
SOME LIKE IT HOT
SOME LIKE IT COLD

So we are ready to serve

either warm or cold lunches

at all hours. Hot chocolate,

hot chili, hot tomales -all de-

licious. Try them.

Lynden
Confectionery

Everybody's and Tbe Tribune?Regu

lar price $3.00. Our special price

Beware of Loose
Lenses

To the uninitiated, it may
seem that a loose lens 's a
trivial affair. And in :x>me
cases it is.

But with sorre eye defects
having the lensts in the cor-
rect optical position before
tbe eyes is of great import-
ance. The above i'lustrat'on
plainly indicates what hap-
pens when the lens becomes
loosened.

We are glad to make H'Ve
adjustments such i<a 'Lighten-
ing a lens or replacing a
screw without charge. Just
drop in any time, even
though you did not get your
glasses here.

WILBER GIBBS
Optician.

New Bank Building.

Bellingham, Wash.

Van Zon & Powers
SANITARY BARBER SHOP

A clean hot towel for
each customer

Ooposite Farmers' Mercantile Co.

LYNDEN BARBER SHOP
BTEXT D GOB TO POST OrFICE.

First Class Bartering
Shears Ground Umbrellas Mended
Agency for Pacific Steair Laundry

PACIFIC STEAM LAUNDRY
CBAI. EBBOX.TA. FrepT.

Established 1889
We Are Always at your Service

BeUlngham, Wash.

THE LYNDEN BAEBEI SHOP

Is agent for ua In Lynden. Leave
your handles at their barber shop and
your wants will be promptly attended

to.

DR B. V. MOUNTER
PHYSICIAN and SURGEON

Office Over Lynden State Bank

XjYXDEN. WASHUrOTOH

DR. C. H McLEOD
DENTIST

Office Over Lynden State Bank

ITHDIM, WAfJKXHOIOaI

Fraley & Son
TINSMITHS

FURNACE WORK
PLUMBING

TINNIIFO
Heating Stoves of All K'nd«

Prompt Attention to Stove R*Pa ring

If in Need of a New Heating Stove
Give Me a Oall?l Can Pleaae

You Bo'.h as to Quality
and Price

SYNOPSIS
Old Cyrus Martin, the head of the Amer-

ican aoap trust, makes a bet of 130,000 witha friend. John Clark, a rival soapmaker.
that his (Martin's) son Rodney would be
making more money at the end of a year
than Clark's son Ellery.

Martih~takeaTiis pretty secretary. Mary
Grayson. Into his confidence and enlists
her co-operation. Rodney has baen aspendthrift, and the father wants to make
him reform and gro to work.

Rodney defies his father, and Mary ladeeply touched at the lad s genuine affec-tion for her. Mary makes a financial bar-
Bain with Martin to encouraee the son toCo to work.

(Continued from last week)

"You've pot an aeroplane, haven't
you?" inquired Peale plaintively.

"Yes?but"? began Rodney. "Let's
go upstairs then," he added as an after-
thought.

He knew Peale of old and that Ifhe
got started there was nothing that
could hush his voice for other mem-
bers, in the big room in the Forty-
fourth street side upstairs they would
be unmolested at this hour of the morn-
ing. Peale followed him in a docile
manner.

"Then everything's all right," said
Peale eagerly. "Now, you abduct tbe
leading lauy? Julia Clark?tomorrow
night In your aeroplane?elope with
ber."

"What?"
"Sure! Some Rtunt too. Never been

done. Julia's all for it She's game
for any press gag"?

"Cut 1 couldn't do such a thing as
that," protested Rodney.

"Certainly you can," said Peale.
"I'm telling you Julia 'II stand for it
?a bird of a story. Why, you're up in
the air with the leading lady. The
next night standing room only to catch
a look at the girl you're stuck on. I
can see the headlines now, 'Soap King's
Son Takes New Star Among the Stars
With Flashlights."'

"But it's out of the question," said
Rodney. "I wouldn't do it that's
aIL I'm not backing down from help-
ing you, but there's some one who
might object"

"A girl?" asked Peale acutely.
Rodney nodded.
"1 guess it's cold," Peale concluded.

"Girls are funny about their beaux do-
ing a little Innocent think like eloping
with some other girl."

"Why don't you try somebody else?"
suggested Rodney.

"I bave! You were my last card.
Well, I'm fired!" said Peale, with an
air of finality.

It was a stunt that would bave kept
things going, he protested, but now-
well, the show was so bad that people
wouldn't even go to see it on a pass.
They would have to close Saturday,
and as for Ambrose Peale, he was out
Rodney did not believe that an obvious
faked up He like that would have done
any good, be said. He'd feel very un-
comfortable at not being able to oblige
an old friend otherwise.

"1 know it's advertising," be said,
"but"-

"You bet it's advertising," began

Peale, warming up. "What made the
leading actresses? Advertising."

"But that sort of advertising can't be
of real value," said Rodney negligently.

"Oh. you're one of those wise guys

who don't believe In advertising, are

you?" said Peale, expostulating and ex-
pounding. "Now, don't get me talking
advertising. That's where I live,

where I have my town bouse and

country estate, my yncbts and motors.

That's my home. Maybe you think
love is Important Piffle! Advertising,

my boy; the power of suggestion, the
psychology of print Some old gink, a

professor of psychology, showed forty

Vassnr girls tbe other day two sam-
ples of satin, one blue, one pink, same
grade, same value, same artistic
worth. One he described as a delicate
warm old rose; the other he called a

faded blue. He asked tbem to choose

their favorite. Girls picked the old
rose. Why? Because they'd been told

It wns wiirm and delicate. No faded

blue for theirs. What did It? Power

of suggestion?advertising."
"You seem to know something about

It" Rodner said aloud
"I not only seem to, I do, Peale

agreed "Just before 1 met you 1 told

a young fellow downstairs that 'The

Belle of Broadway' wns the biggest

bit in town. Ask blm to go to the thea-
ter, give him his choice and I'll bet

you $4 to a fried egg he picks The

Belle of Broadway.' Advertising!"

"I don't believe It" Rodney pro-

tested.
"Well, try it And, say. what makes

jou go to the theater yourself? I'U

tell you. It's what you've read about

the play or what some fellow's told

you."
"Why, I suppose that's true, said

Rodney, beginning to be convinced a

little. "But I never read advertise-

ments." _

"Oh, you don't, eh? Say, what kind

of garters do you wear?"

"Why, let me see. The ?," said

Rodney.

CHAPTER VI.
Chasing Capital.

IT PAYS TO
ADVERTISE!
m Bill

Novelized by Samuel Field \
From the Successful Play by

Roi Cooper Megrue and Walter Hackett
"Exactly," said Peale. "What do

you know about 'em? Nothing. Are

"An actor? I should say not I'm a
press agent."

they any better than any other garter?

You don't know?l don't know, but all
my life ev«ry magazine I've ever look-
ed into has bad a picture of a man's
leg with a certain kind of garter on It,

the . So when I go into a store to

buy a pair of garters 1 just naturally
say . So do you. You don't read
advertisements? Botl"

"But"? said Bodney.
"No 'but' about it," answered Peale.

"Advertising's responsible for every-
thing. When Bryan advertised grape

Juice do you know that its sale vwent
up C52 gallons a day ?"

"You don't really mean it?"
"I do."
"But UT>2 gallons. How do you know

it was 052?" asked Rodney.
"I'll let you into a little secret" con-

fided Peale. "I don't know a thing
about grape juice?and as long as my
health and strength keep up I hope I
never shall?but if I said I'd read In o
newspaper that tbe sale bad gone up
G52 gallons you wouldn't have doubted
it, would you?"

"No, I suppose I shouldn't" Rodney
agreed.

"And you'd have told somebody else,
and he'd have believed you too," went
en Peale.

THAT kind of eggs do yon
%/»/ eat?" Peale asked Rodney,
y y "Why. ben's eggs, of

course," Rodney laughed
"Hid you ever cat a duck egg?" ask-

ed Peale.
"Why, no." said Rodney. "At any

rate, not often."
"Do you know anything against the

duck?"
"No."
"Exactly. When a duck lays an egg

lt'a a fool and keeps quiet about It

but when a hen does, my boy?cluck,
cluck, all over tbe place. Advertising!
8o you eat hen's eggs."

"You're beginning to convince me,"
laughed Rodney. He was beginning
to get excited

"Yon really believe that with proper
advertising you could build up a great
business?" he asked.

"Believe! Look around you. Every-
thing's lining it." declared Peale.

"Do you want to work for me?"
"Sure! Now."
"What's your salary?" asked Rod-

ney, tbe new business man.
"I've been getting $00, but I'm

worth $75," said Peale quickly.
"I'll give you $100." Rodney told

him
"What's your business?counterfeit-

ing?" asked Peale skeptically.
"No, it's"? began Rodney.
"Don't tell me," Peale interrupted

"As long as It doesn't send me to state
prison or tbe chair It's all right
Could I bave about $25 advance on sal-
ary now?"

"Oh, all right" said Rodney, hand-
ing blm tbe money.

"Just as an evidence of good faith,"
Peale explained, counting the crisp
bills. "Well, now, I'm working for
you. What business are you in?" be
began again.

"The soap business," said Rodney
boldly.

"Nice clean business. With father?"
asked Peale. grinning.

"Against him." explained Rodney,
"onr saia reaie.
Rodney reminded hlnj that be and
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"You sac father says I can't earn $5 a
week."

paper rose on the lid," said Peale
?'But what shall we call it?"

"Old rose." suggested Rodney after
s moment

" "Rotten?aoesn't mean anything," re-

jected Peale.
"Let's think," said Rodney.

?"I am thinking. I never stop," said

rather bad bad a quufrei, anu
i'eale agreed very sympathetically that
fathers were very unreasonable these
days.

Finally Peale commented, "Do you
know why your father is the soap

king?"
"I suppose because be controls all the

soap business in tbe country except
one." said Rodney.

"Exactly, and the way be keeps con-
trol of it is by buying out all his live
competitors. And now here's a blue

ribbon champion of tbe world scheme.
Why don't we make good and sell out
to father?"

"No; I don't care to do that I want
to make good myself," said Rodney.

"Well, if father is_forced to buy you
out, isn't that enough? What do you
want?" asked Peale.

"I've got to be a success myself. I've
got to show father and?Miss Gray-
son." explained Rodney. He went on
further:

"You see father says I can't earn $5
a week."

"He isn't right, is he?" queried Peale.
"No, sir; you'll see," Rodney answer-

ed proudly.
"I hoi>e so," said Peale dryly. "At

that it's a pretty tough job selling soap

If father's against us."
"1 suppose It Is," Rodney agreed.
When poor Rodney trotted out the

story of the cookbook Peale wanted
to know If lie was "kidding him," but
grew less skeptical when he heard all
there was to hear about the cheapest
soap In the world It was a good line,

be said, the cheapest soap. How could
they use it? be inquired, pausing and
thinking deeply, while Rodney was
lost in business meditation too.

Suddenly Rodney called out:
"Peale, I've got an entirely different

Idea."
"Well, don't be selfish. Share It with

me," said his partner.
"Why do the people Jam the cabarets

where they only serve champagne,"
began Rodney excitedly. "Why do
they crowd the restaurants where they
put up a rope to keep you out? Why
do they sit in the sixteenth row In tbe

orchestra when they could have the
third row in the balcony? Why do
they buy imported clothes? Why do
they ride in French automobiles? Be-
cause they're better? No; because
they're expensive?because they cost

more money. So all the sbeep think
tbey ought to be better. My boy.
listen?'the most expensive soap In the
world P "

"My boy, I could kiss you!" cried
Peale delightedly. "A pupil after my
own heart?so cents a cake!" cried
Tcale.

"A dollar, and we'll make It a warm,
delicate old rose." sang Rodney.

"Each cake In a separate box, with a

Peale.
"The soap that made Plttsbnrgn

clean," said Rodney.

"Too long. Ton need something

catchy."
"I had an Idea awhile ago," eald

Rodney-"the People's Soap."
"Not Ifyou're going to catch the rich

boobs," said Peale.
Then suddenly Rodney remembered

tbe legend In the old cookbook and
cried out:

"Wall, wait! Listen! Listen close!
The 13 Soap. Unlucky for Dirt"

"Son." Raid Fenle Joyously, "tt's all
over. The oM.man'U be on hia knees
In a month."

"We open the office Monday." Bod-
ney sang oat

"Where's tbe<'offlee7" Peale inquired.
"Let's get one/ said Rodney.

"With furniture and everything,"
said Peale, "and.' say. you'd better call
np your tailor .and order a> couple of
business suits."

After this manner began the busi-
ness of the great 13 Soap Company,

which was to bring the King
Cyrus Martin to his knees\and make

Rodney a rich man In his own right
so be could marry Mary Grtfx»on.

The office of the aoap company was
opened with Mary working' for the

concern.
From time to time an .undersecretary

or subtypewrlter stuck her head
through the door and announced some
one. This young person opened the
door now suddenly and announced with
mingled glee and curiosity:

"Tbe Countess de Bowreen!"
Money, when you are chasing It up

in the form of capital, Is a real will o'
the wisp. Now you see it within your
grasp, and again your gaze is quite

blank. None of tbe three conspirators
in the room realized-what was to come
of the French and titled lady's Jnler-
ruption and only looked upon her as

an inconvenient bore, to be disposed rf>f
as best could be.

"Oh, that dreadful woman again,"
sighed Mary.

The countess entered'and came over
to Rodney at once, speaking to him in
French:

"Vousetee Monsieur Martin?" she
cooed.

Rodney nodded.
"Ah, cher Monsieur Martin?Je suis

encbantee de vous voir."
"The dame's loony," saidlPeale in an

aside to Mary.
"No; she's French," said Mary. "She

wanted to see your father, and she
doesn't speak English. 1 saw her up

at the house."
"Well, let her talk to me." Rodney

announced, remembering that he had
taken a course in elementary French at

Harvard.
"Say, can you speak French,?" asked

Peale, surprised and impressed by his

new partner's accomplishments.
"Not very we4l. but 1 can under-

stand It." said Rodney. Then, going
over to tbe countess, be said blankly
In English, "Fire ahead."

? "Eh?" said the rountess.
"Let me see. Oh, yes?parlez," stut-

tered Rodney.
"Ah, mon Dieu?enfln?vous?compre-

nez Francals?" began the* countess de-
lightedly.

"Oui," said Rodney.
"You're immense, kid," put in Peale.
Tbe one French word was enough to

start up the countess at her T)est gait
"Je suis Madame la Gomtesse de

Beaurlen?Je desire parler a Monsieur
Martin apropos dcs affaires dv savon.
Je voudrals obbenlr l'agence dv savon
Martin pour la France," she rattled off
In one breath.

"Walt a minute?wait a minute,"
said Rodney.

"What did she say?" asked Mary.
"She's a speedy spieler, all right,"

said I Vale.
"Would you mind saying that over,

and say it slow?" asked Rodney of the
countess.

"Eh?" said that lady again.
"Oh, repetez ca s'tl vous plait?lente-

ment," stumbled Rodney.
"Je suis Madame la Comtesse de

Beaurlen?Je desire obtenlr l'agence dn
savon Martin pour/la France? le peux
dormer clnquante mllle francs pour
cette agence."

"Oul," said Rodney, quite pleased
with himself, upon which tbe countess
was off again:

"Et enfin?vioulez vous arranger cette
affaire pour mol? J'ai beaucoup de
references. Je suis rlche; Je suis bien
connue a Paris."

"Wait a minute?wait a minute," pro-
tested Rodney. Then, turning to Peale,
he Interrupted plausibly:

"She wants the agency for father's
soap for France and is willing to pay
50,000 francs for the concession."

"How much Is that hi real money?"
asked Peale qulcldy.

"Ten thousand dollars," said Rodney.
"Had I better tell your father?" ask-

ed Mary. But Rodney bad an Inspira-
tion.

"No, no! Why not keep father out of
this? We'll sell her the agency for
the 13 Soap. Tbat'd be another ten
thousand for us. Peale, she's a gift
from the gods!"

"Go to It" said Peale, elated.
"But how can you sell her your agen-

cy?" objected the prudent Mary.
"I don't know. How can I?" won-

dered Rodney.
"Ifonly Marie were here to interpret

for us!" sighed Mary.
The three partners looked at each

other helplessly. They felt as If there
were something hovering around that
ought not to be allowed to get away,
and yet it still eluded them.
"I suppose Marie's the French maid"

aald Peale. "Doesn't sbe ever come to
tbe office? It might pay as to send np
for her. Get a taxi. Bay one, to get
$10,000 back on it"

But as luck would have it Marie her-
self burst through the door at this mo-
2ient. vlolentliAt the. und»r-
recretary In her native gibberish. She
r.as another gift from heaven, said
Rodney. It was the work of a few
minutes to Introduce thg two eoiuD%-

CHAPTER VII.

The Qre»t Campaign.

PAGE SEVK*

.mi and turn Uicui 1ooo« uu «s*ca

other. Rodney bundled theni into it

?tde room so the rest could hear them-
selves think, he said Then he sent

Mary and Peale after them. Mary, on
second thought, to transisre I'eale*

slang and Marie to put tt Into French
Suddenly a door opened, and he

started guiltily, but his fears turned
to hope when he saw Mr. William

Smith coming In. Old Uncle William
Smith, one of the oldest friends of tbe

family, had been one of the capital

possibilities he had had in mind.
Mr. Smith was not really an uncle,

but bore that title only by way of cour-
tesy. Rodney's mother and Mrs. Smith

bad been at school togethe' ntV their
children. In the tender years when the

real and tbe pretended are not clear to
them In the matter of uueles, had al-

ways looked upon their elders as re-
lated Uncle WUliam Smith, when

Rodney was a boy, used to make t»

great show of looking through all hU
pockets to see U be had a nickel In

them for him. Would he find anything

now? He would tackle Uncle William

for *10j000. Would he fall? Well, he

could try.
Peale stuck bis head through the door

at this moment to catch Rodney's eye

and execute a large and on tbe whole
encouraging wink apropos of tha

It Was tha Work of a Few Minutes to

Turn Them Loos* on Each Other.

French Interview. Rodney gave anoth-
er wink to Peale that satd volumes
about Mr. Smith.

"That's all now, Mr. Peale," said
Rodney, raising bis voice.

"Yes, sir, I understand," said Peale,
winking again. "He takes OO.UOO ahares
at par."

"Yes, quite right," said Rodney aa
Peale's head disappeared.

"Who the deuce is that, Rod?" asked
Mr. Smith briskly.

"Oh, one of my staff," said Rodney
carelessly.

"One of your what?" asked Mr.
Smith, amazed.

"My staff; I've gone into business,"
said Rodney.

"You've done what?" asked Mr.
Smith, laughing uproariously.

"Gone Into business. I'm a business
man," repeated Rodney.

"That's the funniest thing I've ever
heard of," said Mr. Smith.

"W THOUGHT I'd like to borrow ten
I ?say a few thousand dollars,"
J[ said Rodney, gulping at Mr.

Smith.
"No, sir; not a cent," said Mr. Smith.
"Perhaps five thousand" amended

Rodney.
"If it was for a new club or some

tomfoolery, In a minute, but to put
Into your business, ltd be just throw-
ing It away. Why don't you get your
father to back you?"

"Father and I don't agree on the val-
ue of advertising."

"Ob, that's it, and you expect me to
do what your father won't?"

"Well, I thought as a friend of the
family," stuttered Rodney.

"You were wrong. Where is your fa-
ther?" asked the friend of the family.

"In there I guess," said Rodney.
"I want to sec blm. I guess bell

think this is aa funny as I do," Mr.
Smith laughed, going out, leaving Rod-
ney sunk dejectedly in a chair.

"Well?" asked Peale coming tn again.
"He wouldn't give me a cent," said

Rodney.
"He wouldn't? Well, be sounds like

your father's oldest friend."
"What about the countess?" Rodney

Inquired.
"Oh, I got her," said Peale proudly.
"You did? Ten thousand dollars?"
"Fifteen thousand Pretty good,

what?"
"Good? Why, why, I'll hnve to raise

your salary," said Rodney.
"Thanks; I supposed you would"

said Peale complacently.
"Where's the money?" asked Rod-

ney.
"We don't get It till next week," ex-

plained Peale.
"Ob:" said Rodney dejectedly. "But

we must bave some more cash to start
with."

Teale meanwhile must have left the
ladles in some suspense or else they
missed his cheery company, for pres-
ently Mary came back and said tbe
countess wanted to know bow much
longer she must wait.

"Coming now," said Peale "Shall I
sjgn

(To be continued next week)

Dairy Herd Recorda at Tribun
office?SO cents dozen.

If you want to sell It. try a
Tribune Wast Ad,


