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PRESIDENT TAFT'S TOUCHING TRIBUTE TO MAJOR ARCHIBALD W. BUTT.

Major Archibald W. Butt was one of the heroes of the Titanic. He was ?'?»*?"* ' SJS
Major Butt's death the president, with tears in his eyes and faltering voice, made him *he e"lsje

most heartfelt eulogies ever pronounced over a gallant man, praising hie manhood, hie courage hie loyalty, ma
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rybody knew Archie as 'Archie,'" said the president "Icannot go Into " box at a theater INjjjj?* turn

around in my room, I cannot go anywhere, without expecting to see hi. smiling face orto hHrhto cheerfulvoice

,n greeting. The life of the president is rather isolated, and those appointed to live with him come much closer

to him than any one else. The bond ia very close, and it is difficult to speak on such an occasion.

"Archie Butt's character was simple, straightforward and incapable of intrigue. A clear sens.
ened his life and those about him. Life was not for him a troubled problem. He was a soldier, and when he was

appointed to serve under another, to that other he rendered implicit loyalty. I never knew ? man who ad so

much self abnegstion, so much self sacrifice, as Archie Butt. lha _ haroa-
"Occasiens like the sinking of the Titanic frequently develop unforeseen trait. In men. Itiwake.ithem heroes

when you don't expect it. But with Archie it was just as natural for him to help those about him as It was

for him to ask me to permit him to do something for some one for mew
"He was on the deck of the Titanic exactly what he was everywhere. He leaves, a '"J*

him. but the circumstances of hia going are all that we would have had, and, while tears fill the eyes and the

voice is choked, we are felicitated by the memory of what he was." . «Both
Before entering upon military life Major Butt displayed high literary ability. The best of his etorles la Botn

Sides of the Shield," a splendidly written romance of love and war.

aay two months ought to suffice.

What I want are facts, not discolored,
distorted pictures."

He did not even say good morning.

Indeed, be seemed to hare dismissed
me from his mind. With an Indiffer-
ent bow I retired, wondering why

managing editors think It a part of
their official duties to be 111 mannered.
I was sorry that 1 bad not asked him
exactly what be wanted, but on this
point I felt reasonably certain, how-
ever, for there was to be a presidential
election the following year, and the
more I tbongbt of It the more certain
I became that my letters were to be
nsed to arouse sentiment In New Eng-

land against the opposing party and
thereby make certain the electoral vote
of that section. My work would not
only make certain the New England
vote, but possibly save the vote of
some of tbe middle western states.
My father had been an abolitionist and
his father before him. They had been
tailed doctrinaires by their neighbors,

bat they had lived to see those princi-
ples become the nation's shibboleth.
My father lived to modify many of his
Ideas, but I refused persistently to
modify my views as they bad been In-

culcated Into me by my rugged old
grandfather.

As 1 read tbe order of my assign

Blent over again It seemed to me to
be a command to charge tbe enemy.
The old abolltlou blood was In my
veins and was running at high tide.

when my enthusiasm received a check
that come near canslng me to throw
up my assignment, which I would have
done without hesitation had I not fear-
ed It would mean a summary dismis-
sal from the paper as well. On com-
ing in from tbe factory district one aft-
ernoon I found a letter from tbe man-
aging editor. Itaald:

We want fscts Your letter mailed en
the train found useless and has bees
thrown In the wastebnsket. If true. It
was a very good editorial, but we do net
want editorials from you. If you still
have my order reed It over and you wUI
find in It nothing about the racial ques-
tion or political problems Study tbe
white people, especially the families of
tha old regime, and bear In mind always

that whatever you write will be copied
there. Your letters, therefore, should bo
Just and truthful, whatever else there
may be. I'f you were an artist with the
brush I should say paint a picture of some
old colonial homesteads end antebellum
plantations. Since yeu cant point, write
of them as they are. Bring the scenes In
Georgia vividly before the people of Boa-
ton. They can draw their own conclu-
sions. Let your pictures be of people and
places only as you see tbem.

Tbat was all, but It was sufficient to
shatter my hopes and discourage ail
further attempts to make sure of the
electoral vote of New England. Dis-
consolate nnd with a vague sense of
my own Ignorance, I boarded a train
that night bound somewhere In a
southerly direction-1 did not know
and 1 did not care where.

When I awoke tbe next morning the
odor which filled every crevice of tbe
car told me that 1 bad entered the ploe
belt of Georgia during my sleep. 1
threw up my window and Inhaled greet
drafts of fresh air. 1 felt Invigorat-
ed and ready to carry out my assign-
ment; no matter where It lea me. tbe
farther into the pine forests and oat
of the reach of managing editors, I ,
thought, the better. Later In the day
1 left tbe main road and took the nan

row gauge line which I was told fol-
lowed the bed of the Savannah rivgc
and passed tbrongh several of the
most historic counties of the state, rich
In memories of the post and peopled
mostly by remnants of tbe old colonial
and antebellum families, who had lb
the past made them the most influen-
tial centers of the state.

The railroad wended Its way tbrongh
a beautiful rolling country stnddad
with pines and cedars. Tbe wild flow-
ers grew np to the very tracks, and
the earth seemed carpeted with soft;
velvety moss. Through the pines I
caught glimpses occasionally of state-
ly old residences, with their gardens
unkempt end the weeds growing In
wildprofusion. Where tbe fences hod
fallen tbey had been left to decay, hot
the fields were plowed and showed
signs of cultivation at n coat of great
labor.

"Oh, you are Pslmer, are you?"
With feverish haste I made ready for
my departure. Packing op a few
things and putting my writing mate-
rials In my grip where I could the
more easily get at them, 1 started for
what I still looked upon as the ene-
my's country.

Aa Isped south the possibilities of a
brilliantfuture arose before me. When
I reached Baltimore 1 looked down
from the window of the car and re-
called the scenes enacted there, when
my father was one of those stoned
while on their way to the defense of
their country. The day grew rapidly
on, and as the train pulled into Wash-
ington the lofty dome of the capital,
bathed In the fresh light of an 'April
morning, dispelled my resentful
thoughts and led them back to the
beautiful scenes which were always
uppermost In my father's memory
whenever be talked of the south and
of the friends he bad made there after
the bitter days of the campaign were
over. After leaving Washington every
station became of interest, and there
was no detail from which I did not
draw some moral. ,1 had determined to
pierce the border states and seek for
the information 1 desired from the
land where the palmetto, the pine and
the live oak live side by side. The
windows of the car bad been raised
aud through them came the bracing
winds from the Blue Ridge, aud Icould
catch occasionally the strange minor
notes of the uegroes at work In the
fields. I was alive to every Impres-
sion, and I took out my notebook to
chain in my memory some of the pass-
ing scenes.

We Mopped at several stations, aed
around each there eras an air of happy
Indolence that lent a charm to the di-
lapidated wooden sheds which Moot
for depots, and la front of these there
was always to be seen some antiquat-
ed wagon or carryall. These lattar
were Invariably filled with half grows
boys and girls laughing and chattering
like a lot of magpies as the train pall-
ed ap. They were there presumably
to get the mall, but as 1 thought mors
likely to exchange bits of gossip and
to find out what was "going on" down
the road. I gave myself up to listen-
ing to their chatter, and 1 found
self wondering as the train would start
again on Its slow Journey bow many
of these bright and Innocent faces
there would be at the next station to
greet us. It would Indeed take BOOM
tlttie, 1 thought, to get a proper esti-
mate of these people, whose clothes
would Indicate that they belonged to
the farming and laboring classes, hot
whose conversation, accent and gram-
matical phrasing would lead one to be-
lieve they represented a class bettor
educated and with more culture than
one Is likely to discover In such out of
the way counties as those through
which we were now passing

By degrees the few passengers who
had taken this train got off, and to-
ward the end of the Journey there was
no one In the coach but a venerable
looking old gentleman and myself. He
wore a long frock coat and an old
fashioned silk hat He represented a
type 1 bad begun to know and recog-
nize. He seemed well known along
the rood. It was "Howdy, Colonel
TurplnT" at every station now, and
some one always asked, "How's El-
len?" His clean shaven face would
wreath Itself la a smile as Invariably
he would make answer:

"Ellen's well, hot between the cook-
ing and the music sbe has little time
left to frolic with you young people."

That evening I finished my first let-
ter and mailed It from the train.

When I reached Atlanta I made in-
quiry as to the best means of reach-
ing some of the outlying counties,
where I could study the social and
educational conditions of this people
out of the beaten tracks and away
from the thriving centers through
which I had passed, and which, ac-
cording to my preconceived opinions,
were the result of northern capital or
New England energy. I remained In
the vicinity of this city for several
days, making Journeys into the coon-
try and taking notes of the field hands
and making inquiry as to the wages
paid and the amount of labor perform-
ed by the average band. My seal was
unabated, and I was on the point of
potting all my figures into a letter

"It's her. own fault." said some one
at one of the stations, "for all she baa
got to do is to choose which farm aba
prefers, that of Sqnire Hawkins or Jim
Wadley's Hollytamt" At tbls there
was a burst of fitment from the
young people In the wagons.

"Don't be putting such notions la
my Ellen's head Just now," be would
laugh back. "Ellen and Bod have
old father ami mother to look after tar
awhile yet. to aay ootblng of tba
Pines."

"Bod can do that by himself," calls!
out one youth. Than be sodden Iy turn-
ed and his bead as bo saw

the girls casting their eyes from one
to the other mid Inugbing.

"I dare say there are others of us
who have used that argument to Ellen
before this nud many a time," added
another boy scarce out of his teens,

"so you need not bother to repeut It,
colonel."

Promote* Social Life
"\JO one watches current events more close-

ly than the farmer.

yis Hell 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 feci 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 TELEPHONE IS THE CENTER OE THE SYSTEM.

By the time our traiu had started
again I had determined to Introduce
myself to the colonel, for I saw mate-
rial In him for a letter. By way of

opening operations I asked him the dis-

tance to Oglethorpe station, where I
had expected to leave the train.

"About five miles, sir," he said, and,
with a courteous, old fashioned bow
across the aisle, he added, "May I ask
If you are bound there?"

I told hlra that was my destination
He then continued:
"If it be not too Impertinent, may 1

ask you what takes you to such an
out of the way place? You are not a
lawyer from Atlanta, are you, sir?"

There seemed to me to be a note of
alarm in the question, and he appear-

ed greatly relieved and bis face bright-
ened visibly when I told him that I
was not a lawyer and was visiting
Georgia for the first time. 1 soon learn
ed the cause of his anxiety as to the
matter of my profession, for in a con-
fidential whisper, which could have
been hoard throughout the car bad
there been others in.it, he said:

"When smart looking young men like
you come np this road they bring trou-
ble with them usually and as often

leaTe more behind, sir."
"How Is that?" determined to bur-

row as deep as possible in this ante-

bellum soil, which I believed to be rich
from the wild and uncultivated growth
of experience. "Don't smart looking
men often come up this road?"

"Hardly ever but to foreclose some
poor devil's mortgage." Here he be-
gan to laugh immoderately, and when
his rlslbles had subsided sufficiently
to explain, for I was somewhat sur-
prised at bis suddeu .burst of merri-
ment, be said:
Til bet 703 a pine knot ail sawed

op against a busbel ot potatoes that at
a half dozen stations bets are being

made right now that you bare come up

to foreclose the mortgage on the Fines.
That's my place, ron know. I'll bare
a good laugh at their expense when 1
go down the road again."

"Are ail the plantations about bare
mortgaged?" 1 asked.

"Mostly," he said. "1 know my plan*
tation U, and bearily, too, but most of
the planters don't like to acknowledge
It Old mil Hoillns rowed bis wasn't
for ten years, and then one day a fel-
low looking about like you came up
and closed him out He was so asham-
ed at being caught la h lie that he
moved out of the canity and has never
been back since"
T sincerely hope, air, that your

frankness In the matter may bo re-
warded by an indefinite delay in the
foreclosure proceedings," I said, deep-
ly touched at the honest avowal of the
old gentleman, who, I saw, felt much
deeper on the subject than be would
have liked me to think.
"I don't know." he said; *T cant

telL Up to this time Bud has been
able to meet the Interest regularly,
and as long as he does that I suppose
we have tittle to fear."

[To be Continued.]

A
FUGITIVE

By EDWARD STACER

I lived ID a brick row ID tbe city In
a comfortable boose of my own.

The street against wbicb my boose
backed was largely occupied tor sbops.
The building irbosv rear confront*
ad the roar of my house was occu-
pied below for millinery goods, while
girls worked above on tbe goods sold
In tbe store: Tbe third story seemed
to be need for sleeping rooms for the
girls who worked on tbe premises dur-
ing tbe day.

One afternoon when 1 came borne
and stood looking through my bedroom
window 1 saw to an upper window of
tbe bouse back of me a young girl who
differed entirely from tboee 1 bad been
used to seeing there. In the first place
she was singularly beautiful, in tbe
second she was dressed like a lady,
and In tbe third her features seen
through a pair of opera glasses were
of a very refined type. She eras evi-
dently in a room by herself on tbe
third story and was working at trim-
ming bats.

Why was that high bred young wo-
man there working In that fashion?
She must have been educated, and ed-
ucated girls when they occupy posi-
tions don't usually take op manual la-
bor. Tbe bee of curiosity had got Into
my bead and kept a continual bussing.
I watched tbe girl tillnightfall, when
she shut her window, and tbe first
thing la the morning I looked tor bar.
She was there working again tbe same
as tbe day before. For several days
I kept feasting my eyes upon ber,
when one day, suddenly turning ber
face in my direction, she saw me look-
ing at her through my glasses. Hav-
ing ber face In focus, I saw a fright-
ened expression come over It She
withdrew from tbe window, and,
though I often looked tor her, 1 did not
eee her there again. I cursed myself
tor a tool In not keeping back where
ahe could not hare seen me.

Her disappearance showed me that
If the bee curiosity bad effected an en-
trance into my head an arrow of love
bad been shot Into my heart' I was
astonished at the loneliness that came
over me. The night after my mother's
funeral, when 1 found myself tor the
first time alone In the boost, I had
been oppressed by tbe solitude, but this
sensation was different Then there
was something lost that I had no Idea
of regaining. . Now that which bad
been shot off from my vision I felt
most be restored to me.

In the financial center of tbe city I
had heard rumors of trouble on tbe
part of a certain wealthy man who had
been speculating. Being a banker, the
matter bad come to m.v cars long be-
fore Its publication, since tbe bank In
which I was employed bad made large
loans to the speculator and was there-
fore Interested in his getting out of his
diflculty without a failure. Bis em-
barrassment was kept as quiet as pos-
sible. Nevertheless I learned that If
he didn't pull through be would be
prosecuted criminally. Meanwhile he
was working night and day to bring
about an adjustment

One evening while dining with the
cashier he told me that while there
was criminality in the case of this
man who owed us money, it was not
he who had committed fraud, but a
member of bis fondly, who bed dlsap-
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peered with securities that be was in-
terested In keeping out of the reach of
the law. But he added that the po-
lice bad got on to the fugitive's hid-
ing place and expected to make an ar-
rest very soon.

What It was that Induced me to put
this Information and the girl of the hat
factory together I don't know, but 1
did. My romance would not permit me
to think that she had run away with
securities to which she had no right

I believed that she was acting with her
relative to extricate him from bis com-
plications. At any rate; If the hat
girl was this person the police were
after 1 proposed to warn her. Leaving
the cashier after dinner, 1 made
straight for the building In which 1
had semi her.

1 was received by the woman who

ran the eetabllshment I aaked to be
permitted to see the lady who occupied
.« back room on the third story. The
woman looked at me suspiciously and
?aid there was po one occupying either
of the back rooms on that story. This
confirmed my suspicion that the girl
I bad seen was in biding.

"When did the girl who baa been
working there at a window for several
days go?" I asked, giving the woman
a searching glance. I saw by her. ex-
pression that she felt the game was
up.

"Let me see her," I added In a con-
fidential tone. "Ihave news for her In
which ebo ta greatly Interacted."

"Are you a friend of ben?"
"I would serve ber."
ftbe led tbe way to a salesroom, then

went upetalrs nod came down With the
girl In questlou. She was what 1 sus-
pected her to be. Her father was in
trouble, ami she was helping him. 1
proposed to give up my bouse to her
end the woman who was harboring her
for another hiding place. Tbe offer
was accepted, and they went there at
ones. I going to my dub. They had
not been gone an hour -before the police
went to the millinery factory to make
the arrest.

Hy this bit of financiering that was
executed by tbe daughter tbe father
pulled through, paid dollar tor dollar
and sated his good name. 1 now man-
age the estate he left for 1 am tbe hue
band of bis only heir.

Lighting a Cigar.
A Spanish cigar maker cams to town

with some fine cigars and some notions
of his own about smoking them. lie

produced one that was rolled to a

beautiful point and mads tbe barest

puncture In Its smoking end. Then

be struck n match and held the flame
fight Inches under tbe tip. He began

to drew, and presently the tobacco was

burning.
"Ifia sacrilege," sakl be. "to com-

pound the burning of wood with the
"burning of tobacco."

It can bs done. Get a cigar, not <
necessarily Spanish, try it in secret at

n closer range and win a few small
beta from your friends.? Chicago Post

An Ceensmisal Mother.
Small Katberine. who bad been for-

bidden to tonch tbe Ink bottle, bad ac-
cidentally spilled Its contents not only

all over bar mother's desk, bat on.the
rag. Her jnotber. on discovering tbe
state of affairs, had expressed more
surprise than pleasure. When tbe fa-
ther of the family returned at night

Ma little daughter met blm at tbe door
and asked:

?Papa, bow much does a bottle of Ink
cost?"

"Oh, about 5 cents."
"Five center exclaimed the aggriev-

ed youngster in a tone of deep disgust

"And to think that mamma would
ell that fuss about one littlebot-

tle of Ink!"
Say id Ink Btfl*

ifUiiiInk was made by a squees-
«i»g eat of dead cuttlefish after the
body was perfectly relaxed. Painters
got their sepia from this same squid's
bottle." This likewise Is tbe true source
of tbe genuine and original India ink,
tor which there has never been any
aatiatoctory substitute found. Tbe ink

tag is big as a. man's thumb and can
?quirt six feet, darkening more than
a hogs hand of water, so the squid can
make nnssen a dart and daub and get-

away when squid eating see fish come

around.?New York Picas.

CHAPTER I.
Tha City Editor's Assignment.

mTL
PALMER?You will start for tha

south tomorrow and write a se-
ries of letters on the educational
and social conditions existing In
that section. Avoid tha cities and
beaten tracks and let your plo-

tures be drawn from llfa. This will be aa
order on tha busineas office for what mon-
ey you may need.

Such were the orders I found one
morning on my desk In the city edi-
tor's room of a well known Boston
newspaper. Of tbe labor involved in
such an assignment 1 was Ignorant,
and I saw only a pleasant trip In that
part of my country In which I bad
never traveled. I bad been employed
on tbe paper for a comparatively short
time?ln fact, I bad been In Journalism
for a period of less than two years?-
ro that such an assignment as tbe one
now given me was highly flattering to
me, and I knew It would be equally
gratifying to my father, who bad
watched my career with that Interest
which attaches solely to an only son.
I bad not been out of Harvard very
long when I bad taken tbe advice of
an eminent literary man, a friend of
my father, and entered Journalism as
e first stepping stone to literary dis-
tinction. Tbe few short stories I bad
written, however, bad been returned
to me by the magaxlnes to which I bad
sent tbem with a promptness that was
calculated to dampen my ardor and
otbei wise to discourage me. I bad been
led to believe that my style was excep-
tionally good and that 1 was not with-
out a keen sense of humor, at tbe same
time possessing a proper appreciation
of tbe pathetic.

I had taken a prize at tbe high
school for an essay, and later, when
my talents began to develop at tbe uni-
versity, 1 was elected to fill a place on
tbe editorial staff of one of the month-
ly periodicals published there. I was
chagrined, therefore, when my manu-
scripts, written legibly on fine linen
paper, tied with the best silk ribbon
to be bad, came back to me. 1 began
to form a very poor opinion of our
magazines. Possessing an Independ-
ent fortune, 1 determined to publish
my writings in book form at my own
expense. I took my manuscripts to s
publisher, who, honest man that he
was, was kind enough to tell me that
people did not think much of books
published at tbe author's own expense.
Determined at length to get a proper
estimate of my work, I sought out an
old friend of the family who had
achieved fame by his pen. He review-
ed my stories and in a ruthless sort of
way, as Itseemed to me then, told me
that some of my Ideas were good, but
expressed clumsily. He advised me
to cease all attempts at literary com-
position and to seek a place on a news-
paper. "Writing must become a habit
with you." be said, "before you can
hope to express your thoughts grace-
fully. What you need most Is ease,
and if you can avoid tbe pitfalls of
Journalism you may in time succeed In
your ambition." It took me Just an-
other six months to make up my mind
to follow his advice, and when I did
so it was with some degree of humilia-
tion that 1 discovered that there was
not a reporter on tbe paper who did
not write better than 1. Constant ap-
plication in my new undertaking, how-
ever, and tbe hard work 1 bad done at
tbe university soon brought me my re-
Ward. I was being singled out con-
stantly for Important local assign-
ments, and ouce 1 had been sent to
.Washington on a delicate mission.

1 picked up again tbe order which
lay on my desk and read it over the
second time. I thought I saw the ear-
marks of politics in It and. while the
racial question was not mentioned. I
believe that It was this Problem I was
to discuss. 1 had made a suggestion on
this line some months before, bnt the
managing editor had not taken kindly
to the idea at tbe time. Tbe order as
1 read It over seemed indefinite, 1
thought and I started with It to the
managing editor's room. As I present

ed myself before that austere little
cripple?physical, bnt not mental, for
mentally be was a giant?l was out-
wardly calm, but my heart was beat-
ing a tattoo inside, for there were few
of us who did not fear to stand liefore
him unless very sure of the ground on
which we stood. I said, however, in a
businesslike way, as If such assign-
ments were daily occurrences to me:

"1 have come to see you about this
assignment, sir."

"What assignment?" he asked.
Tor me to go south tomorrow," I

answered.
"Oh, you are Palmer, are you?" he

said, calmly looking me over through
his spectacles. "1 thought you were
older. I have noticed your work and

gave you the present assignment on
account of it Have yon come to say
you are uot equal to it?"

I was somewhat surprised when I
learned that he did not even remem-
ber me, but the fact that he bad Judg-
ed me by my work was at least grati-
fying. so I hastened to say:

"No. sir I feet perfectly able to do
the work, but tiie order appears a little
indefinite to me as to time."

Without looking up again, for be bad
resumed bis proofreading, be said:

"Take your own time, bat I shall

SUMMONS-

In the Superior Court of the State of
Washington in and for the County of
Thuraton. *

Rebecca i). Hinclicl ill's, plaintiff, vs.
Elisabeth Ann Doherty, Mason Hincb-
elilte. Thomas Hincbcliffe, jr., Abe
liinchcliffs. June Benson, Aroie Jacob-
son, Mable Biles, Harold Hinchclilfe,
George Hiuebclifle and Mildred Hincb-
cliffe, defendants.
State of Washington to the said Abe

Hincbcliffe. defendant:
You are hereby Summoned to appear

within sixty (60) days after die date of the
first publication of this Summons, to-wit,
withiu sixty (60) days after the 14th day of
June, 1913, .and defend the above en-
tilled action in the above entitled Court,
and answer the complaint of the Plaintiff,
and serve a copy of your answer upon
the undersigned attorneys for the Plaint-
iff at their office below stated; and In
ease 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 the above
entitled Court.

This is an action brought by by the
plaintiff to correct the description In a
deed ofThomas Hinchclilfe, now deceased,
to her real estate and you are made a
party thereto because of your interest
therein by reason of your being a son and
a heir at law of the said Thomas Hinch-
clilfe. deceased. The said real estate af-
fected by this action is situate follows, to
wit:

The west half of that certain tract of
land conveyed by Rebecca B. Hincbcliffe
and Thomas Hincbcliffe to Elisabeth
Martha Ann Doherty by deed dated Feb-
ruary 6th, 1888, and recorded In Vol. 16 of
deeds at page 343, records of Thurston
County; the tract of land hereby intented
to be oonveyed is more particularly de-
scribed as follows, to wit: Beginning at a
point three chains and ninety links
(3 90 chains) north and throe hundred and
sixty (360) feet east of the southeast corner
of the Edmund Sylvester Donation Claim
in Section twenty-three (33) Township 18
N. R. 3 W, from whicli point running
North 113 feet to the southwest corner of
the said land conveyed to the said Elisa-
beth Martha Ann Doherty, for a starting
place, thence north 113 feet; tbeuoe east
60 feet; tbence south 113 feet; thence west
60 feet to the place of beginning.

TROY A HTURDEVANT,
Attorneys for Plaintiff.

Postoffioe address, Box 303, Olympic,
Washington.

Office address. Suite 4, Byrne building.
Olvmpia, Washington.

First publication June 14, 1913. 7t.

Order to Skew Caste.

IN the ftaperlor Court of the Btete of Washlßg-
toa, la end for tho conatjr ofTboretoa.

In re tbe estate of Annabelle FSrquhar,
deceased.
The petition of R. J. AxU.ll, the admin-

istratrix of tbe above entitled estate pray-
ing for leave to sell the eaat 46 feet of lot
6 Block S ofMaple Park addition to Olym-
pic Washington, being the real estate of
ofthe estate of the above named deoeeaed,
for the purpose of paying the debts of the
said estate, and it appearing from the said

Setition that it la necessary that auoh ov-
er be entered, itis therefore ordered that

all persons Interested In arid estate be and
tbey are hereby required to show cause
in tbe above entitled court at Olympia,
Washington, in tbe court room of the
court bouse ofThurston C>unty, therein,
ou tbe 23d day ofJuly, 1913, at the bour of
3 o'clock p. m. why tbe prayer ofsaid peti-
tion should not bo granted. It is also or-
dered that a copy of this order be pub-
lished for four consecutive weeks prior to
tbe said date.

Dated this 17th day of June, 1912.
JOHN R. MITCHELL,

Judge.
Date offirst publication June 31.1913. St.

Order to Show Cause Against Sale.
No. 1510.

In tbe Superior Court of tho Slate of
Washington in and for Thurston coun-
ty-
In the matter of the estate of Miles

Fowler, deceased.
Itappearing to this Court from the Peti-

tion this day presented and filed by C. 11.
Gulberaon. Executor of tbe Estate of Miles
Fowler, deceased, praying for an Order of
sale of certain real estate belonging to
said Estate, that it is necessary that sucb
real estate should be sold.
It Is hereby ordered that the next of kin

of the said Miles Fowler, deceased, and
.all persons interested in said Estate, ap-

| pear before this Court on the 22d day of
July, 1912, at 10 o'clock a. in., in the court
room ofthis Court, at tbe Court House in
the City of Olympia, County of Thurston,
State of Washington, then and there to
show cause why an Order should not be
granted for the sale of such real estate.

And it is further Ordeied that a copy of
this Order be published at least once each
week for four successive weeks before the
said day of bearing, in the " Progressive
Democrat," s newspaper printed and pub-
lished in Pierce County, Wash., and in
the Washington Standard, a newspaper
printed and published in said County of
Thurston.

June 13. 1912.
JOHN R. MITCHELL.

Judge of the Superior Court.
" Date of first publication June 21,1912. 5

STICKIIN UNDERTAKING PARLORS
H. N. STIC KLIN, MOH

Professional Foaeral Director sad
Embalacr. Lady Assistaat.

Office tad Raaideace: 414-16 Fraak-
lia Street. Phase 212.

KKDKRl'J'
THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF

IStaplesFancy 6roceries
THE FULI.EST AND MOST COMPLETE LINE OF

#

?<>ff??s

i-ITMAHESTOrSTK^I
' If you need a tonic to build up your system, drink «

\ Olympia Malt Extract I
/

A pure non-intoxicating extract of barley-malt and hops. Higher \u25a0
: in extract and lower in alcoholic content than any other malt J

extract on the market. Only 15-100 of 1per cent, alcohol. J
v The price is $1.75 per dozen or $3.50 for two-dozen case 2

! OLYMPIA BREWING CO. f
Y TELEPHONE MAIN 10 'J

|ch ambeesmamet]
/

'

CHAMBERS BLOCK FOURTH ST. TELEPHONE 44 )
J FULL LINE OF HEATS FOB THE 1

\ WHOLESALE ? RETAIL TRADE.
) We solicit a share of your trade and willstrive to please. )

I Victrolas from SSO to S2OO I
Amberola - S2OO I

: > Columbia Grafooola Regent S2OO |
;; A beautiful Library Table will talk aud fsing fQr you. Gall ot bur store t

iand
let us show it to yon |

BABECK'g MUSIC HOUSE [

OLYMPIA MARBLEWORKS
A EBTAHT.IBHED 1888.

p?, Broprietor
P ft. _ .'!?

II V MARBLE AND QRANITK * * *

11 W fagjk Monuments, Markers
Headstones, Etc.

Poerth end Jefferson
OLYMPIA -

- WASHINGTON

F BUY YOUR GROCERIES I
J FLOUR AND FEED OF J

| M. E. GEORGE I
1 Up-to-Date 6rocer I

V And you will always get the finest quality £
and lowest prices. 3

Telephone Main 116. Cor. Fourth and Columbia St %

| Talcott Bros. |
MI OLIBT JIVIIIT lOCU II VillllfiTOl. BTULUIU till 4

£, ?DEALERS IN? X
W WA ££sl£'o DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, $
X ®ILVERWARE . CUT GLASS, W

sA; ' LEATHER GOODS, CUTLERY. NOVELTIES M
G SEWING MACHINES.

'

SUNDRIES $
Q, manufacturers of X

1 NOTARY AND LODGE SEALS I
$, AND UMBRELLAS ft
X Repairing in All Departments. > ijf

T£jj 12* and 426 Main St., ... Olympia, Wash. V?

Your Choice of o Mooumoot c -

->

you come here. We tove of
nearly a thousand designs, any of
which we are ready to execute for

doesn't make it tasteful or artistic.
We can execute and erect a really

- albeautiful memorial for a very mod- \^H IjHHHn JAi";.
est sum.

Capital City Marble and 'SriNi!Granite Woris. C^^tlpCO
I Op. Masonic Mom State 391.

' T1


