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SYNOI'=IS OF PRECEDING CHAFPTERS, I “A thousand deaths rather than
Chapter 1.— While rrui-imi- in the hhuo Ranger | that!”’ answered O'Neill. “Rise, Lady
FPaul Jones chases the English ship Maidstone | . 4 ¥ 4
upou the reefs. A beautiful woman =een upon | Elizabeth; your appeal is vain. Re

the wreck. Il.—Lieutcnant Barry O’Neill (Mar-

quis of Richewont), an officer of the Ranger, !

boarde the wreck and rescues a girl and her aged
companion. IIl.—The helpless maiden is Eliza.

beth Howard, ward of Admirai Lord Wegtbrooke |

of Scarborough castle. She thinke her rescuers
are pirates. Jones gives up a cabin to her use |
and promises to land her at Liverpool. O'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 cuardian.
O'Neill takes her asghore iu a bout. They are
met by au armed officer. ' V.—O’'Neill has words
with Major Coventry about Paunl Jones. They
fight & duel and O’Neill spares the life of the
Englishman. Vi.—Some Euglish soldiers cap-
ture O'Neill. Suddenly Paul Jones appears on
the scene with a cutter loaded with armed men.
Elizabeth preveuts a fight. After explanations
all around the Yankees put to sea. O'Neill
whispers to Elizabeth to wait for him one year.
VIl.—Disguised as a Frenchman, O'Neill visits
Scarborough castle and is at once made a prisoner
by Admiral Westbrooke. Jones about to atiack
the English fleet. VIIL.—Meeting with Eliza-
beth. Approaching wedding wilh Major Cov-
entry, who greets O'Neill as & friend. IX.—
Elizabeth betrays her love for O'Neill. The ad-
miral learns how he saved her lifo and spared
Coventry’s, The prisoner becomes & guest as
Marquis de Richemontof France. X.—O'Neill
and Elizabeth in a secret interview. Coventry
Rgoes away. The admiral conceives a plan to
solve the love entanglement. Paul Jones is
coming. XI.—The admiral offers fortune and
ho ior 10 O'Neill, with the hand of Elizaveth, if
he will betray Paul Jones’ fleet. Elizabeth over-
hears the plot. O°'Neill ecorns the offer.

CHAPTER XIL
GENTLEMEN ALL.

OCK, you fool!” said the ad-
miral roughly, furious with
rage 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! If you 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 slhadows upon her face. The dusk
of tlLe room intensified the illusion and
spiritualized her beauty. O’Neill look-
ed at her with all his life in his gaze.

=

8o glorious, so splendid, so perfect a.

creature would shake the very soul of
honor itself!

The admiral had played his last card.
This 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 bhe 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 leaning
forward slightly, a picture of triumph,
her eyes as two lambent flames playing
upon her lover. He watched ber in
awestruck silence, sank on his knees,
etretched out his arms, murmuring
softly:

“Thou knowest that I love thee! I
have dreamed sometimes that in hap-
pler days thou mightest 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 pictgre fell last
night, you remember— ’Tis herself!

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, who shrank back from
her. “How dare you make my hand
the reward of treachery, my person the
bait for dishonor? And by what right
do you 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
owe life and honor, who is only fight-
ing for what he calls his
Shame upon your gray hairs, sir!
the insult to my modesty, to be
bandied about between two men—
Jou, sir!” she eried in tempestuous
passion, turning to O’Neill. “You de
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 inconsisten-
cy.

“Your honor. Have I any honor, sir!
Would you have left me a shadow of
it between you? Stand back, sirl My
lord, is it thus you discharge the trusi
committed to you by my mother—to
give this gemtleman opportunity to re
turn to France and say that he has re
fused my hand?’

“He shall not go back to Framce
Lady Elizabeth,” gaid the 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 he may
elect.”

She stood as if petrified at these
cruel words.

“It is right, sir,” said O’Neill. *“I
submit, and if you would make me die
happy say that the hideous proposition
I have had fromm you was but the test
of my honor.” :

“Oh, sir,” cried Elizabeth in agony,
throwing bherself upon her knees be-
fore the admiral, “forgive me for my
wild, intemnperate speech! I know not
what I say. You have been a father
10 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
carfnot condemn this honest gentle-
man! Dispose of me as you will. I
Jlove him—I love him—aye, let the
truth be heard—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.I dare not. There is
but one thing that would excuse my
clemency to his majesty—there is the
alternetive he has nobly rejected. Die
he must or give up his captaip!”’

bt

jolcing in your approval of my action,
thankful to God that I have heard you
say, ‘I love you,’ I shall die happy.”

“No, no!” said the girl, spreading her
arms protectingly before him and then
throwing herself upon his breast, “you
cannot 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 be so cruel as to part us now?”
she cried brokeflly, looking back at
the impassive old man. His hands were
steady enough now. They never trem-
bled but from shame. *“What has he
done? He came lhere 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 had
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 is
not that I will not, but I cannot. He
Las chosen; he must die.”

“Then may death come to me,” said
Elizabeth, “because, for all eternity, 1
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, “I crave
your forgiveness. I knew that she was
yours—I do not understand how we got
into this position,” passing his hand
over his forchead in bewilderment—
“but this I know—I am to die! There
is 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 against 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 in
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.

“Rise, Elizabeth. You shall not put

your trust in me in vain,” he cried
hoarsely at last. “Father, can noth-
ing be dune? I will not stand in the
W‘U'-"
« “My son, Lady Elizabeth, Lieutenant
O’Nelll, there is nothing that can be
done. My duty is perfectly clear. The
only possible salvation of the prisoner
would be in the action which he has
refused even to consider, and, sir, 1f 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 have failed. 1 apologize
to you. You are a man of honor in-
deed, sir. I.know few who would have
registed such a plea as this. BSay 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—mo, 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 the 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,
sir. I am a sallor—may I be hanged
upon a ship?” he asked again, pressing
the trembling woman to his breast.

“I grant that—would that I could
grant more! Major Coventry, you wil
direct Captain Pearson of the Serapis
to execute the sentence of the court
which will meet on his ship, the pris
oner to be confined there meanwhile
You will find the papers in the library.
Here is my seal. Hasten and get the
painful matter over.” Coventrv lef
the room at once in obedicnce to his
orders.

“And at what time, sir, will the sen-
tence be carried out?’ asked O’Nelll,
Elizabeth still clinging to him, coverirg
bim with incoberent caresses and fight-
ing against despair.

“Tomorrow evening at half after 6
o'clock.”

“Very well, my lord.”

At this moment the old sergeant en-
tered the room and saluted the admiral,

“A French officer, wich he 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-
eer, and admit him.”

A slender, dapper little man in the
brilliant uniform of a French marine
officer, his head covered with a pow-
dered wig, entered the room a moment
later and bowed profoundly. Elizabeth
started violently as she bebeld 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
Richemont, my lord.” .

“He is a spy, caught in the very act;
he has admitted it, and, if that were
not enough, I find he is an attainted
traitor. A court is ordered for tomor-
row morning on the Serapis; his exe-
cution, which will be inevitable, is set
for half after 6 o'clock in the even-
ing; he shall hang from one of the
frigate’s yardarms.”

“De Chamillard,” said Q'Neill, “youn
can do nothing.”

“The laws of war”— persisted the
Frenciman.

“It is in accordance with those laws
that I do what I do,” replied the ad-
miral shortly, “and you may say to

1
your captain that if I catch him he

shall swing from the first yardarm
that comes in the barbor.”

“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 de Richemont. The king of
France will have something to say
about it. 1 bid you farewell.”

“Farewell, sir,” said the admiral, in-
differently turning away.

man—is she your friend?”

“Yes,” replied O'Neill quickly.

“Mademoiselle,” said De Chamillard,
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.

“I salute you,” he said, turning away.

“Sergeant,” cried the admiral, “at-
tend the Vicomte de Chamillard 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,” sald the supposed

wig and laying his hand on his sword.

“Ha!” cried the admiral. “Have you
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

Wiz,
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“Thou knowest that I love thee!”

him. “Stand back, sergeant! PBack,
men! You cannot touch me. I have
that which will protect me wherever
flies 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
sllence. He struggled with himself,
looking at the easy, insouciant Scots-
man before him.

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

“I am proud to have met so true a
gentleman. Will you bonor me?” said
Paul Jones, presenting his snuffbox to
the admiral. The old man hesitated,
laughed 1a 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,” sald Jones coolly. “And now
[ bid you farewell.”

He shot one meaning glance at Elisa-
beth, and his lips seemed to form the
words “six hours” as he departed from
the room.

“Here is the warrant, sir,” sald Cov-
entry. “Again I ask, and this time I
ask my father, can nothing be done?”

“Nothing, sir; less as a father than
In any other capacity. Sergeant, take
your prisoner. Major Coventry, you
will conduct him on the Serapis and re-
main there as my representative until
the execution is over. Sir, you bhave
borne yourself well this day. I would
sheke you by the hand. Goodby.”

O’Nelll clasped the proffered hand
warmly and then looked from Coven-
try, standing erect, inmovable, 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 gitl’s side, took her hand
in his, bowed low over it, pressed a
long kiss upon it.

N you be happy!” he said. “Fare-
well!” 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 Iittle cortege
moved from the room. The girl rose to
her feet as if to start after them, but
the old man restrained her.

“O’Nelll, O'Neill!” rang through the
hall—a wild, despairing cry—and then
Lady Elizabeth sank down white and
still at the feet of the adiaira!l.

“And this is love!” he murmured,
shaking his old Leac. “I had forgotten

lt’.
(To do Continued.}
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Buttermilk a 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 the dairy restaurants or street
stands,” he says,* but I drink it all
the time at home, instead of tea or
coffee. I never touch beer or any-
thing like that. I keep 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 if he takes plenty of
buttermilk. If he wants to awear off,
buttermilk will help him. It is a
splendid stomachic. Two quarts of
good buttermilk a day will cure any
case of nervous indigestion.
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Infants and Children,

The Kind You Have Always Bought
Bears the
Signature of

The farlnen'ln; ;u:i;e_u'men of
Walla Walls are arranging to hold a

Farmers’ Institute at that place early
in January,

“De Richemont, goodby; embrace
me.” As the two men came together
the Frenchman whispered, “This wo-

Frenchman, promptly tearing off his
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! Two Painters.
| During a holiday ramble Sir Fred-

srick Leighton came across a little

roadside inn, the signboard of which
| was being somewhat coarsely painted
| by a local artist. For some little time
iSlr Frederick watched the progress of
| he painting, till the rural artist, glanc-
ling down, remarked, “It be a foine
| lay, masther?”

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

“Wheer be it out?’ asked the ag-
grieved artist. “I'm thinkin yer've
summer wrong in yer soight.”

“If you get off that ladder, I'll put
it right for you,” replied the R. A.
good humoredly.

“Eh, boot can ye paint?’ queried the
pther doubtfully. “Ye ken I dinna
want my work spiled.”

“It’s all right; I've done a little paint-
Ilng in my time,” answered Leighton,
as the other clambered down the lad-
ier. Then, taking the palette, he climb-
ed up and commenced to paint and did
not desist until he had completed the
signboard.

“Er, boot tha’s nae so bad,” was the
rural artist’s comment. “Art is nae go
paying now; still if ye like to do mair
work for me, I'll gle ye mair siller
than I do as a rule.”

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

“YVerra pleased to ken ye, Mr. Leigh-
ton,” replied the man, ignorant of
what the name meant. “My name {is
Tam.”—St. James Gazette.

One of Webster’s Drinks,

“Daniel Webster,” said a Boston
man, “as all the world knows, had 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
in 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. °‘If you will drive
a short distance out of your way to my,
house,” was the courteous response, ‘I
think I can promise you as good a
drink of Jamaica rum as you ever
tasted.’

“To the house the twaln accordingly
Journeyed, and once there the host,
true to his promise, set before the
statesman a decanter of extremely filne
rum. The great Massachusetts senator
poured out a brimming beaker and
quaffed it off without wincing. His
host tentatively pushed toward him the
water jug, but Senator Webster after
eying it a moment sald: ‘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.”

Won by His Retort.

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 Danilel, 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
toiling 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 toil, I ask
you to look at these hands, and.,” turn-
ing to Stuart, “I would ask my pale
faced young friend from the city what
he thinks of them?”

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 was such an apparent case that
the crowd took hold at ence with a
shout, and Boone was completely foor-
ed, and later Stuart was elected.—Ar-
gonaut.

4 Mean Interruption,

“Don't trifle with me, Miss McCur
dy!” pleaded the young man desperate-
ly. “Wait il I have finished. Do I
need to tell you, after all these weeks,
how completely and absolutely your
image fillls my heart? Have you not
seen? Do you not know? Have I 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. Whitgood,” Iinterrupted the
young woman, “are you in earnest?’

“Glycerine McCurdy,” he sald, draw-
Ing himself up with injured dignity,
“do wu think-I'm doing this on a bet?’
—Chicago Tribune.

Bad Manners.

An old gentleman, walking up Cark
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 ill treat your horse
80?” he cried, addressing the driver.
“It is quite exhausted. Look at the
way its tongue is hanging out.”

‘“Exhaasted, is it 7’ answered the boy.
“Why, ’tis the bad manners of him.

He's putting it out at you!"—London
-Tit-Bits.

A Kind Hearted Lady.

A Mrs. Abigall Vaughan left a legacy
of 4 shillings per annum with which to
buy fagots to burn heretics. She left it
0 8t. Martin Outwich, now demollsh-
ed. Mrs. Vaughan's remains were
among those removed to Irford from
the Church of St. Martin Outwich. The
facts are given In a history of St. Hel-
en’s, Bishopsgate, by a late rector.—
Notes and Queries.

Water.

Bolled water or distilled water should
not be used either by grown people or
children unless there is danger from
contamination from the water in ordi-
pary use. Pure cold water is prefera-
ble, A child may be given a glass of
eool (never ice) water the first thing in
the morning—say half an hour before
breakfast, and may also take a glass
on retiring.

Guessed Wrongly.

“What do you expect to do with all
your money?’ asked the multimiliion.
ire’s spiritual adviser. “You can’t take
it with you where you are golng.”

“Yes, but I can,” answered the multi-
millionaire. “I 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
afterwgrd.—John Burroughs.

Green River Hot Springs.
Excursion tickets to Hot Springs
Wash., and return, good 30 days, on sale
all the time at Northern Pacific office.
Rate, $3.75. Children half-rate.

A. E. STAXFORD.

)

Agent N, P.R.
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GROCERY

— AND—

01d and Beliable

- PROVISION STORE

119 Fourth Street.

THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF

ders.

THE FULLEST AND MOST COMPLETE LINE OF

CROCKERY AND GLASSWARE

IIN STOCK.

T'alcott Bros.

THE OLDEST JEWELRY HOUSE IN WESTERN WASHINGTON. ESTABLISHED 1872
—DEALERS IN —

WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY,
CLOCKS, SILVERWARE, CUT GLASS,
LEATHER GOODS, CUTLERY, NOVELTIES,
SEWING MACHINES, BICYCLES,. SUNDRIES

MANUFACTURERS OF

Notary and Lodge Seals. ~ Rubber Stamps and Umbrellas

REPAIRING IN ALL DEPARTMENTS.

Racycle, Imperial, Crawford. National

AND YALE BICYCLES.
424 and 426 Main St., - - - Olympia, Wash.
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BAKING POWDER

Is equal to any of the high
prieed brands.

% 3.
4 D,

W W

¥ DACKACE &

¥y et
2.

Only 28 Cents a Package.

>dWUer & FIBU.

CORNER FOURTH AND MAIN STREETS.

TARNRRRARANRARAAARNRAANANANE

Good Shoes for Everybody!

No matter what you want in price or style, in leather or shape—

light or heavy—fancy or plain, you’'ll find 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.

THE
& 4

A. C. STEVENS & OO.

WALTER CHAMBERS & (0.,

Beer, Lams, Pork, VEaL anD MuTToN
Highest price paid for all kinds of fat stock.

Fourth and Washington Streets, . Olympia, Wash,
Telephone No. 931.

Lonnolly & Chambers,

CHAMBERS BLOCK FOURTH ST.

-
FULL LINE OF MEATS FOR THE

WHOLESALE 2 RETAIL TRADE.

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

TELEPHONE 441,

PIONEER IRON WORKS

OLYMPIA, WASEH.

MANUFACTURER OF

MARINE 2 STATIONARY ENCINES
MILL MACHINERY, BRASS AND IRON CASTINGS.
A special

ty of concaved tram wheels.

Highest market price paid for old cast | attention. Prices moderate.
iron scrap, brass and copper. 833Third Stroeot: —osmmlly

REDER & PHIPPS, - - - PROPRIETORS

Staple: 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 filling or-

SUCCESSOR TO MUNN & PICKETT.

ALWAYS CARRY A COMPLETE STOCK OF

STAPLE AND
FANCY....

GROCERIES

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

329 FOURTH ST.

I EEEEEEEEN N NKNN.

xQODS DELIVERED PROMPTLY

Ilighest price Paid for Farmers’ Produce.

TELEPHONE 703.

t444

SIXTEEN OUNCES
TO THE POUND

++444444

sold over our counter.

sold by the pound.

sixteen ounces to the pound.

We give 16 ounces to the pound, down weight, on all goods
There seems to be & common error of
belief that druggists give apothecary’s weight when they sell
Cream of Tartar, Borax, Sulphur, an

ou AVOIRDUPOIS WEIGHT,
he apothecary OUNCE is heiv-
ier, but avoirdanois POUND is heavier by 240 grains, because it
contains 16 avolrdupois ounces.
hereof the tinest quality drugs that money and skill ean produce

This is a mistake. We give,}r

hundreds of other items

You get a 7,000-grain pound

L0000 000as

B. 1. HILL DRUG CO.

0dd Fellows Temple, Olympia, Wash.

iﬁb
i
|
3

8000000 anasaasiasansassd

OLYMPIA MARBLE WORKS

ESTABLISHED 1889.

R. DEVER, Proprietor.

“

MARBLE AND GRANITE * % «x

Monuments, Markers

Headstones, Etc.

OLYMPIA, - - -

Fourth and Jefferson Sts.
WASHINGTON.

OLY

333A HOME PRODUCTE€s¢

BLER

AND THE
PRIDE
OF THE
Pacific Goa.st.\

We use a spring water
that has made our beer
famous.

-~ @« @ . -

OLYMPLA BREVIN

i

Butehers, Packers and Jobbers

car equipments of all kinds. , VWrought Irom Worlk
Repair work given prompt and careful

CARSTENSEN & GRESL, Proprieters

in the City.

CALIFORNIA WINES

A SPECIALTY.
420 Main St.’ Olympia, Wash,

HORSESHOEING

——AND—

General Blacksmithing.

GIVE US A TRIAL.

for the celebrated

STUDEBAKER

Cor. Third and Columtia Sts., Olympis, Wash

Y VEAL WANTED

.o+ AT THE....

Palace Market

Highest cash price paid.

CRANE & C0. PROPRIETORS

306 Fourth St. Phone 333.

Touv Faust SaLoon

The ‘Largest Glass of Beer :

L ITTIIIIITTTITTITIITTL TS
80 YEARS®
EXPERIENCE

Cory|
Anyone sending a sketch and description may
wickly ascertain pinion whether an
table. Communica-
Patents

recel
in

neific Fimerican.

A handsomely Hlu: weekly. de-
culation of ach 'erms, $3 a
o SRR S o7l poSedaait

WONA £C 301w, New York

F

7 o

Sole agents for Olympia and Thurston county

Wagons and Carriages.

*

54 22 2

)
Can be cured. If you want :
9 a cure, which you should not p

expect to get by using paic
killers and medicine to re-

Ko lot's Oil o Eden

255 A2 22

Ko lett's 0

Relaxes and opens the pores
) of the skin, penetrates to the
bone, disgolves and removes
all impurities of the external
system. froi. which disease

- SWeel Sprts o Efen

Regulates the circulation of
the blood and strengthens
the nervous system, which
goverus the actious of the
Liver, Kidneys, Stomach, in
fact every organ of the hody.
They are not cheap remedics,

) but i pelve cures. Are
sold by the leading and best
wholesale and retail druggists

in the western States @ @ 2

B. L. HIL

Has been appointed Agent for
> Olympia.

———
==
]

| JOB PRINTING g 0881E

BYRON MILLETT
Lawyer
Notary Public, Olympia’ WlSh

Byrne Block,
NEATL

tA the office of WASHINGTON STANDAR

A



