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CHAPTER VH

THE JURNED LETTER.

=) IIE picture of Robert, her has
band, came up hefore her viv-

idly. Robert, the gentle little
man who always failed; what !
Terence between his case and the

of ihis other, the man who had

K Lim there behind hars! And she
1ad Leen lHstening to this Temple! Nhe |
uad been stirred and moved by him! |
ONh, it was shameful—shamefull ‘
Iint, thank Geod, that telephoue bell |
had rung In time to save her. Shu:
conld still be the tigress for duty’s
sale: she eould spy upon him and

wateh a rtle longer.

Temple's changed manner when he

had hung up the recelver with a bang
assisted her materially. It was no
longzer the prince that she saw. It was
a fighter, bitter, determined. Every
one who knew him knew what it
meant when his lips met in that hard,
straight line; when that red gleam lay
level in his eyes.

“WWell, Miss Dale,” he said abruptly,
“yvou'll have a chance to Bee nNow
whetiier or not T am a thief. They're
going to put me in the dock, confront
me with that dirty little scoundrel
Jranger, set my record for honor and
honesty in the balance against the
word of a thief, make me face that
liar Brady.”

“When—when will they do this?”
the woman asked. Her voice was
strangely hard, metallic, but in his agi-
tation Temple did not notice it.

“] don’t know, but it can't be long
delayed. And to think that's what
she'll be coming home to, my blessed
little mother!” His eyes involuntarily
sought the portrait over the mantel
“Can a man work, slave, struggle up-
rightly all his life long, for no other re-
ward than this? Because a sneaking
littie thief lies about me must I go
down to a prisoner's dock, for the
time being disgraced, to fight, a felon
in the public eye, for the honor I have
never tarnished?”

Craven swept in like a veritable
whirlwind. His eyes were scintillat-
ing, his teeth smiling.

“I've just been indicted, Craven,”
said Temple before the elder man
could speak.

“Indicted!”” The lawyer laughed a
sneering laugh of triumph. “Humph!
Much we care now for an indictment.
Come on, old boy, come on! Crane’s
outside, and he's got the goods!™

“You don't mean”— i

“Yes, exactly; that's what I mean.
He's got 'em, boy; he’s got "'em!” Clap-
ping his arms gleefully about his
friend’s shoulder, together they left
the room.

In a moment Craven came back. The
ordinarily cool, collected lawyer was
in a state of huge excitement. He
paced up and down the room, mutter-
ifng to himself, now and again rub-
bing his lean hands witk joy uncon-
fined.

Anna watched him furtively, puz-
zling, wondering, fearful. What had
happened? She knew instinctively
that something momentous was occur-
ring outside betweenTemple and this
newcomer, whoever he was, but just
how it affected her and her work she
couldn’t even guess.

“Mr. Craven,” said she abruptly,
leaning forward over her desk, the
better to hear his solution, “what does
‘got the goods’ mean?”

“A lot,” snapped he. “In this case
it's everything. It's the case itself!
Eh, Cato?” He gave the mastiff, who
was enjoying himself before the first
grate fire of the season, an affectionate
dig.

Then Temple came in. His face and
his bearing told her more plainly than
words that he had just won a great
victory.

“Miss Dale, you won’t mind, I'm
sure? Mr. Craven and I bhave some
important private business to discuss.”
When she had gone, Temple turned
to Craven.

“It's all right, Craven; it's all right.
It’s Granger’'s own letter. See!” He
held out a letter whose torn fragments
had been neatly pieced and pasted to-
gether on another sheet of paper.

*“By Jova! ejaculated the old law-
yer, trémblingly grabbing the letter.

“Well, wait a minute,” cried Tem-
ple, boyishly clutching him by the
shoulder. “Let me explain first what
a narrow escape we've had. Crane
came across it just this morning in an
old file. He was looking over Brady's
shoulder. Brady, reading it, with an
oath, tore-it up. Then Crane told him
‘somebody wanted him on the phone
outside”—

“Go on; go on,” exclaimed Craven,
grinning delightedly.

—“and when Brady went Crane
grabbed the pieces, bless him, and
hurried out of the office, never to re-
turn again, I dare say.”

“Hang 1t all, as if I cared what he
does now!” Craven read aloud from
the letter, fiercely exultant:

“Dear Mr. Brady (Brady himself, you
sce, Temple!)—Your letter in regard to
certifying check for .$700,000 to be drawn
on Gotham Trust company received; also
your proposition to writer noted”—

“Guess that's plain enough,” laugh-
ed Temple.

Craven, with a nod, pursued:

“If Temple refuses to certify an old
friend’'s check 1 won't. I'll accept your
proposition. I will certify the check. You
are 1o make good with the funds by the
28th, and 1 am to receive for said services
the sum of $100,000. Send the check in the
morning and it will go through O. K. in
spite of Temple. Very truly yours,

ROBERT GRANGER.

“Measly little villain! We've got him!
We've got him! cried Craven, with
fierce gladness.

“What a fool, what a beastly little
fool, he was to put that all down in
writing,” was Temple's only comment.

“Huh?” sald Craven reflectively.
“Oh, T don't know. Pretty slick, I
think. That agreement covered in
writing, you see, did the job, made him
sure of getting his money. Well, we
avon’t need that information about the
New York Central stock now, will we,
old boy? The woman in the case and
all other such little things are super-
flulties now, eh?’

“Sure they're superfluities,” agreed
Temple, smiling. *“There's no call to
rub it in on the poor villain.”

“Temple, lock this gilt edged precious
thing up at once,” said Craven, hand-
ing him the letter. “Can't take any
chances with this. Your good name,
your honor, is there, thcre, under-
stapd . ae
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Temple crossed with the letter over
to his big safe, then paused.

“Hang my memory!"” he said. “If 1
haven't forgotten the combination, as
usual! Call Miss Dale.”

When Anna Granger entered, calm,
businesslike as ever, neither of the
men got a hint of the way in which
her nerves were tingling nor of the
voleano of emotion raging back of
those quiet gray eyes.

“Awfully sorry to disturb you agaln,
Miss Dale, but, you sce, once more that
pesky combination’s clean escaped me.
We must lock up this letter; it's of vi-
tal import.”

She bowed, not trusting herself to
speak, and, walking over quietly, un-
locked the safe. Temple put the let-
ter in and locked the safe himself.

“We win, Miss Dale, we win!” he
cried like a Joyously excited boy.
Then his voice became tender and
grave. “I want to talk to you a little
later,” he said. “Will you mind wait-
ing for me here? Come, Craven, Ester-
brook’s man is outside and we have to
sign some papers to send down by
him.”

When the door had closed behind the
men ‘Anna stood for a second stock
still, the pupils of her eyes blackening
strangely. Of vital importance! Tem-
ple's words rang in her ears. It prob-
ably meant her husband's freedom, her
children’s inheritance. Should she?
Could she? Wasn’t this just what she
had come for? “I'll get it for you,
Robert,” she said.

Throwing back her slender shoul-
ders, as a strong swimmer to breast the
waves, she dropped on her knees be-
side the safe and rapidly worked the
combination. She drew out the let-
ter. Still kneeling, she raised it so
that the light from the window fell
across it.

At first Robert’s well known chirog-
raphy danced so that she could not
read his words, but all too soon the
dancing steadied itself, and the words
stared out in deadly lines of damning
guilt.

Twice, thrice she read it, drawing
her fingers sharply across her eyes as
it to ward off the lightning. Then a
gasping cry rent its way out from
ber very heart.

1t was all so plain now! Her hus-
band was not only a liar, but a thief.

“I'LL SAVE YOU,.BOYS—SAVE YOU IN SPITE

OF YOUR FATHER, IN SPITE OF MYSELFP!”
And her children, her little innocent
children, would be branded through
life as the children of a thief—oh, God!

Cato yawned. She looked toward
the fireplace and started. An impulse
came to her, a flerce, swift impulse
such as red Indians have. The ti-
gress was awake in her—the tigress
fighting for her offspring.

And like a very tigress, too, agile,
swift as an arrow, she glided to where
the little flames beckoned and held
the letter close down to them. The
paper writhed and curled as the fire
caught it adroitly.

“I'll save you, boys—save you in
spite of your father, in spite of my-
self,” she breathed, the breath coming
hard through her open, dry lips.

It bad a will of its own, this paper,

white, her pupils wide and black.

“And now,” she began again dully,
“I shall bave to go before the man
I have wronged and make my awful
confession. I shall have to face the
first big look of incredulity sweeping
over him; then the tightening of his
Mon lips and -lastly, perhaps, the pity
of his eves. Oh, I can't, I can't. 1
never knew before that I was a cow-
ard. But I am, I am!”

“Anyhow, dearie,” ventured Mrs.
Mason, “you’ve done your duty toward
your children—you have cleared their
mple." 5

“Not really I haven't, not really and
truly. Why, Mrs. Mason, I've just told
you their father's guilty—guilty as
hell! And to think I shall have to go
back again to Westfield and take up
my life with that man!” Her brows
twitched and she trembled.

“Yes,” pursued the stern old Puri-
tan who, because of a peculiar twist
of conscience, could see the matter
only from one side. *“It's the debt
you owe the boys, Anna. No woman
has any right to give helpless souls
the wrong father. And when the day
of reckoning comes it's she must pay,
not the children she's betrayed into
life. Oh, look here! Iere's something
I was just going to bring you when
Mr. Temple rang the bell for me. It
had just come in the post.” |

From her pocket Mrs. Mason dmw!
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and fought th» inimical flimes brave- |
Iy @3 they encroached upon its terri-
tory. The woman, her fingers scorch-
e¢d brown, held it until it fell away in

charred, glossy scraps, watching it
with a sort of charmed, awful inter-
est.

With an effort she raised herself to
her feet. The gaping doors of the
opened safe stared at her. Mechani-
cally she crgssed over, closed them and
locked the combination.

Then, inevitably, Ler eyes sonught the
fireplace. The mocking, dancing
flames stung her like so many scor-
pion tongues. Was it wild fancy or
was Cato really watching her with
that dumb, awful reproach in his eyes?

God in heaven! What had she done?
If she had destroyed the proof of Rob-
ert's gullt she had also destroyed the
proof of Burton Temple's innocence!
Of that she had not thougzht; she had
not had time to think.

The telephone bell rang. In her
dazed, distorted condition it seemecd
far away. She did not move to an-
swer It at once.

“I'll take it—I'll take the message,
Miss Dale,” called Temple cheerfully,
blowing into the room at this second.
His face wore an unclouded look of
lightness as he picked up the receiver.

“Hello! Yes. What's that you say?
Esterbrook, thedistrict attorney, wants
me on the wire? All right. Tell him to
step up; here I am.” And then to the
district attorney: . :

“You want to see that Granger let-
ter personally tonight? Yes, where?
At your home. Very well. I'll fetch
it down myself tonight. Goodby.”

“Miss Dale,” he said, turning to his
secretary, “I think if you'll get me that
letter out of the safe I'll take the next
train for New York.”

The room seemed to be darkening.
She made a few steps toward the safe,
tottered and fell upon the divan. With
a long shudder that relaxcd all her
young limbs her senses left her.

“Poor little woman, she’s been work-
ing too hard! I ought to have thought.”
Temple rang the bell for Mrs. Mason,
then bent above her in a tender ab-
sorption, speaking to her as he might
have spoken to a child, calling her,
comforting and rousing her. His deep
voice had an enchanter’'s sweetness,
and gradually it wooed her back to
life. She did not know what he was
saying to her, but she responded. Her
white lids fluttered; she moved; a deep
sigh lifted her breast.

At that moment the door in Mrs. Ma-
son’s hand escaped her and swung to.

“Mrs. Mason, is that you?” said Tem-
ple, without looking around. “Will you
come here? Poor child, I'm afraid she
needs your care.”

Anna raised herself by an effort. Her
first half conscious impulse was to
throw herself into the arms of the
woman standing by her. Then as she
perceived Mrs, Mason clearly, as her
reason came back and her gaze stead-
fed, the impulse died.

“That was a dowdy sort of thing to
do,” sald she apologetically, with a
faint smile. She rose to her feet.
“Did 1 turn up my eyes to heaven,
wabble once and overwhelm you, Mr.
Temple? I've seen it done like that
on the stage; it looks melodramatic.
I'm sorry.” She was talking frivo-
lously against the awful blackness of
despair in the background of her mood.

“Now, Mrs. Mason,” Temple said,
with big kindliness, “help Miss Dale
to her room, lock her in if need be,
and don’t let her show her face until
tomorrow at noon. Strict orders, you
understand,” he added smilingly.
“She’s overworked. Oh, and Miss Dale,
I'm so sorry to trouble you, but just
one moment before you go. Would
you mind giving me that combination
80 that I can jot it down?’ Suiting
the action to the words, he pulled out
a book of memoranda.

“I"— In very bewildered, pathetic
fashion Anna Granger's hands went
up to her heavy masses of hair. “It's
my dizzy, dizzy head, Mr. Temple”
said she. “I—I'm afraid I can't re-
member the combination just now.”

“Well, never mind,” returned he
gently. “There’s a later train I can
take, and when it comes to you just
send it down by Mrs. Mason. Good
evening, and sleep well tonight. I've
lots to say to you tomorrow, Miss
Dale,” he called- after them in down-
right boyish fashion. His burden of
months had been lifted, and he was
coming to his own again.

Once In the privacy of her own room
Anna told Mrs. Mason everything. She
sat there now, twisting and untwisting
her hands in silence, her face wery

an envelope, ouf. of which she took two
enclosures.

“They sent them to me, as I told
them,” she explained to the wan moth-
er, handing her the children’s letters.

“Harold writes pretty well for five,
doesn’'t he, Mrs. Mason,” observed
Anna with pride, opening the younger
boy’s missive first. And she read
aloud:

“Dear Mother—When are you coming
home? I am well. I hope you are well.
1 had a stomach ache. The cat had kit-
tens. Are you coming home next week?
Robble says he is going to be president.
He's been it every day this week. Won't
you please make Robble not be president
every day right along? He lets me be
vice president, but that's no fun. When
are you coming home? Very respectfully,
your son, HAROLD GRANGER.”

“And what does Robbie's letter say?”
asked Mrs. Mason as Anna stopped
to wipe the foolish little mother tears
from her eyes.

“My Dearest Muddie (she began with
& sorrowful pride In her voice. *‘Bobs has
never left off calling me ‘Muddie,’ Mrs.
Mason. Don’'t you think it's dear and
pretty of him?)—Do not worry. Every-
thing is quite all right. Harold had the
stomach ache, but that's all right too.
Harold misses you when we 80 to bed,
but I don’t, not till after Harold's got to
sleep. Your son, :

“ROBERT GRANGER NO. 2.

“He signed it Robert Granger No.
2, the second,” finished she, drawing
a long, sobbing breath. “Oh, my
boys, my boys! Whatever can I do to
scotch the criminal traces of Robert
Granger the first that may be running
in your blood?’

Mrs. Mason considered it the mo-
ment for interfering on Robert's be-
half.

“He just made one terrible taistake,
Anna, that's all.”

“I don’'t know,” sald Anna, slowly
shaking her head. “I don’'t much

think that temptation develops any

qualities, good or bad, not a tempta-
tion at least that has any deliberate |
consent of the will. No, it doesn't de-

velop thein it oniy shows a luau(
what bhe already is. Temptation's a
test, that's all.

“Why, you sece he wasn't even man
enough to come to me and tell me
that he'd been tempted. Instead he
must offer the plea of a martyr—fool
me, trick me, lie to me. I can’t stand
a lylng man!” Again she seemed to
smell the sickening, cloying honey-
suckles.

[To be Continued. |
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NEGLIGEE STYLE.

Stunning Tea Coat
Madz of Flouncing.

BATISTE AND LACE JACKET. -

Deep embroidery flouncing was used
for this attractive negligee jacket, re-
vers of the embroidery, edged with
lace, turning back to show a little vest
of batiste and lace with a cravat of
knotted pink ribbon. Lace insertion is
used for belt and sleeve trimming.

Regular Habits.

It is a good plan to have a regular
time for reading. One accomplishes
8o much more in this way and besides
establishes a kind of intellectual habit
that is a good thing in itself. In an
hour or even half an hour given regu-
larly each day to reading, a great deal
may be accomplished. Do not confine
yourself to serious books. Alternate
light with heavy reading and do not
attempt heavy reading when you are
tired. Do not read merely to be
amused. Treat your books as friends.
Do not follow blindly the teachings of
any book.

Contrasting Hems Give Individuality.

The deep border or hem, reaching
anywhere from knee to hip, is a domi-
nant style note of this season’s frocks.
This deep hem is becoming to the fig-
ure if adroitly proportioned, and only

COSTUME OF SHADED GRAY SATIN.

the slenderest figure may wear the
hem reaching clear to the hip, as in
this frock of gray satin.

The shades of this costume are neu-
tral and rather somber, according to
the Paris fad just now, stone and gun
metal grays being combined in skirt
and bodice.

The bodice is most graceful, and the
arrangement of the material is clearly
shown by the photograph.

The cuffs are of white Calais lace,
and a plaited frill of the same lace is
fastened by a ccrise velvet bow, the
striking color note of the costume,

White Gaiters Are Worn.

The woman who has pumps and does
not wish to get high shoes until late
in the winter can now use her cloth
gaiters and be very much in style.
White ones are quite the fashion, and
thelr rivals are pearl gray. These are
worn with the black shoes with all
kinds of gowns that are short and for
the street i

Old Bet.
Hackallah Bailey of Somers, about

1815, 1imported the first elephant
brought into the United States. Old
Bet, with other animals soon after
imported, formed the first traveling me-
nagerie in the country, with which
Van Amburgh, the lion tamer, was gft-
erward associated. Thaddeus and Ge-
rard Crane, Lewis Titus and John
June, familiar to the public as enter-
prising showmen, were from Somers
and North Salem.—Westchester Coun-

| &y Magazine.

Ye”

- o

MRS aaaaada s aaas s s oS g e e e a e RS R S S

And order an ELECTRIC IRON on

DAYS FREE TRIAL :

There is no necessity 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 electric
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 delay—order now—our new stock won't

oy
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: OLYMPIA LIGHT & POWER CO.

Scott'sGrocery

F. H. Scott C. A. Marshall
... DEALERS IN ....

High Grade Groceries

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

00DS DELIVERED PROMPTLY

Higkest prices paid for Farmers’ Produce.

3 29 Fourth St. Telephone Main 171.

Your Choice of a Monument
is not limited toa few designs if
youcome here. We have a book of
nearly & thousand designs, any of
which we are ready to execute for
you.

The Price of the Monument

doesn’t make it tasteful or artistic.
We can execute and erect a really
beautiful memorial for a very mod
est sum.

CAPITAL CITY MARBLE ANP

GRANITE WORKS.

C. J. Roberts, Prop.
Op. Masonic Cemetery. Phone State 291.

J

———

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

His Bell Service keeps him in touch with the outside
world.

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 manager.

THE PACIFIC TELEPHONE AND
TELEGRAPH COMPANY

EVERY BELL TELRPHONE IS THE

CENTER OF THE SYSTEM.

$4.50 BARGAIN DAY 34.30

Seattle Post - Intelligencer
February 28, 1912

By et tmi restieme 1= $4,5(0)

Daily and Sunday Post-Intelligencer for
omne full year for ........ccccececenccccm

OFFER No. 1
" Regular Price .
Post-Intelligencer .... .....$6.00 Bargain
Webster’s New Illustrated, Day
Limp Leather Dictionary.. 4.00 Price *
'l‘otgl Regular Price...$10.00
OFFER No. 2 OFFER No. 3
- Regular Prico/Bargi Rgguier  Bazeate
Post-Intelligencer $6.00 Day |Post-Intelligencer,

daily and Sunday.$6.00 $4.50
Daily, without Sun-

day ............. 400 3.50
Sunday only 250 2.00

C gFAll the above offers arg for sudscriptions to
go by mail ONLY. : o

Ladies’ World, mo. .50 Price
The Westerner.... .50t $5.m

Total Reg. Price, $7.00

.....

Take advantage of this'splendid offer NOW. Get the news
of the world EVERY DAY /at this extraordinarily low price. Se-
cure blanks from postmaster or agents. >

GEORGE C. ISRAEL
Attorney at Law
Funk-Volland Bldg.

M. A. HOUSE®E

SEXTON OF 00D FELLOWS CEMETERY Olympia. Wash.

NOTICE TO CREDITORS.
IN the Superior Court of the State of Washing-
ton for 1hurston County.

In the matter of the estate of Mathlas Becker,
deceased.

Notice is hereby given that the undersigned,

1603 BIGELOW AVE., OLYMPIA, WN.
Lo T e AT T e ot g P T

BYRON MILLETT
Lawvyver

Notary Publie,
Chilberg Block.

PSSP

thias Becker, deceased, to the creditors of, and
all persous having claime against said deceased,
to exhibit them, with the necessary
within one year after the first publication of this
notice, to the undersiguned at No. 171 So. Merid-
ian St. in the city of l’nnllu?.Counly of Pierce,
and State of Washington, being the place for the
transaction of tne business of said estate.

Date of issuing. and first publication of this
notice January 5, 1912.

MARGARET BECKER,
Executrix of said estate.

Olympia,
Washington

Between Women.
“How exasperatingly clever she i3?”

M. F. PORTER, attorney for executrix. Puyal-
lup, Wash,

“Yes, but how congolingly homely["—
Puck. - e i

CALL UP MAIN 23

444404440440 MOM_'

dnly appointed exeentrix of the estate of Ma-

vouchers,

by
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GROCERY
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| | PROVISIOR SicE
| . 207-207 Fourth Strect

& PHILLIPS -

!
| THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF

REDER PROPRIETORS

Stapie:Fancy Groceries

THE FULILEST AND MOST COMPLETE LINE OF

t
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g BUY YOUR GROCERIES ?

§ FLOUR AND FEED OF

M. E. GEORGE

\
§ Up-to-Date Grocer
\
\

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

Telephone Main 116. Cor. Fourth and Columbia St.

Qrroye S oS 8e0P s 2

“ITMAKES YOU STRONG.”

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

Olympia Malt Extract

A pure non-intoxicating'exiruct of barley-malt and hops. Higher
1n extract and lower in alcobolic 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 |

5 N W,

CO.

OLYMPIA BREWING

—— TELEPHONE MAIN 10 —

CHAMBERSMARKET

CHAMBERS BLOCK FOURTH ST. TELEPHONE 44
FULL LINE OF MEATS FOR THE

WHOLESALE 2 RETAIL TRADE.

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

NSNS NS AN\

LLELLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLE2000000008088880086882000880088

Victrolas from $50 to $200
Amberola - - - $200

» Columbia Grafonola Regent $200

A Dbeautiful Library Table will taik and
sing for you. Call ot our store
and let us show it to yon

RABECK’S MUSIC HOUSE

FFPISIISIvy

OLYMPIA MARBLE WORKS

PPV IIIIFIRPIS VIS

ESTABLISEHED 1889,

J. R. DEVER, Proprictor

MAR3LE AND GRANITE * * *

Monuments, Markers
\» Headstones, Etc.

Fourth and Jefferson Sts.

OLYMPIA - - WASHINGTON

RES T2 E R R w1 IS D S D e S
X y - R IEICORICRIICE:
Yg o
6 WJ
: Talcott Bros. ;
\l" ® 0(
o h
§ THE OLDEST JEWELRY HOUSE IN WASHINGTON. ESTABLISHED 1872 *
J
;i —DEALERS IN — Jo!
% WATCHES, DIAMCNDS, JEWELRY, ¥
& OLOCKS, SILVERWARE, CUT GLASS, &
- LEATHER GOODS, CUTLERY, NOVELTIES
W SEWING MACHINES, SUNDRIES &
:‘ MANUFACTURERS OF A
‘. : A_' ‘)
3 \D LODGE SPALS ¢
i 5 ! 4 )
5’; NOTAARY Aﬁh 4 S!;. } 9 b ‘L:’;
,ﬁ, AND UMBRELLAS o}
}J Repairing in All Departments. Q-
$ 24 and 426 Main St., - - - Olympia, Wash. .‘v{

[T HOUSE MOVING AND DRAYING

K o SERT e e EO0 S B0 S SE 30 S e W
I PIANOS HANDLED WITH CARE
FURNACE AND DOMESTIC COAL

|
¢ 18 OUHERT pLOWING AND HARORWING

OFFICE WITH DARLING’S SHOE STORE, - WEST FOURTH STREE!
Phones—Oflice, 412J Residence, 425 Y.

Evertise in the Standard

Y
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