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28, 191

MONTH-END

GROCERY SALE

All charge purchases tomorrow and Friday go on July

Statement payable August 1st,

If you cannot visit this sale

in person use your phone—Our service is at your disposal

from 7:30 a, m. to 6 p. m,
TOMATOES — Fancy solid
packed, No, 3 cans;
Month End Sale Price, TWO
CANS for 25¢, SI 45
DOZEN CANS for .

CORN—Fancy Maine Cream
Sugar Corn; Month End
Sale Price, TWO CANS for

25¢, DOZEN $1 ,45

CANS for .......

PINEAPPLE—Fancy Sliced
Hawaiian Pineapple, No.
21 cans; Month End Sale

Price, per can 16c¢, $1 85
DOZEN CANS ... I
KARO SYRUP—Blue Label,
B-1b. pails; Month End Sale
Price, per 270
can

MINCED OLAMS — Highest
quality; Month End BSale
Price, per can 12¢, s‘ 40
DOZEN CANS for. . [
CORN FLAKES — Large
packages; Month End Sale
Price, FOUR 25
PKGS, for c
TOMATO CATSUP — Extra
quality, pint bottles; Month
End Sale Price, per bottle
17¢, THREE BOT- 50,\
TLES for .... L
PEANUT BUTTER — Deli-
clous quality; comes in bulk
only; Month End Sale 1 1
Price, per 1b, .. .... c
(None sold or delivered at
at this price unless pail or

jar is furnished for con.
tainer.)

CORN — Standard Corn—
Month End Sale Price,
THREE CANS

B e Miis o s s eann 256
TOMATOES—Standard To-
matoes; Month End Sale
Price, THREE

CANS forg........ 250
SODA — Afin & Hammer
Brand — 1-1b, packages —

Month End Sale Price,
pkg. 8¢, TWO

per

veeres 106

PKGS. for ...

BAKING POWDER — Royal
Baking Powder; 34-lb. cans;
Month End Sale Price, each
12¢; THREE 5
CANS for 3 c
(Limit 3 Cans to Customer)
TEA—Lipton's Yeilow Label
India and Ceylon Tea, 1-1b,
packages; Month End Sale
Price 59¢, 35-1b. 30
packages c
FLAVORING — Vanilla or
Lemon; Red Rose Brand;
4-0z, bottles; Month End
Sale Price, per bottle 40,. ~
22¢, TWO for L
COCOA — Delicious quality;

comes in bulk only; abso-
lutely pure; Month End
Sale Price,

POP I .oossvvvenes 27c

GROUND CHOCOLATE —
Guittard's pure quality;
Month End Sale Price, 1-1b,
cans 29c¢, "
3-1b, cans ........,. 790
PAPRIKA — Imported pure
paprika; 2-0z, cans, Month
End Sale Price, 190

each
Coffee 19¢ Lb.
5 Lbs. 90c

The usual Thursday Sale of
our Repeater Blend Coffee
—a choice blend of Mexican
and Guatemala Coffees—a
mild, sweet cupper, , Every
Thursday reduced 19

to, perdb, ......... c

In 5-Lb. Lots 90c

et e s e ene s

Sugar Sale
Bost purd cane fruit sugar.
Reduced for Month End Sale
to—

10-1b, Sacks ,.... 87¢
25-1b, Sacks ., . ... $2.15

CHOICE MEATS SPECIALLY PRICED

Sugar-cured bacon—highest quality—sold hy whole
or half piece; Month Fnd Sale Price, Ib, ...... Vesw
Choice Sprimg Lamb Chops—Month End

Sale Price, per Ib,
Pork Chops at,
per 1b,

L R I R

25¢
... 290
20c 0 22¢

~3th Bargain Floor,

................

..........

Rhodes Prothers

In Every Detail Tacoma’s Leading Retail Establishment

’

| Yesterday’s

Late News |

WILCOX G. O. P, CHAIRMAN
NEW YORK, June 27.—Will-
1am R. Wilcox, of New York, was
named chairman of the republi-
ecan national committee, it was
announced this afternoon follow-
ing a conference between Mughes,
sub-committee and Murray
‘Crane.

SPECULATORS BUSY
WASHINGTON, D. C., June 27.
#~Food speculators attempting to
use the Mexican situation as an

80 at theilr own risk, said the de-
partment of justice today. Re-
ports have been recelved that
food dealers will seize big orders
for the government as un oppor-
tnity of gouging smaller consum-
ers.

DUKE REPLACES DUKE

LONDON, June 27.—'The Duke
of Devonshire will suczeed the
DDuke of Connaugh as governor
general of Canada, the nress bur-

@xcuse for boosting prices will do

eau announced tonight.

7irong pav™

Fares East

Round-trip Summer excursion tickets on sale dafly
from June 1, to Middle West and to Eastern States

and Canada,

THROUGH TRAINS
m finest, daily, to Eastern terminals, Chicago, St,

N;rthern Pacific Ry.

LOW HOMESEEKER FARES TO MONTANA

Interesting,

Let us explain,

TO CALIFORNIA—Have your ticket read from Port-
land via “G. N. P. 8. 8, 0o,,” new, fast, palatial steam-

U. 8. LAND OPENING—Colville Reservation. Regls-
ter July 5th to 22nd at WILBUR, Wash., the Reserva.
tion Gateway. Official drawing Spokane, July 27th.

Ask for literature.

TICKETS, information: 925 Pacific Ave., Phone Main
128.

C. B. Foster, 0. P. A., Tacoma, Wash,
A. D, Chariton, A. G. P, A., Portland, Or,

|
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tested Allerton,

“Not for a new gag,” dissented
Sledge. “A new one can be put
over quick.”

“But how?” inquired the sena-
tor.

“That’'s up to you. Figure it out,
and see me tomorrow. Marley, I
want to talk to you,” said Sledge,
leading the way into the library,
where he took a seat in an alcove,

Marley followed him reluct-
antly,
“8it down,” directed Sledge.

‘Bert Glider has been making
threats against me.”

““Has he?” inquired Marley non-
committally.

“He's a friend of yours,” charg-
ed Sledge,

“Yes,”” acknowledged Marley,
feeling that he could afford to ac-
knowledge it now that the street-
car reorganization had gone be-
vond the point where Sledge could
stop it.

“How about this marriage with
Molly?"”

“That's Molly's affair,”
Marley stiffly.

“You know he's broke,
you?"”

“I heard something of the
sort,” admitted Marley. ‘“He's a
clever young man, however, and
until he gets on his feet, I have
money enough for both.”

“You won't stop it, then?"”’
“Certainly not,” declared Mar-
ley, feeling that he might just as
well make capital for courage out
of the fact that he could not, in
the slightest degree, influence
Molly.

“Huh!"” grunted Sledge.
got enough for both, eh?"”
“Quite enough.”

“Then watch out for your eyve,”
warned Sledge, and rising, walked
out into the drawing room.

stated

don’t

“You

CHAPTER IX.
Sledge Reduces His Salary List
Sledge walked back through the
Occident in such a mood that the
regular members of the ‘Good
morning, Ben,” brigade fell away
from him like bar flies from a
cake of lce.
KEven Bendix waded through
the usual morning lineup with
wonder growing on him.
He found Sledge standing up,
and then he knew something was
in the wind.
“Get Bozzam!" directed Sledge,
and Bendix went straight to the
telephone,

“Get Davis!" directed Sledge,
When Bendix came back,

‘‘(Get Feeder!” came the mnext
order., Bendix almost whistled,
as he hurried out to locate, by
telephone, the ex-county treasur-
er, who for two years had been
drawing a handsome salary from
Sledge, for keeping his mouth
shut about the public funds scan-
dal,

“Get Gally!” rumbled Sledge,
and Bendix telephoned for the
Sledge leader in the city council.

Sledge, having sent for every-
body he needed, donned the fresh
red rose whigh he had put on re-
ligiously three time a day since
he had met Molly Marley,

“Council meeting this after-
noon?" he asked.

“Two-thirty,” 'answered Bendix,

“How much of the stock s
subscribed In the reorganized
street railway?"

“Hundred and eighty-five thou-
sand.”

“Get ours on the market. Gum-
shoe sales, but do it quick.”

“Who's to be soaked — Mar-
ley?"” guessed Bendix.

“The limit,”” asented Bledge.
“Bendix, what's the worst they
could hand me on that public
funds case?”

“Two or three years, if they
got you going,” judged Bendix.
“That's dead now, however,”

“It's back.”

‘“‘Has Feeder been talking?"

Sledge nodded.

“Who knows anything?”

“Glider—Marley.”

“Huh!” grunted Bendix, in un-
conscious imitation of Sledge.
“What are you going to do?”

“Call it.”

“You don’t mean to bring it to
a showdown!" protested Bendix™
“We can’t afford it, with Lans-
dale and Blake on the bench.
Judge Lansdale especially would
part with his right arm to toss a
harpoon into you.”

“Get rid of him.”

“l don't see how,V¥ worried
Bendix. “We've tried for two
yvears to get something on him.
He can’t be-reached.”

Sledge pondered that
weightily and sighed.

“Give him a big law job.”

“We haven’'t anything fat
enough, except the Distillers’ and
Brewers’ league, but we promised
that plum to the governor.”
“Give it to Lansdale,” ordered

matter

Slidge. “I'll send Waver to
Switzerland. 1 want his house,
anyhow.”

“You promised a consulship to
Hoover. It's the only one Wash-
ington lets you name.”
“Hoover’s a nit,” declared
Sledge, turning slightly toward
Bendix, by way of emphasis. ‘Fix
Lansdale today.”

“I'll go see Schwartzman this
noon, and of course have him of-
fer the job to Lansdale, so he
won't imagine it comes from us.
Schwarzman, though, didn’'t want
to change his legal department
until fall. That won't do, I sup-
m?n

“Today,” announced Sledge,

“I got you,” replied Bendix. ‘It
Lansdale takes the job, he'll have
to resign from the bench imme-
diately,” and he hurried out,

including our own. We're ready to
move on, unless we can put over
a real good organization of some
sort. We don’t want another lit-
tle one. Traction companies are
our game."

“Get busy,” remarked Sledge.
“With the original traction
thought?”

A grunt of assent was Sledge’s
reply.

Bendix and a big blue-eyed man
with a square jaw and musuclar
shoulders came in, and Bendix in-
troduced the latter to Bozzam as
Jim Gally. The two gentlemen
exchanged grins as they shook
hands, but neither one of them
was careless enough to state that
they had already met; although,
as a matter of fact, Mr. Gally now
possessed the exclusive bar privi-
lege at the new amusement park.
“Stick around, Bozzam,” said
Sledge. “Tom, Bozzam gets his
car line, Gally will fix the fran-
chise,”

“You'd better explain to Boz-
zam what you want in the way of
routes,” suggested Bendix. “The
franchises should be passed in
secret session, Gally, 1s every-
body all right?”

“It's a family reunion,” declar-
ed Gally. “Is that all, Sledge?”
“Walit,” sald Sledge,

Everybody sat down, and there
seemed to be some important
topic in abeyance. Bendix or-
dered drinks, which they consum-
ed silently and solemnly. Then
Davis, of the First National, came
in,

“Call Marley's loans,” rumbled
the boss,

“Is he shaky?” inquired Davis
in a panic-stricken  whisper.
“What has happened to him, Mr.
Sledge?”

“Nothing yet,” stated Sledge.
“8Sit down, Davis.”

Mr. Davis sat down. Five min-
utes passed. A step came down the
narrow passageway. A raw-boned
fellow appeared in the doorway.
He wore good clothes. His hands
were coarse, and had bulbous fin-
ger tips, with extremely broad,
stubby nails, but they showed no
signs of recent toil. e looked
like a retired coal heaver. The
exigencies of politics had once
made him county treasurer, and
since then he had lived in prospar-
ous idleness, . :
Sledge arose and walked arousd
to the front of the table. .
“Say, Feeder,” he growled.
“I'v been paying you seventy-five
a month for two years. That
right?” .
“Yes,” hesitated Feeder, with a
puzzled glance at the unusual
erowd in the little room.

“What for?” demanded Sledge.
“Campaign work,” he replied.
“What for?” demanded Sledge,
“Well—I—""and more puzzled
than ever, he looked around the
equally puzzied gathering. Even
Bendix was at a loss.

“What for, I say!”
thundered Sledge.

“On the level?” inquired Feed-
er. “I don't get this Sledge. I
don’t see—"'

“Tell 'em!”

“Well, if you got to have it—""

Sledge advanced a step toward
him. “I“said, tell ’em.”

“Here goes, then,” responded
Feeder, exasperated. “For keeping
my mouth shut about rceiviag
the public funds interest money
for you,”

“You're a liar!” boomed Sledge
and suddenly stepping forward
with marvelous agility for so pon-
derous a man, swung his right
arm and knocked Feeder straight
through the door. “Throw him
out,” he directed, and sat down.

Phil and Blondy, both gentle-
manly bartenders, selected for
the hardness and limberness of
their shoulders, came running
back as promptly as fire horses at
the sound of the gong.

There was a rattle of chairs and
tables, There were exclamations
from a few hangers-on, and a few
inadvertent oaths from the
astounded Feeder, but Phil and
Blondy were voiceless, until, after
battering Feeder at the curb until
a policeman came up, they turned
him over for a wagon call. \

“What's the charge?” asked the
officer.

“Pink necktie, I think,” return-
ed Phil. “But I'll find out,” and
he ran back to Sledge’s room.
“Feeder’s pinched,” he stated.
“Want it to stick?”

“Uh-huh!” grunted Sledge,
“Copper’s fussy. He wants to
know what’s the charge.”
Sledge took a slow survey L.bll
witnesses and the faintest possi-
ble suspicion of a twinkle came in-
to his gray eyes. f

“Attempted blackmalil,” Sledge
chuckled. I

suddenly

It

Ground Floor.
his coffee cup in the oth ,' t
arose from his chair.
Peters,

“For that stock,” he told ‘her.
dred and fifty is already b-
taken this morning.”
lar heartiness in her tone. Jessié

Boszam came, suave, smiling.

CHAPTER X,

Little Henry Peters Gets in om the

Little Henry Peters, with - his
morning paper in one hand . and
down the latter so hastily t
bedded it in a griddle cak

‘“Almost too late!” he groaied,
fixing an accusing eye on )‘ln

“For what?"” she quite ndunl-
ly wanted to know.
“See! Two hundred and twenty-
five thousand out of the two hun-
scribed, and the paper says that
the total amount will prpbably be

“My, my! sympathized Mrs.
Peters, but there was no particu-
looked across at her, and smil

- ¥

would be all gone,” he complain-
ed, with his hand on the back of
his chair,

“Aren’'t you going to finish
your breakfast, father?” inquired
Jessie,

“While I'm losing a business
chance like this?”’ he demanded.
“It isn't too late, yet, Jessie. I
went to the German Bank the
other day, where they carried our
property so long while we were
paying for it, and made arrange-
ments that we could have the
money any minute. They've look-
ed up the title, and the papers
are at the bank right now, ready
for us to sign.”

‘“Maybe the stock’s all gone,”
Mrs. Peters hopefully suggested.

“We'll find out,” he returned,
snatching his hat. “Come on!”

Mrs. Peters looked down in dis-
may. “I'm not dressed,” she pro-
tested,

“Be ready in five minutes,
then,”” directed little Henry,

They arrived at the bank ten
minutes too early, and waited out-
side the iron gate until it opened.
In a trembling hand, Mrs. Peters
signed her name in the places
pointed out to her, and went home
in a daze, but little Henry, richer
by four thousand dollars in his
bank book, jammed his hat on the
back of his head and hurried over
to the office of the street car
company.

“Am I too late to take up any
of that mnew stock?’” he eagerly
demanded.

“By half an hour,” the stock
clerk told him.

Quite crestfallen, little Henry
turned away. As he went through
the outer office, Hunt followed
him,

“I beg vour pardon,” said Hunt
smiling pleasantly. “Did you wish
to buy seme stock?"

“Four thougand,” answered
Henry, with renewed hope.
“Four thousand,” repeated

Hunt thoughtfully., “Um! I think
I can get that much!"”

“Thank you!” returned Henry
gratefully. “Can you get it right
away?"

“At about two o’clock,” prom-
ised Hunt, looking cautiously
back toward the main office.
“Give me your address, and I'll
send it around to you.”

Eagerly and thankfully, little
Henry wrote down his address,
and Hunt, explaining that the
stock was to be secured from a
man who was hard up for money,
cautioned little Henry to say
nothing about it,

At two o'clock, little Henry re-
ceived his forty shares from one
John Tucker, and gave his four
thousand dollars in exchange.

Jessie Peters and Dicky Rey-
nolds came into little Henry's
place of business immediately aft-
er Henry had secured his long-
coveted stock, and found him in
the happiest possible state of
mind.

‘‘Hello, Dicky,’” he hailed young
Reynolds cordially. “I got the
stock, Jessie.”

“What stock is that?”
Dicky. ‘“Oh, yes, the new trac-
tion. Well it ought to be good,
I guess.”

“It’s the most solid investment
in the city,” boasted little Henry.
“I had to use all my influence to
get these forty shares. I don't
know whether there’s any left, but
I'll try, if you’d like some.”

“No, thanks!” laughed Dicky,
exchanging a glance with Jessie,
whereat she blushed. “We're go-
ing to buy that house in Willis-
burg, Jessie and 1.”

“Well, I declare!” exclaimed
little Henry, blinking at both of
them,

“Yes; that’s what we came in
to tell you,” went on Dicky, slip-
ping his arm about Jessie’s shoul-
der,

“I hope you will be very hap-
py,”” little Henry congratulated
them, shaking Dicky by the hand.

That over, the young people
took a car stpaight up to the
Peters home, where they found
mamma baking cookies.

‘“‘Hello, Dicky,” she greeted.
“Did you get that thread, Jessie?”

Jessie colored.

“I-—I forgot it,”” she falteringly
confessed.

“Why, you went down for noth-
ing else,” protested Mrs. Peters,

“She met me,” smilingly ex-
plained Dicky. ‘“You see, Mamma
Peters, having nothing else to do
on the first of next month, Jessie
and I have decided to get mar-
ried.”

Mamma Peters slowly sat down
and began crying, Jessle was on
her knees beside her immediately,
and Dicky, seeing that it posi-

asked

itively necessary for her to ery,

walked outdoors to look at the
struggling chrysanthemums.
. When he returned, Mrs. Peters
was asking eagerly: ‘“How many
rooms has it?"
“‘Seven,” replied Jessie, happily.
‘“How is it arranged?” asked
Mrs. Peters, appealing to Dicky.

b‘“Your new house we're talking

about.”

“I guessed it,” laughed Dicky.

A paper boy raced up half-way
to the house, and threw a twist-
ed copy of the Blade agaihst the
door, With the habit of a man,
Dicky went out for the paper and
opened it, His face paled as he
read the staring big headlines. but
he stuck the paper quietly into his
pocket, and talked to Jessie for a
half-hour longer with Mamma
Peters, then Jessie walked down
to the gate with him.

“I'm afraid there is bad news in
the paper,” he sald, and pulled it
from his pocket. ‘““The city coun-

cll has granted franchises to a new

that it will have advantages
enough to render the old company
almost inoperative. The stock of
the old company, in the two hours
since the news was known on the
Board of Trade, has dropped from
par to 35. People who own it are
panic-stricken.”

Jessie's lips turned pale. ‘‘Poor
mother,” she cried. ‘‘Dicky, she
knew it!™

“Your father mortgaged this
house to buy some of this stock,
didn’t he?”

‘“Yes,” she acknowledged, *“It
was a dreadful mistake! Mother
didn’t want him to. We'll never do
that, will we, Dicky?”

““Ne-ver!" he promised, pressing
her hand. ‘‘No, Jessie, dear, your
house—" He stopped abruptly,
and held the paper closer. His
eyes had been resting idly upon a
minor head-line which suddenly
seemed to mean something.
“West End Bank Gone Under!”
he read; then he read the item
clear through, “Why, Jessie, that's
the bank which has my $6000,”
he explained. ‘It’s mixed up, too,
in this rotten street car deal. I've
lost my money! We can’'t have
any house!”

CHAPTER XI,
Frank Marley Discovers a Great
Team

Molly stopped singing as her fa-
ther called her into his den,

“What's the mhtter, father Are
you ill?"" she asked, deeply con-
cerned,

“Not at all,”” he assured her. “A
slight headache. Molly, I've been
thinking about your future all
night, and I am very much worried
about you. Bert have proven him-
self thoroughly incapable. He has
done nothing but whine and make
weak threats ever since Sledge
shook him away from the compla-
cent safety of his few thousands.”

“I've given him two weeks to
get over the shock,” she lightly
answered.

‘““His time’'s almost up,” her fa-
ther pointed out. ‘“Molly, I think
Sledge proved a very good case
against Bert. He called him a
pinhead.”

“That’s better than being a fat-
head,” she retorted. “That's what
Bert calls Sledge. It feems to me
that they’'re about even.”

“That's where they stop being
even,” declared Marley. “Sledge
threatened to break Bert, and did
it. Bert threatened to expose
Sledge, and Sledge beat him to
it.”

“That’s my fault,” she
angrily acknowledged.

half
“I brag-
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Continued from our last issue) “How goes 1t?"” asked Sledge. |brightly. street car company, which will geg."

¢ “Let's fix it,” suggested Sledge, “Splendidly,” sald Bozzam. “Probably before I could getiparallel the present lines. It is Be!'.t led you to thing ‘?'ou
“I'm afraid it's too late,” pro-|{“Amusement park stock’s all sold, |down there with the money it{backed by Sledge and that means|might.”” he countercharged. He

even had me believing that I could
defy Sledge; and it can’t be done,
Molly. You can't fight a man like
that.”

“I can be the one human being
in the world he can't order
around,” she smilingly insisted,
“What do you want me to do—
marry him?”

“Yes,” was the unexpected re-
ply.

“Great goodness!” laughed
Molly. “And you bluffed, too?”
“Worse!” he told her, He had
a crumpled newspaper in his
hand, and now he threw it on the
table. ‘“‘Molly, you know that he
threatened to break me. Well,
he has done it.”

‘Nonsense!” she replied, “It is
impossible.”

“It is a fact,”” he stated as
calmly as he could. “In one day,
merely by announcing that he

was financially backing a com-
peting street car company, Sledge

lowered the value of my stock
from $100 a share to $25. That
same announcement broke the

West End bank, has ecrippled two
others and made paupers of a
hundred or more small stockhold-
ers."”

“Why don’t some of you good
business men get after Sledge?”

He looked at her pityingly.

“It can’t be done,” he
fessed. “Molly——""

“I know what you're going to
say,” she interrupted him. “I
won't do it. Can’t you think of
any way out of your fluctuation
but having me marry Sledge?"”

‘“He loves you,” he told her,
with conviction, "Sledge never
gives up.”

“That’'s why he wins,”” she as-
serted. ‘“He tries everything.
Why don’'t you threaten to stop
all your cars until the mavor or
somebody makes the new com-
pany build its lines away from
your street? The new company
couldn’t have cars “running for
six months, and there'd be a riot
unless the authorities did what
you wanted them to. Why don’t
vou go to the men who are get-

con-

ting up this company and see
what you can find out. Then you
can begin some planning. 1 wish
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Four Days Starting Today

THE BLONDE BEAUTY

Blanche
Sweet

The Supreme Star of the Silent
Drama in

The $1,000
Husband

BURTON HOLMES
TRAVELOGUE
Seeing the Philippines

GEORGE ROSNER

At the Big Estey Organ

COLONIAL

I were a man!"

Frank Marley sat staring at
her,

“No wonder Sledge wants to
marry you!” he involuntarily
complimented her. ‘“You'd make
a great team!”

She laughed and relented.

“I don't intend to be mean, but
you drive me to it,” she said, and
kissed him. “Go down to these
people and see what you can find
out,” she counseled.

“I think I will,” he concluded.

(Continued in our next issue,)

regulate
your
Watch
to keep
correct
time.

RESERVATIC

| WASHINGTON

“Go Great Northern"-—on Fare-
and-a-third Lake Ohelan Tickets
—and Register at \Wenatchee or
Omak—July 5th to 22nd, inclu-
sive.

350,000 acres of desirable agri-
cultural lands of the south half
of the COLVILLE Indian Reser-
vation—located in North-Central
Washington-—will be subject to
homestead entry. “Go ireat
Northern'” and take advantage of
very low Lake Chelan fares—
good for stopover for registra-
tion at Wenatchee——on sale dally
from all Great Northern stations

in British Columbia, Oregon,
Washington and Idaho,
Round Trip Summer Tourist

Fares East during the registra-
tion period permit stopover for
registration at Wenatchee or
Spokane; also at Glacler National
Park.

Send Now for Colville Map Folder.
i1l out coupon below and mail to-
day ,for detailed information, map
folders and booklets

E. J. HEALY
Gen'l Pass'r Agent

| F. P, HERBERT, C. P. & T. A,,

Cor. 12th and Pacifie, Tacoma,
Main 163

G. N. Ry., Tacoma, Wn.
Send Colville Map Folder,
Namae

AND RINDRED  DISEASES, A S Adaans o a s = S
powerful remedial force. Affects _NGGTOES srsehets ssosans
the entire constitution. Eradicates

the root of disease. Restores lhr TURN TO THE CLASSIFIED
system to health and order. Ask , & W S ON PAGE 7 FOR
our druggist or write; KaRr-ir| WANT AD: ’ s -
Lo Tacoma. Wash, RESULTS. SFE PAGE SEVEN,

————

By James Young.

Eveni
Children

918 Broadway.

A genuine romance wherein a strong story is woven out of
changing threads of humor and pathos.
Superb acting and a happy choice of types combine to make
this photo play unusually attractive.

GEORGE ADE
FABLE
Comedy

Afternoons ..........10c

..16¢
bc




