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SPORT SUITS SPECIALLY
Ai PRICED AT $19,75

UWM fHESE DESIRABLE SPORT SUITS are of
M-j^fiV / excellent quality Guernsey, Jersey cloth and
fl^ALi|r\/ chamois cloth. They are cut on ultra smart lines

___»*"\u25a0 lint-**. anc* are su P er^y tailored. Belted models, with
Jmj l|nff sport pockets, double collars, plain or fancy stitch

>lm 111 ll *n^ anci ot^er up to the minute touches are in evi-
#«ill|irlA dence in their making.

/\u25a0f/lll|Vm\ And they came in the smartest of the season's va-

iMl\*111 ll\\ rious colors - rose, coral, American beauty, gold,
\ three popular shades of bright blue and emerald.

jMk mMj About thirty Suits in all; tit* ~| ft _____!
every one" of them a tre- m I U |

? mendous bargain at tt *•a +*

WHITE WASH SKIRTS
AT $I.oo—Models of Clalatea Cloth, made AT $1.9.T —C«rds, piques or repps—models
with iioekets—some lielted. either s|H>rt or dressy.
AT |1.lt—Models with yoke, plain or fanry AT *_J.50—Materials are Bedfords, l...l.;<i-

porkets. iieheil or plain—made of Bedford* dines or Twills—styles feature belt*, pockets*,
and (iulateas. yokes and numerous hut tons.
AT gl.lM—Hkirts of Indian Head, Duck, AT $1.110 —Bedfords and Repps—flare model*
IMqiie. Itepiw and Twills—blmmil siv different in numerous imcket* and belt effects.
models Id all. AT $I.iV» TO mil*.-""!—Models in flue pique,
AT $I.7.l—Snort models „f <in hard me and unusual cords, extra quulity Bedfords, rordu-
I mil- with buttons all down the front—also roys, fine wool serges and wash silks.
dressier models. —Third Floor.

BKOAHWAV BAI.KS BOOTH 0.

BLOUSES SPECIALLY REDUCED
HOTMOIOI cre|ie de chine Blouses in white, pink, hlack and white striped, in fashlonahle

colors: also handsome tuli silk Waists in Hie popular Mrl|»ed effects, and China Silk
\\ ii-'- iii till shade*, trimmed with white collar and ruffs. All sizes lv Hie lot. Many new
styles. See the Broadway Show Windows. These Waists (J1 QQ
are very specially priced' at «jl I iO J

—Broadway Sales Booth C.

BROADWAY SAI.KS BOOTH D.

LAST DAY OF THE SALE OF

TOILET GOODS &DRUG SUNDRIES
l'erovide of Hydrogen—pint bottles— QC»» Talcum Powder—l-ll>. cans—reduced IC#»
reduced for this sale to, |ier Imttle. . . JUO for this sale 10. per can IUU
Hospital Absorbent Cotton—l-lli. rolls 1Q- Fountain Syringes—fr*. size, red ruh- 7E-
reduced for this sale to, i«r roll I3C l(pr- guaranteed—reduced for this sale. IOU

.._. ........ __ — Bulh Spray—guaranteed best red 7fl_»
Hoyt's Msterated Tooth Towder-re. 1y „ rubbe^l-rAluced for this sale to 70C
diu-ed for this sale to IIW CJ|orU „„,.. Brushes—cushion hark, finest
Iln.mo Seltzer—reduced for this "Ip quality—reduced for this sale QQa
sale to iw only, to UUU
Shaving Soa|i—reduced for this sale «),» tiiim Camphor—l-oz. rakes—reduced C A
to, per cake OU for this sale in, per rake 3b
Also rare bargains in Special Ivory Articles, Hair Brushes, Clothes Brushes, Hand and \uil
Brush)*., Mirrors, et«.—also Toilet Soaps, Toilet Waters, Toilet Creams, Tooth Brushes,
Chamois Shins, Sponges, Combs, Bath Brushes und many other Hems In great demand for
everyday use. —Broadway Sales Booth "D"

Rhodes brothers
In Every Detail Tacoma's Leading Retail Establishment

\bung people need
clear complexions

If you find yourself "left out"
because of a poor akin, and want
a clear, fresh complexion, use Res-
Inol Soap at least once a day. Waah
thoroughly with a warm, creamy
lather of it, then rinae the face with
plenty of cold water.

It doea not often take many daya
of auch regular care with Resinol
Swap to show an improvement, be-
cause the Resinot medication ioolhtt
and refresh™ the «kin, while the
perfectly pure soap is claiming it

Ihsinol
\u25a0hould Im aided by t Hal* Kesinul Oininwnt,
ta *ev«re or stubborn com*. Resinnl Simp and
O-Mtnirnt -are aold by all druggist*. Kor trial
tr**, writ* to o<pt. tf-R. Rc*inol, Baltlmor*.

TODAY'S
MARKET

PRICES
* WHAT PKUOLt.MU* UKI A

roiixuru*
Hens, lira lfOlte
Docks Uts 10011 a
111* springs, Uvs too

\u25a0auaba iim*. dox. ... $t.tt
urorocx

Csws ff.2lAf.7t
Msttars Mfs.lt
grsssad bags ftftt it
Drssssa vsej 1011 a
Btssrs ft 5001EEL ••::::::. V""::::::.^!*
\u25a0waa ft

• WHAT RKTAILKIU4 PAT \u2666

BUTTER KOCMI CHKEHB
Fresh ranch egga . ..«• 24©25 c
Washington cheese lfc
Tillamook lfo
Wash, creamery butter . ...2SO2»c
Mrlea 4ona. tfs
Cream brick cheese 22c

WHOLESALE MEATS
11 altera 10c

BY ROGER BABSON
SAN JOSE, Costa Rica,—lf you

are a bachelor and want a healthy
happy wife, look for her in tli Is
place. 1 will not vouch for the
statistics, hut I have It from an
English authority on Central
America that "In San Jose there
are four maids to every boy."

Certainly, there are many more
women than men and for that

reason the women take great paina
to make themselves attractive and
agreeable.

Even early In the morning on
a rainy day, when our Chicago
girls are going about the house
with their hair down and a kl-
iiinii.i on, these Costa Rica girls
are running about as If dressed
for a ball.

They almost Invariably wear a
pretty" muslin frock and smart
satin slippers. They often wear
a bright shawl, as it ia chilly in
San Jose at morning and night.

It is said that the Costa Ricans
are the purest Spanish type In the
western hemisphere, and that
there were very few negroes In
the country until a few years ago.

These negroes were brought *.o
Costa Rica by the North American
Fruit companlea.

Mall,iii withers HHc
Hog-i. sides 16',-_>•

Dressed hogs l"c
Steer beef lOftllo
Ewes lOUfIOM,!'
spring lamb lfo

FRUIT
Lemons *\u0084 f,r> V I
Bananas, lb tn
Oranges, navela $2.50(7 3.25
Cherries, Oregon, lb 17 W 20c
Gooseberries, lb l&S'iic
Oranges. Valenvlas $303.25
loganberries. Cal., crata $2.50
Strawberries, home grown f1.75*62
Apricots, crate $1.75
Blaekberriea. crats $1.15*11.25
Cantaloupes, crate f:i r.n'y \u2666
Strawberries, Kennewlck ...tl.no
Pineapples, dox f2Hf2.30

VEGETABLES

Gooseberries, lb 3W3'^<:
in ing) ». Valenvlai t'lVti. 26
loganberries. Cal., crata 12.50
Strawberries, home grown 11.75&2
Aprlrota, crate J 1.70
Blackberries, crata f1.15Hn.25
Cantaloupes, crate f5.5004
Strawberries, Kennewlck ....13.00
Phi' appll•\u25a0\u25a0-, dox $2Hi 2..10

VEGETABLE*
New potatoes, lb So
Netted Gems $31 §32
Taklma Burhanks $21030
Cabbage. Wlnnlngstedt »H«
Onions, new, Cal., aack 12.51
Carrots, sack 12.00
Lettuce, head, crate $2.25
Radishes, local, dos. bunches SOc
Rutnliaaas, cwt tl.tf
Leaf Lettuce, crate $1.25
Rhubarb. In $04a
Florida green peppers, lb SOc
Spinach, retail, IB fo
Cucumber* tOr-frfl
Artichokes. Aoa. 7t«

Beets aack ... f"'*.",
Anparaa.ua. Walla Walla Vl.iiol.ft
Tomatoes. Cal $2.75
Tomatoes, hot house $2.2$
String beans, lb a i i i*-

corn $39?|*1<

Bran .11l
Mixed Timothy $SEOS<
Whole oats IU
ii11 lev is:
Middling 11403!
Shorts t
Timothy $2802!
Wheat, ton WOH
Alfalfa $23(92.
Rolled oats $3;
Hops, 1915 crop lOOlli
Ilopi, I'jl6 contracts 11012<

Reliable Adjustment
Itiireau

OCR BYSTKM OKTS THK
MONEY

Collections of every kind
ererywhere,
115 Pun i<lent Bldg. Main 1111.

'TIS A LAND OF LOVELY
WOMEN--AND VOLCANOES

The original Indians were of
a cultured race which mixed well
with the Spanish. Hence, these
Costa Rican women with their
heavy black hair are truly attrac-
tive as well as good-natured and
upright.

San Jose Ilea In the center of
Costa Rica, 4000 feet above the
sea.

Like every South American
capital, San Jose has ita open
squares In the center of the city.
Its opera house is far handsomer
than anything of Its kind in the
United States. It Is aald to have
coat $1,500,000.

Although the "movies ' can be
seen in San Jose, as in every other
city of the world, yet the young
people of Costa Rica see also the
finest operas and concerts that the
world produces.

When one sits under the
peaceful shade trees of Morazan
park amid the flowers nnd birds,
while the military band is play-
ing the national airs, lie forgets
Ihe great fiery furnace under-
neath.

Yet sometime this volcano will
hurst forth again. The fact that
the Costa Rlcans siill build only
one-story houses, shows that they
expect another explosion.

Telephone peas, lb \u0084... 8 He
Bummer squash, retail, 2 Ib'kf...250
Brussels sprouts, lb _.'„.. 100
Turnips, sack $2.00

FLOIR
Amoral *».*•
Pyramid $5.25
Whole when* hbia $r,..in
Drifted Snow f5.25
Olympic $S.2j
High Flight M.l|
Occident 17.10
Keystone full wheat r. . ..f5.25
Lyon's Best ..17.50

HAt AND OItALN
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"

Copyright. 1910, Iy J
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CHAPTER f.
The Legend.

"Cardigan." said llrinsmade,
as we sat on the piazza of the
Charleston Yacht club, "have
you any idea of how many isl-
ands there are between Florida
and Venezuela?"

"Ihaven't," said I, "thougn
we can have a map and count
them, if you are much inter-
ested."

"Too prosaic," Brinsmade re-
plied. "I should prefer to cruise
.urn m; them and count them as I
we stop."

"That would be a trifle mo-
notonous, my friend!" I smiled.

"Don's scoff," said he. "Come
along and try It. Yonder lies the
Buccaneer"-—nodding toward the
harbor, where the lights of his
yacht shone —"a reasonaly Inter-
esting company—a bully cook — I
and a most competent captain.
What more can you want, Dick?"

"Nothing," said I. "I must be
in New York by the middle of
May."

"I must be there by the last of
April," said he. "Meanwhile, I
want to do something a little out
of the ordinary. Weil stop at
every island on the inu/ ii we
find some that are not on the
map, so much the better; we'll
stop there also. You'll have your
regular meals every day, with tho
monotonous life of a comfort-i-
--dle yacht between times —if the
company pleases you."

"I'm not reflecting on the
company," said 1.

"Be careful," he cautioned —"Rosalind is engaged, you know."
"Mores the pity," said I—"if

I am to spend two months longer
on the yacht with her."

"Shall I wire to Rawdon?" he
smiled.

"Not on my account."
He looked a"t me thoughtfully

a moment.
"What do you think of Raw-

don?" he asked.
"What do 1 think of Rawdon?"

I echoed. ,
He nodded. "As an abstract

proposition."
"I never thought of him as an

abstract proposition!" I,laughed
"1 suppose it's only a brother's

way to question his only sister's
choice," he reflected.

"Especially when that sister is
Miss Brinsmade," I added.

"There a—»some others with
whom I should be better satis-
fied," he continued.

"Until they were In Rawdon's
position—then you would begin to
doubt them, too. It's natural,
Fred; I've been there myself. No
man Is quite good enough for
one's favorite, or only, slater—
until he has proven it."

"Which he rarely does," Brlns-
made reflected.

He took a long, slow pull at his
cigaret. "Dick," said he, "we
have known each other all our
Uvea, and I'm not afraid of being
misunderstood when I :.:i\.- It's
up to Rosalind and you. you
two should happen to fancy each
other, I'll be glad, old man. It's
a pity you were in Central Africa
hunting sand, or .something equal-
ly useful, the last four years—and
came home to find her taken. 1
Idon't know whether she will give
you a thought, or you will give
her one—that is for you two to
determine. I'm not throwing my
sister at your head, as you know;
but if she shows any inclination
to see matters - differently and
you're not averse to seeing them
also, you won't encounter any op-

I position from me. Now, not a
word, Dick. I told you how I feel
about it; and that you won't he
vlolatiug any hospitality nor trust
—you understand." He raised his
hand to a man in the doorway.
"Pinckney, If you've nothing bet-
ter to do, we shall he delighted
to have you join us."

"I shall he delighted to join
you," said Pinckney—a middle-
aged Churestonian ot irreproach-
able lineage, accent and charm.

Presently Plnckney remarked:
"I hope, sir, we are to have the

Buccaneer for an indefinite stay."
"Only a day or so longer, prob-

ably," Brlnismade replied. "We
are thinking of making a cruise in
the West Indies -to count the is-
lands and verily the map; maybe
they are not all recorded; been
overlooked in the rush.

Pinckney took a sip of his
Scotch.

"So," said he, puttng down the
glass thoughtfully, "you have
heard the legend, have you?"

"What legend?" asked Brins-
made with a quick interest.

"The legend ol the hidden is-
land —or the disappearing island
—which ever you will."

"In the West Indies?"
Pinckney nodded. So the legend

runs—though it differs in the es-
sential detail as to its exact lo-
cality. It seems never to have
been encountered except hy a ship
driven far out of its course, or by

a ship wrecked party in a boat.
The one thing upon which all the
legends agree, however, is that
the island is hidden by a great
hank of dense fog or mist—and
.that no one has ever landed be-
cause of the frowning cliffs and
pounding waves."

"Is there any one in Charleston
who has ever seen the Island?" I
asked.

"No, indeed." said Pinckney.
"It's at least .">0 years since the

TRAPPED! But Wilson, Bryan
and Champ CEark Are Clever!

BY SAM LOYD, PUZZLIi. KINO

Special from Puzzle Headquarters
ST. LOUIS, Mo., June' 4.12. —

The greatest feat of sidestepping
in history was pulled off In the
Puzzleland hotel here today hy
President Wilson, William7 Jen-
nings Bryan and Champ Clark.

These three great figured in
the democratic party suddenly
confronted each other In the ho-
tel lobby. They had not planned
to meet In such a public ' place.
Reporters and delegates swarmed
about them.

What would they say, what
could they do?

"Trapped!" exclaimed the pres-
ident.

"Trapped!" muttered Speaker
Clark.

"Trapped!" breathed the "an-
gel of peace".

Then suddenly each waa struck
with an Idea. There were three
exits from the lobby. But In or-

der to void an awkward situa-
tion each man had to leave with-
out crossing the path of either of
the others.

The crowd by this time had
blocked the way in such a manner
that it was only possible for the
president to escape quickly
through exit A, Clark through ex-
It B, and Bryan through exit C.

In a flash the three great
minds solved the problem.
All escaped and NOT o\i;
OF I 111 IK PATHS CROSS-
ED!

"Stung!" groaned the ra-
IHirters. The gi-ealest po-
lllicnl story of tlie i mitcn-

tlon had been loat.
«AN YOlT MARK OlTT

THE ROUTES THE THIIEI-:
MEN TOOK TO EKCAPE BY
THE PROPER EXITS
WITHOUT THEIR PATHS
(TROSSINO?

(The answer will be printed In
tomorrow's Times.)

"The Duke of Olivion"
last legend. I douht if half a
dozen yeople are aware of It. My
own knowledge comes from a fam-
ily tradition that my grandfather,
when a hoy, saw the island.

"Yonder is a man who may
know something of the lost island
myth. He is in the West Indies
constantly. Shall 1 bring him
over?"

"I'llbe greatly obliged," Brins-
nade replied.

Plnckney crossed the piazza to
the far corner, where a man was
standing leaning on the rail and
gazing out on the moonlit harbor.
He said a word to him, and the
two came across to us. He pre-

ented him as Mr. De Verderois.
"The lost island? Yes, I have

heard of It," he said. "It is never
twice in the same locality. Ahout
the only details which all the

egends agree is that tho island Is
surrounded by a dense fog, and
that no one has ever land-
ed—or, at least, has never
returned, if he did land. Where
did you hear of it, Mr. Biinsinntle
—down in the West Indies?''

"I never heard of it until this
evening," said Brlnsmade. "Mr.
Cardlngan aud I were considering
a trip among the Islands to kill
time for the next four weeks. I
suggested that there might he an
island waiting to he discovered.
Mr. Plnckney joined us just then,
and we heard the legend from
him."

De Verdenois smiled. "For
deadly sameness, and the same
deadliness, commend me to the
Antilles. I've voyaged among
them, sir, for years us a matter of
business—l think 1 know."

We chatted a while longer on
indifferent subjects, then Brins-
made and I went down to the
landing, where the launch was
waiting to lake us out to the Buc-
caneer.

1 was not able to sleep with
any satisfaction that night—
whether It was the atmosphere.
digestion, cigars, or what, 1 do
not know, but I tossed about until
at last the sun came up over
Sumter, an ingot of molten steel.

I lay a while longer —then
arose had my bath, shaved, dress-
ed and went on deck. I walked
aft; ai.d, leaning on the rail,
gazed languidly at the waterfront
to the westward.

So I was standing when there
came a soft little laugh behind
me, and an adorable voice ex-
claimed:

"Early bird!"
"Dicky bird!" said 1, turning

around.
She looked a mild reproach.
"Isn't It lovely!" she said, with

a wave of her slim hand toward
the town. i think this harbor
and its water-front are tho most
beautiful in the world.

Her eyes lingered on the Bat-
tery; mine lingered on her —as
she was aware. A woman does
not have to look nt the man be-
side her to know when he Is look-
ing at her. And the Battery
seemed to charm her with Its
quiescent beauty—and she charm-
ed me. 1 wanted to take the
slender, white-garbed figure In
my arms and hold it close; the
dark head, shot with gold, on my
shoulder; the proud face up-
turned; the lovely eyes veiled
with the long lashes; the ripe red
lips just—

"Let us have our breakfast
here and now," she suddenly sug-
gested.

"Bully!" I agreed.

"What do you want now,
Fred?" Bald she.

"To wish you good morning!"
"With all that motion? No!

No! Methinks not.
"Come to the point, Fred. What

do you want? Am 1 to be ma-
rooned in Charleston, or to be
made walk the plank?"

"Much worse!" ho said. ' l'ou
nnd Rosalind are to decide wheth-
er we shall take a run through
the West Indlea for ahout six
weeks —and touch all the islands."

"1 think it will be perfectly
lovely—don't you, Rosalind?"

Rosalind agreed and we told
them of the mysterious island. It
was arranged that we start on the
morrow.

CHAPTER 11.
Moonlight and Mist.

We sailed the next afternoon
with the tide.

The next month passed with
amazing rapidity.

Not being in any particular
haste, we steamed leisurely down
the (iulf Stream. We combed the
Virgins and the Lesser Antilles
thoroughly. Not an island but
wan inspected, and proved accord-
ing to the map. Old Captain Oor-
wald know them every one.

However, hy the time we had
reached St. Thomas and Charlotte
Amelia, with its fragrant breezes,
Brinsmade was ready to go ashore
and escape from the yacht for a
period; and from then, until our
great adventure, we not only veri-
fied the chart, but did the old
tourist as well.

It was a beautiful night -beau-
tiful only as such night can be in
the tropics. We had finished din-
ner and were sitting on deck.

Presently a white haze began to
rise faintly ou the starboard bow;
gradually growing more distinct,

until we could see plainly that it
was for of some considerable ex-
tent.

"Hello! what's that?" said
Brinsinade.

"Maybe it is the Elusive Is-
land!" Mrs. I.eighton laughed.

"Maybe it is," Brinsmade re-
sponded, and raised his head to
his orderly. .

"My compliments to Captain
Oorwald, and ask him to step
here," he said.

The captain came and saluted.
"What do you make of the fog

yonder?" Brinsmade asked.
"I don't kuow what to make of

It, sir," Dorwald replied. "There
is nothing in the atmosphere to
produce fog. It Is unusually clear
tonight, even for the Carribean."

"Is it a fog, or is it a mirage?"
Rosalind asked.

"It's a fog, Miss Brinsmade."
"Let's have a closer look at

It," said Brinsmade.

sponded.
The yacht slowed down until it

was simply making headway. We
were in the fog now and a more
impenetrable mass I have never
beheld. It was chilly and I no-
ticed Rosalind draw her light
wrap around her bare shoulders.

"I think this Is absurd, Fred,"
said she. "Please put about a-'d
let's get out of this awful thing."

"In a minute, Rosalind, dear,"
he answered.

A sailor loomed out of the fog
and saluted.

"Captain Dorwald's compli-
ments, sir, and he would you come
on the bridge."

"Come along. Dick," said Brins-
made.We went back under the awn-

ing. I placed a chair for her, and
took one myself. She struck a
bell on the table.

"Send the steward to me," she
ordered. * * * "Good morning,
Thompson!" acknowledging the
steward's salute. "Mr. Cardigan
and I will have breakfast here.
Grapefruit, chops, eggs and coffee
—anything else, Dick?"

"I reckon I had better be grate-
ful for what I hay the time
that is to be."

"The time that Is to be?" she
nflected, with a puzzled frown.
What do you mean—anything?"
"It depends on you and Mrs.

,elgMon."
"What depends on us?"
"You and Jußtlne are to decide

"We all will come along," Rosa-
lind exclaimed. "Justine and I
aren't going to stay here alone."

We grouped our way amidships
and up to the bridge.

"I can explain this fog now,
sir," said Dorwald. "There is an
icy current here, and the warm
winds of the tropics, blowing over
it, produce the fog."

"I Bee," said Brinsmade. "It Is
just such a fog as we had in New
York harbor last January, when
even the ferries were out of busi-

rhether the Buccaneer goes on a
cruise in the West Indies for tho
next six weeks. Fred wants to go
-—hut he will allow you two to
decide."

"I fancy Justine and I won't
have much difficulty in decidirg!"
she laughed. "It will he Jolly."

Here Hrinamade's head ap-
peared in the oompanionway.

"You are up hetiniee," he greet-
ed. "The top of the morning, my
dear!" to Rosalind, pating her
cheek, and following it with a
kisß. Then he looked at me In-
quiringly—as much es to say:
"Wouldn't you like to he privi-
leged to kiss her, also?"

I pretended not to understand.
But Rosalind, glancing up at her
brother, detected the look and,
with a woman's Intuition, read it
aright—and Into her face the
blood pulsed brightly for a mo-
ment, and she looked away.

"What do you say to breakfast
out here," she answered.

"Good!" stretching his long
length In a chair. "We all will
have it together. I heard Justine
thrashing around in her cabin, as
I passed; so, I fancy, she'll be
along in a minute. What have
you ordered?"

Rosalind told him.
"That la a modest but perfectly

good breakfast. I think I'll go
you—Ah! The fair chaperon ap-
proaches." He made as though
sweeping the deck with his plume
and bowed low. "Madame la
Duchesse De Letghton, your very
obedient!"

ness/
"Precisely, sir—and that was

hy day."
"How far have we come?" said

Brinsmade.
"In thie fog, sir? —possibly half

a mile.

Mrs. Lelghton curtteed low in
response.

Then, sharply as it had begun,
the fog ended—and we floated out
into the quiet moonlight and a
placid sea.

And there, full In view before
us, rising at least 150 feet übove
the waves, was a rocky island —
unchartered, and solitary behind
ita veil of mist.

The Buccaneer steamed slowly
along, keeping the fog line—
which waa ahout 100 yards from
the coast —just on the starboard
quarter. The island was some-
thing over a mile in length on our
side, then Itbent ahruptly at right
angles. When we rounded the
turn, we saw no evidence of a
landing—the sullen rocky heights
still continued.

After about two miles, the is-
land ended, the ship swung to
port, the fog also, the rocky
heights also. Another mile of the
same smooth water, the same
rocky heights, tho same fog, and
we turned the third corner and
bore away on the last leg.

I speak of corners, hut it will
be understood what I mean—they
were corners only In the sense of
a change of direction. The island
was, In effect, a rounded parallel-
ogram, two miles long and one
mile wide, completely encircled hy
a hank of fog and an ley ocean
current a half a mile in width.

"This Is positively the most ro-
pelling coast line I have ever
seen," Brinsmade remarked, an
we neared the end of the circle.
"Nothing hut an aeroplane can.
land on that island."

"Hold on a moment, Fred," ex-

Monday, June 12, 1916.
claimed Rosalind. "Isn't that an
opening yonder in tlie cliff?"

"I believe you're right, my
dear," her brother scanned tha
rocky wall. "Dorwald, do you
see It?"

"I think Miss Brinsmade il cor-
rect," the captain answered. "It'a
a very narrow cleft In the rocks,
and it's not far from our original
starting place. Shall we stand in
toward It, sir?"

"Do bo!" Hi'ii.\u25a0made ordered.
Even the bright light of a full

moon is uncertain Illumination,
and it was not until we were with-
in less than "ill yards that the cleft
was declared beyond question—a-
narrow cleft, extending hack
through the rocky headland into
the island; how far, however, wa
could not see.

Rather constricted." Brins-
made commented. "We would
better, I auppose, lie to until
morning, and see what daylight
does to it. What do you Bay,

Dick?"
"I reckon that is best," said 1.
"There may not be an island by

daylight!" laughed Rosalind.
"I should not be at all sur-

prised," Brinsmade replied. "May-
be we'll find the fog lifted and
the island gone." 'Much better would It have been
for us, if they had gone with the
night. But alas!

CHAPTER 111.
The I ndet'groiiiid Passage.

The morning wrought no
change in either the island or the
fog. The former was even more
forbidding by daylight than by
night; the latter became transin-
cently impenetrable in its misty,
whiteness.

It did, however, clear up our
uncertainty as to the opening in
the cliff. It was a cleft and not a
shadow; a fjord, such as la iv
Norway, but narrow and curved
just inside the entrance.

When we had finished break-
fast, and had our smoke on deck•
in the comfortable wicker chairs
aforesaid, Fred and I prepared to
tackle the Islnnd —choosing
Hatch, the boatswain, and Connor,
a particularly able-bodiod seaman,
to accompany us, In addition to
Snyder, the mechanician, who ran
the launch. Against the event of
need, five repeating rifles were
put aboard, and each of us had an
automatic revolver in a shoulder'
holster.

"You'll he hack for luncheon,
remember!" Rosalind railed.

"Unless the Island captures
us!" Brinsmade laughed—and,
with a wave of the hand, we wore
gone. "I directed Dorwald." saii^
he, "In case we're not back by 4
o'clock, to stand in as close us
practicable and dispatch a boat to
Investigate, but in no event land
unless something extraordinary
happens."

The swell of the waves in the
narrow entrance required, to my ,
unprofessional eye, very expert
manipiilHtion, yet Hatch managed
It without difficulty; and once In-
side, we rode at ease in the quiet
water caused by the abrupt turn
In the passage. My Iflst view of
the Buccaneer, as we shot around
the rocky ledge, was Rosalind by
the rail vigorously waving her
handkerchief.

"What I cavern!" lliinsmailo
exclaimed.
ii-niiiiiiii'il in Our XeM I-hiic. )

Parrot Turns
Anti-Feminist

He's pec 'lied on the shoulder of
Mrs. Hazel Fiiriiian, pi mi,lncut
suffragist worker, who Intended
to train Ihe beast to shout "Votes
for Women" while tbe suffrage
puraile wa- meandering through
Chicago's loop, Hut "Votes"
(that's Ihe parrot's name)
v. iihlu'i shoul for voles nnd was
ignominious!)- banished from the
suffrage Malta, He is lieu-
si,own pleading for a darker.

Buckley-Tacoma
Stage Co.

EFFECTIVE AFTER AUG. I.
Leave Tacouui Leave Buckley

10:00 a. in. 8:011 a. in.

3:DO p. in. 12:30 p. in.

k on ii. ni. 6:00 p. in.
*l>.cept Sat. nntl Sunday.

SPECIAL
Sat. and Sun. tlnly.

Leave Tnronia 11:30 p. in.

OFFICE and DEPOT
Puritan Drug Store

•ii aud Pacific uv., Tacoma
Iturkley—Orermyer't.

Hound Trip yi.BO; Single H.V


