[
b4

CHADPYER IIL

A FALSE GALLOP OF MEMORIZS.
S a churlish fate decreed it turn-

ed out that Blount was not to

1  have Gantr r a iraveling

companion bLeyond Chicago.

nd day of westward furing

the rmiiroad man, whose business fol-
lowed him wherever Le went, had in
trictions to eet Mr. Hardwick Me-

Vickar, his vice president, in the Illi-
neis metropolis, aud on the morning
of the following day Blount continued
his journey alone.

Twenty-four hours later the expatri-
ated westeruer had crossed his Rubl-
con, otherwise the elay co'ored stream
of the Missouri river, at Cmaha, and
had entered upon s=cenes which ought
to have been familiar—should have
been and were not, so many and great
were the changes wrought during his
fourteen years of absence. In the
smoking car he feil into talk with a
prosperous looking man whose thin,
hawklike face was so out of keeping
with the air of prosperity—a lone pas-
senger who had boarded the train at
Omaha.

At first their conversation was bald-
1y desultory. The hawk faced one, it
secemed, was a mine owner whose
property, vaguely located somewhere
“in the mountains,” was involved in
litization. 1t was the reference to the
litigation which first drew Blount be-
yond the commonplaces, the awakened
interest being wholly professional.

Oddly enough, since he had never
expected_to use it, he had specialized
somewhat in mining law, and before
many miles had been clicked off un-
der the drumming trucks of the Pull-
man he found himself giving opinions
and laying down plans of procedure
for the man who. investing in mines,
had apparently purchased more trou-
ble than profits.

Into the cleft thus opened by the ax
of business the hawk faced man in-
serted a wedge of cautious inquiry.
In addition to his mining properties,
he had been making investments in
timberlands—bad investments, he fear-
ed, since the government had late-
ly taken such a decided stand against
the cutting of timber in the new for-
est reserves.

Agaln Blount was good naturedly
helpful. One of his classmates in the
law school had been preparing himself
to enter the legal branch of the forest
service, and Blount had acquired at
second hand a working knowledge of
the forestry situation in the west and
of the legal status of the western tim-
ber pirates. Moreover, he had very
clear and decided opinions upon the
question of the conservation of the na-
‘tion’s timber resources, and he was
frank enough to express them emphat-
ically.

It he had been less unsuspicious he
might have remarked the quickened
attention of the prosperous looking
person who seemed so willing to take
advice from a chance acqugintance.

“If you were a government man your-
self you could hardly put the case
stronger,” was the smiling commentary
of this person, who was-as yet name-
less to Blount.

“How do you know I am mnot a gov-
ernment man?” said the expatriate,
willing enough to play the game as the
cards should fall.

“Because you are not traveling on
government transportation,” was the
shrewd reply.

“You can’t tell anything by that”
Blount said, laughing. *“A good many

“ESPECIALLY IF THEY ARE TI‘AVELI)IG OoN
A SECRET MISSION.'

civilian employees of the governuent
travel on regular tickets like other
people.”

“I know they do,” admitted the oth-
er, anG then, with a sharp side glance
which Blount missed, “especially if
they are traveling on a secret mission.”

“You needn’t be alarmed. You have
not told me anything the government
could make use of,” returned Blount,
carrying the jest one necessary move
further along.

It was precisely at this point, as
Biount remembered afterward, that
the forestry subject was dropped.
Later on, after the talk had drifted
back to mining and from mining into
politics, the hawk faced man announc-
ed his intention of going back to bis
section in the body of the car to take a
nap.

A little further along toward evening
the great range which had been visible
for Lours in the west began to define
itself in peaks and high, dald shoulder-
ings of wind swept mesas, and Blount
was glad to find some stirrings of
the homecoming wanderer's quickened
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vt the dining car dinner, which was
sorved while the high peaks of the
main range were still reflecting the
cri! 1 d oid of the sunset, Blount
wmissed hiz luncheon companion.

Now that he rccalled it he remem-

bered that Le had seen nothing of the
hawk faced man since the early after-
woon. But the absence of companion-
sbip was a relief rather than a depriva-
tion.

Almost without knowing it he found
himself hastening through his dinner
s0 that he might return to the Pullman
window. When at length he had the
longed for sight of a bunch of cattle,
with the solitary night herd hanging
Ly oue leg In the saddlie to watch the
passing txuix. the call of the west was
once more trumpeting in his ears.

At a small timber shipping station
well within the mountains where the
logs were shot down to the mills in a
trough-like water chute from the wood-
ed heights twenty miles distant there
was a longer stop than usual, and
Blount got off to make inquiries.

There was a freight wreck at some
point a few miles farther west, and
the train would probably be delayed
for several hours.

By this time Blount was on well re-
membered ground. Forty miles away
in a direction somewhat east of north
lay the Blount home domain, where he
had spent his happy boyhood. An
hour’s gallop to the westward the level
rays of the setting sun would be play-

{ ing upon the little station of Painted

i1at, which had been the shipping point
for the home ranch. And halfway be-
tween Painted Hat and the Circle Bar
lay the horse corrals of one Debbleby,
a hermit of the mountains and the
boy Evan's earliest schoolmaster in the
great book of nature.

Since Blount could not go on by
train, what was to prevent the taking
of an immediate and delightful plunge
into the land of heart stirring recol-
lections?

Arranging with the Pullman con-
ductor to have his hand baggage left
in Gantry’s office at the capital, Blount
crossed quickly to a livery stable op-
posite the station, bargained for a sad-
dle horse, borrowed a poncho and a
pair of leggings and presently, with
the squeak of the saddle leather mak-
ing sweet music in his ears, had bro-
ken violently, for the moment at least,
with all the civilized traditions.

He would go to see Debbleby; drop
in upon the old ranchman without
warning and thus get his first taste of
the homeland unmixed with any of
the disappointing changes which were
doubtless awaiting him at the real
journey’s end. -

Now, it chanced that the livery sta-
ble was an'adjunct to the single ho-
tel in the small sawmill town, and as
Blount swung up into the saddle he
was a little surprised to see his com-
panion of the Pullman smoking com-
partment standing on the porch of the
hotel in earnest talk with three oth-
ers who from their appearance might

1 bave figured either as “timber jacks”

or cowboys.

Blount was on the point of speaking
when he rode past the porch on his
way to the northward trail pointed
out by the liveryman, but a curious
feeling restrained him.

He was almost sure that the pros-
perous looking gentleman with the
bird of prey eyes was making him the
subject of his earnest talk with the
three men of doubtful occupation.

Quite naturally this impression deep-
ened into a conviction when he looked
back from the road crossing of the
raflroad track and saw that all four
of the men on the porch were watch-
ing him.

After leaving the railroad Blount
found himself crossing the broad mesa,
with the eastern mountains near at
hand, and the Lost river range struck
out sharply in its sky line against the
sunset horizon.

On this mesa the trail disappeared
entirely, but so long as he was sure of
the general direction Blount let it go
and gave the tireless little broncho a
loose rein. Debbleby's ranch lay
among the foothills of the distant
western range, and he was quite sure
that he could ride straight to it in the
dark if need be.

It was some little time after he had
left the shoulderings of the eastern
range behind that a curious thing hap-
pened.

Far away to the right he heard the
sound of galloping hoofs. Though the
moon was nearly at its full and the
treeless landscape was bare of any
kind of cover, he could not see the
horseman who was evidently passing
bim and going in the same direction.

At first he thought it was some one
who was making a detour to avoid
him. Then he smiled at the absurdity
of the thought and concluded that he
himself was off the trail.

This conclusion was confirmed a lit-
tle later when two other travelers, an-
nouncing themselves to the ear as the
first one had done and also, like the
first, invisible to the sharpest eye
sweep of the brown plain, passed him
at speed.

After that he had the solitudes and
immensities to himself, and 1t was not
until the broad mesa had been crossed
and the broncho was picking its way
among the hogback hills of the west-
ern range that the boyish thing he had
been led to do took shape as a ven-
ture which might have discomforting
consequences, for after the broncho
bad wandered through many canyons
and had climbed a good half score of
the hogback hills the yYoung man from
the east reluctantly admitted that the
boyhood memories were altogether at
fault in the deceptive moonlight. He

was very thoroughly and painstaking-
ly lost.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE HIGHBINDERS.

and_bound him had evisn

arawa to the further side of

the campfire to wrangie moroseiy over
what should be done with him, Blount
f-u:.-! it difficult to realize that they
cre actually discussing, as one of the

expedients, the propriety of knocking
him on the head and flinging bis body
int x!..\ canyou.

7 he difficulty lay in the crude incred
ibility of things. IFive minutes earller
he had been riding peacefully up the
trail, wondering how badly he was lost

and how much farther it was to Deb
bleby's. Then, at a sudden turn in the

cunyon bridle path, he had come upon

G a campfire and
had found him- |
self looking into
the muzzle of a
leveled Winches-
er.

From that to
the unhorsing

and the binding
was but a rough
and tumble half
minute, since he
was unarined
and the surprise
had been  com-
plete, but the in-
credibilities re-
mainced.

That some ri-
diculous mistake
had been made
scemed to be the
only possible explanation. But when
he remembered the three fovisible
horsemen who had passed him on the
broad mesa he was not so sure about
the mistake.

Most naturally his thoughts went
back to the little episode on the hotel
porch. The passing glance he bad giv-
en to the three men with whom his
smoking room companion had been
talking did not enable him to identify
them with the three who were calmly
discussing his fate at the nearby fire,
but the conclusion was fairly obvious
none the less.

Thus far he had been either too busy
or too bewildered to think of asking
questions, but when the more murder-
ous of the expedients seemed actually
about to prevail he thought it was
time to try to find out why he was to
be effaced.

“I don't wiant to seem to interfere
with any arrangements you gentlemen
are making,” he called across to the
group at the fire, “but if you will kind-
ly tell me why you think it necessary to
murder me [ should be immensely
obliged.”

“You know mighty good and well
why there's one too many of you on
TLost river jest at this stage o' the
game,” sald the hard faced brigand
who had held the Winchester while
his two accomplices had unhorsed and
bound the victim.

“But 1 don't,” insisted Blount good
naturedly. *“So far as 1 know, there
is only one of me—on Lost river or
anywhere else.”

“That’ll do for you. It ain't your
put in, nohow,” was the gruff decision
of the court.

But Blount was too good a lawyer to
be silenced that easlily.

“Perhaps you might not especially
regret killing the wrong man, but in
the present case 1 am very sure I
should. Who do you think I am?”

“The boss knows who you are, and
that’s enough for us,” said the spokes-
man of the three highbinders.

“The boss?" questioned Blount.

“Yaas; I sald the boss. Now hold
your jaw.”

Blount caught at the word. In a
flash the conversation with Gantry
flicked into his mind.

“There is only one boss in this state,”
he said coolly, “and I am very sure he
has not given you orders to kill me.”

“What's theit 7" demanded the spokes-
man.

Blount repeated his bit of informa-
tion, adding, “Perhaps you'd better
ring for a better connection and ask
your boss if he waunts you to kill the
son of his boss?”

At this the tall man came and stood
over his prisoner.

“Say, comrade, it ain’t my night for
kiddin’, and it badn't ort to be yourn,”
he remarked grimly. “The boss didn't
say you was to be rubbed out—they
never do. But I reckon it would save
a heap o' trouble if you was rubbed
out. You don't git over into them
woods on Upper Lost creek with no
papers to serve on anybody. See?”

A great light dawned upon Blount,
and with it came the discomforting
chill of a conviction overthrown. As a
theorist he had always scoffed at the
idea that corporations, which are crea-
tures of the law, could afford to be
open lawbreakers. But here was a
very striking refutation of the chari-
table assumption.

His smoking room companion of the
Pullman car was doubtless one of the
timber pillagers who had been cutting
on the public domain. To such a man
an agent of the national forest serv-
ice was an enemy ‘to be disposed of as
expeditiously as possible, and Blount
saw that hg bad only himself to blame,
since he had allowed the man to be-
lleve that he wu a government em-
ployee.

Having the clew to the mystery, how-
ever, his course was a little easler to
steer.

“My name is Blount, and I am the
son of ex-Senator David Blount of this
ptate,” he asserted. “Now, what are
you going to do with me?’

“What's that you say?’ grated the
outlaw.

“You heard what I said. Go ahead
and heave me into the canyon if you
are willing to stand for it afterward.”

The hard faced man turned on his
heel without replying and went back
Jo the other two at the fire. Blount
caught only a word now and again of
the low toned, wrangling argument
that followed. But from the overheard
word or two he gathered that there
were stilt some leanings toward the
sound old maxim which declares that
“dead men tell no tales.”

When the decision was reached he

was left to guess what it was. ‘With-
out any explanation the thongs were
taken from his wrists and ankles, and
he was helped upon his horse. When
his captors were also mounted the
new status was defined by the hard
faced man in curt phrase.

“You go along quiet with us, and
don't you make no bad breaks. I
more’'n half believe you been lyin’ fo
me, but I'm goin’ to give you a chance
to prove up. If you don't prove up
you pass out, that's all. Now git in
line and hike out, and if ye're tempt-
ed to make a break jest ricollect that
a .chunk o' lead out of a Winchester
kin travel a heap faster than your
cayuse.”

For the first few miles the trail was
8o difficult that speed was out of the
question, but later in crossing a high
Iying valley the horses were pushed,
and ten or twelve miles were covered
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4OUND HIMSELF
LOOKING INTO THE
MUZZLE OF A LEV-
FLED WINCHESTER.

| at a gallop.

When the canyon trail came out

hand, watered by trrigation canals

HEN the three men who ‘had | 2Po8 broad uplands and became a
w pulled him from his hosse ' SOURHFY road, with ranches on either

futo which the mountain torrent was

diverted, there were no familiar land- |
marks to tell Blount whither his cap-
tors were leading him. i

As he was able to deterwine I»_\"
Lolding his watch face up to the moon-

light, it was nearly midonight when the
sllent cavalcade of four turned aside !
from the main road into an avenue of
huge cottonwood trees.

At its head the avenue became a eir-
cular driveway, and fronting the drive-
way a stately house, with a massive |
Georgian facade and colonnade por-
tico, tlung its black shadow across
the white gravel of the carriage ap-
proach.

There were lights in one wing of the
house, and another appeared behind
the fanlight in the entrance hall when
the leader of the three highbinders
had tramped up the steps and touched
the bell push.

Blount had a flecting glimpse of a
black head with a crown of snowy

Wik,
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“HEAVE ME INTO THE CANYON IF YOU ARE
WILLING TO STAND FOR IT AFTERWARD."”

wool when the door was opened, but
he did not hear what was said. Then
the negro disappeared, and there was
a little interval of waiting.

At the end of the interval the door
was opened wider, and Blount had a
gruff order to dismount.

What he saw when he stood on the
doormat beside the hard faced man
with the Winchester merely added
mystery to mystery. Just within the
luxuriously furnished hall, where the
light of the hall lantern served to
heighten the artistic effect of her dark
red house gown, stood a woman, evi-
dently the mistress of the Georglan
mansion, She was rather small and
dark, with brown eyes that were al-
most childlike in their winsomeness, a
woman who might be twenty or thirty
or any age between.

“What is It, Barto?’ the little lady
asked, turning to the man with the
gun.

The reply was direct and to the pur-
pose.

“Excuse me, but I jest wanted to
ask if you know this young feller
here. He allows he is”"—

“Of course,” she saild quickly, com-
ing forward without hesitation to give
her hand to the dazed one. “Please
come in. We have been expecting
you.” Then again to the man with
the Winchester, “Thank you, Barto,
for showing the gentleman the way to
Wartrace Hall.”

It was all done so quietly that
Blount was still awkwardly holding
the hand of welcoming when his late
captors were riding away down the
cottonwood shaded avenue. When he
realized what he was doing he was as
nearly embarrassed as Patricia An-
ners’ lover could well be. But his im-
promptu hostess quickly set him at
ease,

“You needn't make any explana-
tions,” she hastened to say, smiling up
at him and gently disengaging the
band which he was still forgetting to
relinquish. “Of course I saw that
you were in trouble of some kind and
that your safety depended in some
sense upon my answer. What can I
do for you?’

“I was on my way to the capital
when these men held me up,” he stam-
mered. “They—they mistook me for
some one else, I think, and for reasons
best known to themselves they brought
me here. If you could direct me to
some place where I can get a night's
lodging"—

“There is nothing like a tavern with-
in twenty miles of here,” she broke in,
“nor is there any house within that
radius which would refuse you a
night's shelter, Mr."—

Blount made a quick daive for his

cardcase, found it and hastened to in-
troduce himself by nameo. She took the
bit of pasteboard. and since she scarce-
ly glanced at the cugraved line on it
he found himself wholly unable to in-
terpret the smile sheé gave him in re
turn.

“The card 13 hardly necessary,” she
sald, and then, to his complete bewil-
derment, “You are very like your fa-
ther, Mr. Blount.”

“You know my father!" he exclaimed.

She laughed softly. “Every one
knows the senator. And I can assure
You that his son is very welcome un-
der this roof. Uncle Barnabas”—to the
ancient serving man, who was still
hovering in the background—“have Mr.
Blount’s horse put up and the blue
room made ready.”

Blount followed the hostess, who was
still unpamed to him, obediently when
she led the way to the lighted library
in the wing of the great house.

“Uncle Barnabas will come for you
presently,” she explained. “In the
meantime let me make you a cup of
tea. I am sure you must be heeding
it if you have ridden far. Take the
easy chair, and we can talk while the
kettle is bofling. Are you new to the
west, Mr. Blount? Or is this only a
return to your own? The senator is
always talking about you, but he is
80 proud of you that he forgets to tell
us the really interesting things that
we want to know.”

The serving man took his own time
about coming back for the guest, so
long a time that Blount forgot that it
was past midnight, that he was a
guest in a strange house and that he
did not yet know the name of his en-
tertainer. .

For all this forgetfulness the little
lady with the dark brown eyes was
directly responsible. Almost before he
knew it Blount found himself chatting
companicnably with her and finding
her charmingly responsive in what- ‘
ever fleld the talk happened to fall,

The white haired old butler came at
last to show him the way to his luxu-
rious lodgings on the second floor of
the mansion.

With a touch of hospitality which
carried Blount back to his one winter
in the south, the hostess went with
him as far as the stair foot, and her
“Good night” was still ringing musi-

! ter

cally in his ears when the old negro |
lighted the acetyleme in the guest

room, put another stick of wood on[
the small fire that was erackling and |
snapping cheerfully on the hearth and |

bobbed and bowed his way to the |
door.

Dlount saw his last chance for bet-
information vanishing for the
night and once more broke with tho.
traditions.

“Uncle Barnabas, suppose you te HI
me where 1 am before you go,” he
suggested. “Whose house is this?”

The old man stopped on the thresh-
old, chuckling gleefully. “A-ain’t you
know dat, sah? A-ain't Mis’ Honoria
done tell you dat? You's at Wa'trace
Hall, Mahsteh Majah's country house.
Yes, sah, dat’'s whah you is—kee, hee!”

“And who is ‘Master Major? ” press-
ed Blount, whose bewilderment grew
with every fresh attempt to dispel it.

“A-ain’t she tell you dat? Kee, hee!
Ev'body knows Mahsteh Majah; yes,
sah. Ef Mis’ Honorla ain't tell you
ole Barnabas ain't gwine to. No, sah.
An'll bring yo' all's coffee in de mawn-
in’; yes, sah. Good night, sah. Kee, |
hee!” Aund the door closed silently |
upon the wrinkled old face and the |
bobbing head.

Having nothing else to do, Blount |
went to bed, but sleep came reluc-\
tantly.

Whither had a curiously tricky fate
‘ed him? Where was Wartraca Hall

l away!

.- e .
ant who was maloteh Majah? Who ’TIIP‘?
» the winsome little lady who look-
e l as if she might be twenty and who H ;
had ail the wit and wisdom of the " aﬂ e la a
ages at her tongue's end?
These and kindred speculations kept
him awake for a long hour after the GROCEI{}’
door had closed behind the anelent ne- |
gro, and he was just dropping off into | £ —AND—
his first loss of consciousness when - -
the f.nm:‘mr pu.rrm;.: of a motorecar PROV'SIO" STOR:‘
aroused him again. |
lwll:;.-l'..- wias a window at his l»cds; 207-207', Fourth Street

and he reached over and drew
the curtain.

The view gave upon the avenue (t
cottonwoods and the circular carriage
approach.

A touring car, with its powerful
headlights paling the white radiance
of the moon, was drawn up at the
steps, and he had a fleeting glimpse of

a big man, swathed from head to heel |
in a dust coat, descending from the‘

tonneau.

“I suppose that is Mahsteh .\(njnh," '

he mused sleepily. “That's why the |
little lady was sitting up so late and
why she had the tea things out. She
was waliting for him.” Then to the
thronging queries, threatening to re-
turn and keep him awake: “Secat! Go
Call it a pipe dream and let
me go to slaant

(To be Continued.)
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And order an ELECTRIC IRON on

30 DAYS FREE TRIAL

There is no necessity of running to the hot
stove in the furnace-like heat of your kitchen

half the time in the modern way—the electric

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 delay—order now—our new stock won't

last lony.

OLYMPIA LIGHT & POWER CO.
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Promotes Social Life

NO one watches current events more close-
ly than the farmer.

H's Bell Service keeps him in touch with

world.

the outside

The R. F. D. has helped him wonderfully.

The Bell System helps him still more.

It enables him to do business direct.

Every Bell Telephone is the center of the whole Bell

System.

If not enrolled, join the great army of farmers who feel that
they cannot do business without the Bell Service.
For rates and data consult our local managesr.

PACIFIC TELEPHONE AND
TELEGRAPH COMPANY

EVERY BELL TELEPHONE IS THE CENTER OF THE SY STEM.

\

Greatest Paper

Neatile’s Livest News

PONTINTELLIGENCE

Reaches All Parts of the
State the Day 1t Is Printed

“All the News That Is News"
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(EDER & LEWIS - -

THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF

PROPRIETORNS

Staple Fancy Groceries

THE FULILEST AND MOST COMPLETE LINE OF
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BUY YOUR GROCERIES

FLOUR AND FEED OF

M. K. GEORGH

& THE o

Up-to-Date Grocer

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

Tclephone Main 116. Cor. Fourth and Columbia St.
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“IT MAKES YOU STRON G = 2
If you need a tonic to build up your system, drink g

Olympia Malt Extract g

A pure non-intoxic atmg exiraci of barley-malt and hops. Higher
in extraet and lower in alcoholic content than any other malt
extract on the market. Only 15-100 of 1 per cent. alcohol. ;

The price is $1.75 per dozen or $3.50 for two-dozen case | A

OLYMPIA BREWING CO.

—— TELEPHONE MAIN 10 —

A A

{CHAMBERS MARKET

CHAMBERS BLOCK FOURTH ST. TELEPHONE 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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Victrolas from $50 to $200
Amberola - = - $200
Columbia Grafonola Regent $200

A beautiful Library Table will ta'k and
sing for you. Call ot our store
and let us show it to yon
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in Washington
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RABECK’S MUSIC HOUSE

OLYMPIA MARBLE WORKS

ESTABLISHED 1889.

J. R. DEVER, Proprietor

£600006008200:000008088008
4 I

MARBLE AND GRANITE * * *

Monuments, Markers

g» Headstones, Etc.

Fourth and Jefferson Sts.
OLYMPIA - - WASHINGTON

000000000 OCKCNOONINYS

318 E. FOURTH ST.
0000000000000 0
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VAN ARSDALE HARDWARE CO. . .

(The Mark Jones Stand)
Le—DEALERSIN —9

GENERAL EARDWARE

Building Hardware, Ranges, Heaters, Farm-
ing Tools, Carpenters’ Supplies
Tinning and Repairing promptly attended to

TELEPHONE 662
0006000000000 00

09 0006000000000

Charlie’s

| g
&
$
SAI.-OON
Olymplas Popula.r Resort

All the best brands of Im-
ported and Domestic Wmeu
Liquors and Cigars. . .

BRAEGER & IIIlIRHlEll

PROPRIETORS.
No. 108 Wost Pourth Btreet. Phone 2
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Ladies! Save Money and Keep®in
===== Style by Reading McCall’s
Magazine and Using McCall Patterns

. McCall's Magazine will
MSCALLS MAGAZINE

help you dress styl-
v

ishly at a moderate
expense by keeping
ou posted on the
atest fashions in
clothes and hats. 50

in each issue. Also
valuable information
on all home and per-
sonal matters. Only
- & 60c_a year, including
d i a free pattern. Sub-

scribe today or send

R . TS
% for free sample copy.

McCall Patterns will enable you to make in your |
own home, with yourown hands, clothing for
yourself and children which will be perfect
in style and fit. Price—none higher than 15
cents. Send for free Pattern Catalogue, ~
We Will Give You Fine Presests for getting sub-
scriptions among your friends. Send for free
Premium Catalogue and Cash Prize Offer. =
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New Fashion Designs |

Talcott Bros.

THE OLDEST JEWELRY HOUSE IN WESTERN WASHINGTON. ESTABLISHED 1873
—DEALERS IIN —

WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY,
CLOCKS, SILVERWARE, CUT GLASS,
LEATHER GOODS, CUTLLRY NOVELTIES
SEWING MACHINES, SUNDRIES

MANUFACTURERS OF

NOTARY AND LODGE SFALS

RUBBER STAMPS £ UMBRELLAS

Repairing in All Departments.

2% and 426 Main St., - - - Olympia, Wash.

HOUSE MOVING AND DRAYING
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PIANOS HANDLED WITH CARE
FURNACE AND DOMESTIC COAL
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| FFICE WITH DARLING'S SHOE STORE, - WEST FOURTH
Phones—Office, 412J Residence, 425 Y.

STREET

Evertise in the Stanbarb
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