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0-CEDAR MOP i
SPECIAL 79c j

\ This Mop is the black,
jchemically tre ate d •

'. Mop—the kind that:
• takes up dust quickly, i
' You can use it to clean \u25a0

; your floors without;
'. danger of soiling your .
:Rugs. Every woman]
; who has one of the:
jO'Cedar Polish Mops;
: should have one of'
these also. Tuesday i

; is the time to buy one I
, —they are very spe-
joiallyreduced for that

; day's selling >JQr ]
;only, at • ~v _
'. (No Phone Orders on •

This Item.)
; —-'mirth I'loor. j

RHODES
[BROTHERS]

DAIMr'
liT. Katonvllle. Lv. Tacoma.
1:00 a. m. 8:00 a. m.
1:00 p. m. 1:00 p. m.
1:30 p. _. 4:00 p. m.

SUNDAY
1:00 a. m. 8:00 a. m.
2:00 p. m. *4:00 p. m.
7:00 p. in.

•Two cars.
Eatonvllle-Tacoma stage Ka-

powsin and Clay City connec-
tions.
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I'tH 1.1 lit
Hans, live HOllo
Ducks IIv. 10011 a
I*lfaprluga, live too
Squab*, livu. Dos 11.00

_ivi:_. x it
Caws 11.2501.it
{Utters IfOf.ft
presaed boos ISot.lt
Dreaeed Heel SOIIS
Steers 1* surf J
»oes f 22.710»L»iot>» tio
IVN ft• \u2666\u2666.\u2666\u2666\u2666\u2666\u2666\u2666.**\u2666\u2666 \u25a0>• WHAT KKTAII.KItMPAY 0
•eeeeee*e-**e»e»

BUTTRIi. H_H I HKKNK
Fresb ranch eggs 22 02»c
WSlatnKton cheeee 18c
Tillamook 20c
Waeti creumery butter . ...2f029e
Swlaa <t.. in 14*
Swiss, dom 27c

WHOLKMALK MRATS

([•Man
12c

lution, wethers 17c
OS*, "Idea lfMc
rtsae.l hues lie
taor i-\u25a0• f 140

Bwea Ida
Spring lamb lis

FRCTt
Lemoni 12.50, 40410
fiananaa. lb fa
Qraoa*". navels 22 01.10
Orape fruit, FloMOa. bos 14.61
Fresh titfe. boa ft ill
Strew, errlea, Kanntwl. k tl.fg
Cbsrrlee, Osl., box t1.1502.K0
Oooaeberi lea, lb to
Oranaea, Valenvlas 1201.25
Strswlierrlea. Cat 2201.25Lotanhi rrlea, Cat f2.50

titii niuiH
Mew potato*!, retail, lb. . . .:: \'n Ie
Malted Ocmi 2-12034
YaJUma llurbuuks 230_:i2
Cabbage. Wlnnlmcatedt IVa"
Onions, new, crate 21-7102
CarroU M
I.Mttucs, head, crate 21.7202
lladlalir; Im il. dot, bunches ... .10a
Rut»!'»K»». cwt 21.ff
leaf Loltuee, crate It.if
Rhubarb, lb. 1040
Florida green pt-ppcre ICo
Spina.h, retail, In to
Cuuunitiers 60c 012 00
Florida tomatoes, erst* . ...$404 6a
Artichokes, dos. 710
Beets, sack fill
Asparaaus. Walla Walla 212201.50
firing 1.-un*. lb 10012 c
Telephone pesa, lb 10 7c
Mexican tomatoee. luc 11.76
l,o«al hot houae tomutoea, lb. . .20e
Ouaamtr equeati, retail, 2 Iba 25c
Brussele sprouts, lb 10cPEotm
Amecat N It.lt
pyramid 1f.41
Whole wheat, bbta if, jo

prided Snow 15.42
enrsopts is «l
SUnk rilobt 27.10
OojUeut t7.no
Keystone full wheat is 4.-,

Evin's Best .. .__. \. vi
U-V AMU OKAIN

OeM 211040

\u25a0tsed 'Timothy' '.'. '.'.'.'.' 222022
Oetar ton ti2
Barley 2ia
MUdllnsa 124015Karts |10
fStothr 221011
Wheat, ton 127011
Alfalfa 135014
Bolls- oats til
Sea*, 1115 crop 10011c
Be£s, ltifcontracts 11012 a

CHAPTER I.
The Temerity of Bob.

"It can't be done."
"Of course, it can."
"A uiuii couldn't survive the or-

ieal."
"Could do It mysejf."
The scene was the University

l>ib. Dickie said it couldn't be
done and Bob said it was possible
md that he could do it.

Bob Bennett wae good to look
on. Some of those young ladies
who wave banners when young
men strain their backs and their
legs In the cause of learning, had,
In the daVB of the not remote
past, dubbed him the "blue-eyed
Apollo."

Now that Bob had ceased the
liiasu for learning and was out in
the wide world, lie should have
acquired au additional sobriquet

that of "Impecunious Bob." It
would have fitted his pecuniary
condition very nicely. Once he
had had great expectations, but
alas!— dad had Just "come a
cropper."

"We're broke, Bob," said dad
that very morning.

"Never mind," observed Bob
magnanimously. "Don't you wor-
ry or reproach yourself. I'm not
going to heap abuse on those gray
hairs."

"Thanks. Bob." Coolly. "I'm
not worrying. You see, It's up to
you now."

"Me?" Bob stared.
"Too, You see I believe In the

Japaneaa method."
"Whut's thnt?" uneasily.
"Duty of a child to support his

parent, when said child is grown
up!"

Boli whistled.
"I've got a dollar or two tucked

away," went on dad. "That will
lave to last until you come to tiie
rescue. But It won't laßt long,
itob. Bear that In mind. It'llbo
n mighty short respite."

' Oh, 111 not forget it. If—if
It's not an Impertinence, may 1
ask what vott are going to do,
dad?"

"I'm contemplating a fishing
trip, first of all, and after that
Milieu sabe'.'" And he spread out
hiR hands In care-free fashion and
\u25a0ailed blandly.

Bob started to go, and then he
lingered. "Perhaps," he said,
you can tell me what I am going

to do?"
"Don't know." Cheerfully.
"What can I do?" Hopelessly
"Couldn't say."
"I don't know anything."
"Ha! ha!" Dad laughed, as if

son had sprung a Joke. Well,
that is a condition experience will
remove. Experience and hard
knocks." he added.

Bob swore softly. His head was
humming. No heroic purpose to
get out and fight bis way moved
him.

"Of course, I could give you a
little advice, Bob," said the gov-
ernor softly. "If you should find
hustling a bit arduous for one of
your luxurious nature, there's an
alternative."

"Don't know what you mean,"
growled Bob.

"Get married," said dad, cool-
ly.

Boh changed color. Dad watched
him keenly.

"There's always tlie matrimon-
ial market for young men who
have not learned to specialise."

Bob looked disgusted.
"There's Miss Gwendoline Ger-

|M, for example. Millions in her
iwn name, and—"

"Hold on, dad!" cried Bob. His
'ace was flaming now.
"I know you were acquainted,"

jbserved dad softly, still study-
ug him. "Besides she's a beautl-
!ul girl and—"

"Drop It. dad!" burst from Bob.
'We've never had a quarrsl,

but--" Suddenly he realized his
atttlude was actually menacing.
And toward dad —his own dad! "I
beg your pardon, sir," he mutter-
ed contritely. "I'm afraid lam
forgetting myself. But please
turn the talk."

"All right," said dad. "I for-
give you. 1 was only trying to
elucidate your position. But since
It's not to be the matrimonial
market, It'll have to lie a hustle,
my boy. I'm too old to make an
other fortune. I've done my bit
and now I'm going to retire on my
son. Sounds fair and equitable,
doesn't It, Bob?"

"I hate to contradict you, sir,"
the other answered moodily.

Dad walked up to him and laid
an arm affectionately upon son's
broad shouldders. "I've, the ut-
most confidence in you, my boy,"
he said, with a bland smile.

"Thank you, sir," replied Bob.
He always preserved an attitude
/f filial respect toward his one
and only parent. But lie tore him-
self away from dad now as soon
as he could. He wanted to think.
Mechanically he walked on and
on, cogitating upon his unenvia-
ble fate. Suddenly he found him-
self in front of the club. Bob
went in. And there he met Dickie,
"commodore" and some others.

That ImpesuuioiiH Bob should
have said "It could be done" to
Imperial Dickie's "It couldn't be
and have allowed himself to be
drawn further Into the nffair was
in itself, an Impertinence. For
Dickie didn't have to worry about
hustling, the way Bob did now.

They had been going on ahout
that 'could" and "couldn't" prop-
osition for jiome time when some-
one staked Hob. That some one
was promptly "called" by the
"commodore" - as jolly a sea-dog
as never trod a deck.

Well, the commodore called
that some one quirk.

"Five thousand he can't do It."
"For how long?" says Dickie.
"A week," answered the com-

modore.
"Make it two."
"Oh, very well."
"Three. If you like," from Bob,

the stormy petrel.
They gu/.en at him admiringly.
Clarence Van DtUOS "took"

some one else who staked Hob.
And th .11 lieb staked himself.

"Little short of cash at the
bank just now," ho observed. 'But
if you'll take my note—"

"Take you word if you want,"
said the commodore.

"No; lid c's tin null'" He gave
It—a large amount payable In
:i() days. It was awful, but he did
it. He hardly thought what he
was doing. Having the utmost
confidence lie would win, he didn't
stop to realize what a large con-
tract he was taking on. But Dan,
Dickie, Clarence and the others
did.

"Of course, you can't go away
and hide," said Dickie to Bob with
sudden suspicion.

"Bob understands lio's got to go
on in the even tenor of his way,",
said the commodore.

Bob nodded. "Just as if noth-
ing had happened!" he observed.
"I'll not seek, or I'll not shirk.
I'm on honor, you understand."

"That's good enough for me!"
said Dickie. "Bob's honest."

"And me!" from Clarence.
"And me!" from half a dozen

other good souls.
"When does it begin?" inter-

rupted Holi. |
"When you walk out of here."
"At the front door?"
"When your foot touches the

sidewalk, son." The commodore,
who was about 40 in years, some-
times assumed the paternal.

Bob got up.
"Going?"
"Might as well."

The commodore drew out a
watch.

"Twelve inlnues after 3 p. m.
Monday, the 12th of September,"
he said. "You are all witnesses

*'W 8 Bro '*
"Good-bye, Bob."
"Oh, let's go with him a way!"
"Might be Interesting," from

Clarence sardonically.
"That's bo. Come on." Which

they did.

CHAPTER 11.
A Try-Out.

To tell the truth —to blurt out
nothing but the truth to every
one, and on every occasion, for
three whole weeks that's what
Bob had contracted to do.

As he and his associates strolled
down the avenue, Bob wasn't so
sanguine as he had been when he
had left the club.

"How about tho Waldorf?"
Thirty-fourth st. "May find some
one there," suggested Clarence.

Accordingly they entered the
Waldorf and the commodore hus-
tled them up and down and
around, without, however, their
encountering a single person they
knew. •

"Whew! This Is a lonesome
place!" breathed the commodore
at last.

"Let's depart!" disgustedly
from Clarence. "Apologize for
steering you into the:;e barren
wastes!"

"What'R your hurry?" said Bob,
with I little more hraffdo. Then
suddenly he forgot about those
other three. His entranced goze
became focused on one. He saw
only her.

"Ha!" The commodore's quick
glance, following Bob's, caught
sight, too, of that wonderful face
in the distance. She was"tollowed
by one or two others.

The commodore precipitated
himself in her direction.-tßob put
out a hand us if to grass him by
the coat tails, but the oner wis
already beyond reach. 'Bint "ad-
vice" dad had given hlmMSelghed
on Hob like a nightmare/Suppose— ghastly thought!—trußi com-
pelled him ever to epeakNjf thftt?
And to her! A shiver ran down
Hob's backbone. Nearer she drew
—nearer —while Hob gazed as If
fascinated, full of rapturous, par-
adoxical dread. Now the commo-
dore was almost upon her when—

Ah, what was that? All Q#un
elevator? —|>eople going In.---*)lie
too, —those with her—Ye_~click!

a closed door! The radiant vision
hud vanished, wae going upwaVd;
Bob breathed again.

"Old friend of yours, Miss
Gwendoline Gerald, 1 believe?"
said tlie commodore significantly.

"Yes; I've known Miss Gerald
for some time," said Bob coldly.
"Suppose we could go to the bar?"

"Naughty! Naughtly!" A
sprightly voice Interrupted.

The commodore wheeled. "Mrs.
Ralston!" he exclaimed gladly.

"Just finished my shopping and
thought I'd have a look In here,"
she said vivaciously.

"Concert, I suppose?" from the
commodore, jubilantly.

"Yes. Dubussy. Don't you
adore Dubtißsy?" with schoolgirl
enthusiasm. Though alomst 60,
she had the manners of a "just-
come-out."

"Nothing like it," lied the
commodore.

Bob gazed at her and the com-
modore enviously. Oh, to be able
once more to prevaricate like that!
The commodore had never heard
Dubussy in his life. Ragtime and
merry hornpipes were his limits.
And Mrs. Ralston was going to
the concert, it is true, but to hear
the music? Ah, no! Her box was
a fashionable rendezvous, and
from it she could study modernity
in hats.

FARGO. N. D., May 2b.—One
of the most portentions revolts
against political and economical
bondage la today taking place la
North Dakota.

Its leader ia a modern Don
Quixote, who tllta from an old
Ford auto agalnat the bulwarks
of the money kinge. And his
lance has grown strong in place
of being shattered.

A. C. Townley is a plain farm-
er.

Twice he helped the country
rote of North Dakota instruct the
legislature to provide atate own-
ed marketing, storage and ter-
minal facilities for the big grain
crops.

The leglalators calmly Ignored
the popular demand.

It was then farmer Townley
cranked up his flivver and sal-
lied forth along the highways.

"Nonpartlsanship la the only
hope for the farmer," waa hie
battle cry.

More than 80 per cent ot North
Dakotans live on the land. Mke
Townley, many of them had been
"skinned" by the grain manipu-
lators of Duluth, St. Paul and
Minneapolis. Up and down the
atate they rallied to his auto
Imrn and the call of his revolt.

The financial powers, who have
done for many a Quixote, chuck-
led. Ditto the party, bosses who

had double crossed the grangers.
But It waa noted that their

laughter waa short and bitten,
Farmer depositors began to with-
draw their gold from the b*nkere
who laughed. It was nightly
strong and effective medicine.

Nobody laugha today, because
there are already 40,000 farmers
In the league, after 11 months'
campaigning.

More than 100 other propa-
gandists have mounted their "tin
lisaiee" to aid grizzled old Town-
ley. At a recent meeting $32,000
in cash was contributed on the
spot to further the cause of non-
partisanship sod farmers' wel-
fare.
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"NOTHING BUT THE tRUTH"
By Frederick Ishain. Copyrighted.

One of The Timee' Xovel-a-Week series— begins on Monday, ends on Saturday.

NEXA WEEK: ANOTHER GREAT NOVEL.

' well, she said, with, that ap-
proving glance women usually be-
stowed upon Bob, "I auppose I
mustn't detain you buay people
after that remark I overheard."

"Oh, don't hurry," said the
commodore hastily. "Between old
friends— But I say— By Jove,
you are looktng so young and
charming. Never!" It was rather
crudely done, but the commodore
could say things more bluntly than
other people and "got away with
them."

Boli began to breathe hard, hav-
ing a foretaste of what was to
follow. And Mrs. "Willie" Ral-
ston was Miss Gwendoline Ger-
ald's aunt! No doubt that young
lady wiiH up In her aunt's box at
this moment.

"Never!" repeated the commo-
dore. "Eh, Bob? Doesn't look a
day over 30," with a jovial, free-
hearted sailor laugh. "Does she,
now?"

It had come. The first test!
And the question had to be an-
swered.

Suddenly an Idea shot through
Bob's befuddled brain. Maybe
Mrs. Ralston wouldn't know what
he said, if he —? She had been
numerous times to France, of
course, but she waa not mentally
a heavyweight. He would take a
chance on her.

lie made a bow which was
Chesterfieldian aud Incidentally
made answer, rattling it off with
the swiftness of a boulevardler.

"II me faut dire que, vraiment.
Madame Ralston paralt aussi agee
qe'elle Test!" ("1 am obliged to
say that Mrs. Ralston appears as
old as she Ib!"I

Then he straightened as if he
had Just delivered a stunning com-
pliment.

"Merci!" The lady smiled. She
also beamed. "How well you
spoak French, Mr. Bennett!"

The commodore nearly explod-
ed. Ho understood French.

Bob expanded, beginning to
breathe freely once more. "In
language of courtiers and diplo-
mats!" he mumbled.

Mrs. Ralston shook an admon-
ishing finger at him. "Flatter-
er!" she said, and departed.

Whereupon the commodore
leaned weakly against Dickie
while Clarence sauk into a chair.

They showed themselves fair-
minded enough, though they In-
sisted that hereafter, as Clarence
expressed it, "Bob talk United
States."

"All right, fellowa." said Bob
shortly. "You quit tagging and
I'll talk 'dated states.'"

"Good. I'm off," said the com-
modore. And he went. The oth-
ers followed. Bob was left alone.

•Mr. Robert Bennett!" The
voice of a page smote the air.

For the moment Bob was
tempted to let him Blip by. but
conscience wouldn't let him. He
lifted a finger.

"MtSMfS for Mr. Bennett,"
said the urchin.

Boli took it. He expected fore-
bodings as he saw the dainty
card and inscription. He read it.
Then he groaned. Would Mr.
Robert Bennett join Mrs. Ral-
ston's houseparty at Tonkton?

And then there were two
words in another handwriting
that he knew. "Will you?" That
"Will you?" wasn't signed. Bob
stared at it. Would he? He had
to. He was in honor bound, be-
cause ordinarily he would have
accepted with alacrity. But a
house-party for him under pres-
ent circumstances!

CHAPTER 111.
An Inauspicious Beginning.

Behold Bob then, one fine
morning, on the little sawed-off
train that whisked common peo-
ple—and sometimes a few nota-

Dakota Farmers, "Skinned" by Grain Men
Wage Fight Against Political Bondage

North Dakota wheat fields whence la coming a mighty revolt ana Inst economic and political bondage.

Townley _ klaxon has the sound
of doom to the party bosses.

The grangers were compelled
to work through the old parties,
there being no Initiative machin-
ery here. C.andidatee, however,
have been selected under non-
partlsanahip pledgee. If enough
of them are elected this fall, state
marketing facilities will be pro-
vided by legislative enactment.

The North Dakota revolt Is now
spreading to Mtnnoeota, Wiscon-
sin and South Dakota.

Once in a while Don Quixote
Townley permits himself a small,
still smile as he chews a rtiuiua-
tive wheat straw.

It la his only boast.

HOW GREAT GUNS W_LL GIVE NEW YORK A 40 MILE DEAD LINE

Two circles, each of UO-mile ratlins, with Kandj- Hook and Rockaway Point as centers, show the
combined area protected by giant guns provided for in a bill in congress.

New York Will Be
American Gibralter

May 1916.

NEW YORK. May 11, — New
York is to be new Gibraltar!

Two mighty fortresses are to
enclose the world's metropolis In
40-mile rings of impregnability —circular "dead-lines" beyond
which no hostile fleet could veu-
ture!

One of these fortresses will be
an elaboration of the coast de-
fense batteries now planted at
Sandy Hook.

The other will be a new de-
fensive work at Rockaway Point,

near Coney island.
The NEW fortress, in conjunc-

tion with the Sandy Hook big

guns, will make New York IN-

bles when their cars were other-
wise engaged—countryward. Bob
had a big grip by his side, his
golf sticks were in a rack and lie
had a newspaper in his hand.

"Can you—aw! —tell me how

far it is to Tonkton?"
Bob, glancing back, saw a mon-

ocle. "Matter of ten miles ov
so," he responded curtly. He
didn't like monocles.

"Aw!" said the man.
Bob picked up his newspaper

that he had laid down, and
frownlngly began to glance over
the headlines. The man behind
him glanced over them, too.

"Another society robbery, I
see," the latter remarked. "No
function complete without them
nowadays, I understand. Won-
derful country, America!"

"Have the paper," said Bob
with cutting accents.

"Thanka awfully." The man
with the monocle took the paper
as a matter of course, seeming
totally unaware of the sarcasm in
Bob's tone.

"T'nk'n!" The stentorian ab-
breviation of tho conductor made
Bob get up with a start.

There were vehicles of all kinds
it the station, among them a num-
ber of cars, and In one of the lat-
ter Bob recognized Mrs. Ralston's
chauffeur.

A moment he hesitated. Ha
wanted to think; he didn't want
to get to the house in a hurry.
Still he had to do what he nat-
urally would do and he started
to do It when come other people
Bob didn't know—prospective
guests, presumably, among them
the man with the monocle—got
into the car and fairly filled It.
That let Bob out nicely and nat-
urally.

"Hack, air?" said a -voice.
"Not for me," replied Bob.

"But you can tote this up the
hill." indicating the grip. "Ral-
ston house."

"Dollar and a half, sir," said
the man. "Same price if you gc
along, too."

"What?" It Just occurred tc
Bob he hadn't many dollars left
and of course tips would be ex
pected up there, at the big house
It behooved him, therefore, to b»
frugal.

Bob walked away carrying hit
grip.

What an old humbug of a world
It waa, he thought, when, paaslng
before the one and only bookstore
the little village boasted of, he
ran plump into Miss Gwendoline
Gerald. She had just emerged
from the shop with a supply ot
popular magazines In her arms.

"Glad to see you," said Miae
Gwendoline.

Bob remained silent. He was
triad and he wasn't glad. II»

any dreadnaught -ran equal their
carrying capacity.

Two entirely different types of
ammunition will lie carried in the
gigantic underground storehouses
that will be bidden under these
main mot li forts.

There will be Immense arnior-
pierclng shells for use against pos-
sible naval attack; shells that
will crunch a fool of solid steel
and reduce the most powerful bat-
tleships to scrap iron.

And there will lie high <y;plo-
sive shells to beat off land at-
tacks; shells that will kill all
within hundreds of yards by the
mere fore of their concussion
when they explode.

Provision for this mightiest of
the earth's fortresses is made In
the fortifications bill recently in-
troduced in the bouse by Repre-
sentative Shirley. This bill tar-
ries on appropriation of |l 1,117,•
O."i0 for preparedness.

VINCIBLE FROM LAND as well
Ias from sea.

Kor its great 16-inch guns, ca-
pable of sweeping any point with-
in their circle, will command the
adjoceut territory as far Berth as
High Bridge and the New Jersey
suburbs BEYOND NEWARK)

And all the Jersey coast beyond
Asi inr.. Bark as far north as Bel-
mar will be within range of one
or both of New York's twin forts!

Twenty miles will be the EF-
FECTIVE range of the titanic
guns to be mounted in these
super-defenses.

No mobile armament of any
nation- uo naval gun mounted on

dreaded the outcome of that meet-
ing. So, how should he answer
and yet tell the truth?

"Well, why don't you say
something." she asked.

"Lovely day," observed Bob.
The violet eyes drilled into him

slightly. "Is that all you have
to say?" asked Miss Gwendoline
after a moment.

"Let me put those magazines
in the trap for you?" said Bob.
making a desperate recovery and
indicating the smart rig at the
curb as lie spoke.

"Thanks,'' she answered. "Make
yourself useful." And gave them
to him. But his manner puzzled
her. There was a constraint, or
bold-offlshucsa about him that
seemed to her rather a new symp-
tom In him. What did It mean?
Had he misinterpreted her "Will
you?" The violet eyes flashed
slightly, then she laughed. How
ridiculous!

"There! You did it very well."
she commended him mockingly.

"Thanks." said Bob awkward-
ly, and shifted.

"Why are you walking?" she)

persisted. "And with that?''
touching his grip with the tip of
her toe.

"Save hack fare," answered
Bob.

She smiled.
(4 'oiitimie<! In Our Next Issue.)

Stand, Croft Hotel,
1519 Pmlflc Aye.

MOOSE At'TO STAGE
Tacoma and Vclin.

I.akevlew, Million-!, (ircendale,
Roy, McKenna.
_. T. MILES.

Beginning May 15, leavss
Tacoma 11 a. m. and 4:80 p.
in., Sundays 8 a. _.; leaves
Yelm 8:30 a. m. and 1:30 p.
in . Saturday nights 6:45.

Northern Pacific Ry.
The Yellowstone Park Line

THROUGH TRAINS EAST

Get the Benefit courteous treatment
BUPERIOB PINING SERVICE

Eastbound Summer
EXCURSIONS

Dally from June 1.

D. 8. LAND OPENING, Oolvllle Reservaion. Register for a
chance July 5 to 22 AT WILBUR, Wash., the Reservation
Gateway. Official drawing wilt be at Spokane July 27. Ask
the agent.

Hound Trip Homeeeekera' Rates TO MONTANA, and
return. Low, attractive. Let us explain them.

TO CALIFORNIA, have your tloket read via the
"GREAT NORTHERN PACIFIC S. S. CO."

from Portland, on the fast Palatial steamships, making train
time (but 26 houra at sea). Low farea, with berth and meala
included on boata.

Tickets and full Information:

/Ox^sv\ C. B. FOSTER, (itv Pase. Agent.

i^f W\_t\ TH' Mhl" '~h '
Tm,""H

i w"-

--1 I M j A- " tliarlton, A. G. P. A.,
\^\_^HPO/ Port land, Ore.

s_fci?V —
PORTLAND ROSE I'EHTIVAL,

J ue T-«». Low Pare*.


