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Wednesday, July 26, 1916.

Featuring Tomorrow Special
Bargains In

GROCERIES

TOMATO CATSUP—highest
quality—pint bottles—very
specially reduced Thursday

t bottle 17¢;
PHRES BOTTLES 500

COLD WATER STARCH—

extra quality—specially re-
is furnished for container.)

duced Thursday at
FOUR PKGS. for. .. 25¢

COFFEE 19¢—5 LBS. FOR 90c
The usual Thursday sale of our Repeater Blend—mixture
of choice Mexican and Guatemala coffees—a mild sweet

cupper that everyone likes—very specially Igc
reduced every Thursday at, per pound............

FIVE-POUND LOTS FOR 90c

Our Grocelz Phone is at your service from 7:30 a. m, to
p. m. daily—Main 890 all the time,
~3th Bargain Floor

WATER TUMBLERS 6 FOR 19¢

Thin blown Water Tumblers—good quality—specially re-

duced for Thursday's selling, Isc
per set of SIX. .. "

RELISH DISHES, SPECIAL 15¢
Nu-Cut handled glass Bon Bon or Relish Dishes— 15c
very specially reduced Thursday at, éach %

TOASTER STOVE, SPECIAL $2.49
& Electric Toaster Stove for frying, boiling and broil- s2 49
! ing—very specially reduced Thursday at, each... [

¢ ; —4th Floor,

Rhodes Brothers

In Every Detail Tacoms's Leading Retail Establishment

OORN FLAKES--large pack-
ages—very specially reduced
Thursday at FOUR 25
PACKAGES for (H
PEANUT BUTTER-—stand-
ard quality——comes in bulk
only—very specially reduced
Thursday at, per 110
None sold or delivered at
is price unless pail or jar
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IN SPAIN? NO! ON FIFTH AVENUE

i
3

Spain and Orient come to Fifth avenue with this headwear,
The black Chantilly veil is draped in harem effect from a velvet-

brimmed hat. The crown is trimmed with jet.

NORTHERN PACIVIC

Spokane Limited—No. Yakima, Pasco, Spokane
Portland Night Exp.—Via Pt. Deflance
Seattle from Portland via Pt. Defiance...... se
Atlantic Exp.—-Spokane, Helens, Butte, St. Paul
RO :scioess0s sasdaies .e
Wilkeson, Carb,gado, Fairfax ...... T »
Grays Harbor Line—Via Point Line & Olympla
Portland Local—Via Yelm and So. Tacoma...,
Raymond & So. Bend via Yeym and So. Tacoma
Seattle Local—Seattle and {ntermedinte ..... .
Seattle—From Portland, Raymond and So. Bend
via Yelm and B0. TRQCOMA ....coveoocsoscoces
Grays Har., ocal-—-Via P oint Deflance

<
»

- onoe

°
<
—

.......... sesssenrre wane

OO CUMOOW LN RinwwnRow® MHNIIWOR o
o OUOOTM goocoUMmeCOoOuIT AMIIOWMe cowd»
PP PPYPPY prPrPPERPRPETY PPPYPP PPPY

B® BPPRP pPsppEpsBpEsp BERPRP PRB

Miss. Val. Lim.--Billings, Kan, City, St. Louls..

Seattle—From Grays ar. via Pt. Deflance..,.

Orting, Carbonado, Buckley, Kanasket ...... oo

Portland Special via Pt. Defiance & Centralia.,

Raymond & Bo, Bend via Pt. Defiance ....... .

@Grays Harbor Exp.-—Via Lakeview & Dupont, ,

No. Coast Lim.—Bpokane, Butte, St. Paul, Crie.

Seattle—From Grays Har, via So, Tacoma....

Seattle—From Portland via Pt. Deflance ......

Beattle—From Grays Harbor via Pt. Defiance.,

GREAT NORTHERN RY,.

Shore Line Exp-—North and East ..............
hore Line Exp.—Portland and intermediate
ter, Lim.-—Everett, Bellingham, Van. B. C...

Inter. Lim.—Principel stations to Portland.,..

Oriental Lim.—Spokane, St. Paul and Chlcago..

Southeast Exp.—Spokane, Billings, Kansas City.

p.m, Fast Mail (Mail and Express only)

m. “Owl”"—Everett,
t-. “Owl"-—sPortland and intermediate ...........-.
ICAGO, MILWAUKEE & ST. PAUL

m. Grays Har. Spec-—Aberdeen, Hoquiam, Raymond
8t. Paul,
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Bellingham, Vancouver, B. C...

0.-W, RR. & N. CO,
(Union Depot.)

m. and and Grays Harbor Owl
m. mu Local ...

m. Shasta Limited .
m. Portland, east and south .

= 3::3. ted, Seattle ...
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“GOOD INDIAN"

By B. M. Bower.
Copyright, 1912, by Little, Brown
& Co.

(Continued from Our Last Issue.)
CHAPTER 1V,
/ The Claim-Jumpers.

“l guess that bobcat was after
my ducks again, last night,”” com-
mented Phoebe Hart, when she
handed Baumberger his cup of
coffee. “The way the dogs bark-
ed all night-—didn't they keep
you awake?"”

‘““Never slept better in my life,"”
drawled Baumberger,

“Oh, Aunt Phoe-be!” Evadna
rushed into the room., ‘‘Aunt
Phoebe, there's a man down at
the farther end of the strawberry
patch! He's got a gun, Aunt
Phoebe, and he's camped there,
and when he heard me he jumped
up and pointed the gun straight
at me!”

“Tramp!" suggested Baumber-
ger. “Sick the dogs on him."”

Good Indian pulled his glance
from Evadna, and tried to bere
through the beefy mack which
was Baumberger's face,

“Who ever heard of a tramp
camped in our orchard?” flouted
Phoebe,

‘“He's got a row of stakes run-
ning clear across the strayberry
patch,” Evadna recalled sudden-
ly. *“Just like they do for a new
street or a railroad, or something.
And—"

Peaceful Hart eyed his wife
questionaingly, let his glance
flicker over the faces of his sons,
and straightened his shoulders
unconsciously, Good Indian was
at the door, Wally and Jack were
sliding their chairs back from
the table preparing to follow him.

“l guess it ain't anything
much,” Peaceful opined optimis-
tically. “Go ask him what he
wants, down there.”” The last

sentence was but a feeble sort of
fiction that his boys would await
his commands; as a matter of
fact, they were outside before he
spoke,

Until they heard footsteps re-
turning at a run, the four stayed
where they were. At the first
clatter of running footsteps on
the porch, Phoebe and Peaceful
pushed back their chairs instinet-
ively,

The runner was Donny, and
every freckle stood out distinctly
upon his face.

“There's four of ’em,
he shouted, all in one

Rl

papa!
breath.

“They're jumpin’ the ranch for
placer claims. They said so.
Each one's got a claim, and

they're campin’ on the corners,
so they'll be close together,
They're goin’ to wash gold.”

“They can't do mnothing—the
ranch belongs to me,” Peaceful
said, his eyes turning rather
helplessly to Baumberger. ‘“I've
got my patent.”

“Jumping our ranch!-—for
placer claims!” Phoebe stood up.
“And we've lived here ever since
Clark was a baby!"”

“Now, now; let’'s not get ex-
cited over this,"” soothed Baum-
berger gettingwout of his chair
slowly,

“You're a lawyer, Mr. Baum-
berger,” Peaceful turned to him,
still helpless in his manner,
“What's the Dest thing to be
done?”

“Don't-—get —excited.”” Baum-
berger nodded his head for every

word. “We’'ll go down there and
see just how much there is to
this, and—order 'em off. No

violence—no threats-—just tell
'em firmly and quietly to leave.”
He stuffed his pipe carefully,

The two women followed the
men outside.

“If the boys don’t stir up a
lot of antagonism,” Baumberger
kept urging Peaceful and Phoehe,
as they hurried into the garden,
“the matter ought to be settled
without much trouble. You can
get an injunction, and—"

“It's always easy enough to
be calm over the other fellow's
trouble,” gaid Phoebe sharply, ir-
ritated in an indefinable way by
the oily optimism of the other.

They skirted the double row of
grapevines. The boys were
grouped bellingerently in the
strawberry patch, just outside a
line of new stakes, Beyond that
line stood a man facing them
with a .45-.70 balanced in the
h llow of his arm. In the back-
ground stood three other men, at
intervals of ten rods or so, and
they also had rifles congpicuous-
ly displayed.

The man just over the line was
listening while Good Indian
spoke; the voice of Good Indian
was even and quiet, but that par-
ticular claim-jumper was fidgot-
ing uncomfortably while he lis-
tened, and his breath was begin-
ning to come jerkily,

“Now, roll your blankets and
git!” Good Indian finished sharp-
ly, and with the toe of his hoot
kicked the nearest stake clear of
the loose soil.

“Now, now, we don’t want any
overt acts of violence here,”
wheezed Baumberger, laying
hagd upon Good Indian’s should-
er from behind, Good Indian
shook off the touch.

“You go to the devil,” he ad-
vised chillingly,

“Tut, tut,” Baumberger re-
proved gently. “Let’s get at this
thing sensibly and calmly. This
is a civil case, Don’t foolishly
make it come under the criminal
code. But there!” His voice
purred at them again. “You
won’'t. You're all too clear-head-
ed and sensible.” .

Baumberger advanced boldly
across the dead line.

“Stanley!” Good Indian’s eyes
enapped as Baumberger uncon-
sciously called the strange man
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by name. ‘“Put down that gun
and explain your presence here
and your object,” he rumbled.

The man across the line did
not put down his rifle, except that
he let the butt of it drop sHghtly
away from his shoulder, and his
voice was surly with defiance
when he spoke. But Good In-
dian, regarding him suspiciously
through half-closed lids, would
have sworn that a look of intel-
ligence flashed between those
two.

“All there is to it,”” Stanley
began blustering, ‘“is that I've
located twenty acres here as a
placer claim. I've got a right
here, 1 believe this ground s
worth more for the gold that's
in it than for the turnips you can
make grow on top and that there
makes mineral land of it, and as
such, open to entry. That's ac-
cordin’ to law. I reelize yuh may
think diffrunt from me. You've
got a right to prove, if yuh can,
that all this ain’'t mineral land.
I've got jest as much right to
prove it is.”

“I happen to know-—'" Peace-
ful began, but Baumberger waved
him into silence.

“You'll have to prove there is
gold i npaying quantities here,”
he stated pompously,

“That's what I aim to do,”
Stanley told him imperturbably.

“Then you haven’t panned out
anything yet?” Phoebe caught
him up.

Stanley's eyes flickered a gues-
tioning glance at Baumberger,
and Baumberger puffed out his
chest and said: “The law won't
permit you to despoil this man's
property without good reason.
We can serve an injunction—"

“You can serve and be darn-
ed.,” Stanley’'s grin returned,
wider than before,

“As Mr, Hart’s legal adviser,”
Baumberger began, in the tone he
employed in the courtroom, “‘I
hereby demand that you leave
this claim which you have staked
out upon Thomas Hart’s ranch,
and protest that your continued
presence here, after twenty-four
hours have expired, will be looked
upon as malicious trespass, and
treated as such.”

Stanley still grinned. ‘‘As my
own legal adviser,” he returned
calmly, “I hereby declare that
you can go plumb to Helena.”

If either Stanley or Baumber-
ger had chanced to look toward
Good Indian, he might have won-
dered why that young man had
come, of a sudden, to resemble so
strongly his mother’s people. He
took one long step over t‘;gﬁltvh,
and started away, :

Wally, coming alongside, turn-
ed his head, and regarded him
attentively.

They went down the road to
the stable. Some one came hur-
rying after them, and they turned
to see Jack.

‘‘Say, Stanley says there’s four
beside the fellows we saw,” Jack
announced. ‘They've located 20
acres aplece, he says. They're
going to mine the whole thing,
he told dad. He just the same
as accused dad right out of cov-
ering up valuable mineral land
on purpose. And he says the
law’s all on their side. Baumber-
ger,”” he said cheerlessly, ‘‘was
still talking injunction when I
left, but—'"' He flung out his
hand contemptuously.

Good Indian threw up his
head with that peculiar tighten-
ing of lips which meant much in
the way of emotion,

‘“He'll listen to Baumberger,
and he'll lose the ranch listen-
ing,” he stated distinctly. “If
there’s anything to do, we've got
to do it.”” Good Indian got his
rope from his saddle.

“What can we do, then?” Wal-
ly demanded impatiently.

“Not a thing at present.” Good
Indian started for the little pas-
ture. He came back in a few
minutes with his horse, and found
the two still moodily discussing
the thing.

‘“Where you
Wally abruptly,

“Just scouting around a lit-
tle,” was the unsatisfactory reply,

going?"’ asked

CHAPTER V.
Squaw-Talk-Far-Off Hear Smart.
Good Indian headed directly for
the Indian camp, where he told
Peppajee of the night’'s happen-

ings,
After he thoroughly under-
stood the occurrence Peppajee

sat for a long time with his eyes
on the sunlit plain. At length he
took the pipe from his mouth,
stretched out his arm 7 toward
Hartley, and spoke in hi8 sonor-
ous tomne:

“Yo' go speakum Squaw-talk-
far-off,” he commanded, ‘“Meb-
byso heap sabe. All time heap
talk come Man-that-coughs, eome
all same Baumberga. Heap
smart, dat squaw. Yo' go. Pike-
way.” He settled back,with a
gesture of finality, and so Good
Indian left him,

Good Indian was thinking how
barren had been his talk with
Peppajee, and wag realizing keen-
ly how much he had expected
from the interview, As for Miss
Georgia Howard— 1

“What can she do " he'thought
resentfully, Peppajee, 'hHe told
himself when he reached his
horse, was particularly foolish
sometimes.

With that his mind, he
mounted—and turned toward
Hartley. The distance was not
great—Ilittle more than half a
mile—but when he swung from
the saddle by the little red sta-
tion house Keno's flanks were
heaving,

“Howdy, Mr. Imsen?” Miss
Georgie greeted him lightly, “In
what official capacity am I to re-

in
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A NOVEL A WEEK.
Next Week

“Amazing Grace,” by Kate Trim-
ble Sharber.

ceive you, please? Do you want
to send a telegram?’”’ The accent
upon the pronoun was very faint,
but it was there for him to notice
if he liked. So much she helped
him,

So Good Indian told her.

“And you imagine that it
wouldn't have happened if vou
had spent more time keeping your
weather eye open, and not so
much making love?” Miss Geor-
gie could be very blunt, as well
as keen, ‘“Well, | don't see what
you could have done—unless you
had kicked old Baumberger into
the river. He's the god in this
machine. I'd swear to that.”

Good Indian regarded her
steadily, It was beginning to oc-
cur to him that there was a good
deal to this Miss Georgie, under
that offhand, breezy exterior.

“You're right as far as I'm
concerned,” he owned. ‘I think
you're also right about him.
What makes you think so, any-
way?"”

‘Do you know anything about
mining laws?” she asked, and
when he swung his head slightly
to one side in a tacit negative,
she went on: “You say there are
eight jumpers. Concerted actlon,
that, Premediatated. My daddy
was a lawyer,” she threw in by
way of explanation. “I used to
help him in the office a good
deal. When he-—died, I didn't
know enough to go on and he a
lawgyer myself, so [ took to this.”
Shé waved her hand impatiently
toward the telegraph instrument.

‘“So it's like this: Eight men
can take placer claims—can hold
them, you know-—for one man,
That’s the limit, a hundred and
sixty acres. Those eight men
aren’t jumping that ranch as
eight individuals; they're in the
employ of a principal who is en-
gineering the affair. And that,”
she added, “is what all these ci-
pher messages from Saunders
mean, very likely, Baumberger
had to have some one here to spy
around for him and perhaps help
him choose—or at least get to-
gether—those eight men. They
must have come in on the niglt
train, for I didn't see them,

‘““Baumberger’'s going to steal
that ranch according to law, yoa
see,”” Miss Georgie stated with
conviction. “They've got to pan
out a sample of gold to. prove
there’'s pay dirt there, before they
can file their claims. And they've
got to do their filing in Shoshone,
I belleve,” she mused, ‘“‘they’ll
have to go in person—I don't be-
lieve Baumberger can do that all
himself legally. I've got some
of dady's law books over in my
trunk, and maybe [ can look it
up and make sure. But I know
they haven't filed their claims
yet. They've got to take posscs-
sion first, and they've got to
show a sample of ore. By the
way, is there any pay dirt on
that ranch?”

“No, there isn't, Not,” he ad-
ded dryly, “unless it has grown
gold in the last few years.”

“Look out,” she advised
slowly, “that pay dirt
grow over night! Sabe! ’

Good Indian’s eyes spoke ad-
miration of her shrewdness.

“Would you mind"—she be-
came suddenly matter of fact—
“waiting here while I go and rum-
mage for a bhook I want? I'm
almost sure I have one on mining
laws.”

He assured her that he would
not mind in the least, and she ran
out bareheaded into the hot sun-
light,

“Of course,” she laughed, when
she rustled in again, “I had to go
clear to the bottom of the last
trunk I looked in. But I found
it, thank Heaven!”

She came eagerly up to him
and laid the book open on the
table. ‘“Now, we'll see what in-
formation Mr, Copp can give us.
He's a high authority-—General
Landoffice Commissioner, if you
please. M-m-m!-—Liens on
Mine’—‘Clause Inserted in Pat-
ents’—‘Affidavits Taken Without
Notice to Opposing’——oh, it must
be here—Ah-h! ‘Minerals Dis-
covered After Patent Has Issued
to Agricultural Claimant”—two
hundred and eight.”

8he hitched her chair closer,
and flipped the leaves eagerly.
When she found the page, they
touched heads over it, though
Miss Georgie read aloud,

“Oh, it’s a letter—hut it's a de-
cision, and as such has weight.
Um-m!

“I have to state that if eight
bona fide * * * ] have to state
that all mineral deposits, discov-
ered o nland after United otates
patent therefor has issued to a
party claiming under the laws
regulating the disposal of agricul-
tural lande, pass with the patent
and this office has no further
jurisdiction in the premises, Very
respectfully.”

‘ ‘Pass with the patent!’” Miss
Georgie turned her face so that
she could look into Grant’'s eyes,
80 close to her own. “Old Peace-
ful must surely have his patent
—Baumberger can’'t be much.of
a lawyer, do you think? Because
that's a flat statement. There's
no chance for any legal quibbling
in that—is there?”

‘““That’s about ag straight as he
could put it,” Good Indian agreed,
his face losing a little of its
anxiety.

“Well, we'll just browse along
for more of the same,” she sug-
gested cheerfully, and went back
to the index.

him
doesn’t
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T hese Are Tough Days For

T enement House Children-

A “Kiddie" from the slums getting relief fro m the terrific heat of tenement halls and areaways

at a street corner fire plug,

NEW YORK, July 26.—Cooped
up all day in hot tenements with
even the windows shut tight,
children of New York's slum dis-

tricts are enduring unprnvmlonf—
ed suffering hecause of the in-
fantile paralysig epidemic!

By order of the health author-

.
dirty floors of slum apart-
ments, Many mothers, panic
stricken because of the epi-
demic, have kept their chil-

dren shut up all day in the

rooms,

Thousands of kiddies with dar-
ing and initiative have been in re-

WITH A WATCHFUL EKYE
ouUT FOR COPS.

While a special committee has
recommended that the play-
grounds bhe opened again under

medical supervision and fresh air =

camps are to be opened soon, it
is realized that closing the
grounds has not heen the only

ities all play spots and movie| bellion against their bake-oven|reason for the terrible conditions
shows have been closed to the/imprisonment, and have taken tojamong the slum children,
kiddles. inhabiting the public fountains! East side mothers have heen
Here's what a visitor to tene- In almost every park carried away by the panic and in
ment districts sees: around the tenement dis- shutting up their children and
Children playing in damp, tricts pedestrians see chil- refusing to report cases of the*
dark hallways, dren of all ages soaking and disease. have made matters
Babies crawling about splashing in the fountains, worse than ever,
“*Agricultural Claimants En- “‘I have to state that if eight|dwelling rather intently upon her

titled to Full Protection,” she
read hearteningly from the in-
dex, and turned hastily to see
what was to be said about it, It
happened to be another decision
rendered in a letter, and they
jubilated together over the sen-
timent conveyed therein,

“Now, here is what I was tell-
ing you, Grant,” she said sudden-
ly, after another long minute of
studying silently the index,
‘“‘Kight Locators of Placer
Ground May Convey to One Party’

—and Baumberger's certainly
that party! Now, here'’—she had
found the page quickly—‘‘listen

to this:

bona fide locators, each having
located 20 acres, in accordance
with the congressional rules and
regulations, should convey all
their right, title, and interest in
sald locations to one person, such
person might apply for a pat-
ent—'

“And so on into tiresomeness.
Really, I'm beginning to think
Baumberger's awfully stupid, to
even attempt such a silly thing.
He hasn’t a legal leg to stand on.
All you need,” she declared brisk-
ly, “is a good lawyer to take this
up and see it through.”

“You seem to be doing pretty
well,”” he remarked, his eyes

GAY AS A POPPY!

AR
BY BETTY BROWN

have
for this quaint
little beach suit with skirt cut in

The scarlet poppy may
been the model

petal points. It's made of taffeta
a8 many bathing suits are this
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summer-—and it Is as gay colored
a8 the rainbow,

iz

The skirt and deep girdle are
scarlet. The underwaist and
baggy bloomers are ifack striped
in poppy color. It is a practical
little suit and not at all beyond
the reach of the home dressmak-
er. The waist and “trousers” are,
of course, all of a plece. The skirt
and deep girdle are separate.

face, and smiling as they did so.

“l can read what's in the
book,”” she remarked lightly,
when came a tap-tap of feet on
the platform, and HKvadna ap-
peared in the half-open doorway.

“When did you come up?”
Good Indian asked,
“Oh——about an hour ago. I

think.” Evadna drawled sweetly.
“I only came over,” Evadna went
on, “to say that there's a package
at the store which [ can't very.
well carry, and I thought per-
haps you wouldn't mind taking it
-—when you go."”

“I'm going now, if you're
ready,” Le told her shortly, and
rcached for his hat,

“Oh—if vou're really going,”
she drawled, and followed him
cutside.

Lovers, it would seem, requires
much less material for a quarrel
than persons in a less exaited
frame of mind.

It would be foolish to repeat
all that was said during that ride
home, becavse so much meaning
wag conveyed in tones and glances
and in staring straight ahead and
saying nothing. They were spar-
ing politely hefore they were over
the brow nf the hill behind the
town; and when they dismount-
ed at the stable, they refused to
look at each other upon any pre-
text whatsoever,

(Continued in Our Next lssue.)
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SEATTLE ROUTI

Steamers Tacoma and
Indianapolis for Seattle

Leave Munlclfn Dock, Taco-
ma, 7:165, 9:00, 11:00 a. m.; 1:00
8:00, 6:00, 7:00, 9:00 p. m.

Leaveg Colman Dock, Seattle,
1:00 9:00, 11:00 a. m.; 1:00,3:00,
6:00, 7:00, 9:156 p, m.

Fastest and Finest Steamera
Right Round Trips Dally,
8. 8, JONES, Agent.
Offices Municipal Doc M. 3445

TACOMA-OLYMPIA STAGE
Via Dupont

Leaves Dornelly Hotel, Tacos
ma, at 6 a. m., 11 a, m, and 4
p. m,

l.enves Kneeland Hotel,
Olympia, at 8 a. m,, 1 p. m.
and 6:30 p, m.

Phone: Maln 7063,

Subject to change withoot
uotice.

CARBONADO-WIL-
KESON STAGE CO,

Two round trips daily.
Leave:
Carbonado, 7:20 a. m., 2 p m,
Wilkeson 7:45 a. m., 2:15 p. m.
Tacoma 10:30 a, m., 6 p, m.
Tacoma Depot
CENIRAL BUS STATION
115 SBo. 10th St. Tel. Main 264,
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