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"Merry Christinas!"

"liuh! What's that?"
The gruff voice took some of the

enthusiasm out of the childish treble,

find it faltered somewhat weakly In

fi petition:

"Merry Christmas, sir!"

The big bearded turn stared at the

diminutive speaker and for an In-

stant the hard drawn lines on the

heavy face threatened to relax, but a
moment later n spasm as of pain shot

across It, and the voice grumbled:
"There isn't any merry Christmas?-

not In this world! Whoever taught

you such an idea? Huh! Merry
Christinas! I haven't seen one for
forty years, and"?

The little white, drawn face bad an
Intense appeal to It, but It fell upon
a hard, stony nature. The forty years
of hard life had dried up the well-
springs of sympathy, and the gruff
miner stumbled away, leaving the boy
a mute witness to one of the tragedies
of life.

;; : < ?;?? ?? ~»;wry c&ristmas: liunT
'j JUT- Was no merry Christmas 111 thin
v\ i id?nut for such outcasts!"

For mi hour tin- man was absorbed
!u .~traiiK«ly perplexing thoughts. Then
lie .so slowly uild picked up his few
?;HilouKiugs. He threw them into a

~15.* and kicked theiu viciously as if
tlicv had been responsible for his
troubles.

T'p near the bend of the sluice, where
the mouutulu torrent «>f the night be-
fore had dislodged the bowlders and
nearly wiped out his camp, he found
his pickax half burled In debris. He
rescued It from the dirt and gravel,
and as n parting thrust at the cruel
picks which had defied him he sunk
the implement deep iuto their sides.
The pick crushed through the shell of
the rocks so easily that the man al-
most lost his balance.

Almost unconsciously the man's lips
framed the words and repeated "a mer-
ry, merry Christmas!" It was far from
a merry Christmas to hits lying there
imprisoned In the rocks, with one leg
crushed, but he was past physical palu
aow, and it was only the uilod which
took cognizance of the world about.

Then the high, piping voice changed.

It seemed to come from a greater dis-
tance, vague, shadowy and almost in-
audible. Carston strained his ears. It
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Henry Trnyne and his wife, Laura,
had been married ten yeurs and had
not been blessed with children. Hen-
ry was thirty-eight and Laura was
thirty-two. They had reached the age
where childless married i>eople begin
to try to supply the deficiency by pets.

Henry Trayne, who was a profes-
sional chemist and mining engineer,
was offered every inducement to go to
the Pacific coast and direct the opera-

tions of a mine. Besides his salary,
he was offered some stock of the com-
pany. For a long time be declined,
not caring to break up his home on an
uncertainty?for the mine might prove
worthless?or to leave his wife while

the experiment was being made, but

"the wolf was prowling about the
door, and at lust the couple made up

their minds to bear the separation.

Henry was obliged to make a pre-
liminary trip to a distant city where

the capitalists who were to employ

Mm lived in order to talk matters over
and become posted as to bis work.
During this absence, which lasted a
month, Laura had a taste of what she

was to endure during the longer sepa-

ration. When her husband returned
the couple were enraptured at the re-
union. being like a young couple In

their honeymoon, except thnt the long-
er separation stared them In the face.

"Merry Christmas, eh I" be grunted.
"Merry Christmas!"

He withdrew the pick and started to
walk away. A alight oozing of water
from the scar caused by his pick at-
tracted his attention. lie stared at it
and then mechanically stooped to ex-
amine the gravel and splintered rock.
With a little gasp of surprise he gath-
ered another handful and spread the
pieces out on his rough palm. Three
times he dug up all he could hold In
one palm and repeated the operation.

Suddenly a fierce light shot Into his
?yes, and his face assumed the eager,
greedy look of a wild animal on the
\u25a0cent of some helpless prey. He drop-
ped on hands and knees and dug at the
sand and rock until the blood seeped
from scarred fingers and dyed the
rocks. He was for all the world a
wildbeast tearing and rending a blood-
less victim to death.

Again and again he held the samples
close to his eyes and each time granted
with satisfaction. He sprang out of
the hole and attacked the rocks with
his h»vy miner's pick. The blows
fell with sharp, metallic sounds; but,
unmindful of the noise, the miner
worked feverishly and stubbornly at
the excavation.

There was a little cry of exultation.
The man held within his hand a sam-
ple of dull yellowish rock that sent the
blood coursing rapidly through his
\u25bcelns. The freshet of the night had
unearthed a vein of gold which prom-
ised to bring true all his visions of the
Vast

"on, AMI *ou ALnraT*
*u an old familiar tun?, and th«
words stirred a responsive chord In
him:

"Good news on Christmas morning!
Good news. oh. children, dear!

Christ was born In Bethlehem
And U livingnow and here."

The \oice and song trailed off until
lost entirely to the ear. When silence
(ell around the man vaguely wondered
If this were death. He bad often
thought of death. He had seen It In so
many different forms that the fear of
It had seldom disturbed him. Now he
dreaded It?no; wished for It, for the
pain was past endurance, aud there
was no release from his prison.

He seemed to wait and listen eagerly
for the song again, but all was silence
around. A great dreary blank drifted
across his mind, aud he was uncon-
scious of pain or suffering. How long
this stupor lasted be could not say, but
when consciousness returned again an
agonising pain shot through his leg
and body. He groaned and tried to
change his position.

Then close to bis lips a little sobbing
voice cried out: "Oh. are you alive? I
thought I was too late. Walt a minute
and I will get the leg free."

It was dark all around, but Carston.
looking up, saw stars shining over-
bead. They came througb a big bole
In the wall of rocks. His leg was so
numb that feeling was nearly gone,
but be was conscious of Uttle bands
digging and tailing at the dirt beneath
the crushed Umb. Then suddeuly a
great weight was lifted from it and
the little sobbing voice said:

"Now pftll with me."
How the little bands worked tbe dirt

and rocks loose from tbe bowlder and
bow tbe two of them strained and
pulled to extricate the man's l>ody
from the death trap Carston could
never clearly understand, but after an
hour of agony he felt bimaelf lying on
tbe surface of tbe earth with a little,
slim, slender creature by his side,
gasping and -panting from exertion.
Tiny drops of moisture trickled on
Cars ton's face, but they were blood
from lacerated bands and not tears.
The little sobs were dry and tearleas.

Carston swooned again In spite of
bis heroic will to flght back tbe weak-
ness. In the interval tbe atars shone
down upon him la their cold, hard
blllllance, and tbe soft, cool air filled
his panting lungs with healing
strength.

Afew minutes later the child turned
and walked In the opposite direction.
There were no tears In the wondering
eyes, b.it the mute face bad the bunt-
ed sorrow of a wounded animal- Twice
the little legs halted as If too weak
to carry the slight body, and once the
boy dropped on a fallen log and stared
ahead of blm.

It was unlike any Christmas tbe
child had ever before experienced.
Christmas had always been ushered
In by snow, sleet, rain- or cold north
winds, but In this strange new land
tbe flowers were in bloom In tbe dead
of winter, and northern birds warbled
and cooed from nearly every leafy
bower. It was bard to realize that
in the faraway northern clflr tbe land
was wrapped in the icy embrace of
the frost king. A little pang of dis-
appointment crept Into his heart, and
Unconsciously be sighed for tbe old
familiar scenes.

"Black" Carston stumbled down tbe
slope of the hillside after leaving tbe
boy, a growing anger and rage disturb-
ing his mind. He was In no mood that
morning to have the festive season of
tbe year recalled to him. Only tbe
night before the sluice which be bad
constructed bad been washed away
by a mountain torrent and filled with
loosened stones and huge bowlders. It
was only one of a long series of acci-
dents which had followed his un-
lucky ventures, and at first be bad ac-
cepted it philosophically.

But tbe piping voice of tbe child had
made his ill luck more acute. "Merry
Christmas!" He muttered tbe words
under bis breath aud kicked viciously
at the loose stones. When be came to
the wrecked sluice be glared at itsav-
agely and finally sneered:

"Well, what's the odds? There's no
gold here anyway?not a cent's wortb
?and I've only pot tbe disappoint-
ment a little earlier than I expected.
I'll pull out tontp.Ut and make another
try over at Copper crtek."

Then, with n grin: "And that young-
ster wished me a merry Christmas!
Huh, what a foolish kid he Is!"

Tbe man dropped moodily on a rock
and refilled his pipe. He sat there a
long time smoking. Somehow his

nxftE WAS A I.ITTLBCRT OF XXCI/TATJO!f.

thoughts drifted away from the scarred
mountainside, and be forgot the work
ahead of him. His disorganised camp
lay 0round unheeded. If any emotion
stirred within him it was manifested
only by quicker puffs from his black
pipe.

It was Christmas day?Christmas In
the great mining region where "Black"
Carston had worked and toiled for
years without appreciable result The
calendar had ceased to bold any mean-
ing for him, aud Christmas was an un-
known holiday to him. He didn't
know, and he didu't care, whether it
Was Christmas or Memorial day. One
day was like all others to him.

But the merry greeting of the stray
ehlld from the east had Impressed it
upon his mind that others In the
great world of work and trouble still
held to the observances of holidays.
He knew little of the buy's history-
just a few snatches of rumor that had
reached him. A poor little derelict
of a great city, crushed and worn out
prematurely by disease and environ-
ments, the child had been rescued by
some charitable society and sent west
to jlml new heulth and strength lu the
more climate.

Why l»:d ilie boy selected tUIs morn
lii£ to gr.i't him with words that
seemed to drive Aio

Deeper and deeper Into tbe bowels of
tbe earth be dug, following tbe course
of tbe vein and grunting his satisfac-
tion at each fresh discovery. Had he
not been carried away by bis greed and
excitement he would have hesitated
gad withdrawn from his perilous posi-
tion. His expert knowledge of mining
would have told him that be was court-
ing a terrible danger.

But the good fortune which had coma
to him after forty years of disappoint-
ment made him temporarily craay, and
he forgot everything except the gold
which he was unearthing. Then a sud-
den blow from his pick loosened a tor-
rent of sand, and tbe rocks above his
head groaned and settled down.

Carston was Instantly alert and real-
ised in a flash bis danger. He sprang
back toward the mouth of the opening,
leaving bis pick and samples of gold
behind. But tbe avalanche of rocks
and dirt was too quick for him. It

| fell around and over him until the light
of day was shut from view. \u25b2 heavy
-bowlder rolled over on his leg and pin-
ioned him to the soft sand.

The roar of the descending avalanche
subsided, and tbe miner drew a deep-

i er breath when he realised that all
Immediate danger was passed. Aa
overhanging ledge had partly protect-
ed him, and be had a space of a few
feet In. which 'to breathe and move.
Tbe wall of loose stones and rocks
could not be very thick, for he saw
glimmers of light shining througb.

Bat When be attempted to extricate
himself from tbe prison be found that
a worse fate had befallen him *i«i|
he imagined. Ills right leg was crash-
ed and held in a viselike grip by a
huge bowlder that had settled down
on him.

In Tain be tried to move the rock
and poll his leg free. But the bowl-
der was Immovable, and the excruciat-
ing pain made him faint, sick. For
boors be tore at the sand and gravel
at his feet and snapped and snarled
at the rock which held him a prisoner.

Then, faint and exhausted, be lay
back and rested. The pain grew past
endurance, and unconsciousness merci-
fully relieved him. When his senses
returned be renewed the straggle, bat
with the same hopeleaa effort His
prison was located far up on the moun-
tain aide, where no human creature
would be likely to stray for weeks or
months it ? time.

"Black" Canton was a man of Iron
will and ragged constitution, and be
did not yield easily to despair. Dar-
ing the long hours of the day be
ttugbt and straggled with alsaest su-
perhuman effort. Then the pain, loss
of, blood and exhaustion broke bis
spirit With a little sob be dropped
his head back on the rocks and re-
signed himself to bis fate."

"So this Is Christmas day! Kerry
Christmas, eh!"

The child's morning greeting bad
clung to bis mind, and It sprang to
his Ups unbidden again and again.
Then bis thoughts wandered, and he
muttered over In his troubled dreams:

"Merry Christmas, merry Christmas!
Ha, ha! Merry Christmas, young-
ster!"

In his agony he rolled over and
wrenched the tortured limb until relief
came again through sheer exhaustion.
During the few lucid moments of the
mind Carston tried to think connected-
ly and plan for some method of escape,
but bis strength was unequal to it.

Homan nature yielded gradually to
the strain. The waking, lucid moments
grew fewer and of less duration. His
mind wandered over the past He bab-
bled and talked lu bis sleep. At times
forms seemed to surround him, and be
forgot his predicament in talking to
them.

They carried the man to the nearest
mining camp and gave him such med-
ical attendance as he needed. After a
week of fever and dellrlom Cars ton's
strong constitution brought him
through successfully. Ilia first thought
was of the child who bad rescued him.

"Bring that merry Christmas young-
ater to met" he almost shouted.
"Where is bet Don't keep me wait-
ing."

Then music seemed to lull his senses,
and he heard voices which soothed his
mind. They were all singing the re-
frain that had so offended his ears that
morning. Clear above all the others a
childish voice sang. He was la church,
but the voice wns that of a child or of
an angel, Carston could not say which.

"I wish you a merry Christmas! I
wish you a merry Christmas! I wish
you a merry, merry, merry, merry, mer-
iy_Chrlstmas!"

Bugged old Carston, black by name
and character, .Hung his arms around
the slender neck and. with a great sob
in his voice, cried: "Merry, merry
Christmas! A merry Christmas, young-
ater, and God bless you!"

Bat even then he did not know that
his faint "Merry Christinas!" uttered
in his feverish dreams when impris-
oned in the rocks had lint attracted
the little singer's attention and waa
responsible for his rescue. That was-
long ago, and- Carston now celebrates
the Christmas season with religions
\u25a0eat and cereaony, and there Is al-
ways a little "Merry Christmas" to
help him, for nothing conkl satisfy him
bat to nickname his resetter "Merry
Christinas.''

GALLOPING ARMY KITCHEN.
British Qtvanininl Arrange* U Peed

Tenimy Atkins Wall.
The British sokller la notoriously fond

?f fcls rations and, like ?\u25bcarjr other sol-
dier, is a poor fighter when his meals
de not appear with proper regularity.

80 (hat Tommy Atkins max not be
kept * second late from his beef and
tea the army has rigged np a novel
"galloping kitchen," a cooker on wheels,
which cooks as It goes and can rattle
along on Its gun carriage over the
roughest roads a horse can take, the
provender boiling away all the time.

There la a boiler divided Into four
compartments, with a firebox below?-
nothing more. The arrangement could
not be simpler, and It saves the annoy-
ance of setting up a whole cooking out-
fit at every stop when the army to on
? rapid march and also assures a meal
to the detachment that to away-from
camp on a scouting or skirmishing ex-
pedition.

Thi very young traveling sales-
man was registering at the village
hotel. "I want a room with run-
ning water in it," he remarked.
" Runnin' water?" cackled the land-
lord; "

what do you want to do,
mister ?practice indoor trout fish-
in'?"

When tb« March winds were blow-
ins Henry bade his wife a sorrowful
adieu and went to the field of his op-

erations. During the first month of
absence Laura wrote him every day

"Chlmmy" (the dog), "dear boy, misses
yon very much. The day you left he

whined and fretted and ran about pin-
ing for bis dear papa. Toddle" (the

parrot) "said yesterday. "Oh. Henry,

how can I live without you?' I wonder
It the dear girl got that from me."

Had the letters fallen into the hands
of strangers they would have supposed
the writer to be referring to beloved
children. However, after a few weeks
?possibly Laura was becoming more
accustomed to her husband's absence
and did not need to lavish so much
love on Chimmy and Toddle?the let-
ters assumed n more practical tone.
Laura hoped the venture would be
successful. They were getting on
toward old age and nothing laid up.
It would be nice If in addition to
Henry's salary the shares tbat bad
been given him would become valu-
able. Then they would not have to
worry about the future. In one of her
letters she asked Henry If there were
good schools In the district where the
mines were located. Henry wrote back
that he hadn't taken any Interest In
the schools, for if they made the place
a permanent home, not haviug any
children of their own, it wouldn't
make any dlffereuce. To which I.aura
replied that she thought Todille could
be taught to read, and she wouldn't
like to take her where such a thing
would be imiMMslble if desired, nenry,
who had got used to being separated
from his pets, thought this absurd.

Six months passed, and no immedi-
ate prospect of Henry's getting home.
October came, and there was a rich
strike In the mine. The success of the
enterprise was secured, but still Henry
could not get away. Ia December be
left everything to go home and spend
Christmas with his wife and Chlmmy
and Toddle.

A Thanksgiving Suggestion.

Now that it's all over and nob»dy

really hurt?lt's the election to which

we refer?let's all get down to our nor-
mal coudltlon once more and do the

best we can to keep the world moving

along smoothly. There are many things

for us to do, even though we may not
have elected every man on the ticket

we voted. For Instance, there Is the
Thanksgiving turkey to fatten. Ke-
niember that Thanksgiving coines early

this year?the 24th?and it Is high

time to begin stuflitig the gobbler. The
cook will put lu the postmortem stuff-
ing?it is the antemortem feeding that
wo mean. Of course, if you don't hap-
pen to have a turkey in your own back
yard you can begin fattening your
purse so that you can buy one at the
prevailing high prices.

And, speaking of Thanksgiving, our
Canadian frieuds purpose to have their
annual day of thanks on Monday in-
stead of on Thursday. There really is
no reason why Thursday should remain
our Thanksgiving day, except the

precedent established by long custom.
There are arguments for Monday.

Thanksgiving is the one day in all the
year when people feel that they sim-
ply must gather at home for a family
dinner. But thousands of people live

too far away from the old homestead

to get there and back by taking only

one day away from business. With
Thanksgiving on Monday the start can
be made Saturday. This will give a
good holiday period at home. Our

Canadian neighbors are not Invariably
wise, but in this instance they seem
to display a commendable quality of
wisdom.

He arrived on Christmas morning.
AM be ran up the steps of his bouse
he noticed an auto standing before the
door and in the hall met the family
physician, who waa giving some in-
struct ions to a trained nurse. Henry,
la terror, begged to be Informed as to
the reason for their being there.

"The crisis Is passed," said the doc-
tor. "Don't worry. Nurse, go up and
prepare Mrs. Trayne to meet her hus-
band. We don't want to startle her."

The nurse went upstairs and In a
few minutes called out tbat Mr.
Trayne might come up. Henry was
ao anxious that he had not responded
to Chlmmy*s greetings and when the
dog got in his way as he was hurrying
upstairs gave him a push that sent
him away yelping. When the eager
husband reached his wife's door be
**s astonished to see a placard on It
bearing the words:
Twj Christinas from Harry."
Too anxious to give way to wonder

M to what It meant, he opened the
door softly and entered thot room.
There lay Laura, with the tinlwt bit
of a baby on her arm, and the mother
had a happy smile of welcome on her
ffcc*. - §-

"A Christmas present for you, Hen-
ry!" aald Laura.

The nurse, who took a position to ses
the husband's face at the moment o|f
his surprise, told the doctor that "he
looked as If he had had a pitcher of
Joy poured over him." He stood for a
moment enraptured at what he saw.
then took his wife and their child In
MM embrace.

"Now I know," be said, -why yon
war* Inquiring about the schools and
ware giving me that nonsense about
teaching Toddle to read. But why
didn't you let me know?"

If battle* are ever fought In the air
the machine which cun go the highest
will possess certain advantages, and
It is gratifying to note that the one In
which the greatest height was achieved
?t Belmont park la of American de-
sign.

John M. Wilson \\
ATTORNEYATLAW

(COUNTY ATTORNEY)
'
'

Office: Coart House. Oiyapia, Wash. <
>

"I wanted to surprise you. And
when I learned that you were to come
Bt this time I hoped my Christmas
liftwould be here ready for you. The
doctor delivered It without wrapper
*address this morning at 6 o'clock."

And ao it was that Cbimmy and Tod-
dle ware relegated to a very inferior
petition to make way for the rising
?on of the household. Toddle, who
was bright enough to deserve a bettor
tsto, says:

*«hut up! you'll wake the baby r
MITBHEN Bros. hav£ invested about

1300,000 in a packing plant near Re-
creation Park, Spokane, that willbe
in operation soon after the first of
the year. It will have a capacity for
handling 150 he%d of cattle and 500
of hogs or sheep daily.

ELECTRIC LIGHT is economical and
" handy." It is cheap, don't explode
or suffocate people, and is always

there" on touch of a button.

"CAPITAL"
PER T ILIZER

Manufactured from Oyster
Shell is a winner, and rea-
sonable in price. Should be
used in the fall. Coineand
buy some and be convinced.

Manufactured and
for sale by

THE BROTHERS COMPANY
352 FRANKLIN ST., OLVMPIA

Sales Agents?Fruit Growers' Association \u25a0

Martin Hardware Co.. and the grocery stor e

I Charlie's |
SALOON

!! < >

::
?

::

1! Olympia's Popular Resort:;
J I All tlie best brands of Im- J 1

< » ported and Domestic Wines < I
| [ Liquors and Cigars. ... < >

jjBBHE6EB & BIRCHLER ]|
' 1 PROPRIETORS. J!
; J J*. IJi Fjirtk Stmt. Pkoit 27 < >

NOTICE TO CREDITORS.
IN the Superior Court of the Stale of Washing-

ton lor the County of Thuraton.
In re estate of Joseph Deibler. Defeased
Notice Is hereby given that the undersigned

h»s been appointed executor of the last will and
testament of the above named Joseph Deibler-
aud that all persons having claims agaluat the
Slid Joxeph :>eibler, or bl» estaie.be, and the
aame are required to present the same, duly ver-
IHed. to the undersigned executor, at hla real
dime near Tumwater, Washington, or to him
personally, or to bis attorneys Troy A Hturde-
vant, at Olympla. Washington, within one yoar
from the date of the first publication of tbia no-
tire, or the same will be forever tarred

WM. DAI.TON DKIBI.ER,
Executor of the laat will and Testament of

Joseph Deibler. Deceased.
Date of first publication. Nov. U, 1910.

DANIEL CABY
ATTOnNBT afliiLW

AND NOTARY PUBLIC

Wssbiaftoa St., Bet. 4th sad sth, Olympia

I 1 P 'l I 1
I Greatest Paper in Washington
I Seattle's Livest News

I POSTITELLMJEKCER
I Reaches All Parts of the
\u25a0 ? State the Day It Is Printed

I "All the News That Is News"

TELEPHONE is the Coal Man's Best Salesman.
Many of his customers he never sees, for their orders

borne by wire and their checks by mail,
Ifyou move into a new house or have an unexpected need offuel, you can often save a day's time by telephoning your order.
In the mining and shipping of Coal, the Bell Telephone has

an- important factor. The wholesale markets and sour-

ces of supply are kept in constant touch with the Bell Long Dis-
Service, and the danger of a coal famine greatly reduced.

®
PACIFIC TELEPHONE AND

TELEGRAPH COMPANY
EVERY BEM, TELEPHONE IS THE CENTER OF THE SYSTEM.

? f

(dIIPPINCOTT'S b
MONTHLY MAGAZINE

42 YEARS YOUNG WHAT IS IT LIKE?
It is a high-class, pure-spirited magazine of cleverness. It
contains one complete copyrighted novel in everv issue, besides
? half-dozen capital short stories, pleasing poetry, readable
articles, and the jolly-best humor section you ever saw. Every
mooth you will find a group of terse and timely articles of
absorbing interest \

SPECIAL FEATURES
IS GREAT COMPLETE NOVELS. « ARTICLES ON OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS.
TS FASCINATING SHORT STORIES. S ARTICLES ON ."THOSE NERVES "

200 PAGES OF NEW HUMOR.

2000 Pages Yearly of Fiction, Fact, and Fun
MS WM MPR THE BEST OBTAINABLE «2.W ?

LIPPIN COTT'S
East Washington Square PHILADELPHIA, PA. R

REDEK & LEWIS -
-

PROpi^TQRS
THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF

Staple § Fancy Groceries
THE Ft*I,I.EST AND MOST OOMPLKTI LIN}- oh

I BUY YOUR GliO?EHii:s |
£ FLOUR AND FEED OF |
* M.K. GEORGE |

| Up-to-Date Grocer!
A And you will always get the finest quality C

and lowest prices. 3

Telephone Main i iG. Cor. Fourth and Columbia St.

"ITMAKES YOU STRONG ."0
k If you need a tonic to build up your system, drink jj
I Olympia Malt Extract j
u> A pure non-intoxicating extract of barley-malt and hops. Higher 4
L 'D extract and lower in alcoholic content than any other malt. y
(f extract on the market. Only 15-100 of 1 per cent, alcohol. J

K Th® price is $1.75 per dozen or $3.50 for two-dozen case J
|OLYMPIA BREWING CO 1

TELEPHONE MAIN 10 j
a i, ± ,W Jj

CHAMBERS MARKET
J CHAMBERS BLOCK FOURTH ST. TELEP 1(11 I
b FULL LINE OF MEATS FOB TIIE

WHOLESALE 9 RETAIL TRADE.
J We solicit a share of your trade and willstrive to please.

I LIGHT, w jntAon 991I "BUS"TiI. SMITHSONIAN!
I CORRECT I

\u25a0«? h.. uuum a.:«£.P
PHONE MAIN 52. FREE DELIVERY.

OLYMPIA MARBLE WORKS
A ESTABLISHED 1889-

\u25a0| J. R. DEVER, Proprietor

I St marble and granite \u2605 * *

1 \u25a0 W6EJI Monuments, Markers

Etc.
Fourth and Jefferson Sts.

WASHINGTON

I Talcott Bros. \
J Til OLDRST JIWKL&T BOISE IS lISTKM WASHISGTOS. KSHfeLiSHkt' 1*72 /

f ?DEALERS XlsT ?
/

/ WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWKLKY, )
\ CLOCKS. SILVERWARE, CUT HI.ASS, \
/ LEATHER GOODS, CUTLERY, NOVKI.TIKS /
1 SEWING MACHINES, SUNDRIES C
\ MANDFAOTI.'RERS OK I

I NOTARY AND LODGE SEALS \
? RUBBER STAMPS £ UMBRELLAS )
P Repairing in All Departments. V

f Wt and 426 Main St., ? ? \u25a0 Olyinpia, Wash. C

Hbverttse intbe Stan&irfc


