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t <h might be seen the gray
‘ ¢ of the church, Muandy glanced
0 word . 1 » miake sure
th the burst of suullght had not
wakened id, then crossed to
& suill, rickety chalr laden with the
discarded tinery ¢f the littie circus
rider.

“Lawdy sakes!” she cried, holding

up a spangied dress admiringly. “Aln't
! She drew near the
niirror, g to see the reflec-
tion of the tinsel and chiffon against
her very ample background of ging-
ham and avoirdupois. “You'd sure be
a swell nigger wid dat on, honey!”
she chuckled to herself, *“Wouldn't
dem deacons holler If dey done see
dat?”

The pleture of the deacons’ aston-
ishment at such a spectacle s0 grew
upon Mandy that she was obliged to
cover her generous mouth to shut in
her convulsive laughter lest it awaken
the little girl in the bed. She crossed
to the old fashioned bureau which for
many months had stood unused against
the wall. The drawer creaked as she
opened it to lay away the gay, span-
gled gown,

“It'il be a mighty long time afore
she puts on dem t'ings ag'in,” she said,
with a doubtful shake of her large,
round head.

Then she went back to the chair and
picked up Polly’s sandals and exam-
ined the beadwork with a great deal
of interest “Lawdy, lawdy!” she cried
as she compared the size of the san-
dals to that of her own rough. worn
thoes. She was agaln upon the point
uf exploding with laughter as the
church bell added a few flnal and
more emphatic clangs to its warning.

She turned, with a start, motioning a
vain warning out of the window for
the bell to be silent, but the little
Bleeper was already stirring uneasily
on her pillow. One soft arm was
thrown languidly over her head. The
large blue eyes opened and closed
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“You'd sure be a swell nigycr wid dat on,
honey!” she chuckled.
dreamily as she murmured the words
of the clown song that Jim and Toby

had taught her years ago:
“Ting ling,
That's what the bells sing”—
Mandy reach d the side of the bed
a8 the girl's eyes opened a second time
and met hers with a blank stare of

astonishment. A tiny frown came into
the small white forehead.
“What's the matter?” she asked

faintly. trying to tind something fa-
miliar in the black face before her.

“Hush, child, hush,” Mandy whis-
pered. “Jes' you lay puflickly still.
Dat’s only de furs’ bell a-ringin’.”

“First bell?” the girl repeated as her
eyes traveled quickiy about the strange
walls and the unfamiliar fittings of the
room. “This ain’t the show!” she cried
suddenly.

“Lor' bless you, no! DIs ain't no
show!” Mandy answered, and she
laughed reassuringly.

“Then where am 17" Polly asked,
half breathless with bewilderment.

“Nebber you mind ’'bout dat,” was
Mandy's unsatisfactory reply.

“But I do mind,” protested DPolly,
trying to raise herself to a sitting po-
sition. “Where's the bunch?”

“De wat?” asked Mandy in surprise.

“The bunch—Jim and Toby an’ the
rest of the push!”

“Lor’ bLless you,” Mandy exclaimed,
“dey’'s done gone ‘lonz wid de clrcus
hours ago.”

“Gone!  Show gone! Polly cried in
amazement.  “Then what am 1 doin’
here?”

“Hol' on dar,
Mandy cautioned.
yo'se'f.”

“Let me alone!” Polly put aside the
arm that was trying to place a shawl
around her. *“I got to get out of here.”

“Youse got plenty o tlme for dat,”

honey!  IHol' on!"
“Dou’t you ‘cite

Mandy answered. *Jes' yo'  walt
awhile.”

“I can’t wait, an" I won't!" Polly
shrieked, alinost Leside herself with
anxiety. “l zot to get to the next
burg—Wakeficld, 2in't 1t What time
8 1t? Let me alone! Let me go! she
cried, struceline desperately,

The door opencd softly, and the
young pastor stood looking down at

the picture of the fruil, white faced
child and her bluick, determined cap-
tor.

“Here, here. What's all this about?
bhe asked iu a tiria tone, though evl-
dently amused.

“Who are you?" returned the girl as
she shoved lLerself quickly back
asalnst the villows and drew the cOove

wking  at
Ll inun up sowetin
\Mandy explained as she tried
izh breath for a new en-

ting up? You surpri
! \ k serfousness.
1 Polly?’ the
Ty wed, her eyes gleaming
ve the friendly
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very I try to tell you,” he
\4‘:.! s he crossed to the bed

I W quict, not for nobody,”
PPol'y objected, with a bold disregard
of double negutives, 1 got to get a
move,  If you ain't goin' to help me

you needn’'t butt in”

*“I am afrald I can't help you to go
just yet,” Douglas replied. He was be-
ginning to percelve that there were
tasks before him other than the shap-
ing of Iolly’s character.

“What are vou tryin’ to do to me,
anyhow 7' she asked as she shot a
glance of suspleion from the pastor to
Mandy. “What am I up against?”

“Don’'t you be scared, honey,” Man-
dy reassured her. “Youse jes’ as safe
here as you done been in de circus.”

“Safer, we hope,” Douglas added,
with a smile.

“Are you two bug? Polly ques-
tioned as she turned her head from
one side to the other and studied them
with a new idea. *“Well, you can’t
get none the best of me. 1 can get
away all right, an’ I will too.”

She made a desperate effort to put
one foot to the floor, but fell back with
a cry of pain.

“Dar, dar,” Mandy murmured, pat-
ting the pillow under the poor,
cramped neck and smoothing the tan-
gled halr from Polly's forehead. “You
done hurt yo'sef for suah dis time.”

The pastor had taken a step toward
the bed. His look of amusement had
changed to one of pity.

“You see, Miss Polly, you have had
a very bad fall and you can’t get away
Just yet nor see your friends until you
are better.”

“It's only a scratch,” Polly whim-
pered. “I can do my work; I got to.”
One more feeble effort and she suc-
cumbed, with a faint “jiminy crick-
ets!"”

“Uncle Toby told me that you were
a very good little girl,” Douglas sald
as he drew up a chair and sat down
by her side, confldent by the expres-
sion on her face that at last he was
master of the situation. “Do you think
he would like you to behave like this?”

“I sure am on the blink,” she sighed
as she settled back wearily upon the
plllow.

“You'll be all right soon,” Douglas
answered cheerily. “Mandy and I will
help the time to go.”

“I recollect now,” Polly faltered
without hearing him. “It was the last
hoop. Jim seemed to have a hunch I
was goin’ to be In for trouble when I
went into the ring. Bingo must 'a’ felt
it too. He kept a-pullin’ and a-jerkin’
from the start. 1 got myself together
to make the last jump, an’—I can't re-
member no more.” IHer head drooped,
and her eyes closed.

“I wouldn't try just now If I were
you,” Douglas answered tenderly.

“It's my wheel, ain’t 1t?” I’olly ques-
tioned after a pause.

“Yoah what, chile?’ Mandy exclalm-
ed as she turned from the table, where
she had been rolllng up the unused
bandages left from the doctor's call the
night before.

“l say it's my creeper, my paddle,”
Polly explalned, trylng to locate a few
of her many palns. “Gee, but that
hurts!” She tried to bend her ankle.
“Is it punctured?”’

“Only sprained,” Douglas answered,
striving to control his amusement at
the expression on Mandy's puzzled
face. “Better not talk any more about
’t."

“Aln’t anything the matter with my
tongue, is there?” she asked, turning
her head to one side and studying him
quizzically.

“I don't think there is8,” he replied
good naturedly.

“How did I come to fall In here any-
how?’ she asked as she studled the
walls of the unfamiliar room.

““We brought you here.”

“It's a swell place,” she conceded
grudgingly.

“We are comfortable,” he admitted
as a telltale smile again hovered about
his lips. He was thinking of the
changes that he must presently make
in Miss Polly’s vocabulary.

“Is this the big top?” she asked.

“The—what?* he stammered.

“The maln tent,” she explained.

“Well, no; not exactly. It's golng to
be your room now, Miss Polly.”

“My room! Gee! Think of that!”

o me, Miss |

very good and keep |
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Yt.';uz something was expected or ner.
!Sk:-- kuew no other phrase of gratitude
| than the one “Muavver Jim"” and Toby

had taught her to say to the manager |

i when she recelved from him the first
'stick of red and white striped candy.
“You're very welcome,” Douglas an-
!swered, with a ring of genulne feeling
in his volce.

“Awful quiet, ain't 1t?” ‘be ventured

after 4 pause. “Guess that's what
| woke me up.”
Douglas laughed good naturedly at
| the thought of quiet as a disturber
aud added that he feared it might at
{ first be rather dull for her, but that
! Jim and Toby would send her news of
i the circus and that she could write to
| them as soon a8 she was better.

“I'll have to be a heap better 'an
1 ever was 'fore I can write much,”
Polly drawled, with & whimsical lit-
tle smile.

“1 will write for you,” the pastor
volunteered, understanding her plight.

“You will?’ For the first time he
saw a show of real pleasure in her
eyes.

“Every day,” Douglas promised sol-
emnly.

“An’ you will show me how?’

“Indeed, I will.”

“How long am I in for?" she asked.

“The doctor can tell better about
that when he comes.”

“The doctor! So—it's as bad as that,

eh?”

“Oh, that need not frighten you,”
Douglas answered consolingly.

“l1 ain't frightened,” she bridled

quickly; “I ain't never scared of noth-
in’. It's only 'cause they necd me in
the show that I'm a-kickin'.”

“Oh, they will get along all right,”
he said rerssuringly.

“Get along!” Polly flashed with sud-
den resentment. “Get along without
my act!” It was apparent from her
look of astonishment that Douglas had
completely lost whatever ground he
had heretofore gained in her respect.
“Say, have you seen that show?’ She

contempt.

“No,"” admitted John weakly.

“Well, I should say you ain’'t or you
wouldn't make no crack lke that. I'm
the whole thing In that push,” she said,
with an air of self complacency, “an’
with me down an’ out that show will
be on the bum for fair.”

“I beg your pardon,” was all Doug-
las could say, confused by the sudden
volley of unfamiliar words.

“You're kiddin' me,” she said, turn-
ing her head to one side, us was her
wont when assailed by suspicion. “You
must ‘a’ seen me ride?”

“No, Miss Polly, 1 have never seen
a circus,” Douglas told her, half regret-
fully, a sense of his deep privation
stealing upon him,

“What!” cried Polly incredulously.

“Lordy, no, chile. He ain't nebber
seed none ob dem t'ings,” Mandy Iu-
terrupted as she tried to arrange a
few short stemmed posies In a varle-
gated bouquet.

“Well, what do you think of that!"”
Polly gasped. “You're the first Rube 1
ever saw that hadn’t.”” She was look-
ing at him as though he were a curl-
osity.

“So I'm a Rube!” Douglas shook his
head with a sad little smile and good
naturedly agreed that he bad some-
times feared as much.

“That’'s what we always calls a guy
like you,” she explained ingenuously
and added hopefully: “Well, you must
'a’ seen our parade. All the pikers see
that. It don’t cost nothin’.”

“I'm afrald I must also plead gullty
to the charge of being a piker,” Doug-
'las admitted, half sheepishly, “for I did
see the parade.”

“Well, I was the one on the white
horse right behind the lion cage,” she
began excitedly. “You remember?”’

“It's a little confused in my mind”—
be caught her look of amazement—*just
at present,” he stammered, feeling her
mth again about to descend upon

“Well, I'm the twenty-four sheet
stand,” she explained.

“Sheet!” Mandy shrieked from her
corner.

“Yes, the blilboards, the pictures,”
Polly sald, growing impatient at thelr
persistent stupldity.

“She suah am a funny talkin’ thing!®
mumbled Mandy to herself as she clip-
ped the withered leaves from a plant
near the window.

“I0u are deaq sure they know I «In"t
comin’ on?" Polly asked, with a linger-
Ing suspicion in her volice.

“Dead sure.” And Douglas smiled to
himself as he lapsed into her vernacu-
lar.

There was a moment’s pause. Polly
realized for the first time that she must
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“SHE DONE DBEEN CUTITIN' UP SOMEFIN AWFUL!"

she gasped as the possibility of her
actually having a room all of her own
tovk hold of bher mind. “Much
obllged.” she sald, with a nod, feeling

acluauny readjust nersell Tv a €W or-
der of things. Her eyes again roved
about the room. It was a cheerful

lace ixwhich to be imxprisoned. Evep | & mixup like this?" She continued to

walted for his answer with pity and |

}rmry courd not g=nY¥ hat. ‘I'ne broad
window at the back, with its white and
! pink chintz curtains on the inslde and
| lts frame of Ivy on the outside, spoke
of singing birds and sunshine all day |
!long. Everything from the white cell-
ing to the sweet smeiling matting that
~overed the floor was spotlessly clean.
The cane bottomed rocker mnear the
culved window seat with Its pretty
ptllows told of days when a convales-
cewtt might look in comfort at the gar-
ien beneath. The counterpane, with its
old fashioned rose pattern; the little |
white tidles on the back of each chalr
and Mandy crooning beslde the win-
dow all belped to rmake a bomellke ple-
ture.

She wonderel what Jim and Toby
would say if they could sce her now,
sitting like a queen in the midst of her
soft coverlets, with no need to raise |
| even a finger to wait upon herself. '
| “Atn't it the limit?" she sighed, and |
with that Jim and Toby scemed to
drift farther away. She began to !
{ see thelr life apart from hers. She
could pleture Jim with his head In !
his bands. She could hear his sharp |
orders to the men. Ile was always
short with the others when anything
went wrong with her. i

“I'll bet ‘Muvver Jim's’ in the
dumps,” she murmured as a cloud
stole across the flowerlike face; then |
the tired muscles relaxed, and she
ceased to rebel. '

“Muvver Jim?* Douglas repeated, |
feeling that he must recall her to a |
knowledge of his presence. |

“IThat's what I call him,” Polly ex-
plained, “but the fellows call him ‘Big
Jim.’ You might not think Jim could |
be & good mother just to look at him, |

“Lordy, no, ciile. He ain’t nebber sced
none ob dem t'ings.”

| but he is, only sometimes you can't
{tell him things you could a real
 mother,” she added, half sadly.

“And your real mother went away
when you were very young?”

“No, she didn’t go away.”

“No?" There was a puzzled note in
the pastor’'s volce.

“She went out,” Polly corrected.

“Out!” he echoed blankly.

“Yes; finished—lights out.”

“Oh, an accident.” Douglas under-
stood at last.

*“I don’t like to talk about it.” Polly
ralsed herself on her elbow and
looked at him solemnly, as though
about to impart a bit of forbidden fam-
fly history. It was this look in the
round eyes that had made Jim so often
declare that the kid knew everything

“Why, mother 'd 'a’ been ashamed if
she'd 'a’ knowed how she wound up.
She was the best rider of her time—
everybody says so—but she cashed in
by fallin’ off a skate what didn’t have
no more ginger ‘an a kitten. If you
can beat that!” She gazed at him
with her lps pressed tightly together,
evidently expecting some startling ex-
pression of wonder.

“And your father?’ Douglas asked
rather lamely, belng at a loss for any
adequate comment upon a tragedy
which the child before him was too
desolate even to understand.

“Oh, dad's finish was all right. He
got his'n in a llons’ cage where he
worked. There was nothin’ slow about

his end.” She looked up for his ap-
proval,
“For de Lord's sake!” Mandy

groaned as the wonder of the child’s
conversation grew upon her.

“An’' now I'm down an’ out,” Polly
concluded, with a sigh.

“But this 1s nothing serious,” sald
the pastor, trying to cheer her.

“It's serious enough with a whole
show a-dependin’ on you. Maybe you
don’t know how it feels to bave to
knock off work.”

“Oh, yes, 1 do,” Douglas answered
quickly. “1 was ill a while ago myself.
I had to be in bed day after day, think-
ing of dozens of things that 1 ought to
be doing.”

“Was you ever floored?” Polly asked
with a touch of unbelief as she studied
the fine, healthy physique at the side
of her bed.

“’Deed, he was, chile,” Mandy crled,
feeling that her opportunity had now
arrived, “an’ I had the wors’' time
a-keepin’ him in bed. He act jes’ like
you did.”

“Did he?’ Polly was delighted to
find that the pastor had “nothin’ on
her,” as she would bhave put it.

“You ought to have heard him,”
continued Mandy, made eloquent by
Polly's show of interest. * ‘What will
dose poor folks do? he kept a-sayin’.
‘Jes’ yo' lay where yo' 1s,’ I tole him.
‘Dem poor folks will be better off dan
dey would be a-comin' to yoah fu-
neral.'”

“Poor folks?” Polly questioned. “Do
you give money to folks? We are al-
ways itchin’ to get it away from ‘em.”

Before Douglas could think of words
with which to defend his disapproved
methods Mandy had continued eager-
ly:

“An’ den on Sunday, when he can't
g0 to church an’ preach”— She got no
further. A sharp exclamation brought
both Mandy and Douglas to attention.

“Preach!” Polly almost shouted. She
looked at him with genuine alarm this
time.

“That will do, Mandy.” Douglas com-
manded, feellng an unwelcome drama
gathering about his head.

“Great Barnum and Balley!” Polly
exclaimed, looking at him as though
he were the very last thing in the

world she had ever expected to sce.
) “Are you a sky pllot?”’

“That’'s what he am, chile.,” Mandy
slipped the words in slyly, for she
knew that they were against the pas-
tor's wishes, but she was unable to re-
strain her mischievous impulse to sow
the seeds of curlosity that would soon
bear fruit in the inquisitive mind of
the little Invalid.

“Will you get on to me a-landin’ into

't all right.

of woman'’s ills.

Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription

for the cure of weak, nervous, run-down, over-worked, debilitated, pain-racked
women, knowing this medicine to be made up of ingredients, every one of which
has the strongest possible endorsement of the leading and standard authorities of
the several schools of practice, are perfectly willing, and in fact, are only too glad
to print, as they do, the formula, or list of ingredients, of which it is composed, in

plain  English, on every bottle-wrapper. Is this not a significant fact worthy of

careful consideration?

Women use Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription in preference to all other ad-
vocated medicines sold by druggists for their peculiar weaknesses and ailments

because it is

elcome Words To Women

If, you are an intelligent thinking woman, in nced of relief from weakness, nervous-
ness, pain and suffering, then it means much to you that there is one tried and true
honest square-deal medicine OF KNOWN COMPOSITION, sold by druggists for the cure
The makers of

THE ONE REMEDY which contains no alcohol or habit-forming drugs, Is not anything like advertised secret
compounds or patent medicines.

THE ONE REMEDY for women devised by a regularly graduated physician of vast experience in woman's ail
ments and carefully adapted to her delicate organism.

THE ONE REMEDY good enough that its makers are not afraid to print its every ingredient on its outside

bottle-wrapper.

It’s foolish—often dangerous to be over-persuaded into accepting a secret nostrum in place of this time-

proven medicine of KNOWN COMPOSITION.

World’s Dispensary Medical Association, Buffalo, N. Y.

“I never thought I'd be a-talkm-
What's your

side.
to one of you guys.
name?"”’

“Douglas.” He spoke shortly.

“Ain’t you got no handle to 1t?"”

“If you mean my Christian name, it's
John.”

“Well, that sounds like a sky pllot
But you don't look like I
s'posed they did.”

“Why not?"

“I always s'posed sky pllots was old
an' grouchy-like. You're a'most as
good lookin® as our strong man.”

“l done tole him he was too good
lookin' to be an unmarried parson,”
Mandy chuckled, more and more
amused at the pastor's discomfort,

“Looks don’t play a very lmportant
part in my work,” Douglas answered
curtly. Mandy's confidential snickers
made him Joubly anxious to get to a
less personal tople.

“Well, they count for a whole lot
with us.” She nodded her head decid-
edly. “How long you been showin' in
this town, anyhow ?"’

“About a year,” Douglas answered,
with something of a sigh.

“A year!” she gasped. “In a burg
iike this! You must have an awful lot
of laughs In your act to keep ‘em
a-comin’ that long.” She was wise In
the ways of professional success.

“Not many, I'm afrald.” He won-
dered for the first time If this might
be the reason for his rather indifferent
BUCCEeSS.

“Do you give them the same stuff, or
have you got a rep?”’

“A rep?” he repeated in surprise.

“Sure, repertory, different acts—en-
tries, some calls ’em. Uncle Toby's got
twenty-seven entries. It makes a heap
of difference in the big towns where
you have a run.”

“Oh, I understand!” Douglas answer-
ed in a tone of rellef. “Well, 1 try to
say something new each Sunday.”

“What kind of splels do you give
‘em?’ she inquired, with growing in-
terest.

“l try to help my people to get on
better terms with themselves and to
forget their week day troubles.” He
had never had occasion to define his ef-
forts so minutely.

“Well, that's jes’ the same as us,”
Polly told him, with an alr of conde-
scension, “only circuses draws more
people 'an churches.”

[To be Continued.]

SUMMONS.

N the Superior Court of the State of Wash
ington, for Thurston County.

Bridges Timber Company, & corporation, and
Samuel C. Kuowies, Plaintiffls, v. Sumner E
Sibley and June Doe Sibley, his wife, Defend-
ants.

The State of Washington to the said defend-
lmrn. Sumnper E. Sibley and Jane Doe sibley, his
wile:

You are hereby summoned to appear within
sixty days after the date of the tirst publication
of this summons, to-wit: Within sixty days af-
ter the 20th day of April. 199, and defend the
above entitled action in the ahove entitled court,
and snswer the complaint of the plamtitfs, and
serve & copy of your answer upon the under-
signed attorneys for plaiutiffs, at their oflice be-
low stated, and in case of your failure so to do
judgment will be rendered against you according
to the demand of the complaint, which has been
filed with the clerk of said Court The obj.et
of this action isto quiet title in the pluintifia to
all the timber on the following described prop-
erty. to-wit:

Onfive acres in the form of a square situated
in the southeast corner of the southwest quarter
(SW1) of the southeast quarter (3F'), and five
acres in the form of asquare situated 1n the
southwest corner of the southeast quarter (<E';)
ot the southeast quarter (SEY), all in =Section
I'wenty three (23), Township Seventeen (T 17)
North, Range 1 (1) West, in Thurston Couuty,

Washiongton.
TROY & STURDEVANT,
and A.J. FALKNOR,
Attorneys for Plaintifls,
Post Office address: Olympia, Washington;
office address, Suite 4, Byrne Bldg, Olympia,
Washiogton.
Date of first publication, April 30, 1909, %

SUMMONS.

N the Superior Court of the State of Washing-
ton 1n sod for the county of Thurston

Donald K. Smith, plaintiff, va. Jesse Smith and
all persons unknown, if any, claiming or
having any right, title or interest in and to
the hereinafter described property and the
unknown heirs of Jeremiah K. Smith, de-
ceased, if any, detendants.

State of Washington, to the said Jessc Smith
and to the unknown heirs of Jeremiah K.
Smith, deceased, if any, and to all persons un-
known, haviug or claiming any iuterest or lien
in the hereinafter deseribed real estate, defend
ants.

You are hereby snmmoned to appear within
sixty days af.er the date of the first publica-
tion of this Summons, to wit, within sixty days
after the 30th day of April, 1909, and defend the
above entitled action in the above centitled
court, and auswcer the complaint of the plain-
tiff and serve a copy of your answer upon the
undersigned attorneys for plantitf, at their
office below stated, and in case of your failure
#0 to do, judgment wlli be rendered against
you according to the demand of the complaiut
which has been filed with the Clerk of the
above entitled Court.

This is an action to quiet title and decree the
right in the plaintiff 1o sell aud convey the fol-
lowing described real estate, to-wit.

The southeast quarter of the northeast uar-
ter ané the northeast quarter of the southeast
quarter of seetion 23, township 15, north range
2 west, and the southwest guarter of the north-
west quarter and the west nalf of the southwest
quarter of section 24, township 15, north of
range 2 west, containing two hundred acres,
more or less.  All situate, lying and being in
the County of Thurston, State of Wasbkington.

TROY & STURDEVANT,
Attorneys for Plaintifl.

P O  address, Olympia, Thurston couuty,

Washington.

Date of tirst publication, April 30, 1909, 7t.
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Correct sanitary houses and barns
and their location planned for you
HAZEN W. MAYNARD,

Olympia, Wash.
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stnde the uncomfortable man at hep
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OFFICE WITH DARLING'S SHOE SORE, -
Phones—Oldice, Red 1122

| 7 HOUSE MOVING AND DRAYING
PIANOS HANDLED WITH CARE
FURNACE AND DOMESTIC COAL
PLOWING AND HARORWING

WEST FOURTH STREET

Residence, Black 1252,
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A. H. CHAMBERS ¢

(Successors to Connolly & Chambers.)
CHAMBERS BLOCK FOURTH ST. :TELEPHONE MAIN 44,

EFULL LINE OF MEATS FOR THE

WHOLESALE 7 RETAIL TRALE.

We solicit a share of your trade and will strive to please.
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: N0 ONE HANDLES PRESCRIPTIONS.

In our store but Licensed Pharmacists of
Iong experience. You cannot afford to
take chances in the preparation of medi-
cine upon which depends your life. We
take no chances and never allow any re-
cipe whatever to be compounded by in-
competent or incxperienced hands. The
« only drugstore in Olympia in which a
« registered pharmacist is 1n attendance at
« all times. Let us fill your Prescriptions.

YTER, L.HILL DRUG CO.

’, PHONE MAIN 52, FREE DELIVERY.
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* BUY YOUR GROCERIES

*
* FLOUR AND FEED OF

: M.E.GEORGE
+ . THE _o

Up-to-Date Grocer

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

l\w Telephone Main 116. Cor. Fourth and Columbia St.
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kY kAR KAAAX ELECTRIC FLAT IRONS Aakk v ¥ahhtthbk

iCALL UPr MAIN 23

And order an ELECTRIC IRON on
$ 30

DAYS' FREE TRIAL

There is no neccssity of running to the hot
stove in the furnace-like heat of your kitchen
when you can keep cool and do better work in
half the time in the modern way--the clectric
way.

It costs, ordinarily, from 2c to 4c an hour to
operate the large size irons, and it costs you
twice this for wood. The iron costs only $4.00.
Don’t delav—order now—our new stock won't
last lony.

OLYMPIA LIGHT & POWER CO.
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AKES YOU STRONG.”

If you need a tonic to build up your system, drink

Olympia Malt Extract

A pure non-intoxicating extract of barley-malt and hops )
in extract and lower in alcobolic content than any other

extract on the market. Only 15-100 of 1 per cent. wleoh
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The price is $1.75 per dozen or $3.50 for two-doren « ase

OLYMPIA BREWING CO.
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*%7 100 Per Cent, atcisz‘i

Ina ocent hatching contest in which there were over 4
hatch was 100 per cent. in 19cases with

PETALUMA

.}

<— INGUBATORS.

This machine has been demonstrated to be as near ab-
solute perfection as can be attained. The regulation of heat,
air and moisture have been proven perfact. See our new egg
tray and other improvements.  We pay freight.  Catalogue Free.

For . .
MR Olympia Hardware Co.

ETALUMA INCUBATQR CO
ETaLuMA CAL.

AT

SR -

e m‘,w....‘& e
% g =T

il oty




