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BRoOTHER T0 ¢THE

{Copyright, 1900, hy Martha McCulloch- | what I
Wihiams.) day?

dropped on the Equus Satur- |
Exactly $15,000—and all because ;

Through the dimness of August!of the Brave—" .
flawning the course at Loris park j‘ (‘11 bbef?ged )};\1 ‘not l]q la{ %dds—— the!
ghowed like an earthen river, dun - cgan. o p Yt 5 pe

A, | You always do that,” he said. 3
and wide, washing sinuously about a |jistened to you in six months I'd be—" |
velvet turfed island of infield. Where “You have lost now for a year, every
the straightaway cut through the 1s- |time you gave odds against The
Jand the turf was something worn. | Brave.” the lad said huskily. Ul reck- |
That was the highest point of all the oned it all up Sunday—he has lost you |
course, and there folk congregated to!9oVer $50,000. I told you at the very first

watch the racers at work. It was a,he was your luck—" -
sight 8o well worth seeing a good few | ' ‘The devils own lucki® Bascom said |

came to look, from the city ten miles | 5‘}"%5913} “Yet I can’t hate himn, d—n
away, as well as from the ' country him! It's in me ‘o Iove a horse, and
houses all round about. | he’s easily the horse of a generation.

The brightening east touched all the
gray and green of the course with suf-
fused rosy radiance. Sparrows were |
twittering madly all about, flying in |
huddled flocks around the stable doors, |
setting their heads aside, and quarrel- |
ing greedily over their flotsam of |
chance oats. In the trees about the |
trainers’ houses a few venturesome rob- |
ins let fall now. aud then a dmp!\inz|
note. The untouched turf was all al
shimmer of beaded dew. Every foot-

The whole course indeed was a show
place. Its setting up had been the
pastime of a man who had a great
many milllons, along with the inclina-
tion to spend them royally. Next to
his wife and his honor he loved a good
horse, so you will understand that he
had rejoiced exceedingly to part with |
one of the millions in making ready for
battles roval between the kings 2nd
queens of the turf. The clubhouse was
the sum and pattern of simple yet ele-

gant luxury, the stand a miracle of mark showed on it a print of vivid
comfort: more than all, the free field | 8reen. They were reasonably plenty,
a boon to the plain people, who upon |and for the most part ran in straight
high days and ho.idays packed its lines toward that high upper corner,

| where the straightoway came in. The
barrier, of course, was across it. Only
when a straight dagh impended was
any training perr-itted over its elastic,
-loamy breadth.

Jascom Sprang ~ a hundred yards
from the corner, flu. s the reins to his
companion,. saying: - ‘Put _them up,
"Driese, then come to me—but be sure
vou don't getsyun over.” He shot across

board seats, happily unenvious of folk
upon the coach tops, in the boxes or|
scattered about the flower-spangled |
clubhouse lawn. |

There was stable room, free, for a
thousand racers, along with training
quarters as liberally planned. The
course indeed was a village jn itself,
bigger and more populous than the
straggling trolley haunted hamlet just

ou le its gate. The ~gate opened  the track, dodging in and out of a mov-
every summer morning at 3 o'clock, so | ing maze, squeezed himself almost {lat

that such trainers as cared to give | against the rail, and ran until he came
their strings slow road work for|to the place he sought. Already it had
hardening might send them out = and | twenty occupants—men, horsey men of
over miles of the broad, hard-beaten | all sorts and conditions, from the tout
clay highway | to the millionaire. Though the free ma-

A string, hooded and blanketed, had | sonry of sport for the time leveled ar-

Just shiaden out, looking like four-foot- | tificial distinctions they were almost si-

ed ghosts in the gray crepuscular |lent—too intent in gazing to waste time
dawn darkness, when a smart trap|in speech.

rattled along the village street and The course was alive. Six hundred
swung in with a flourish between the | racers walked or cantered or galloped
big stone portals. It was too dark (o along it, some swathed in blankets and
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! tesque pantomime.

shortly. [ink like satin, the spectacle.brightened.

| toons. Near half the sorrels and chest-

| The bays were as largely white-starred

| against

BRAVE?
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and directed affairs in a sort of gro-

As more and more racers came out
from the rub-down, stripped, and shin-

Among the sarin c¢oats there were
blacks a-plenty, the merest sprinkies of
grays, too many dull washy sorrels,
and bays and dark chestnuts in pla-

nuts wore white stockings all round.

and snipped, with even an occasional
skewbald. Against their mass as

an indistinguishable back-
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“Guve ac UpP, Kix! Do! Think of the
Risk!”

ground, two unique racers were thrown
into hixh relief.

One was pigeon-blue, with white
mane and taii, the other that rarest of
all things, a perfect golden chestnut.
Both were stallions, three years old,
and magnificently bred. Suleiman, the
pigeon-blue, was grandson to Bend’er,
if he did throw back in eolor to some
remote Barb ancestor: He stood sixteen
hands full, a big, slashing, long-strid-
ing beast, upheaded, and full of fire,
yet playful as a Kkitten. The Brave's
coat was no such puzzle of heredity—
it came straight form his sire, St.
Blaise, and was further legitimized by
his dam’s pedigree—on both sides she
was inbred to Lexington. As tall as
Suleiman, in action he appeared half
a hand lower. Suleiman ran all above
ground. The Brave had a fashion of
lying very close to it when he burnt
wind down the home stretch.

So far the vagaries of a peculiar rac-
ing season had kept the pair apart.
Suleiman had mowed down the west,

—— 7
HE IS TOO HANDSOME TO HAVE ANYTHING OF THE BULL-DOG IN
HIM.

1
see the but they exhaled a |
sweaty smell, which told that they had |

horses,

bandages,
bugle call.

some stripped as if at the

been driven hard. The driver puffed |piece in hand, waiching with fintense
it on icious i alations at a very ) _ :
;;rlxi»h. ng,(L : ‘n: ::\,‘.Igf.'.](;;:.‘;\I\wf:.-n ll:is‘ ‘\:l{ i\‘ | eves h““ own particular charges. Now
as a secoad out-coming hooded string and again one sent a long hail at a -boy
forced him to check and pull sharply who rode too fast or. too slow. Now
to one side. The oath would have as- and again also a beckoning hand stop-
tonished those who, knowing him on |Ped a string short, waved them away
the surface, fancied they knew him ali to quarters, a rub down and the test |
through. They said that Rix Bascom, ' of the thermometer. There was some-

book maker, had the austerity of a

priegt and the conscience of a virate.

thing uncanny in the space, the silence,
the movement, above all in the files of

A . 1ink lad. sitting at Bascom's sheeted ngures, each with a semi-hu-
elbow gave a little distressed ery. “You | man lump crouching upon its back. It
know it's the w sort of luck—to | was amazing to recall that some of the
swear before breakfast,” he said, half lumps were jockeys, world-famous,

with incomes a prince might envy, im-
perious to all the world outside, yet
it don't seem like any- | here almost abject before the slow, si-
luek worse,” he | lent meny with hard-lined faces, who
know just “Sp()ke shortly when they spoke at all,

with a little catch under
Bascom swore again, this

hesitatingly,
the words,

time outright.
thing could make my
added. *“I wonder if you

Every trainer stood, time- |

just as The Brave had conquered the
east. Both were unbeaten, and in the
minds of their following unbeatable.
In the books outside and at home Bas-
| com had won on Suleiman a. few hun-
| dred dollars more than he had lost on
| The Brave. They were to meet in the
| Searchlight,” Loris park’s richest stake.
{t would be run upon the very last
ida,\' of the protracted summer meeting.
So that set it full three weeks ahead—
much too far for any thought of final I
preparation. Still the trainers of both
eracks kept them going cleverly. Both
had raced hard since spring, neither
| could rfford a let-up, and both, it was
| eertain, would be the better for a space
‘af semi-retirement.
| It was the hope of seeing them that
'had brought at least half the erowd.
| Before 'Driese, the lad, came back it
| had swelled to near a hundred. 'Driese
| threaded it shrinkingly, edging around
| the burly figures which crowded thick-
|est at Bascom’s elbows. As the lad
| moved a whisper ran behind the backs
{of hands: “That’'s Vaux—Andriese
| Vaux—Bascom’s confidential clerk, you
{ know.” When nods had answered the
| whisper another ran back: “Wonder if
| he couldn’'t give a mighty straight tip
| for the Searchlight?”
|  One man, gray and pursy, and apple-
cheeked, went so far as to pluck at
|’Driese’s arm and say, in a carefully |
{unmncernod voice: l

“What's the good thing today, Vaux?
! We always know there’s somethin’ in
Ethv wind when we see you and your
| boss up with the lark.”

Bascom turned, frowning heavily as
he caught the words: “‘Driese, I want
iyout At once!” he said, reaching to
| clutch the lad’s shoulder, and draw him
in front of himself next the rail. There |
| he thrust a chronometer into his hand,
with a muttered order, only half audi-
bhle to the rest. Still it sufficed to set
up in them a sharp »ricking exp=act-
ance. Where a horse or his preparation
was concerned, they believed supremely
in Bascom. He had been for half an
hour watching the course, and especial-
| 1y the year’s equine gladiater he must
| be sure something of moment hung in

back from the rub

b -
mile on the

{ me about your Brave.

Suleiman and The Brave had come
: down. Both

gallop, and ending with half a
ead run. Tie Brave's
trainer scowled a little as he went to
the chestnut's head, and ran his hand
down the clean swelling throat. Al-
thongh he was a huadred vards off,
Bascom, through hi§ glass, noted the
scowl.. He wondered a little at it. The
trainer, Mark Harris, was a genial fel-
low, commonly in love with himself
and life and things. Bascom had no
time to speculate over the scowl. Har-
ris spoke shortly, and with emphasis
te the jockey, who lean:d from the
saddle to hear, held . up ais hand, as
though in warning, then waved the lad
on. The jockey was coming, perbap
twenty yards behind:. He shook ° his
reins and whistled very low. Instaqtly
The Brave began to move, not in whirl-

wind - fashion, but wiih slow, easy
strides. Suleiman passed him in a

brush;, and ran bucking and ramping
ahead. Suleiman had the family tem-
per. and something in the rubdown had
not\been to his mind.

“Why, Suley "Il spread-ez gle that fel-
low!” the pursy man said, complacent-
ly. “I tell you, gentlemen, my ‘money
goes on the blue herse, no matter at
what odds.” o

“Better wait and see the finish,” a
gecond man said, good-humoredly. A
third, 2 newcomer, tall and florid, and
smiling under a cavernous slouch .ha‘t:
nodded assent. “That's good advice,
he said.  “I've come = ten miles this
morning’ a-purvose to see The Brave.
He's a sort of old acquaintance of mine
—pred in Keniucky, you know, where
I live. In fact, I know the man who
bred him, and saw the colt the day
after he was foaled. It's as much on
account of Major Thompson as myself

that I came this morning. He charged |

me the last thing before I left, ‘Be sure
you bring me a true account of that
celt.” "

“You've seen him in a race?”’ the
pursy man said, tentatively.

The other man shook his head. “No,
worse luck to me,” he said. “T'd like
to see him in the Searchlight, but that's
out of the question. Still, I think if
they let him run true this morning 1
shall be able to pick the Searchlight
winner.”

“Then—you've seen Suleiman run?”’

| from the pursy man. The Kentuckian

nodded: “Twice!” he said. “Won a
couple o thousand over him in the
Lakeside Derby. Great horse—still, un-
less the other’s changed a heap since I
saw him in the pasture, I've a notion
he's just a bit better.”

There is comity among trainers. As
soon as it was seen the big racers were
out for a trial, the bulk of the horses
drew to the outer half of the course.
Thus the inner half was free as for a
race. The men at the corner slowly
wheeling glasses to eyes, could see all
the way round. At first it was tame
enough. Suleiman ran like a mad horse
fighting for his head, savaging his
pace-maker, and buck-jumping every
three strides, but under double wraps,
so the pace was slow. In spite of the
slowness The Brave hung still ffty
vards back. Now and again he turned
his head, whickering faintly to his stall
mate a yard behind. lmpatient mur-
murs arose among the watchers:

“Why don't they let 'em at each
other?” the pursy man said. Bascom
lzughed a hard laugh. ‘“That wonld
never do—never'in the world,” he said.
“The main use of frials is to show
what a horse can't do. If he was up
against the other fellow they might
ﬂ\o“;\fhat he_could.”

“Hold still! You'll see something if
you wait long enough!” the Kentuckian
sang out, cheerily. The horses were in
the straight before the stand, a little
more than a half mile from the start.
The pace was quickening sensibly. Su-
leiman no longer ran zigzag. He was
settling into a long leaping stride, high
and free, and open as the day.

“Jove! He's fencing all the way,” one
man said. Another nodded sagely.
“That's his way,” fe said. “I believe
he hates the ground, He always runs
as far from it as he can.”

“He gets there just the same,” the
pursy man said, exultantly. *“Talk to
Look at him
now!"”

“He is worth seecing,” Bascom said,
smiling tranqguilly. The Kentueckian
laughed aloud. At the third quarter
pole, though Suléimam-led by near 100
yards, Brave had decided it was time
for dunning. He stretched himself,
lowered his head and. struck into an
easy sweeping, stealing stride, that de-
voured the course faster than even Su-
leiman’s javelin bounds. At the next
furlong pole the Brave had made up
twenty yards. Supléiman heard him
coming and lay down to it, swinging
into a killing dead run.. But run as he
might, The Brave crept up. As they
swung a second time into the stretch
the blue stallion was not twenty yards
to the good. Round the turn they

forged, with still the golden head ad- |

vancing. 'Through the outstretch the

! duel lasted, with np advantage to either |
of the pair. As they swung and squared

. g I

“I'm satisfied,” the Kent
swered. “It was worth u&k&n anl}g
trouble of coming—to say nothing of
the tale I shall tell the major. Oh, but
he’ll be a proud man—after the Search-
light, His fear had been always that
The Brave couldn’t stay. All the folt's
wins, you know, have been at a mile
and under. He hasn’'t got Lexington
and Longfellow blood for nothing. Af-
ter today I shan't fear to bet on him,
in any company. He’ll win ‘from eend
to eend.” ”’

“Blood does tell,” Bascom sai@ al-
maest affably. The Kentuckian laugh-
i ed as he answered, “Sometimes.” Then,
after a little pause, he ran on:
|  “Yes—sometimes. But there has got
! to be something else. You'll hardly be-

lieve it, but The Brave has got a blood-
brother, just his own age, and as like
him as two peas in the pod, who can

run over anything as long as he stays
{in front, but quits like a cur the min-
ute he is collared, or even find another
| horse close behind.”

| “Are you sure of his breeding?” Bas-
com asked. “

“I ought to be—I bred him myself. |
Same sire, and dams full sisters,” the !
1 Kentuckian said with a grimace. “And |
{I thought I had a world-beater—until
| the brute came two years old. Money |

| wouldn't have bought him, as a year- |
{ling. 1 was glad to give him to a fel-
low who was going up in Ohio. Of
course I couldn’t let him stay in Ken- |
| tucky—there we have no use for quit-
ters and cowards.”

“You should have shot him,” Bascom |
! said, with a laugh. “That is the proper l
Eending for the story, which really has |
iinterested me very much. The Brave
has been a sort of heodoo for me all|
| this season, but I shall have to for-|
give him, after this morning. 1 agree |
with you, he wins on his courage.” !

Bascom did not speak on the  way
home. Andriese drove, with hands so
| tremulous the horses«after a while be-
came. skittish. When, for the third
time, they began to dance, threatening
to upset the trap, Bascom snatched the |
reins. Still he kevt silence until he |
was alone with Andriese ipn his own |
apartments. He had sat at his desk |
for 10 minutes, running down the col- |
umns of the stud book. As he looked
up from it he said with a leaping |
smile. “I hate sending you on such an |
errand, 'Drieso—you have an incon-
venient amount of consc #ace still—but
there is nobody else 1 %ire trust in
such a matter.”

"Driese got very white. "I have no|
conscience—except for you,” he . said.
| “You know that. I saw your plan in
| your eyes while that man was talking.
Give it up, Rix! Deo! Think of  the
risk!"
| "1 live for—risks.” Bascom said,
|shut[ing his lins hard, “They are the
| only things worth living for—almost.
| Still, T think I might satisfy ‘my crav-
| ing with one big, overwhelming risk—
'that had honor and ease and profit on
| one side—and on the other the black-
{ ness of darkness. That is why I am
so set on this adventure. Help me
carry it through! I give you my word,
if it succeeds, and 1 don't se€ how It
can fail, we shall be able to chuck up
! the ring—and we will. I will take
{ you away with me to some far coun-
Y
| *“Don't,” Driese said, putting a2 hand
over his eyes. “Rix, you don’t need to
| bribe me, even with promises. Only tell |
{ me what I am to do.”

Bascom told, speaking low and rap-
|idly, and at the end thrusting into
| Driese’s hand .a huge roll of money. |
| When it was safely stowed away Bas-
| com ran on: “Start at once, by the
| fastest train, and telegraph the min- |
i ute you find out anything. Here are |
| the names—horse and owner. I omy‘
 hope the horse has not been thrown
| out of training. If he has, we must
| wait—but this is the golden time. We |
| shall never have such another chance. |
iMavﬁ( Harris is in trouble. What the |
]

trouble is I shall know before tomor-
row night.”

It was a trouble common enough and
sordid enough. Harris, a rich owner's
thice-trusted employee, had dropped |
$10,000 of money not his own in the ef-
forc to beat the hooks by an infallible
system. Unless he could make good the
stable’s bank balance within the next
! fortnight there would be the exposure
| which meant ruin. Sharp, the owner,
| prided himself upon paying so well the

men he paid must remain honest. 1

Therefore, he was pitiless to the least |

{ fault'in them. It was certain that if he | ©

| discovered a great one the wrongdoer
would pay the full penalty of the law. |
{ “I—I wanted to0 pull The Brave—out
| there on the course—so's to feol ¥ou
| bookies into laying big odds against him.
| T know he can win as he pleases—if only
{l could a-kept you from knowin' it, too,
{1 might a-had a chance.” Harris wound |
{ up miserably. Bascom chewed the end |
| of his cigar a minute, then thrust his
| hand deep in his pocket. He drew it out
{ full of thousand-doliar bills. “Luek’s been
| fair this week, Mark,” he said, “so I
| can spare this lot of pictures for a good
1while, You take 'em and square things.
|

Afterward—we'll talk of balancing ac-
| counts with—Sharp and all the rest
[ When Bascom got home late that |
{ night a yellow envelope lay on his desk. |
Inside there was a single line: Brother
in condition to be brought east—coming |
| via Chicago.”” There was neither date nor |

away for home they were a'"“)s“signa:ure. but Bascom understood, and
locked, The watchérs _held their | smiled. He pulled forward a calendar and |
breath. They knew they were Seeing | marked off fifteen days on it. “I don't

the best race ever run on the course.
Who would win? Suleiman was tire-
less. Still The Brave came on, mov-
ing like a shadow in flight.
half through the last quarter, The
Brave’s nose at Suleiman’s throat-
latch. Both jockeys crouched far for-
ward. Neither dared go to the whip.
Thers was no need of it, indeed. Each
stallion knew he ran against a rival,
not a pace-maker, and was mad., with
a consuming madness, to come in first.

Suddenly Mark Harris ran down the

course shouting wildly.
Brave at once pulled up, leaving Sulei-
man to gallop home alone. There was
a rustle of resentment among

the wind,-thus to leave his own eyes
free for watching.

They were

Nixon on The |

the

| know whether the time is too tong or too

| short,” he said to himself. “Anyway—I
{ have got the cards in my hand, ind am
| certainly going to play the game
‘I through.”

y' Loris park was at its best upon its
| last day of summer racing. The flowers
|on the lawns had never been so bril-

| liant, the turf so green and velvety, the
| throng in stand and club house quite S0
| distinguished, nor that in the free field
guite so overflowing with pure jollity and
delight in sport. The day had been clear |
| and white hot, as befits August's fare-
well, but toward 3 o'clock a delicate mot-
{ tled white cloud dimmed without chilling
| the streaming sunshine. There was bare- |
i1y wind enough to flutter the flags upon
‘ their staffs, and to ruffle the dusty leaves

watchers. “A d—d shame! That's what | ypon the trees around the course.

I call it,” the pursy man said.

Here or there, in convenient forks and

| waiting.

| faint chuckle.

| big bets on him—bets made by track com-

tof it.”

| closer than ev

| member Antaeus had

crotches, adventurous lads sal snug.
From their elevation they had even a
sort of pity for the folk in the stand and
club house. No doubt it was fine to sit

upon swaying boughs, where all the hap-

penings of the park were in plain and !
Tne fine people could see |

proper sight.
no more than.the start and finish. The
tree-haunters watched evervthing with
avid eyes, and heard all the gossip of
track and stables with eager ears.

It was retailed liberally, directly under-
neath them. Trainers houses are ceunters
of inside turf knowledge. Today there
was one overwhelming topic, common

alike to training quarters, clubhouse, pad- |

dock, stand and free field—Bascom'’s jool-
ish laying against The Brave. Notwith-
standin;
books, Bascom wrote him 5 to 4. As a
consequence he was nearly swamped by
the rush of layers. He would have been

' quite swamped put that he had taken the

precaution trom the beginning te lay only
on the event of the Searchlight.

““The fellow's mad; quite mad,”™ com-
mented the pursy man, as he pocketed a
slip made out for a thousand. Plenty ot
others thought and said the same thing,
but as the supposed madman had the
name of being shrewdly farsighted, an
further, had money to burn, they a
made their wagers, and did not ma
them small. Bascom smiled at them, w.s
he gave out the slips. He was not writiag
himself, neither was 'Driese. He had half
a dozen clerks—and even then there was
He steed a little stooped, and

! spoke now and then in whispers to youns

Vaux.

*No more bets after the call to post! I
mean to see this race—if I never see an-
other,” he shouted, as he heard the sad-
dling bell. The mob of bettors answered
with a howl. A fellow bookmaker shout-
ed across:

“Say, Bascom, you're mighty good all
at once, throwing away your mon

needn’t expect us to pass round the nat
for you. if a man goes broke with his
eyes open, he deserves what he gets.”
“Sometimes,”’
'Driese turned white. “Get aws
Go outside. Your face tells tale
com said, pushing the lad almost

Has-

]
| Could ‘Nixon be plaving

¢ | beast except for i
there—but not to compare with this percn |

he was odds-on in all the other

¥ to |
keep the rest of us from losing. But you |

said Bascom, composedly. |
at onee! |

roughly |

| Kentuckian—but
senses. would he

man thought he s
had believed him
fault lay wholly
Only half a o
rave gall
stridden so st
such easy mig
{ throng watched w
| swept the half- :
squared for the last qu
run home.
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upon what i
triumph he sk
the worst.
Nobody belev even t
{ until Sulie
{ the ¥

pandemonium
curses, hisse
yards y
face white
no excuses
about hi

a man’s life.

away. ’'Driese went laggardly lifeless,
and with hanging head. He was aiway:
pale. Now the pallor was a sort of ivor-|no

death.

edge,

ine tint more ghastly than
crept to the lawn’s farthest

befere he opened their dark-fringed lids.

He lay there, outwardly quiet, full of
riotous tremors, until Bascom stcoped and
touched him on the shoulder. “Stand up!”
he said imperatively. ‘“Watch them geo
by! We must get out of this everything
that is in it. It is semething—to hear tie
crowd wili cheer for The Brave.”

He spoke very low, and ended with a
Driese rose, staggering a
little, clutched the lawn fence and hung
a little over it. Rippling huzzas heraide
the advancing racers. Up and down fo
full quarter of a mile the course 3
thronged on either side.

A8

dun earthen river. KEleven horses came
along it. Suleiman and The Brave ought
to have made the field smaller, but th

was the glorious uncertainty of the sport |

g |

to save owners and trainers from be
frightened out. Seo black and bay and
gray and chestnut and sorrels in variet
and even a dappled gray, came mineinsg
and prancing on, necks arched, coats shin-
ing gliddery-smooth, with jockeys all
fire-new colors as gorgeous as a tulip bed
in April bloom.

The cheering rose and fell irregularly
until Sueliman swept in view—then it rose
ehrill and ear-piercing, with an undernote
of defiance. Suleiman had gone back In
the books to threes. At that there were

missioners for mysterious patrons out of
town. It was the fancy who picked ni
winner said the popular voice. The talent

He |
and |
flung himself at length upon the grass, |
pressing both hands hard over his eyes|

B You might have |
walked the distance upon human heads— |
and every head was set hard toward the |

agali
Lo

scom and
3 happe

ing quarter
dull one, the

eran wil
story,

| live,
| The I
iThc v

| mighty har
Searchlight
thing,

h

,.,_m‘ ———

This ilabel is on all

Royal Bread. Buy the

Bread, it is healthy
and nutritious.

to a man pinned its hopes and risked its |

Seachlight money on The B
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came! Last of all, locking wer than silk,
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pered as a lamb, not even snatchi
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keeping time to the wildly ringing
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said to his elbow neighbor watching
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used to mix mythology with his sport. He
had come out for a good time—
meant that he was there for the de
thrill born of seeing a horse come
and knowing that it meant mon i
pocket. But Bascom, who overl
pedant, smiled comprehension,
over his shoulder: *“‘You ought
that, if you have bet on The Br
his Hercul
A cryv made him look at 'Driese,
eves now did not leave the racers.
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was in front, going like a whirl
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Suppose after all, N
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We Invite You All--Citizens -and Visitors—to View Our
Handsome Line ot

New Autumn Silks.

: NEW SILKS,

Comprising everything in black and colored "Silks. The newest
waaves, loveliest colorings and latest combinations await your critical
inspection. '

A few of this weck’'s special offerings below:

30 pieces 20-inch Novelty Striped Silk, exquisite new fall colorings.

he shown here Monday. They are the
shadass for the coming season. Just
ready for school.

New Percale Arrivals.
New Print Arrivals.

The first shipments of choice new autumn Percales and Prints

latest printings
in time to get

15 pieces 21-inch Irish Poplin Silks, very soft and rich material.
30 pieces 20 and 22-inch Peau de Soie Silks and French Faille Silks.

Opening Sale, $1.25 a yard
BLACK TAFFETA SILKS,

21-inch wide, all Silk, pure dye, bright lustre biack Swiss 85
Taffeta, opening sale price, oniy, per yard .. .. .... .. ” c

NEW GOLF PLAIDS,

Direct from the mills and Importers are in.

Golf Plaids are the much-sought-for material this season, and our
early arrivals give us a decided advantage of placing these goods. on
our shelves at a much lower price than will be possibl~ later on this
Season.

_% pio‘r-vs in black, gray, brown and blué, all choice Plaid Backs,
ranging in price per yard from $1.25, $1.50, $2.50, $3.25 and $4.00 yard.

Employees’ Day at Lagoon, Tuesday, Aug. 4.

Our Store Will Close Tuesday, Aug. 14, at 12 O’clook Noon,
giving the employees a Half Holiday and’ a FREE OUTING TO LAGOON.

An excellent program has been arranged, including a Road Race from

Bountiful to Lagoon, Games, Sports and Contests, for which numerous

prizes will be given. A very interesting time is promised all who attend.

marked on them.

Men’s Night Shirt Special.’Men’s Handkerchief Special

Plain white drill Night Shirts, 9x-! One of the grandest offerg ever
tra goed quality, pearl buttons! made in Handkerchiefs. ' Fancy
“Faultless make,” the very best| borders, wide and na-rvow hem-

> Night Shirt that can be had at| stitched, all the latest ¢reations in
75¢; special this week 501 up-to-date Handkerchiefs. Regu-

T R R RCOIR Ay - R I lar 20c quality; special this Il
i WEBREE. .. .- B vy suin & - c

MEN’S DRESS SHIRTS.

Men's short bosom, colored Shirts, something new and up-to-date,
made of imaorted Percales and Madras Cleth. Regular $1.25
values; special this week at.... .. .. - .‘980

Teaw we an

A Last Shirt A B

Waist Special. |
%

$1.25 White and Colored
Shirt Waists, to close for

50c each.

 White Pique Dress

A fquhr$2.§d$kirt for

.47 Skirt Bargain.

Ladies” Fancy
Colored Wrappers,

Braid Trimmed, this week

39c.

Remnants of Lawns,
Remnants of Apron Lawns,

They were bought because startiing price
to us, and they will be sold on Monday with utter

It's a Supreme Chance for You.

There are several thousand yards of them, but don’t »
if you expect many of them, because they will go fast at

White Goods Remnants

at Prices Manufacturers Would Gladly Buy
at Today.

concessi

disregard to proiit

AMONG THEM ARE

Remnants of Nainsooks, Remnants of Dimities,
Remnants of Swisses,

Remnants of All Descriptions.

All Styles, All Lengths, suitable for Waists, Baby
Dresses and

CHILDREN'S SCHOOL APRONS.
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