the man, ignorant of
what the name meant "My name Is
Tarn."?St James Gazette.

One of Webster's Drinks.
"Daniel Webster," said a Boston

man, "as all the world knows, bad a
penchant for looking on wine when It
glowed rosy red. At one time he was
driving to Cambridge from Boston. He
was billed to make a speech at the
home of Harvard, and his companion
tn the old fashioned gig was a member
of the reception committee and a resi-
dent of the town.

"On the way to Cambridge Mr. Web-
ster turned to his fellow traveler with
an Inquiry whether there was not some
place in the neighborhood where they,

could obtain a drink. 'lf you willdrive
a short distance out of your way to my,
bouse,' was the courteous response, *1
think I can promise you as good a
drink of Jamaica rum as you ever
tasted.'

"To the house the twain accordingly
Journeyed, and once there the host,
true to his promise, set before the
statesman a decanter of extremely fine
rum. The great Massachusetts senator
poured out a brimming beaker and
quaffed it off without wincing. Ills
host tentatively pushed toward him the
water Jug, but Senator Webster after
eying It a moment said: Thank you,
no. I wanted a drink, but I am not
thirsty.' He then went on to Cam-
bridge and delivered one of his master-
ly efforts."

At one of their Joint discussions
which took place In Kentucky some
years ago Tom Stuart, then editor of
the Winchester Democrat gave his op-
ponent I. N. Boone, a descendant of
the great Daniel, a blow that fairly
knocked him out of the race for the
legislature.

Boone was making his regular speech,
and at the proper place In It he refer-
red to the matter of his relation to the
tolling masses. "My friends," said he,
holding up a pair of hands that looked
as If they had not been washed In a
week, "to let you see for yourself that
I am a horny handed son of toll, 1 ask
you to look at these bands, and." turn-
ing to Stuart, "I would ask my pale
faced young friend from the city what
he thinks of them T'

Stuart was on his feet In a minute.
"I do not desire to embarrass my dis-
tinguished opponent, ladies and gentle-
men," he said, with a bow, "but I
would say that I think that they need
soap and water."

It waa such an apparent case that
the crowd took hold at «nce with a
shout, and Boone waa completely door-
ed, and later Stuart was elected.?Ar-
gonaut

"Don't trifle with me, Miss McCur-
dy!" pleaded the young man desperate-
ly. "Walt mi I have finished. Do 1
need to tell you, after all these weeks,
how completely and absolutely your
Image fills my heart? Have you not
seen? Do you not know? Have 1 not
betrayed myself by my looks, by the
tones of my voice, by the eager Joy
that lights up my features whenever
you appear? Must I put In words the
feelings I can no more disguise than I
can"?

"Mr. Whltgood," interrupted the
young woman, "are you In earnest?"

"Glycerine McCurdy," he said, draw-
ing himself up with Injured dignity,
"do wu think I'm doing this on a bet?"
?Chicago Tribune.

An old gentleman, walking np Cork
Hill,Dublin, overtook a coal cart heav-
ily loaded and drawn by a wretched
juadruped with Its legs bending under
It, its bones sticking through Its skin.

"How can you 111 treat your horse
so?" he cried, addressing the driver.
"It Is quite exhausted. Look at the
way Its tongue Is hanging out."

"Exhausted, Is It?" answered the boy.
"Why, 'tis the bad manners of him.
He's putting it out at you I"-London
Tit-Bits.

AMrs. Abigail Vaaghan left a legacy
5f 4 shillings per annum with which to
buy fagota to burn heretics. She left It
!o St Martin Outwlcb, now demolish-
Id. Mrs. Vaughan's remains wero
among those removed to Irford from
the Church ofSt Martin Outwlch. The
facta are given In a history of St Hel-
en's, Blshopsgate, by a late rector.?
Notes and Queries.

Water.
Boiled water or distilled water should

not be used either by grown people or
children unless there Is danger from
contamination from the water in ordt-
aary use. Pure cold water Is prefera-
ble. A child may be given a glass of
tool (never Ice) water the first thing In
the morning?say half an hour before
breakfast and may also take a glass
on retiring.

"What do yon expect to do with all
your money r asked the multlmllllon.
aire's spiritual adviser. "You can't take
it with you where you are going."

"Yes, but I can," answered the multi-
millionaire. "1 am going to Europe."?
Chicago Tribune.

Don't allow yourself to become mel-
ancholy. Laugh once in awhile, wheth-
er you are tickled or not Chicago
News.

Minorities lead and save the world
and the world knows them not till long
afterward.?John Burroughs.

Green River Hot Spring*.
Excursion tickets to Hot Springs

Wash., and return, good 30 days, on sale
all the time at Northern Pacific office.
Kate, $3.75. Children half-rate.

A. E. STANFORD,
Agent N. P. R.

REDER & PHffPS, - - - PROK^
THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF

Staple 5 Fancy Groceries
In the city, and the constant endeavor is to maintain the reputation this house
has always enjoyed for quality of goods, fair prices and promptness in tilling or-
ders.

THE FULLEST AND MOST COMPLETE LINE OK

CROCKERY AND GLASSWARE
I3ST STOCK.

| Talcott Bros. |
'«? TBI OLDEST JEWELS! BOISE IS WESTERS WASBISGTOS. ESTABLISHED 1872 <St

'p? ?33EALERS IN

?>I WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY,
g CLOCKS. SILVERWARE, CUT GLASS, *0"

L ; LEATHER GOODS, CUTLERY, NOVELTIES, ftSEWING MACHINES, SUNDRIES

ft MANUFAOTURERB OF ft

<\u25ba; Notary and Lodge Seals. Rubber Stamps and Umbrellas V"

jjY REPAIRING IN ALL DEPARTMENTS. W

I Racyole, Imperial, Mori, National f
* AND YALE BICYCLES. F"\u26665 &

\u25a0v 424 and 426 Main St., ... Olympia, Wash. *l^

*************************
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!p«««J BAKING POWDER
pxissd brands.

Only as Cents n Package.

Sawyer Mlley.
CORNER FOURTH AND MAIN STREETS.

Good Shoes for Everybody!
No matter what you want in price or stvle, in leather or shape?-

jight or heavy?fancy or plain, you'll fintf it here or you'll find it
isn't worth looking for.

" All Kinds of good shoes."
That's our motto.

"At prices good for you to pay."
That's our principle.

OLYMPIA SHOE STORE
A. O. STEVENS Sc. 00.

WALTER CHAMBERS & CO.,

Butchers, Packers and Jobbers
o

??

BEEF, LAMB, PORK, VEAL AND MUTTON
Higheat price paid for all kinds of fat stock.

Fourth and Washington Streets, . Olympia, Wash.

Telephone ISTo. 931.

CoDoolly & Chambers,
r CHAMBERS BLOCK FOURTH ST. - TELEPHONE 441. S
I FULL LINE OF HEATS FOR THE 1

WHOLESALE » RETAIL TRADE.i
J We solicit a share of your trade and will strive to please. f

PIONEER IRON WORKS
OLYMPIA,WASH.

MANUFACTURER OF

MARINE STATIONARY ENGINES
MILL MACHINERY, BRASB AND IRON CASTINGS.

Logging car equipments of all kinds, wrought Iron work
A specialty of concaved tram wheels. Repair work given prompt and careful
Highest market price paid for old cast attention. Prices moderate,
iron scrap, brass and copper. aaaraird Street.

F. H. SCOTT
SUCCESSOR TO MUNN & PICKETT.

ALWAYS CARRY A COMPLETE STOCK OE

STAPLE AND
FANCY....

GROCERIES
Also Flour, Feed, Hay, Wheat, Oats, &c.

GOODS DELIVERED PROMPTLY
Highest price Paid for Farmers' Produce.

329 FOURTH ST. TELEPHONE 703.

SIXTEEN OUNCES
TO THE POVXD

We give 1C ounces to the pound, down weight, on all goods
sold over our counter. There seems to be a common error of
belief that druggists give apothecary's weight when they sell
Cream of Tartar, Borax, Sulphur, and hundreds of other items
sold by the pound.

This is a mistake. Wegive you AVOIRDUPOIS WEIGHT,
sixteen ounces to the pound. The ajiothecarv OUNCE is heav-
ier, but avoirdanois POUND is teavier bv 240 grains, because it
contains 16 avoirdupois ounces. You get a 7,000-grain pound
hereof the tinest quality drugs that money and skill can produce

B. 1,. HILL DRUG CO.
Odd Fellows Temple, Olympia, Wash.

OLYMPIAMARBLE WORKS

MTABLISHED
1880.

EVER,' Proprietor.
«

AND GRANITE if h h

Monuments, Markers

Headstones, Etc.
Fonrth and Jefferson Sts.

OLYMPIA, - - - WASHINGTON.

fOLYMFjfI'BEER]
jg HOME PRODUCT*** §

\u2666 AND THE We use a spring: water $

| PRIDE that has made our beer
*

OF THE famous. W W
S Pacific Coast\ O O O 5j

1 OLYMPIABREWING! 1
:\u25a0 S2THE~= 5:

1 IE. E*UST SALOON 1
CVBSTE3SSS ft b'HESL, ProprirUr. |

1 The Glass of Beer 1
in the City. £

I CALIFORNIA WINES J§ A SPECIALTY. |
|? 420 Main St.' Olympia, Wash. |

P. J. O'BRIEN & 00.

HORSESHOEING
General Blacksmithing.

O

GUVE TTS A TRIAL.

Sole agents for Olvmpia and Thurston county
for the celebrated

STUDEBAKER
Wagons and Carriages.
Cor. Third and Columbia Sta , Olympia, Waih

I VEAL WANTED fd! ....AT THE....

I Palace Market I
# s41 Highest cash price paid. ! |
J| o I i

I! CRANE & CO., PROPRIETORS |
jI 306 Fourth St. Phone 333. 5

BO YEARS*

B V J J 1 L J
? 11 \u25a0 I 5 . I

MH\u25a0 k \u25a0 j

Trade Marks
dcsions

' '»»" COPYRIGHTS Ac.
Anyone sending a skat eh and description may

gulokly ascertain our opinion free whether an
Invention la probably patentable. Commnnlce-
Uona strictly confident lal. Handbook on Patenta
sent free. Oldest agency for securing patenta.

Patents taken through Muiin A Co. reeelTS
special notice, without charge. In this

Scientific American.
A handsomely Illustrated weekly. largest dr.
eolation of any scientific Journal. Terms, 61 a
year: four months, 6L Sold by all newsdealer*.

MUNIi & Co. M,B«? »' New York
Branch Otßoe. OR F St. Washington. O. C.

RHEUMATISM |
Can be cured. If you waut U

I, a cure, which yoti should not j i
expect to get by usiug pain i

, killers anil medicine to re- i
i, liere paiu. ::::::: s i

!|Ki lien's OilolEdem
.>> Relaxes and opens the pore* < |

( 1 of the skiu, penetrates to the d,
' txme, dissolves and removes 1

( 1 all impurities <>f the external « (
( system, froi. which disease 1

( [ and paina ate treuied : : «,

| Sweet Soirits of Eden
1 1 Regulates the circulation of V

I tbe blood snd strengthens <
',l the nerrous system, which i1

1 , governs the actions of the <
Liver. Kidneys, Stomach. In i'

? fact every organ of the body. (ij
I I They are not cheap remedies, j'
S but ineju>enstve cures. Are /

'0 sold by the leading snd liest ()'
Si wholesale and retail druggists 1
S in the western Suites : : i

B. L. 1111.3, |
1 1 Has been appointed Agent for i'
S Olyurpia. i[

BYRON MILLETT
Lawyer

KU%y
yrne

Ub (%»¥*, Wish.

JOB PRINTING EXECUTE
tA the office ol WASHINGTON STANDAK


