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VNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHIAFTERS | pating matters that Mr. Sergeant Cullf-

CHATTER T—Thoman Erichesen. 8 vouas | ford sat down with a sigh instead of a
Fushishinan, has lost the money with whioh e | smile, and the :-l'l_xn“.-r at the Dbar
:\n'.' ':;| ‘l 1{“)..‘_‘,].._" :‘“'"..h:”.l““‘.:r“:Il:'.].’l‘. [_”,'_‘x:_“.'f: | longed incontinent!y for the end.
itnicy. und I relumn Sots awe " eheck The next day the trial was conclud- |
i 1 ; l<“ \,1”"'““,“1‘)‘“' h, ”‘.. = '”; ed. Erichsen was cony icted.
error to Are wrding ris ! Iz {
beart. 11 Jamen Edward William Damntree as |

m Jove wath Claire. HI—=1o0m tinds out thut !

anpowin Blaydes s payving attention to Qe !

tnd s to e at her house that night. He vows

1o have sat ~fetion from Blavdes, but promises

¢ laire that he will not seek Blazdes for two |
woeeks, Tom meets Blayvdes n fiw moments |
laterand demanes his £5 IV -Playdes draws |
a osword cane on Tom. who sinashon 1t with u;
Leavy stoh which Be earin s Blaydes has not

the momy, but 2ives Tom his gold water, and |
Tom sigus an soreament 10 pawn the wateh and |
pove the Nenot 1o Biaydes Tom leoves wndd 1s |
ace ostod by oa deformed wman, who asks the |
it (M text  morning Blayaes s found |
Bautdy noordenod beside the stile where he had '
beon tidming to Tom V= Blaydes has been |
Tuibbed of everythane, smong which the news-

papers mention the gold wateh which was really

siven to Tom

Tom had stop ped for the nizht |
at the housc of the mun who was driving the |
coach at the time Tom met Blaydes. He i ae-
cused by the concbman of being the murderer
He escapes ana disguises himsolf. but as afrand
to pawn the wateh, Vi--Tom sponds the night
in a boathouse and next day is invited into the
hiouse of a ~mall, fat gentleman, the owner, who
does Lis bost to make ham feel at home, He s
betray od by this man into the hands of the po
e ter the murdee of Blaydes, V1 Claire be
leves hun guilty. Mr. Harding hires a lawyer
to see Tom. The lawyer thinks Tom is guilty
and jusulis him in his ecll. Tom throws him
out. VI -Claire gets Daintree to retuin Bas-
sctt, one of the best eriminal lawyers in Eng-
land. to plead Tom’s cau~e. IX—"Tom is held
for the next eriminal sessionscourt. X —Claire's
miid has overheard the conversation between
Claire and Tom on the night of the murder,
when Tom swore Lie would get even with Blay-
den if he had to kill him to do it. ‘The maid
compels Claire to give her some of her jewels us
hush money. Nl—=Tom 18 convie ed of murdes
in the tirst degree,

Chapter X1 (Continued.)

“Wheo  the prisoner sat at  your
breal.last table,” began Culliford, “did
You then or at any subsequent moment
notice anything in the nature of a
blood stain upon his clothes or per-
scn "

“No, sir; T can’t =ay that [ dla.¥

“Can you say that you did not$**

Witness hesitated, but told the truth.

“No,” said he; “I saw no signs of
blood upon him either then or after-
ward.”

“You saw no sigus of bload apon the
prisoner either then or afterward. You
are quite positive, however, that the
man wlho waylaid your fare in the
Finchley road was the prisoner in the
dock?”’

“Quite positive.”

“Then didu’t ,you recoguize him in
the morning when your brother-in-law
brought him to your house?"

*No, sir; 1 did not.”

“What! Not when he was sitting at
your own breakfast table?”

*I did not.”

“Nor yet when you gave him the
nevwspaper and he read you an account
of the very crime with which he stands
Indicted? Yqu suspected nothing, saw
nothiig suspicious in his manner, noth-
ing familiar in his face?”

*“No; not then 1 didn’t.”

“You suspected nothing and did not
recognize him then, yet at a word from
your wife you identified the prisoner
with the man who stopped your coach,
and you have so identiied him ever
since?”

Witness made the necessary admis-
slon, but attempted to explain mat-
ters, whereupon Culliford cut him
short and, having gained the advan-
tage which Tom had foreseen, passed
on to one that was less apparent.

“To return to your fare,” said coun-
sel. “Did you notice any valuables up-
on his outer person? A watch chain?
Rings? A breastpin in the stock 7’

“I saw a watch chain and a pin—a
dlamond pin.”

Mr. Sergeant Culliford sat down un-
expectedly, but with an expression so
satisfied that Tom lost much of the
next evidence (that of the coachman's
wife) in endeavoring to account for it.
He had not succeeded when the court
adjourned for luncheon, for the hour
of acute perceptions was over and had
left him dazed so that the venerable
turnkey who had charge of him in the
dock had to take him by the arm to
make him leave it. ’

The principal witnesses of the after-
noon were Mrs. Adcock, Jonathan But-
terfleld and the diminutive householder
of Kew. Thlus the trio who had made
the world seem so kind a fortnight be-
fore now typified its cruelty, for the
evidence of the first two was reluctant
but damning and that of the last was
supplementary in matter, but given
with the officious venom and the trans-
parent exultation of a personal foe.

But his old landlady shed tears as
she described her last interview with
the prisoner at the bar. It was with
difficulty that things which Tom had
said on that occasion and to which she
had already sworn at Marylebone could
be wrung a second time from her un-
willing lips. “I'll pay him” and “I'll
break every bone in his infernal body"
were not the worst of the words which
were extracted Ly Cegrees. Then the
stick was produced in court, and the
knob that had been so clean and
creamy was now clotted over with a
scaly, russet skin, like a coat of glue,
at sight of which the witness turned
as white as her hair and was given a
glass of water in the box. The stick
was then duly identified, the jury in-
formed that the prisoner had described
it to witness as “a rod in pickle” for
the deceased and the witness allowed
to stand down after a brief but painful
cross examination, in which the good
soul's fondness for Tom was betrayed
by siguns that touched him as deeply as
anything could just then. His brain
was recling under the dread weight of
her evidence against him. He felt its
Influence upon judge and jury as a
palpable force. Its very reluctance
only helghtened its mortal effect.

Jonathan Butterfield exhibited a li*e
demeanor with a like result. It only
showed that the prisoner had not lack-
ed those common attributes of the
worst rascals, an engaging manner and
the power of imposing on the simple
minded. This witness, however, swore
very positively that there were no
marks of blood upon the prisoner when
they were together. And though his
sly successor as positively swore that
such a stain upon the kerseymere
waistcoat had first aroused his suspi-
clons in the garden at Kew, and
though this was afterward proved in
the medical evidence to be a blood
stain, it was eventually established
that the blood was not that of the mur-
dered man. The point was finally
gained in cross examination of the po-
lice officer upon whom Tom had Jjump-
ed bodily In his escape from the empty
house. Witness admitted having open-
ed his eyes to find the prisoner leaning
over him with a bloody nose. And the
defense had scored once more, but this
&fter an ianterval so prolific of locrimg-

CIIADI'TER XIIL

OM was thrust into a condemn-
¢d cell measuring but 914 by 6
feet and in height a foot less
than its length.
hole he was to share with a comrade
fu like calawity. And in a dribble of
sunimer twilight, as the massive door
clanged behind him, he found himself
shut up with a young ruflian, con-
demned for murder, with whom he had
bad an altercation over a trifling mat-

ter in chapel yard.
* The recognition was
Tom held out his hand.
Ilis hand was taken with an evll
grace. In a little, however, the other
loosened a not unfriendly tongue, but

mutual,

i one so blasphemous and so foul that

Tom half regretted his advance. He
could not regret it altogether. The
vilest conversation was better just
then than none at all. That of Tom's
whilom enemy was vile ¢nough, with
§ts horrid levity, its coarse swagger
and a forced but bloodcurdling con-
tempt of death. Still, it was some-
thing to listen to, something new to
think about and shudder over, and the
creature, having been alone at night
since his conviction on the opening
day of the sesslons, hardly paused till
the small hours of the morning.

His name was Creasey. He bad
been convicted of stabbing his wife (be
was twenty years of age), but had nev-
er done it; 'twas a pack of Mes. But
he boasted to Tom of many a thing he
had done in his short life, and they
were such things as Tom never forgot
in his. He lay listening and shudder-
ing upon his bed. Yet when the other
seemed to have talked himself out his
own torments only began, and he was
grateful when the brute broke out
afresh. So the night wore on until 1
or 2 in the morning. Then there was a
long, unbroken silence, then a sobbing
and a shaking and a burst of frantic
prayer from Creasey's bed; then quiet,
then snoring, and the bell of St. Sepul-
cher's marking the weary milestones
of the night.

Tom never slept a wink.

Next morning in the bottom day
room, which the condemned prisoners
had the use of during the day, he rub-
bed shoulders with a third convict un-
der recent sentence of death, but this
was a heavy, sullen, middle aged man
of the name of Carter, who sat all day
with his huge head between his cruel
hands and spoke to nobody, nor did
elther youth venture to speak to him.

Overhead there was another day
room and eleven more prisoners under
sentence nominaily capital, but these
were morally certain of reprieve and
could be heard playing leap frog ana
larking and singing from morning till
night.

“I wish we were up there,” said
Creasey mournfully. “But wait a bit;
the yard's for us the same as for
them when it's exercise time, and then
there'll be a bit o’ fun for us all!”

The bit of fun essayed by Creasey
was openly to incite the eleven jovial
spirits from upstairs to badger Tom
and put him in a rage. But by this
time Erichsen’s reputation in Newgate
was such that the plot fell through for
want of supporters. Tom shrugged
his shoulders at the petty treachery
and was treated by Creasey with a sly
servility when they were locked up to-
gether once more. Meanwhile the bur-
den of the day had been lightened by
several visitors and as many private
interviews.

Mr. Macmurdo, the surgeon, and Mr.
Cotton, the ordinary of Newgate, had
both shown Tom the kindest atten-
tions. He could see, however, that
each regarded him as a man only too
Justly sentenced to death. 'I'he sur-
geon offered to use his influence in the
matter of a separate cell at nights.
Tom would not hear of it.

“No, no,” said he; “it would be a
poor kindness, though I thank you
with all my heart for the thought, The
greatest ruffian in the jail would be a
better friend to me than my own re-
flections. Ah, I see what you think!”
cried Tom as a queer light glimmered
in the surgeon’s eyes. “Well, I have
done protesting my Innocence, but
don't let them leave me by myself,
that'’s all I ask.”

Mr. Cotton entered Into spiritual
matters, to which Tom listened cour-
teously, though chiefly out of loving
respect for his dear father’'s memory,
for where was the God who would per-
mit an innocent man to suffer death
for another’s crime? When, however,
the good chaplain closed his books he
referred discreetly as he rose to cer-
tain efforts already being made to ob-
tain a reprieve, adding that he would
himself do what he could to further
them, as a matter of course.

“Why should you, sir,” asked Tom
deferentially, “when you are quite
convinced of my gullt?”’

The chaplain colored.

“I never sald I was convinced,” he
cried. “It is no part of my duty to be
convinced in such matters either way.
No, my poor fellow, your gulilt or your
innocence is a matter between your
own heart and God Almighty. I, his
servant, am only concerned with your
Immortal soul, and the longer you live
the more time will be yours for re-
pentance —of all your sins —and the
greater your chances of immortal life.
But build upon nothing of the kind.”
And with a parting exhortation the
ordinary went his way.

Bassett was the last visitor. He was
in a tremendous hurry. The petition
was already recelving support and
signatures on every band. The news-
papers were full of it. And he who
had furnished the sinews of defense
was now working heart and soul for
the respite, for which there was stiil
every reason to hope. So sald Bassett
in a breath and was gone next minute.

It was the last piece of news that
heartened Tom most, the news that the
noble unknown belleved in him sttil,
against judge and jury, and was still
beroically striving to save his miser-
able life. Who could he be? Some
friend of Claire's? The thought came
for the first time. It never came again,
Claire was with the judge, the Jury
and the world. She had not written
him one word. ]

Tom was now in prison dress, a
gaunt,"dread fgurs, but thew had_let

| without

Yet even this |

i
"him keep a slip of paper that he haqa !

often taken out of a pocket in his own
rlothes to pore over i to dreain upon
He produaced it now It was the slip
of paper Daintree had L dedd down to

him during the procecdings at Maryle-
boue, and he had never seen the writ
er's face. Dut bhe had made a face
unto himself; had built up a character |
from those few seribbled words, and
both face aud character were the |
wwectest, the kindest and the hest that !

had existed upon earth during the last |
1.500) yeurs

So when his Iast visitor had depart- |
ed the condemned man  wos  not |
gshamed to kiss that flurried scrawl |
with his lips nor afterwards to find it
stwudged wrth his tears, i

Those were the days when the cap-
ftal convict was tirst found gullty, |
next brought up tor sentence and next
“reported to the king”  The two lat-
o functions rested with the recorder

of London, the last having {ts origin
In the nuiher of offenses for which a
man mizht he condemned to death

the least risk of heing exe-|
cuted,  The recorder would wait upon
Lhis majesty in council and make his
report of the prisoners lying in New- |
gate under sentence of death, where- |
upon the King would be graciously !
pleasaed to respite, say, all but the will- |
ful murderers.  The amended report

[ was straightway dispatched to the pris-

on and his final fate broken to o:u-h;

and |

{ man without a moment’'s unnecessary |

|
delay. i
It was the 1Sth of May and a Thurs-|

dny night near the stroke of 12, All|

"was silent in the condemned cells,” for

even Creasey's voluble tongue had
ceased to wag, and Tom lay thinking |
on his bed. His companion was a
trashy hound, ever cursing God or en-|
treating him with shrieks and tears,’
unburdening his sordid soul to Tom
half the night, venting covert spite
and enmity upon him day after day.!
Tonight he had been alternately pro-

|

|
|
|

It's come!”

“Erichscn, the rcport!

testing his innocence, abusing his dead
wife and mocking heaven and hell by
the hour together. Tom lay awaiting
the rcaction which would follow as !
surely as the morning, and tonight it
was before its time. The sllence had
been dead indeed, but ot long so,
when the creature leaped from his pal-
let with a scream. Next instant he
was kneeling by its neighbor, fawning
over Tom with trembling arms and
twitching fingers.

“I done it! I done it!"' he whisper-
ed hoarsely. “There! I had to tell
somebody, and I have. I'd got to tell |
or burst. I feel better now. No, no!”
he was yelling next moment. "\\'h:l(;
have I said? 1 was joking, you flat— |
joking, I tell yer! Ha, ha, ha! It's|
you that donme yours! I never donci
mine at all!”

And he was strutting up and down |
the cell, trembling from head to foot{
and laughing horribly through his
chattering teeth,

But a worse sound yet cut his laugh-
ter short. It was the sound of voices 5
and the rattling of keys. !

Creasey inclined his bullet head onoi
moment, then stumbled to the door and |
fell heavily upon his knees.

“The report!” he quavered.
sen, the report!

!

|
i
“Erich- i
It's come; it's come!” |

CIHIAPTER XIII.

IHE condemned youths heard the
next cell entered and their
comrade Carter roused from
his bed. A key then grated in

their own door, it was flung open, and
there were Mr. Cope, the governor, and |
a bevy of turnkeys in the passage.

“Out with it!” gasped Creasey, on his
knees. “I'm respited, ain’'t 1? I never
done it, sir. I never did, The king
wouldn't hang an innocent man?”

“Get up and dress yourself,” was the
reply. “You will hear the report up-
stairs, all of you together. You, too,
Erichsen. Slip on your things.”

Tom obeyed and then lent a hand to
Creasey, who hardly knew his small
clothes from his jacket, and clung to
Tom as a child to its nurse.

“I'm Innocent,” he kept mumbling.
“They'll be the murderers if they let
me swing. Didn’t I tell you I was in-
nocent, Erichsen? Haven't I said so
all along? Ob, my Gawd, if they let
me swing!”

“They won't,” whispered Tom. “But
it they did, why, we've got to die some
time. 1It's an easy death, and there's
an end to it.”

“But I don't want to die! I dursn't
die! I don't deserve to dle! Don't I
keep telling yer I never done 1t?”

And the abject thing clung blubber-
ing to Tom's arm as the turnkey who
was waliting at the door conducted the
pair upstairs.

The upper day room, or celi ward, as
it was indifferently termed, was but
poorly lighted with candles, whose se-
pulchral rays added a pallor even to the
white faces of those dragged from
thelr beds to hear their doom. The
number of the latter being now com-
plete, all fourteen were ordered to
kneel, and Tom found himself between
Creasey and Carter at one end of the
llne. Creasey still clung to his arm.
Carter knelt like a rock, with his great
fingers clutched in front of him and
heavy drops falling on them from his |
bended brow. 'his was all Tom nw}
sfore the ordinary entered in his gown i
and halted before him first. l

“Mr. Erichsen,” said he, with a com-
passionate tremor, “the recorder has |
this evening made his report to the |
king. I am very sorry to have to in- |
form you that it is unfavorable.” !

Tom inclined his head. He had cher-
ished no Ropes. .

The ordinary approached Carter.

“I am sorry to tell you it iy all !
against you also,” he continued. “As
for you, Creasey,” and the latter tight-
ened his grip on Tom's arm, “I am
happy to inform you that your life is
spared, and T am very happy to in-'

|
form all tha others that by the royal !
niercy thelr lives are spared.”
Creasey  withdrew  his hand  from

| Tom's arm and edeed further away on
| hls Knees.
| dozen
;wus about to offer up a prayer there

(eame a sudden erash at Tom's side, |

A deep sigh rose from a
breasts; then as the chaplain !

and the wretched Carter was tlounder- |
ing on the tloor in convulsions. The
rest were hurried back to their cells, i
and Creasey executed a breakdown |
while Tom quictly undressed.

“Buat that's all right!” eried the for- |
mer, stopping suddenly. “It's no more
‘'n I expected, 'cause, you see, I'm an
Innocent man an’ allus was; that's why
you never caught me showing the
white, Erichsen, though once or twice
you thought you did. Jiggered if you |
wouldn't belleve anythink, a mug like
vou! Why, I used to bilk you every
blooming night for fun! Not but what
I'm sorry it's all up with you, old
man; though it's a nice an’ comfy
death, you told me so yourself, and
you know we've all got to die some
day! DBesldes, you done yours—no
denying it--but I never done mine at
all, so it's fair an’ square enough, yon
must admit!”

The little cur was snoring in ten
minutes. e was removed to the
Transport side next morning.  And !
Tom, left In solitude, would have giv-
en some days of the twelve remaining
to have had him back.

The execution was tixed for the 30th,
He would never see another June, !

Bassett came from day to day with
news of the petition. It was being
signed, but not as freely ag at first.
Bassett's disappolntment was patent to
the condemned man., The smart young
fellow was in fact beginning to weary
of his uphill work and to think about
the bill.

No next day Tom asked Bassett
whether the noble unknown had also
abandoned hope and effort.

“Not he,” said Bassett in a half dis-
gusted tone.  “He Is moving heaven
and earth; secking private interviews
with the home secretary if not with
the king himself. He's quite capable
of it. A wonderful man when he gets
an ldea into his head!”

“But what put this Idea into his
head?”

“Heaven knows!"

Tom looked the attorney through and
through and asked another question.
“Did you tell him how much I should
like to sce him before I die—to thank
him "

“I did, but he is too busy working
for you. He said that would do you
more good.”

“I see,” sald Tom sadly; “another
Culliford! Then why is he doing 1t?
Culliford was paid. e pald him. But
why, again?  See here, you Bassett.
Both you and he disbelieve In me-1
know it now--but you are tired of your
Job, and he is not. Why not? 1 be-
lleve you know! Then tell me, and let
us part friends once and for all. You
need bother your head no more about
me, only tell me what you must know.”

“I know nothing.”

“Then what you suspect.”

Bassett considered; had his private
conviction (that there was a woman
in it) on the tip of his tongue, but ul-
timately shook his shrewd, cool head.
There was nothing to be gailned by
speaking out. A dying man's gratitude
was nothing. And there might be
something to be lost. At any rate the
safe slde was the wise side, with that
bill not even properly drawn up, so
Tom and his solicitor parted coldly for
the last time, and Tom tore up that
slip of writing which had been handed
to Ll at Marylcboune, bLut relented
next moment and treasured the torn
pieces till the end.

|'To be Continued. |

STRAYED.

A sorrel horse, weight about 1,100,
branded * S0 0" Was last seen near
Plum Station. $5 reward will be paid
for recovery of the animal.  Notify

Jonx Nicnorsos,
Centralia, Wash,
iy Se ik

AN electrie bell doesn’t always have

| an engagement ring.

SAN FRANCISCO
EXAMINER

ISSUED DAILY AND SUNDAY

It works at all umes for the

interest and advancement of the
State of California.

It prints later, better and more
news than any other San Francisco
paper, because it has a leased
wire service, W. R. Hearst’s
News Bureau Service, and his
Eastern Papers’ full service.

Its circulation is larger than the
combined circulation of any two
Pacific Coast Papers.

Advertisers have proved they
obtain the best results by using its
columns, and its advertising patron-?
age is the laggest and strongest on f

the Coast. \
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Postage rates to the United States and

postage auded,
DAILY AND SUNDAY.
. ﬂe‘

. $2.00

. $4.00 °
$5.00

Mexico; elsewhere,

Per month...,. s
Per quarter... by
Per half year. ) matl X
Per year......
CANADA. :
Per month.................  $1.50
Per quarter = ve. $4.00
Per half yea . . $8.00
Per year....... Soibinioi sueis + . $16.00
SUNDAY ALONE.
Ope year........... veseces.§2.50
CANADA. ) .

.
-
’

!

-

WEEKLY
EXAMINER

has the largest circulation of
any Weekly west of the Rockies

The paper contzins ko the im-
portant news of the week. Special
departments run by experts for
farmers, orchardists and poultry-

growers.

SUBSCRIPTION RATES — PAYe.
ABLE IN ADVANCE. -

Postage rates to the United Sta
Mexico, elsewhere, postage added. B -

WEEKLY EXAMINER,
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Address: i
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San Francisco, California,”
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has always enjoved for gquality of goods, fair prices and promptness in filling or-
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! PROVISION STORE

119 Fourth Street.

REDER & PHIPIS, - - . PROPRIETORS

MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF
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Talcott Bros.

THE OLDEST JEWELRY HOUSE IN WESTERN WASHINGTON. ESTABLISHED 1872
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Sawuer & Filley.

C"ORNER FOURTH AND MAIN STREETS.
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All Kinds of Eastern Beer
CHATAY ‘

[cGOWAN'S

Family Winc and Liquor Store

321 MAIN STREET
PHONE MAIN 12
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GOODS DELIVERED TO
ALL PARTS OF CITY
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MARBLE AND GRANITE

OLYMPIA MARBLE WORKS

ESTABLISHID 1886.

R. DEVER, Proprietor
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&—» Monuments, Markers
y Headstones, Etc.

Fourth and Jefferson Sts.
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WASHINGTON.
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A. H. CHAMBERS

(Successors to Connolly & Chambers.)

CHAMBERS BLOCK FOURTH ST.

TELEPHONE MAIN 44.

FULL LINE OF MEATS FOR THE

WHOLESALE = RETAIL TRADE.

We solicit a share of your trade

and will strive to please.
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FARMERS’

R. G. CAMERON, PROP.

Fresh % Cured Meats ¢
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ALWAYS CARRY A COMPLETE STOCK OF

STAPLE AND

329 Fourth St.

FANCY....

GROCERIES

Also Flour, Feed, Hay, Wheat, Oats, &c.
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GOODS DELIVERED PROMPTLY

Highest price paid for Farmers’ Produce.

Telephone Main 171.
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Home Remedies

Every family has a list of favoritc recipes upon
which they depend in case of minor ailments.
take pride in compounding these home prescriptions.
They get the same careful attention that we give to
all doctors’ prescriptions. Let us prepare your winter’s

supply of these remedies now.

TE B. L. HILL DRUG CO.

0dd Fellows Temple, Olympia, Wash.
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?f? BUY YOUR GROCERIES

FLOUR AND FEED OF

M. K. GEORGE

4, THE _

Up-to-Date Grocer

(4 And you will always get the finest quality
and lowest prices.

Telephone Main 116. Cor. Fourth and Columbia St. el
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rived from the barley malt.

PHONE
RED 31

We Want to Tcell Pou About Our Mew

OLYMPIA MALT EXTRACT

Which we will place on the market in a few days.

It is made from the choicest Wisconsin Caramel malt and im-
ported Bohiemian hops, and the greatest care has been taken in its
manufacture to turn out a really superior article.
very small amount of alcohol—in fact, hardly any at all—and is
therefore non-intoxicating. It is, however, a very fine tonic for peo-
ple who are weak and run down and for convalescents, as it con-
tains a high percentage of albumen, malt sugar and phosphates de-
In fact, it is an invigoratinz and de-
lightfully palatable beverage for anyone.

The price will be $1.75 per dozen, and we should be pleased to
reeeive an order from you for a sample case.

OLYMPIA BREWING CO.

It contains but a
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GROCERY

We pay the highest market price for
Butter and Eggs, and sell Groceries
as cheap as any house in
the city and

Remember

....WE GIVE....

Green Trading Stamps

On all cash purchases or prompt
S0 day payments.

GIVE US A TRIAL

Guiberson’s Grocery

217 and 219 Fourth street, corner Fourth
and Franklin streets.
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We promptly obtain U. 8. and Foreign

PATENTS

sSend model, sketch orbi»hnw of invention for
tentability. For free book
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Jpposite U. S. Patent C
WASHINGTON D.C.
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Poultry and Game of All Descriptions ®
when in season.

WestFour th St., next to K. of P
0000000000000.0

Hall, Phone Main S8 o

Are You Going to Build?

PLANS % SPECIFICATIONS
3 PER CENT.

—_—
Prick, stone and conerete buildines a

epecialty. Also  designing of wiodern
homes.  Write me.

{ FRANK LOTZ, Architect,
Puoyallup, Wash.

P. J. O'BRIEN & CO.

HORSESHOEING

AND

General Blucksmithing,

—— e ——
GIVE US A TRIAXL.

Sole ageuts for Olympia and Thurston county
for the celebrated

STUDEBAKER
Wagons and Carriages.

Cor. Third and Columlia Sts., Olympia, Wash.

KICK!!
If you don’t get

ATHERTON BOURBON

On sale at -:- -:-

T OXFORD

GEORGE TAYLOR, Prop.,
116 Fourth Street,

Violin maker and repairer. Special at-
tention given to restoring old violins, re-
pairing bows, mandoling, guitars, ‘cellos
or bass. Many violins are weak on some
strings. | can strengthen them and
equalize the tone. Satisfaction guaran-
teed. J. L. COATES,
No. 2, Chickering Hall,
9371, South C Street, Tacoma,
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& W.R. WHITESIDE
. .
3 FUNERAL DIRECTOR :
B &
szg CORNER FOURTH AND FRANKLIN STS, ‘5
& Telephone Red 1341, Residence Red 1191. &
2 )

BRSO R LA DR RV 3 - DR

BYRON MILLETT

Lawvyer

Notary Public, e \
" orl{lcc‘-l cl:'ilbcrg_ulock. 0"“["31 ““ b'

_.,

Olympia. - "
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