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BROADWAY BAUCS BOOTH "O"

WANTED NOTIONS
At Greatly Reduced Prices
SEWING SILK. — fine * r»p-—.»^
quality —conn's in Mack L*W J *"* ys|S><' 7
anil In n x • variety <>r ]fmf& j **/^Jr^ /
color* — warranted 100 J^^. / *yf £a I
yards on a H|H>ol—spe- fl H I «A# .-^AI /
dally ifHliirr.i at, per IP / "tf^C'V* /
\u25a0pool 4r—HIVKN 4C. / 2 Y% \l
HPOOLB for fcJU *^T_ S^w'V^ N.
COLLAR HANDS—ready [Ztr^^ 7
mad* of fine quality X r\^<v^ /cambric — all manted tggjj««» I\<\W ;• \i 'r & /nlzfw—M|>«-lally reduced A <^v* ArfL

at^TWO (jc P^^Sj^fW^/f/^)
IIKXTKII'S KILKO (X)H- .Ay/
IMJNNKI — Crochet mid J^^y^/yYA'l/
tatting thread In a very /•/ / /**/complete assortment of wlrS/s'~~v7/ s / skk
sizes and colors—spe- C^\ / \cUII> reduced at, per (L/U!s\. \|/
bail, ««— qn^ J)
FOl'U BALLS for OuC \^/
OKOTHKT HOOKS—uood quality imported steel in all the
dewlred m/<\u25a0>—specially reduced at, 1 C „
each 8c; TWO for IO«
DARNING COTTON —jjood quality—comes In black and
tail only—larjte 4.Vyar<l spools—N|iccially Ifl/»
reduced to HKVKN sivnl.s for I Vl*
KUMFACT FOHMH—Juki the form for the home Newer—

tome In -i/i- 82 to 12—specially CO QQ
redored at, each
BUTTONS—a wonderful h—-<>>l>>> ni of *tapl« and fancy
novelty Trimming—suit androat 1 fl«
buttonti—|tei- curd IOO
HASTING COTTON—Rood quality—laiKe .%00-yard Iflp
h|>oolh —Bptclally reduced to TIIKKKfor IUU
MACHINK OlL—good quality—large 4-oz. bottleH— Q rt
s|'«i -i:Ulj ti-«liu c<! at, i"i bottle «O
BTKKL SAKETV I*lNS—Ntandard make—a«Kort4<d »lz«t—
one dozen on a card—specially Q^
reduced to, per card C O
BRASH PlNS—fine quality—needle point—full SCO J\ n
ooant—Hpecially reduced to, per package *"rt»
BNGIiISH TWILLKD TAPE—Rood quality—B yards on a
bolt—amorted widths—specially Q_
redaoed to, per bolt OU
MANY OTHKII ITKMS OF I>l-.silil l> NOTIONS NOT Al>-

VKHTISKO AliK INCUWMED 1\ THIS SALK.
—Broa<hvay Sales llooth "O"

Rhodes brothers
Id Every Detail Ttcoma'i Leading Retail Establishroeal

LET A SARTORIS
MUCH IMPROVED

Let* Sartoris. the little South
Taooma girl who was so badly
burned last February, and whose
life was almost despaired nf a few
d«ys ago. Is reported hetter again
by her physician. He believes she
will recover.

HI GILL SCORES
TWO INITIATIVES

Mayor Gill of Seattle, «poke at
Epworth Methodist churoti Sunday
evening, against initiative meas-
ures 18 and 24. Temperance was
also the subject in the Norwegian-
Danish Methodist church, and
Bethany Presbyterian church.

THE HUMAN
ELEMENT

Error is human.
Defects enter into anything that

human beings do. The - number of
defects increase with the number of
human beings involved in any opera-
tion. It requires approximatley three
hundred trainmen, and hundreds of oth-
er humans, to run our street cars each
day, carrying thousands of passengers.

The wonder is not that the service
fails to satisfy every person every day,
but that it does so many persons so well
svery day.

A force of experts is working every
hour of the day and night to co-ordinate
the work of the men who operate the
street car system so that delays and er-
rors and defects may be reduced to a
minimum.

The operation of a big street railway
system is not simple. It is a great, com-
plex, human problem, subject to human
failures.

We know it is far from perfect, but
you can help it to be more successful, by
irour friendly interest and co-operation,
criticism and commendation and help-
ful suggestions.

Tacoma Railway &
Power Company

THE t ,TAfiOMA TMML

•The IdylofT^n Fires'
By Walter Pritchard Eaton. Copyright 191440, by Doublcday, Page & Co.

Next Week "Shea of the Irish Brigade," by Randall Parrish.

! CHAPTER I.

' I l!n> a Imillon Hi(ilK

I I w.is sitting at a late hour'ln
my room above the college yard,
correcting dally themes.

I had been accredited with
"brilliant promise' in my under-
Kraduate days, and the college

I had taken me into the English de-
I iiartment upon graduation. That
j was ueven years ago. I was still
correcting dally themes.

It was a warm night in early
April. Most of these themes were
hopeless. 1 toiled on.

Near the bottom of the pile
came the signature, James Robin-
son. He was one of the few in
the Haas with the real literary In-
stinct —a lad from some near-by

1 New England village who went
home over Sunday and brought

t back unconscious records of his
i changing life there.

Tlii.i is what 1 read:

The April sun has come at last,
j and the first warmth of it lays a

| benediction on the spirit, even as
| It tints the earth with green. Our
I barn door, standing open, framed
j a picture this morning between

I walls of golden hay—the soft
i rolling fields, the fringe of wood-
j land beyond veiled with a haze of

• budding life, and then the fur line
! of the hills. "A horse stamped in
! the shadows; a hen strolled out
i upon the floor, cooing softly;
) there was a warm earthy smell In
j the air; the distant church bell

: sounded pleasantly over the fields,

' and upon the road I heard the
! rattle of Uncle Amos' carryall,
I bearing the family to meeting.
I The strife of learning, the pride
I of the intellect, the acadamlc uri;e

j \u25a0—where were they? 1 found my-
• self wandering out from the barn-
! yard into the fields, filled with a

! great longing to hold a plow in
j the furrow till tired out, and then

i lie on my back in the sun and
j watch the lazy clouds.

So Robinson had spring fever,
! tool Then 1 fell to dreaming.

Home! I, John I'pton, academic
bachelor, had no home, no kith
nor kin.

, I had ray college position, and
• a shabby remnant of my old am-

bitions.
l "Why don't Igo back to It, and

' give up this grind?" I thought.
I began to play with the idea.

i I sought for a copy o.f the
• Transcript, and ran over the real
1 estate ads. Here was a gentle-
man's estate, with two butler's

, pantries and a concrete garage—
that would hardly do! Besides I

1 should have to hire help. I must
I find something practical to do to

the kitchen. The side door, on a
grape-shadowed porch, was in this
ell, facing the barn across the
way. It was a typical house of
the carpenter-and-builder period
of a century ago.

The front door faced an aged
orchard. The orchard ran down
a slope of perhaps half an acre
to the ferny tangle of the brook
bed. The winters had rucked the
poor old orchard, and great limbs
lay on the ground.

But, as 1 stood before the bat-
tered doorway and looked down
through the storm-racked orchard
to the brook, I had a sudden vi-
sion of pink trcHs abloom above
a lawn.

There is no need to go into de-
tail over the deal. Milt Noble
was a Yankees, and so was I. Hut
at last we struck a baiguln, and
I became possoHsed of the house,
barns, 30 acres of land, a horse
and two Jersey cows.

CHAPTER 11.
My Money (Joes nnd My Farmer

Comes.
Three days later I closed the

deal, took an Inventory of th"
farm implements which went with
the place, made a few hasty ar-
rangements for my permani'nt
coining, and hastened hack to col-
lege.

There I remained only long
enough to wee that the faculty liafl
a competent man to fillmy unex-
pired term, and to consult the col-
lege botanical department. Pro-
fessor (Irey of the department, as-
signed his chief assistant at the
gardens to my case. He took me
to Uoston and, armed with my
Inventory, in one day he spent ex-
actly $641 of my precious sav-
ings.

"There!" he cried at 5 p. m.
"Now you can make a beginning.
I told 'em not to ship your small
fruits—raspberries, etc.—-<UI you
ordered 'em to. You won't be
ready for some weeks.

"You're damn cheerful about
It!" 1 cried. "You talk as if I
were a millionaire, with nothing
to do but spend money!"

support myself. What?
1 went to lied with a very poor

opinion of English Instructors.
But God, as the hymn remarks,

works in mysterious ways His
wonders to perform. Waking with
my flicker of iOSolutlon quite
gone out, I met my chief in the
English department, who quite
floored me by asking if I could
find extra time—"without inter-
fering with my academic duties"
—.-to he a reader for a certain pub-
lishing house which had just con-
sulted him about filling a va-
cancy.

I told him frankly that if I got
the Job I might give up my pres-
ent post and buy a farm, but as
lip didn't think anybody could

'live on a manuscript reader's Ral-
niry, he laughed and didn't believe

n.!\u25a0. and two days later I had the
job.

It would be a secret to disclose
my salary, but to a man who had
been an English instructor In an
American college for seven years,
it looked good enough. Then came
the Easter vacation.

Professor Farnsworth of the
economics department had Invited
line on a motor trip for the holi-
days. (The professor married a
rich widow.)

In the course of our wanderings
we reached, one night, a certain
New England village noted for Us
views and its palatial summer es-
tates, and put up at a hotel there.

The professor, whose hobby Is
n-al estate values, fell into a dis-
cussion with the landlord on the
subject.

The landlord, to our astonish-
ment, informed us that building
Ritea on the near-by hills sold as
high as $5,000 an acre.

"What does farm land cost?" I
inquired sadly.

"As much as the farmer can In-
duce you to pay," he laughed.
"But If you were a farmer, you
might get It for $100 an acre."

"Where Is there a farm for
gale?"

The landlord looked at me dubi-
ously. But he volunteered that a
certain Milt Noble might sell, and
told me how to find him.

The next morning we sought
out Milt Noble. When the car
\u25a0topped before the house, I la-
stantly knew It for mine.

I jumped from the motor and
started toward the house on the
run. \u25a0

"Whoa!" cried the professor,
laughing, "you poor young Idiot!"
Then, In a lower tone, he cau-
tioned; "Ifour friend Milt sees
you want this place so badly, he'll
run up the price. Where's your
Yankee blood?"

I sobered down to a walk, and
together we slipped behind a cen-
tury-old lilac bush at the corner
of the house, and sought the front
of the dwelling unobserved.

The house was set with Its side
to the road, about one hundred
feet into the lot. A long ell ran
out behind. pvW«n»i» mtmtmtmtmd

"That's about all you will do,
for the next twelve month!," be
Xiinned.

This was rather disconcerting,
and the next morning I left «ol-
leso forever.

I landed at Bent ford ' Itatlon.
liiri'd a hack, and drove at once
to my farm, und my first thought
on alighting was this:

"Good Lord, I never ivu \u25a0

the frightful condition odtbie or-
chard.' More expense!"

"It's a dollar up here," said
the driver of the hack.

I paid him brusquely, and he
drove away. Milt Noble had gone.
So had my enthusiasm.

I heard my horse stamping in
the stable, and saw my two cows
feeding in the pasture. A post-
card from one Bert Temple, my
nearest neighbor, had informed
me that he was milking them for
me-—-and, I gathered, for the milk.

Well, if he didn't, goodness
knew who would! I never felt so
lonely, so hopeless, in my life.

I tossed my suit case into the
barn, and began a tour of inspec-
tion over my 80 acres.

There was tonic in that turn!
Twenty of my acres lay on the
south side of the road, surround-
ing the house. The other ten,-be-
hind tho barn, were pasture. The
old orchard led down a slope half
an acre in extent to the brook.
That brook ran south close to the
road which formed my eastern
boundary, along the entire extent
of the farm.

I walked down through the or-
chard, and as I followed the
brook into the maples and then
into the sudden hushed quiet of
my littlestand of i>ines f

I thought
how all this was mine—to de-
velop, to walk In, to dream in!

My .spirits rose like the songs
of the sparrows from the road-
side trees beyond.

I continued to my western
boundary, where -my acres met
tho cauliflower beds of my neigh-
bor, Bert Temple.

A single green pine stood at
the atone wall, just Inside my
land. Then and there I saw my
book plate, with the pine in black
on the key block!

Then I reflected how I stood on
soil which must be made to pay
me back in potatoes for the out-
lay—and dreamed of book plates!

"Somebody ought to get amuse-
ment out of this!" I said aloud,
as I set off for the barn, gathered
up my suit case, and climbed the
road toward Bert Temple's.

If I lire to be a hundred, I can
never repay Bert Temple. : BeTt
and his wife took me in, treated
me as a human, if helpless, fellow
being, not as a "city man" to be
fleeced.

After supper Bert took me In
hand. "First thing fer you to
do's to git a farmer and 'etrpea-
ter," he said. "Ikin git yer both,
if yer want I should, an' not sting
ye*. Most noo folks thet come
here gits stung."

"I'm clay in your haads," said
I.

"Wall, yer don't exactly know
me intimately," said Bert with a
laugh, "so yer'd better git a bit o'
granite Into yer system. Neow, ez
to a farmer —there's Mike Finn.
He lives 'bout a quarter of a mile
from your corner. He'll come an'
his son'll help out with the heavy
work, such ex \u25a0 plougln', which
you'd better begin tomorrow.
We'll walk down and see him
neow, ef yer like."

I liked, and w set off down
the road.

"Wai, then, er. to carpenters,"
-"—• mntlnuad, "thar's Hard Ci-

der Howard. Hard Cider's forgot-
ten mor« about carpent'rin' then
most o' the rest evor knoo. But
he looks upon the apple juice
when it's yaller. I kin keep Hard
Cider nolier while he's on your
job. He'll treut yer fair, an' see
thet the plumliei'B do."

We came to v . nia.i settlement
of white cottupoH. At one of
thpue, llert knocked. We wore
admitted by a pretty girl into a
tiny parlor where, a middle-aged
Irishman Hat smoking a pipe.

"Hello, Mike," said Bert, "thiß
is Mr. John Upton, who's bought
Milt Noble's i>lace i an' wants a
farmer. 1 told him you wuz the
man."

"Sit down, sor, sit down," said
Mike, offering a chair. "Sure, let's
talk it over."

"Well, now," Mike was saying,
"sure 1 can run a farm, but what
do I be gettin' for it?"

We settled on what seemed to
me a reasonable wage, and then
Mike asked:

"But what l»e yer runnin' the
li'nce for, Mr. Upton? la It a real
fanner yc'd be?"

"A real farmer," I answered.
"Why?"

"Well, I didn't know. Onct I
worked fer v literary feller that
married rich, and he was always
fer lnakin' mo try new-fangled
things, tlegorra, lie nigh drove
the life out o' me with his talk.
I've heard say >vr wuz a literary
feller, too, Mr. Upton, and I have
me doubts."

"Well, I am a sort of a literary
feller," I confeised, "but I never
married a rich wife."

"Sure, ye're not no old to be
liast hopln'," Mike replied.

I hook my head. "It's you I
want to write a poem in potatoes."

Mike put buck his head and
roared. "It's a pome yer want, is
It?" he cried. "Sure, it's an ora-
tion I'll give ye. I'll grow ye the
real homo rule pertaters."

"Well,' said I, rising, "do you
begin tomorrow morning, and will
your son help for a few weeks?"

"The mornln' it Is." said Mike,
"and Joe along."

"I'm going to like Mike," said
I to Bert, as we walked back up

the road.
"I knew yer would soon ez I

seen yer,' Bert replied.
"Well," said I, "now I suppose

I've got to find a housekeeper,

us soon as the house Is ready to
• live In. Do you know of any-

Reckon I dpw. You leave it
to my old lady."

"Mr. Temple," said I, "seems to

me I'm leaving everything to
you."

"Wai, neow, yer might do a
heap sight worse!" said Bert.

The following morning was a
balmy first of May, but realism
again compels me to confess that,

having read manuscripts the night
before till 2 a. m., I did not leap

lightly from my couch at the

breakfast call.
Bert hustled me off Immediate-

ly after the meal to meet Hard

Cider Howard, whom, by somo
rural wireless, he had already

summoned.
As we walked down the road. I

saw my liorse and Mike's hitched
to the plough, with -Toe driving

and Mike holding the handles.
Across the green pasture already

four rich brown furrows were
shining up to Hie sun.

"Well. Mike didn't wait long!

I exclaimed. "I wonder why h»

started In there?"
"I told Wm to." s»UI Bert.

"That's goin' ter be yer pertater
crop this year."

»T» it?" said T. "WhyT" I felt
a little peeved. After all, this

was my farm.
"Cuz It's pasture land thet s

good fer pertaters, an' yer don't
need It fer the cows, an' it kin be

worked ter give yer a crop right

off even tho 'twant ploughed un-
der In the fall," Bert answered.
"You trust yer Uncle Hiratn fer a
hit, sonny."
(Continued in Our Next Issue.)

3ELL LUMBER TO
FOREIGN MARKETS

Charles B. Hill, manager for

the Tacoma Mill Co., secretary of

the new Douglas Fir Exploitation
& Exportation 00., willlook after

its affairs in the north, it Is an-
nounced. The company is organ-
ized to sell lumber in foreign

markets. The mills that have ac-
tually subscribed to stock have a
capacity of 6,790,000 feet In 10
houra. The general offices will
be opened In San Francisco, Nov.

1.

TACOMA BUSINESS
MEN FOR FERRY

Approval of the demand of Gig
Harbor and vicinity for ferry serv-
ice from Tacoma was expressed by

W. J. Fisher, H. A. Rhodes, Frank
B Cole, A. H. Bassett. T. H. Bel-
Hngham, C. B. Welch, R. M. Clag-

gett and J. H. Weir, who visited
Gig Harbor yesterday at the Invi-
tation of rseldents expressed
through George Woodbrlage, sec-
retary of the Rotary club.

SPUDS BRING $36 '
IN NORTH YAKIMA

iN.»»«i,n|i. r I Intrrprlne taaoilnllou)

NSW YORK, Oct. a:s.—
llroadway — the ISroadwHy
celebrated by (Jeoiule o>hn
and other poets, publicists
and publicans is n<> more!
There was a time when you

would be likely to meet Lillian
Russell, "Diamond Jim" Brady.
Charles Schwab, Maxine Elliott.
Amy Crocker, Rthel Rarrymoro ot
other men arid women very well
known in the business or play life
of New York, between Thirty-
fourth-st. and Columbus circle,
any evening on the historic street.

Today. Broadway, relp-

Itrntefl the world over for Its
lobster pnlincs and theaters.
In given up to the excavator
and the workman who ure
building n new subway.

Leave final White Way.
"A man takes his life in bis

NORTH YAKIMA, Oct. 23. —Yaklma farmers were paid $36 a
ton for potatoes and $13.75 a lon
for alfalfa hay Saturday. One op-
erator cleaned up $2,02" on a po-
tato deal last week. Hank clear-
ings are jumping at the rate of
$150,000 a week.

Scene at Ericknon's before
John Uarloyrorn departed; Inset,
a drawing of "Flat-face."

By Fred L. Boalt.
PORTLAND, Ore., Oct. 20.—

I have just renewed acquaint-
ance with Fritz and "Erlckson's."

Fritz said to me: "You ain't
changed much since you were
here the last time."

I said to Fritz: "You haven't
changed, either. But 'Erick-
son's' has changed a lot."

"Yes," said Fritz, "it ain't
much like the old dump, Is it?"

He laughed comfortably.
"How's business?" I asked.
"Never better," Fritz replied.

"Prohibition pays!"
Before I tell you about "Erick-

son's" re-born as the only pro-
hibition saloon and workingman's
resort, I must tell you about the
"Erickson's" I used to know.

There's a new name for It
now—"Fritz's Workingman's Re-
sort."

Fritz isn't any philanthropist,
let me tell you. He's a business
man. His motto is: "Get the
raon«y!"

Fritz was "getting the money"
at "Erickson's" before Oregon
went dry on Jan. 1.

The first time I visited "Erick-
son's" It was the biggest, tough-
est saloon I ever saw. It had
three bars, one the longest in the
world.

These bars were manned by 60
bartenders who woiked in two
shifts, 30 In each shift. "Erick-
son's sold more beer and whisky
than all the other saloons In Port-
land combined.

There was a continuous variety
Hhow, ai.d the girls "worked" the
boxes.

There was wide-open gambling
—faro, roulette, craps, poker,
solo, every kind.

* * *
Never have I Keen such a mot-

ley crowd as was In "Erickson's"
that night.

There w«re loggers in mackln-
aws and corked boots, frnsh from

Monday, Oct. 23, 1916.

Gay Old Broadway Is
a Thing of the Past

As America's greatest theatrical season opens the jja.v white
way in the hands of subway bull tiers, ICWMHMH a trench oil the
western front more than the old liroudwuy of romance.

blinds," said a visitor from the
middle west recently, "if hn tries
to cross the Great White Way at
any of the Intersections from
Thirty-fourth to Columbus circle.

"Tho 'whos whosers.' both In
Bohemia and society, have left
the Great White Way and like the
snows of yesterday seem to have
gone forever."

Theaters Are Moving.
Kven the theaters are iiiot-

ing from tho place supposed
to be sacred to them. Most
of the New York theaters are
now on .side streets, between
Thirty-sixth and Forty-sixth.
The buyer from out of town no

longer eats at cabarets on Broad-
way, because the pretty girl who
ncted as model at the wholesale
house where he Is buying, knows
that society, both grave and Kay,

can only be seen off the Groat
White Way.

Biggest, Toughest Dive
In Portland Boalt Finds

to Be Greatly Changed

the camps, their .season's i>ay in
their pockets; railroad construc-
tion men, stniiliarily garbed; mi-
ners come down from Alaska to
winter, dust in their pokes; sail-
ors from the sht^e —of every race;
fishermen from the halibut
banks; professional Ramblers.
Chinese, Malays and Mexicans,
remittance men, drug fiends,
thieves, wantons, beachcombers.

They milled around like stamp-
eding cattle. They got very drunk.
They gambled away their money.
There were fights. Somebody was
stabbed. Somebody fired a shot.

The waiters formed a "VM net
as we used to see in football, and
charged the milling, drunken
mob. They brought out a higl
man whose face flamed with al-l
coholic rage. 1 remember he had
a broken nose.

They kicked him into the
street.

"It's 'Flat-face'," said a barten-
der to me. "Hen always start-
ing something. He'a a black-
smith —and a good one when so-
ber—and he's stronger'n hell."• • •

Fritz had added an innovation
to "Erickßon's" the next time I
visited it.

"Erlcksons" had become f«nh-
lonahle. Ladles and Rentlomon
from the more "respectable" dis-
tricts took to organizing "slum-
ming" parties.

Fritz had a special entrance
made for them. The entrance
led to a balcony. From the bal-
cony you could look down upon
the "rabble" drinking, gambling,
roaring and fighting.

On the grouud floor you drank.

BAD GOLD? TAKE '

"CASCARETS" FOR
BOWELS TONIGHT

They're fine! Liven your
liver and bowels and

clear your head.

No headache, sour stom-
ach, b;id cold or consti-

pation by morning
Get a 10-cent lmx.
Colds—wheii. .'i in the head or

any part ot the body- -*r« quick-
ly overcome by ur^ln^ the llrer
to action and keeping thr bowels
free of (tuition. Take lascarets
tonight bnd you will wake up
with a clear lieud aud your cold
will ha gone. Canrarrta work
while you uleep; they cleanse
and regulate the stomach, re-
move the sour, undigested food
and fo.tl gases: i,ik,. the excess
bile from the liver and curry oft
the constipated waste Wttf and
poison from the bowels.

Remember the quickest way to
gat rid of colds Ik one or two Caa-
caretH ut night to cleanse the
system. Get a 10-cent box at
any drug store. Don't forget the
children. They relish thin Candy
Cathartic and It Is often all that
is ne9ded to drive a cold from
their little systems.

beer and whisky had ate hot-dogs
and chili con came.

On the balcony you drank wine
and ate rich foods for which you
paid top prices.

1 was looking down from the
balcony when 1 saw a big man
with a broken nose. It was
"flat-face." lint he wasn't fight-
ing this time, lie had degener-
ated a lot. He was weeping and
begged a bartender to trust him
for a drink.

A waiter came along and threw
him out.

In another article lloalt
will tell of "Krlckson's" re-
born as the only prohibition
-iilo.lll In tin- world—a place
where no hoo/.o Is Hold—a
pluce where thousands come
every winter—where they
can n«-r anything they want,
food, beds, work, compan*
i-»n-lii|i—lmt no Imh>/c.

Real it.

Many Features
For New Show

This week' bill at the Vantages
theater will have ei^ht features
with Herbert Uoyd and his
"Peaches in Pawn" aw one of the
heudliners. This is a musical
farce in which Lloyd's roroedy is
combined with singing and danc-
ing by a company of pretty gi.ls.

Una Kegianni and QutMpp«
Vogliotti, recent stars of the
Mascapnl Opera company, have a
pleasing musical act. Ahioiik the
other features will he Chlnco, Iho
Bngltih comique and juggler;
Minnie Kaufman, world*: great-
est woman eyelinst; Four Kenee.
Sisters in an elaborately staged
singing; and dancing act; .\<>al
Abel in blackface comedy; Ward
and Kaye In travesty, singing and
dancing. The eighth episode of
"The Crimson Stain Mystery,"
will be the motion picture fea-
ture of the bill.

SteaAers Tacoma and

Indianapolis for Seattlo
Leava Mun cl(jai Dock. Taco.

ma, 7:11, 9:00. 11.00 a in . 101
1:00, 6:00, 7:00. V 00 p. m

Leave Colman Dock Hen (tit,
;•()« 9:00, 11:00 a. m ; 1:00 3 01.» 00. 7:00. 9:15 p. m

Fastest and Finest Bletmrri
lis hi Hound Trim Imlly

B. 8. JOMCH. At»l.
Offices Municipal D.i, si Jui |

KAIOWIIM-KAI'OXVSIX.
VAOOMA ST.UiK

l.cnvcs Kutotivillo il nlj, ex-
cept Sunday, H n. m., 1 p. m.,
8::IO p. m. I.enve* RatOMWa
Sunday, 8 a. in., a i>. in., 7
p. in.

Leaven Tacoma daily, t; H.
m , 1 p. in.. 4 p. in. Loaves
'I'Hcoma Simiiiiy. m a. in., 4 p.
in., 0:15 p. in.

Siiiiinlny evening npecia| l*nvo«
I nininilli- 7 p. Mi.; leaves Ta-
coinu 7:15 p. m.

Htarta frcim Mrlioenfplil'a
store, 1 lUi »*t.. npp. postoffice.

Stand, Croft Hotel,
1510 !•.»< ifi. ,\ve.

MOOSE AITO HTAGB
Tacoma anil Velm.

Lakerlev?, Hillhurst, Greeiidal*.
Roy, MrKnnna.
M. T. MiI.ICS.

Leaves Tacoma 11 a. m. and
4:80 p. m.. Sundays 8 a. m
and 9:30 p. m. Leaves Yeln
7:30 a. m. and 1:30 p. m.. Sat-
urday nights 6:30 p. ni , anf
Sundays 4 p. m.

OLYMI'IA-TACOMA-DUPONT
BTAGB

LeaTM Tacoma ljeaven Olyinpta
Uonnelly llot«l Kne«land Hotel

e:(H) A. M. 8:00 A. M.
U:OO A. M. ):00 P. M.

1:00 P. M. 4:00 P. M.
4:OO P. M. 6IBOP. M.
0:00 P. M.

Subject to Chang* Without
Notice.

PHONE: MAIN 792


