
fA(H£ TWc.

And Now for the Lowest Prices Yet on Those Popular Blue and White

JAPANESE LINENS
THIS IS THE CLIMAX 1» a wiio. of £. • '

\u25a0aloa of Jat>*nf».«> I'Hlile Linen* in th« fl\ >. pa\
po|iiil»i blue and whit« effects—sales that Xfi "x\
have been heavily patronized by women /Jfa « X
who like to save their fine linens and who S L\i J^m'i
upprnlalr something ti little different. M'JjV\\ nil* N /M^iM
Pur (lil« sale wr have the largest quanli- A^»Jfe<%ll «-^Jfe> 't/wSl^k
lie* we have Imd yet. The prices arc the VJ \ IV i^mL «&<) '(P^L™
lowe-st we h»ve ever ween on these Kood flf |t«Srf))sTvt»s)^mSi^ ,-daß
quality printed Lunch Hotha and Napkins. HF>lkifc'. EflP l^'ly^^H
A wonderfull) hl X variety <>f pattern* to YrlrCjiSs^'"-(vS^™i ''}d^l^M
rlicKNte from—many of them new. On -jPff'*'1 I' <^K*^B
wale Tuesday in the following size* and «t fl^^r p» .J^S^jlSO^'•'''* \u25a0/j£^^^K
»«-inch Sl/.o Luncheon cloths, OQ- It// '*&s*&<\u25a0 j\
\u25a0ttlyll »lie Luncheon Cloths, Mf» J^^T^^>^S'^l:y^^^// dL^
(MMnch Ml/e Luncheon Olotha, Q7f» V W^^l^ WH^|'^H^^b^'/k&leffi' I
72-Inch size Luncheon Cloths, ff^ 1Q V. ypyP^Sr '^^^tfjr \u25a0/
Napkins to match the Cloths above xnecial

V9^'#|\n » A big lot of JapaneNe Printed blue and white Runners; hemstitched end
"tAIJIA Mini «ide—a wonderful value in Tuesday's sale at 25c earh.

(See the Big Broadway Window Display) —Eleventh Street Floor

, sffy V/J-*hiA.S\.A. JN V/ hr

<^^» *RHODES-STANDARD
Ib|( clothes for men

J^^^^llifiMril (Summer Weight Fabrics Only)

HALF PRICE
qMII \ WKRE M \l»i: EXFKKBSLV KOH IS for regu-

W^Wi\. \ iNI '"' vl"'k> "' '*x"-H'-ni clollis which we c«refullj se-

-, I W^r^\\ 'v'l
~~ lotted imd, taken all around, materials, patterns, models

j£ j Cs' Vi%* :""t (""c>rillir'
""*>

alt" proliabli not to be equaled at full
*® Irj^ prices anywhere in this vicinity.

' / VWk^ Now, however, clearances are in order in pursuance of

V^v» '"" |M>"' v"' ""' rarry'nX any seanon's clotliing into the
T vi!w\ t'liiiiuiim-iimih, Therefore while these iiinniiei- lar*t

p~\A take your clioice of all light colored, lightweight Summer

«m\\\ Stilts for men and young men at exactly one-hull' price.

S^^ *s^l kot 1, Choice. .$7.50 Lot 3, Choice.slo.oo
N^^»b Lot 2> Clloice 900 tjOt 4' Choice.sl2.so

Middies |&Mk "\u25a0O^CJSTltw* C'li^/^IM- Shirts
Special KAlKplUlhlOOrßigVals.
TOMORROW OUR 125TH TUESDAY

BARGAINS IN GROCERIES
FUH'R—l'jriiiuifi braml— CMNO—135 th Tuesday | KXTRACTS—Choice of our
a fancy local patent flour sale price—large cans 91.15, small size Red Rose brand
that is well liked by all ills- medium cans 00c, Oflrt Flavoring Kxtracte \ .mil-
criminating houxewire* — small cans vIUC la, I^emon, Pineapple, Al-
l»-lb. satks—reduced U>r COOKIXtJ or TABLKHALT mond. Strawlwrry, Banana,
<«ur I-"•!h Tuesday 0» 4 Cft —10-lb. Hacks—reduced for Raspberry, Orange, Peppcr-
"«le to <J) IiJU our 125th Tuesday 4 (»_ mint, Wintergreen—reduced
MACARONI—hiyhi-st qual- sale at, per sack I 0C for our 12Bth Tuesday sale
Ity—made of finest Durum WALXITS—Fancy No. 1 to. per bottle 8c; IP^macaroni wheat — I-ll>. soft xhells—specially re- TWO BOTTLES I3C
packages—reduced for our duced for our 125th Tues- COCOA—Walter Baker's de-
125th Tuesday sale QC n day sale to FIVE 00-« Ucloun Breakfast < 'oca—
to, each LJU LBS. for JUO H-lb. tins—reduced for our
SKKIiED It.MSINK — extra JINK SI'fJAR PRAH—Re- 123th Tuesday sale to, pep
quality — No. | packages— duced for our 125th Tttes- tin 22c; FIVE •\u25a0! AA
speiially rediicetl for our •'«* sale to, per can 10c; TINS for $ I \u25a0UU
125U) Tuesday sale to 9C. per IK>ZKN CANS fi 1C HPICKH—Choice of our 2-oa.
HHR PKGS. for JJ C for $I• I 3 size Red Rose brand pure
BAKING CHOCOLATE — IVORY SOAP—large ban— spices — Pepper, Muntard,
Walter Raker's Premium reduced for our 125th Tues- Ginger. Allspice, Cinnamon.
Baking Chocolate—is-lb. day *ale to FOl'R Oft#» Cloves, Red Pepper, White
rakes — reduced for our BARS for OUO Pepper, Sage, Thyme, Mar-
125th Tuesday sale ID* TKA—Choice of our best jorain. Savory and Paprika
to. per cake IJO grade of Tea—Japan, Gun- —reduced for our 12Bth'

n A VTt aAT Xi powder, Young Hyson, Tuesday sale to, «_
wAAA C3ALit, Oolong. Ceylon, English per tin J C

Special for Tuesday's sell- Breakfast and Orange Pekoe
Ing our Baker has prepared —re<«u<ed for our 133th MEAT BARGAINS
a fre*h lot of Delicious An- Tuesday sale to, CQ« Choice Veal Stew, *?»-.
gelfood. Xut Cakes and Oev P«r rx>»nd U«fb ponnd IJOSSSr?.. 20c S=Srr *m \u25a0\u25a0'.'.'. lsc
BEST PURE CANE FRUIT SUGAR
SPECIALLYREDUCED FOROURI2STH
TUESDAY SALE TO 11 LBS. FOR 97c-

-25-LB. SACKS $2.15

Coffee 33c Lb.-5 Lbs, for $1.50
Ol'R CASINO 111 I \l> COFKF.F—a tried and approved blend of the besfc Ooffees that
conveys a richness of flavor, a glow of satisfaction, a vim and vigor that puts each
day on the calender of real living. The pooreat cook can't make poor coffee with
Casino Blend unless she can "burn water." firy any recipe, any proportion, any way
of making it—cold boiled, steeped, percolated, dropped, and the result 00*Is delicious—every Tuesday, special, per pound OuC

IN 5 POUND LOTS $1.50
B —Fifth Bargain Floor.

JrsL Rhodes brothers §|§
films. !„ tvenr Detail Ttcomt'f Leading Retail Establishment \u25a0 \u25a0"« '*mismks

PETROGRAD FIRE
LOSS VERY HEAVY

BKKI.IN, July 31.—The Lokal
' Anselger reports a conflagration
at Petrograd Tuesday, which the
pa.p«r Mys destroyed a bridge, 12

steamers, including several tram

Atlantic liners, the Butlloff gun
works, and other establishments.

SEES DEEP PLOT
IN PREPAREDNESS

- The cry for preparedness is an

entering wedge for a military ma-
chine wanted by the capitalistic
clasg to protect their foreign mar-
kets at the expense of the lives
of wage-earner*, said Arthur A.
Relmer, a socialist candidate (or
president, at Eagles' ball Sunday
night.

THE^TACOMA TIMES.

li> Kate Trimble Htiarbor.
Copyrighted.

CHAPTER I.
Strained Relation!*.

"You might as well name this
child 'Pratse-the-Lord,' and be
done with it!" complained the
rich Christie connection (which
mother had always regarded kh
outlaws as well as inlawß,) shak
ing its finger across the chlsten-
ing font into mother's boartUng-
school face on the day of uiy

baptism.
"With Tom Christie only nix

weeks in spirit-land tt isn't de-
cent!" Cousin Polite finished up
individually.

"But, Blnce you must be freak-
ish, why not call her Prudence,
or Patience —to keep Old burgh
from wagging its tongue in two.'"
Aunt Louella suggested.

Oldburgh isn't the town's
name, of course, but it's a de-
scriptive alias.

"Oldburgh knows howl feel,"
mother replied. "If the baby
had been a boy I should have
named him Theodore—gift of
God —but since she's a girl, her
name is Grace."

"Calling her the whole of the
doxology isn't going to gut that
Christie.- leek off he»," father's
family sniffed. "She is the living
image of Uncle Lancelot!"

"My child like that notorious
Lancelot Christie!" mother burst
into tears. "Why, she's a Moore,
I'll have you understand. She's
the image of my revered father."

"There's something in that,
l'ollie," admitted Aunt Louella,
who was the weak-kneed one of
the sisters. "Look at the poetic
little brow and expression of
spiritual intelligence!"

"But what a combination!"
Aunt Hannah pointed out. "As
sure as you're a living woman this
mouth and chin are like Uncle
Lancelot!— Think of it—Jacob
Moore and Lancelot Christie liv-
ing together in the same skin!"
"Why, they'll tear the child limb
from limb!" This piece of sar-
casm from old great-great-aunt,
Patricia* Christie, who never took
sides with anybody in family dis-
putes.

"She's remarkably like Uncle
Lancelot, aunty," Cousin Pollie
declared.

"She's a thousand timesj*o<>fe
like my father than I, myself,
am," poor little mother [stowed
stanchly. *

i
"Then, all I've got to say is that

it's a devilish bad combination!"
Aunt Patricia threw out. '•

And to pursue the matter fur-
ther, I may state that it was! You
believe in a "dual personality?"
Well, they're mine!"

Then, with this chistening and
bit of genealogical gossip by way
of introduction, the next mile-
stone in my career came one day
when the twentieth century was
in its wee email figures.

"I hate Grandfather Moore and
Uncle Lancelot Christie, both!"
I confided to Aunt Patricia upon
that occasion, having been sent to
her room to make her a duty
visit, as I was home for the holi-
days. "I wish you could be vac-
cinated against your ancestors.
Are they in you to stay?"

"Hate your ancestors? Grace,
you amaze me!" she said.

But she mimicked mother's
voice;—mother's hurt, helpless,
moral-suasion voice—as she said
it, and we both burst out laugh-
iug.

I leaped to my feet and sprang
across the room to where three
portraits hung on the opposite
wall. They represented an ad-
miral, an ambassador and an ar-
tist.

"Why can't you adopt an an-
cestor, as you can a child?" I
asked again, turning back to her.

"Adopt an ancestor?"
Her voice was trembling with

excitement.
"I only meant that I'd prefer

these to grandfather and Uncle
Lancelot," 1 explained soothingly,
but her anxiety only increased.

"Which one?" she demanded.
"Which one, Grace "

"The artist."
"Come here! Come here

quick!" she panted weakly.
"Yes, 'urn."
She wiped away a tear, In great

shame, for she was not a weep-
ing woman.

"Thank Heaven!" she said an-
grily. "That awful problem ia
settled at last! I knew I couldn't
have a moment's peace a-dylng
until I had decided. Now, listen!
I'm going to leave you something
—something very precious., ; Do
you know about that artist over
there—James Machenize Christie
—our really famous ancestor —my
great-uncle, who has been dead
these sixty years, but will always
be immortal? Do you know
about him?"

"Yes—l know!"
"Well, I'm going to leave —

those letterg—those love letters
to you!"

I drew back, as If she'd point-
ed a pistol straight at me.

Hut they're the skeleton In
the closet," I repeated, having
heard it expressed that wap ail
my life. %

"You'll understand them," she
replied. "Poor little, heart-
atrong Christie!"

And, whether her words were
prophetic or delirious, abe had
told the truth. I hare under-
stood them.

She gave them into my keep-
ing that day; and the next morn-
ing we found her settled back
among her pillows with an un-
earthly smile on her face.

CHAPTER 11.

After this it seemed that year*

"AMAZING GRACE"
and years passed—all in a heap.
1 awoke one morning to find my-
self tat in my ways, 1 was i> i
less, shabby and single—no one of
which motlier could endure in her
daughter.

"My pet abomination begins
with C," I chattered savagely to
myself one afternoon in June as
I made my way to my own private
desk in the office of the Oldlmrgh
Herald, pondering family affairs
in my heart ax I went. Of course
this is at the bottom of the whole
agony! They Ju«t can't bear to
see me turn out to be a newspa-
per reporter instead of Mrs. Gull-
ford Blake. And I hate every-
thing thaf they love best—cltieß,
clothes, clubs, culture, civilities,
conventions, chiffons!"

"Aren't your nerves a little on
edge Just now, Grace, from the
scene this morning?" something
kept whispering in my ears in an
effort to tame my savagery.

It was the soft, virtuouo per-
sonality of my inner conscious-
ness, which, according to science,

waß Grandfather Moore. "You'll
be all right, my dear, as soon as
you make up your mind to do the
Kquare thing about this matter
which ia agitating you. And of
course you are going to do the
square thing. Money isn't all
there Is."

"Now, that's all rot, parson!"
Uncle Lancelot. In the other hem-
isphere of my brain, denied,
stoutly. "Don't listen to him,
Grace! You can't go on living
this crocheted life, and money
will bring freedom.

I took a message in rich vellum
stationery from my bag. This
was what it said:

"My Dear Miss Christie: While
in Oldburgh recently on a visit to
Mr. Clarence Wiley"—he was the
author of blood-and-thunder de-
tective stories who lived on Wav-
erly pike and raised pansica be-
tween times —"I learned that you
are in possession of the love let-
ters written by the famous Lady
Frances Webb to your illustrious
ancestor, James Mackenzie Chris-
tie.

"No doubt the idea has occur-
red to you that the love letters of
a celebrated English novelist to
the first American artist of his
time would make valuable read-
ing matter for the public.

"To be perfectly direct, this
inheritance of yours can be made
Into a small fortune for you, since
the material, properly handled,
would make one of the best-sell-
ing books of the decade.

"If you are interested I shall
be glad to hear from you, and we
can then take up at once the
business details of the transaction.

"With all good wishes, I am,
very sincerely yours,

"JULIAN J. DUTWEILKR."
There was an embossed super-

scription on the envelope's flap
which read: "Coburn-Colt Com-
pany, Publishers, Philadelphia."
They were America's best-known
promoters—the kind who could
take six inches of advertising and
a red-and-gold binding and make
a mountain out of a mole-hill.

A Clllnipse of l'minked Land.
Up and down the length of the

room the typewriters were click-
ing falsetto notes. The files of
papers on the table were in as
much confusion as patterns of
hoathen petticoats at a mission-
ary meeting.

"What's up?"
I had made my way to the desk

of the sporting editor, who writes
poetry.

He looked around — then
opened his eyes wider. "Oh, I
believe I did hear 'em say—"

"What?"
"That they can't get hold of

that story about the Consolidated
Traction company."

"And damn those Englishmen
who come over here with their
fool notions of dignity!" broke in
the voice of the city editor—then
stopped and blushed when he saw
me within ear-shot, for It's a rule
of the office that no one shall say
"damn" without blushing, except
the society editor and her assist-
ants.

"Who's the Englishman?" I
asked, for the sake of warding off
apologies. That's why men ob-
ject so strongly to women mixing
up with them in business life. It
keeps them eternally apologizing.

"Maitland Tait," he replied.
"It's hi« confounded John Hull
ishnesH that's causing all the
trouble. I've already sent ("lem-
ons and Holton and Reade."

"—And it would mean a raise,"
the poet said, with a tender little
smile. "A raise!"

"Are you sure?" I anked, after
the superior officer had diHap-
peared. "I'd like—a raise."

He looked at me contemptuous-
ly.

"You don't know what the Oon-
Koltdated Traction company is, I
suppose " he asked.

My biiDlnetis on the paper wa«
reporting art meetings at the Car-
negie library and donation affairs
at settlement hotneH, becauHe the
owner and publisher drank ont of
the same canteen with my grand-
father—and my fellows on the
Htaff called me behind my kirk
their ornamental member.

thing, don't you know, into his
portmanteau' and tote It off-—or
buy more ground here and en-
large the plant so that the com-
pany's grandchildren will call this
place home."

I turned away, feeling very in-
different. Oldliurgh's problem
was small compared with that
letter in my hand-bag.

"And he won't tell?" I asked.
"He seems to think that si-

lence Is the divine right of cor-
porations. Nobody has been able
to get a word out of him—nor
even to see him."

I went on toward my own dask
and took out the letter and read
it over once more.

"Wonder what 'Julien J. Dut-
weilor' woiHd call a small for-
tune?" I muttered. "Five thou-
sand dollars? Ten thousand dol-
lars!—Ciood heavens, then moth-
er could have all the crepe meteor
gowns she wanted without my
ever—ever having to marry Guil-
ford Wake for her sake!"

Hut as I sat there thinking,
grandfather took up the cudgels
bravely—even though the people
most concerned were Christies
and not Moores.

"Think well, Grace! That 'best-
selling' clause means not only
Maine to California, but England,
Ireland, Scotland, Wales and Ber-
wick-on-the-T\veed!" he warned.
"Kverybody who had ever heard
of either of these two unfortunate
people willbuy a copy of the book
and road it to find out what real-
ly happened!"

"But the letters are hors!" Un-
cle Lancelot reminded him. "If
people don't want posterity to
know the truth übout them they
ought to confine themselves to
wire-less communications."

Thinking is certainly a bnd
habit—especially when your time
belongs to somebody else and you
are not being paid to think! Nev-
ertheless, I sat there all the aft-
ernoon, puzzling my brain.

CHAPTHR 111.
Nip and Tuck.

When 1 reached home late that
afternoon I was in that state of
spring-time restlessness which
clamors for immediate activity
and was confronted with two very
perplexing and unusual condi-
tions. Mignon was being played
with great violence in the front
parlor—and all over the house
was the scent of burnt wool.

"What's up?" 1 demanded of
mother, as she met me at the
door.

"Come in here!" she begged in
a Santa Claus voice.

I went into the parlor, then
gave a little shriek.

"Mother!"
I have neglected to state, ear-

lier in the narrative, that one de-
sire of my heart was a player-
piano! It was there in the par-
lor at that moment, shining and
singing its wordless song.

"But did you get it as a prize?"
I inquired, walking into the dusky
room and slinking hands with my
betrothed, who rose from the in-
strument anil made way for ma
to take possession. "How came it
here?"

"I had it sent out—on —on ap-
proval." she elucidated.

"On approval But why.
please?"

"Because I want you to get
used to having the things you
want, darling!"

Then, to keep from laughing—
or crying—l ran toward the door.

"What is that burning?" I
aekod. sniffing suspiciously.

It was a vaguely familiar scent
—scorching dress goods—and
suggestive of the awful feeling
which comes to you when you've
stood too close to the fire in your
best coat-suit.

"What in it? Tell the truth,
mother!"

"It's your brown tweed skirt,
Grace," Guilford finally explained,
as my eyes begged the secret of
them both. They frequently had
secrets from me.

"My brown tweed skirt? But
what shall I tramp in?"

Then mother took fresh cour-
age.

"You're not going to walk!"
she answered triumphantly.
"You're going to ride—in your
very — own — electric — coupe!
Here's the catalogue."

She scrambled about for a book
on a table near at hand—and I
began to Bee daylight.

"Oh, a player-piano, and an
electric, coupe—all in one day! I
see! You two plotters have been
putting your heads together to
have me get rich quick and grace-
fully!"

"We understand that this
stroke of fortune ia going to make
a great change in your life,
Urace," Gullford said gravely. He
was alwayi grave.

"The Coburn —" mother began.
"Colt-—" he raignforced, then

they both hesitated, and looked at
ii.c meaningly.

I gave a hysterical laugh.
My betrothed nut down and

lifted from the bridge of his nose
that badge of civilization—a pnir
of rimli'Hs glasses. He polished
thorn win, a dazzling handker-
chief In the pocket of the most
faultless coat ever seen.

"I do!" I bristled. "It'« located
at a greasy place, called Loomli
- and it's something that makes
the wheels go round."

He smiled.
"It certainly does In OldJ-

hurgh," he said. "It's the biggest
thing we have, and to think that
they're threatening to take their
doll-ragx and move to Mlrmlng-
-I'ui11 and leave u« desolate!

"Oldburgh can't tell whether
this fellow, Maltland Tait, is go-
ing to pack the 'whole blarsted

"Well, this business of your
getting to be a famous compilt-r
of literature may help you get
your bearings," Gullford remark-
ed, after an awkward little pause.
"You have always said that you
wished to exerclne your own
wings a little before we married,
and 1 have given in to you—al-
though 1 don't know that it't
right to humor a woman In these
days and times. Really, i don't
know that tt is."

"Oh, you don't?"
"No—I doa't. But we're
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discussing that now, Grace! What
I'm trying to get at is that this
offer means a good deal to you."

"At all events, I must decide!"
I exclaimed, starting to my feet.

"Decide?" mother repeated,
her face filled with piteous
amazement. "Decide "

"Decide?" Guilford said, tak-
ing up the strain couiplainingly.

Mother darted across the room
and caught my hand.

"You don't mean to say that
you have scruples—scruples—
(irace Christie?"

"Honest Injun. I dpn't know!'
I admitted. "Of course, it does
seem absurd to ponder over what
a family row might be raised in
the Seventh Circle of Nirmana by
the publication of these old love
letters, but— "

"James Mackenzie Christie died

AProtest Against
the Kimona

BY BIITTV IlltOW\

A house garmen with two legs
and jacket? Here It is!

"A proiest against the slui'^-l
less kiniona" Is what the niO'iiste j
who designed It, calls this gar-
ment, and we'll admit that U is
a pert little protest."'

The woman who has honestto-
goodness housework to do will
probably never hear of or see the
Pnjuma-droßs, but the woman v.ho
"Just fusses around In the morn-
Ing" Is said to be delimited wltli
It.

The pajamed person pictured j
here chose "old blue" for h<?r|
' house dress" — the material is;
pongee silk. Bands of brick red '
taffeta and little cubist patches of j
red lend quite an Oriental air
to It.

Red ribbon trims the blue silk
cap. And note the veil — but
then If you are going to extremes
in fads why not go all the Way,
and a veil on boudoir cap is ;oing
Borne ways.

in 1849," she declared vehement-
ly. "Absurd! It is insane!"

"That's what the Unole Lance-
lot part of mjr intelligence keeps
telling me," I laughed. "But—
you Just ought to hear the grand-
father argument."

"What does he —what doea that
silly Salem conscience of yours
Hay against the publication of tb<-
letters?" she asked grudgingly.

I sat down again.
"All day grandfather haa been

telling me what I already know —
that the Coburn-Colt company
doesn't want those letters of
James Christie because they are
literary, or beautiful, or historic-
al, but simply and solely because
they are personal! They'll make
a good-seller because they're the
thing the public demands right
now."

"Nonsense," mother interrupt-
ed. "Lady Frances Webb thought
slip ought not to marry anyone
because she was so frail. She
sent her lovers across seas, be-
cause she felt that she must!
Why, the publication of these let-
ters would do good, not harm."

'They would shame the pres-
ent-diiy idea of 'affinity ri>;ht,"
said Cuilford.

"Maybe you two—don't exact-
ly understand these letters as I
do," I suggested.

"Then you bave decided final-
ly?" mother asked in a suspicious
voice.

"I believe I have." I answered.
''Oh, please don't look at me Ibat
way-—and please don't cry! I
can't help it!"

"It is preposterous," Cuillord
said shortly.

"But you don"t under.-stund!"
1 cried, turning to him pleading-
ly. "You don't know wliat it is to
feel as I teol about tlioso liners—\u25a0
tkott |ieoi>le who had no Imppi-
ni'ss in thin world and are
haunted and tormented liy curios-
ity in their very graves! - don't
you suppose 1 want to do the
tiling you and mother want me to
do? <>i course, I do! I want this
—this new piano -and another
brown twoed sUirt that do> sVI
liaK ;it the knee- and 1 want—
so many dungs!"

"Then why in the name of \u25a0—"

lie besau.
"BteUM I won't!" I told him

flatly. 'Call it consiience -fancy,
or what you Will! -I have those
two people in mv puwer—their
Sfiorets are rißht hero lv my
hand*' And I'm iu>t jioiiik to
give them a-vay!"

"C!ra<e. yon |MH me!" moth-
er sob lied.

But Qutlford rose tranquilly
and re.M lio.i lor his hat.

"Any iomi wiio liaw a bob*
bciem >' like tint Ottghl to cauter-
ize ii with v cnrlins-lroB —aud
get rid of it." he Observed dryly.

CHAPTER IV
i:t in, Brut*)

My first Mklni tkougki the
next nonting hud notktag to <lo
with the dtlotnnia ol' the day i>e-
fnro. I stretched my arms shrink-
Inxljr, as | lemeinhpied what t'ni'
dally grind woule^be. Then was
to lie :i Hag Kay relebratloa of
tii.' Dengkten of the Antftcu
Revolution and I WM to report
Major Coleman's speech. Tl' lt*i
why I shrank. 1 was not aso ty
woiiuin.

(Toutillued in Ow \e\( Imm,)

rARROMADO VTACHC CO.
Harry J. M(t rai kon. MMMgni*,

ll<-<iil<|iiiii-(ers ( eittrul I',,

Slaiion, IMMM
IIS So. loth St. .Main 2tt I

Tim<- «Mi(l—Kftrfttt* July 10,
MMft.

Siili.jcrt tv Cliniijic Without
Notice.

Im^ivc-. ;i. m. |> ni. |». m.
i ;iiI"hi.ni i . 7:2!> I:OD !:'»(»
Wllkcsiiii .. 7:l"» I||S I|M
Hiuni'K .... 7:.V> I|M i:ir,
Ho. Prairie H-.nr, !::{-, | t|g

Arrive
Ti'contit .... itf| «: |,~, «.(>.T
Connet't with »::».-. v, m,, 2:;{">
iiiul (I:(M> |i. 111. lnli<rilfli:iiifar
RMttla,

I.I'llVO. H. 111. |l. in. ||. !,,.
Txriiiim . IOl«M 4IM 7::{()
I*(lVhllii|> , . IO::I4> ,-»MI(» «:(»()

Orttei n».-.->.-) r,.'j- h-.v.-,
s<i. Pralrtc li:*j(» Bißo ItSt
Kurnett ... 1 I :;IO 0:(ll» »:O0
Wilkesiin ..I I: lo O:lo i»: lo

Arrive
(iirlxiniKld.I I :.1(| fl;2o 0:21)

l.f«T». MillI lll.lit I'At ll'IC Aril,-
--12:10a.m. Spokane Limited—No. Yaklma, Paaco. Hpokane » i..a m
1:40 a.m. Portland Night Kxp.—Via VI. Defiance si)Ua'm.
ti-ioa. in. Seattle from Portland vl» Ft. Defiance 1:30 a m
1:00 a. m. Atlantic Kxp.—Spokane, Helena, Butte, Bt. Paul

Chicago jo 50 ft tn
1:00 a.m. Wllkison, Carb.nado, Fairfax T:tfß in
8:00 a.m. Grays Harbor Line—Via Point l.lnw & olympla 4-30 pin
8:25 a. m. Portland Local—Via Telm and Ho. Tacuina. ... 3'Sa in
8:36 a.m. Raymoml & Ho. Bi^nd via Yeym and So. Tacoma t)'~ti am'10:10 a.m. Brattle Local—Seattle and Intermedia!" 115 am

12:45 p. m. Brattle —From Portland, Raymond and So Uend
via Yelm and So. Tacoma 12 35 n m

2:00p.m. Omy» Hiir. ocal—Via P olnt Defiance ii.ii, '

3:30 p.m. Miss. Val. Llm.—Billings. Kan. City, Bt. Loul»." g-'oonm
4:40 p.m. Seattle—Krom (irnyi flar. via Pt. Defiance.. , 410 n m
1:00 p.m. Ortlng, Carbonado, Buckley, Kanasket Jo'-'sta m6^45 p.m. Portland Special via Pt. Defiance * Centralla.. BSSn m
6:46 p.m. Raymond & So. Bend via Pt. Doflanee .. ", \u0084 „'
J:6op. m. Oraye Harbor Exp.—Via Lakevicw * Dupont.. UiOn m
7:00 p.m. No. Coast Llm.-jSpokane. Butte. St. Paul, Crlc. 830 Dm

12:46 p.m. Seattle—From Grays Har. via Ho. Tacoma 12-20 nm
1:80 p. m. Seattle—From Portland via Pt. Defiance .... JljJn m
«:BOp. m. Seattle—From Oraya Harbor via Pt. Defiance. 840 n m\u25a0 .in \i %..ii mi n\ in. • •««P m.
(OS a.m. Shore Line Kxp.—North and Bast 12-lßn m
12:45p.m. Shore Una Kxp.—Portland and Intermediate «-'noa m
100 p.m. Inter. Llm.—Everett, Bellln B ham. Van.. B. C
606 p.m. Inter. Llm.—PrlnelpM stations to Portland. IIn in'
5:46 p.m. Oriental Llm—Spokane, Bt. Pp.ul and Chicago.. 1000 b"m.'
645 p. m. Southeast Exp.—Spokane, Billings, Kansas Cltr
846 p.m. Fast Mall (Mall and Express only) T-OBa \u0084,

1000p.m. "Owl"—Kverett, Belllngham, Vancouver, B. C... 12:01 « ,„
210 am. "Owl"—Portland and intermediate .. »-sfi n iT"

CHICANO, MIIW \l Xl I * ST. PAWL
».*» P. m.

616 p.m. Grays Har. Spec—Aberdeen, Hoqulam, Raymond I-Old m
(1:46 a. m. Olympian—Spokane, Miasoula, Butte, Ht. Paul, j

Clilcano 9 tQ D
_.

1:00 p. m. Columbian —Spokane, Miuoula, Butter, St. Paul, '
Chicago 1:56 a.m.

0.-W. 11. « I». CO.
(Union Depot.)

12:45 p. m. Portland and Grays Harbor Owl 4:40 a.m.4:4Gp.tn. Seattle Local 11 4«n.rn.
10 i» ii. in. Hhastii Limited •:40pm.
11:30 a. m. Portland, east and south 1:36 dm.
(:40 p.m. Shaata Limited, Seattle It 15 d! in!
1:40p.m. Seattle Local Il:l6a.m!

TM ONA-EAITRHII RAILWAY
\u25a0 :10a.m. Alhfordi Morton t:45 p. m


