
JUST put it up to a gentlemanly fellow and watch him
take to the tobacco that calls for a small sized chew.

A few facts like these appeal to his common sense:?
W-B CUT Chewing is rich tobacco. It's shredded, you

get next to all the good tobacco taste. The touch of
salt helps bring out the flavor. It's not sweetened and
flavored to death ?you don't have to keep grinding and
spitting.
Maat Vj WETMAN-BKUTON COMPANY. 50 Union Squre, New York GtT

BLOEDEL DONOVAN
LUMBER MILLS

Rough and Dressed Lumber
Lath and Shingles

Spruce and Cedar Siding, Floor and Ceiling
Doors, Windows, Knock Down Frames, Sanded Soft

Yellow Fir Inside Trim, Moulding and
Mill Work of Every Description.

Get Our Prices Before You Buy.

C. K. SMITH, Local Manager

FALL WEIGHT CLOTHES
FOR MEN

New complete line of clothing in fall styles and fall
weights, made by

HART, SCHAFFNER «Sc MARX
No advance in prices; all guaranteed fast color and

always satisfactory.

All New Hats and Furnishings.

GAGE-DODSON Co.
Beli...gham Home of HART SCHAFFNER & MARX CLOTHES

Corner Holly and Commercial Street Bellingham

WE MAKE THE LUMBER
from the timber and rough boards to the best finished

floors, ceilings, and door and window boards

IF YOU ARE GOING TO BUILD
either house, barn or anything, we want to figure on
your bill Back of our reputation is our big saw mill
plant and acres of timber. See us or telephoneto us

ROO & VANLEEUWEN LUMBER CO., LYNDEN

LYNDEN LUMBER CO.
MANUFACTURERS OF

Rough Timber and Dimension
Lumber of all sizes

Moulding
Lumber

Interior Trim
Sash and Doors
Porch Columns
Store Counters and Fixtures
Egg Crates and jF"ruitBoxes

of all kinds.

WE CAN FURNISH ALL MATERIAL FOR A
BUILDING COMPLETE- LET US FIGURE WITH

YOU.

Office and MillEast part of Town

OUR BOARD OF DIRECTORS

ARE ACTIVELYENGAGED

in directing the investments and loans ot this bank, and are vit-

ally interested in the upbuilding of each depositor's business.

In opening a Checking Account why not do so with this
bank, guided by men who make your interests theirs?

We'll welcome your account.

FIRST NATIONAL BANK
Bellingham, Wash

MEMBER FEDERAL RESERVE BANKING SYSTEM
CAPITAL AND SURPLUS - $300.000.00
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Then I'll
Come Back

to You
By LARRY EVANS

Author of
"Once to Every Man"

Q=D
Copyright. 1915. by the X K. Fly

Company

SYNOPSIS
Caleb Hunter and his sister Sarah wel-

come to tfceir home Stephen O'Mara. a
Homeless and friendless boy, starting from
ties wilJerneas to see the city.

Stephen crTtara catches a sllmrse Of
Barbara Allison The girl is rich. The
O'Mara boy fails i.-i love with her. 3hi>
a ten, he four.een

The boy and girl are In a patty that so
io town. Tbe old people watch with con-
.em the youth's growing attachment for
-fie £VPL

Caleb is much Impressed with the boys

ideas on the moving of timber. He pre-
dicts a great future for ttie lad.

O'Mara whips Archibald Wickersham In
a boyhood Beta over Barbara. Stie takes
Wickersharn's side, and Stephen leaves
for parts unknown, saying. "I'll come

back to you
"

i cars uar il:e boy returns as a man

la is v contractor Suruii welcomes him
arbara is n bejulifut woman
O'Mara eusperis there Is a plot to pre-

\u25a0 ent tils suv.-y--.ful completion of a rail-
oad and that Barbara Allison's father

and Wickersnam are in it.

< CONTINUED FUOM LAST WEEK)

ceaied"aistractn>n Tor tne fair flffßgbtcr
of the bouse. The hour has struck.
It's masks off?masks off from eyes
snd hearts."

He laughed again. White face
whiter still against the background of
his somber vestments, debonair and
drunkenly insecure in the saddle, Gar-

road and thundered off Into the night
' Is that true?" Steve asked quietly.
Sbe made no move to answer.
"Is that true?" his low and gentle

voice commanded this time. -You still
mean to?marry?him?"

"What 1 have done tonight 1 can
never hope to explain," sbe answered.
recovering herself. "I can only hope
that some day I may cease to despise
myself as utterly as you have taught

you. I mean to marry him. I shall
be proud to he bis wife."

Tbe light that streamed over her
shoulder fell full upon his face. She
saw tbe blood pour up. staining throat
and cheek and brow, and then ebb
away. She gave him time to answer.
but be did not speak, and suddenly she
knew whnt scene of another day he
was remembering. Her eyes dropped
to her imprisoned hand.

"You are detaining me," she said.
He released ber immediately, and yet

she did not move. Aud while she wait-
ed he turned and stoo|«ed and turned
to her again. She stood like stone
while he wrapped her fur edged
sappphire cloak about her and fas-
tened it close beneath her uptllted
chin. He waited, bare of head, in the
hedge gap until she bad crossed the
lawn to the bouse that lay a sprawling
glowworm In the darkness. A tumult
of voices leaped out to bim when he
opened the door?a lilting crash of
syncopated melody. And then it was
quiet again.

After a glimpse of his chiefs eyes
that night Fat Joe essayed not bo much
as one facetious protest against turn-
ing the fagged teltm homeward with
scarcely any rest at all. He remained as
quiet as that too quiet man beside him.

He fell to whistling later, and almost
Immediately his thin tenor was rolling
ahead of them through the black alley
between the pines, to continue in soul-
ful reiteration until the construction
ramp clearing loomed up ahead. Sud-
lenly Fat Joe tightened the-reins above
tbe fagged team; then he shot forward
and laid tbe whip across their tired
flanks ns they cleared tbe breastwork
of trees.

Steve's bead was Jerked backward
by tbe abruptness of their first plunge.

"Not all tr.y friends.'' his slow voice

drawled at iast, but even the words
I were tingei with donbt "Not all my

friends." hf said Silently the man
reached out sad found the hand which
had lain for a moment U|>on bis arm.

?'So you are?you." he murmured,

vh'ii liis fingers touched hers. "1

\u25a0v---i:'i - just sure." .

Suddenly unable to think quite clesr-
y. Parhara wondered at the new pulse
n her throat, which beat aud beat un
il it seemed not easy even to speak.

"Then it?must he you too." she fal-
e;ed. "1 wasn't sure, either, even

\u25a0vbpn I knew it must he. I'd begnn to
'>r»licve that you hadn't forgotten?that
row didn't care to ? ? ? Will yon
ilraso say that you forgive me?please

for something over which I have
ecu «orrler tlvin you can know?"
Hi* eyes clung to the velvety face of

hat slim girl decked ns Cinderella in
ilts of transparent slippers and shim
neriug. star edged white, until even
ii spite of the gloom the girl recogniz-
il the chnnge which had come creep-

on: over his face. She saw It surge up
In bis eyes?the old undisguised won-

\u25a0 lor oT the boy of ten years before, for

hi r mM that instant, sbe bad look-
I lv -aiii?but It was a man's wonder

r woman now. utter aud absolute and
ill enveloping. She caught ber breath
hen She touched ber Hps with a
luiiity tongue as though tbey had gone

try of a sudden. Involuntarily sbe
stepped toward him. that single pace
>vhii h she had fallen away. And
above the tumult of ber own senses
ihe beard herself trying to laugh and
realized bow unsteady the effort was.

"Then you do forgive me?" sbe

breathed. "Do I?pass Inspection? Do

rou like me?in my masquerade?"
"There was never need of a fairy

godmother for you." be told her, his

voice grave. "There was never need
if a transforming miracle. You have

i been that always yourself. And you
are not permitted to ask forgiveness

| from me nor pardon. Men do not ad
; mit that there can be need of that
where they have worshiped as long as
I have worshiped you. You knew I

j was coming. I've been coming ten

| years now. But you can never know
'? plther bow long ten years can be."

The words were blurred as a far off
! echo in ber ears. She started to speak.
but all that she would have said caught

lin her throat and hurt her, and only
! tier unsteady breath came from panel

j Hps. But when at her inarticulate ef

\u25a0\u25a0 fort at speech he bent his head to her
i swiftly upflung face her whole slender
\ bod? tightened at the rough contact of
i Mile flannel against her cheek. Almost

j 'icrore they hel l her she struggled
madly from the circle of his arms

. White of face, white of lip, she broke
away from him and darted through

! the gap in the hedge only to shrink
; back again-'t him In panic the next in-

stant before tbe black shape upon a

i blacker horse between her and tbe
lights.

He was gazing In their direction?the
: man upon the horse. He was laughing

| softly. And when be thrust back the
j black cowl that bid his face and began

Ito speak Stephen O'Mara recognized
1 that terribly pale, terribly drawn face.

I Garry Devereau rocked a little in the
; saddle and waved a gracefully un

j ! steady band,
j "Blessings, my chUdren." he called to

the two in tbe shadow, and his tongue

nas not thick, but only wavering. "My
I felicitations. And, c'en though I know

not your identity, still I may sense
your fond confusion. And yet why

blush, dear unknowns? 'Tis lv the air
tonight. Even I myself have yielded
to apirlt of frivolity. Two hours ago 1

i appeared masked In these dingy vest-
ments as Dove's Young Dream, but
with me the mood has passed. Fellow

, romancers, you have witnessed a meta.

| morphosis. You are now gazing upon
1 the Wrath of God about to thunder
forth npon a cool black charger. I
merely paused to bid you haste inside
lest you mlfs the crux of the evening.
When I withdrew the Hon. Archie was

1 already Rearcfc tag with bravely CQB-

and then he saw what Fat Joe had
seen a second before. High up on the
hillside there was a light glowing front
the windows of the shack which served
the chief engineer of the East Coast Job
as office and domicile too. While Fat
Joe laid on the whip a man came hur-
tling past the outflunc door, sprang te
his feet and. running low to the
ground, disappeared Into tbe blackness
of the brush. Joe swung the horses up

In a galloping curve and with one cat-

like leap. Incredibly light for a man of
his chunky build, wns down from the
seat and crashing through the bushes
on the trail of that fugitive whose
noisy flight had already become a faint
crackle iv the distance.

Flame poured from Fut Joe's revolv-

er. Two whiplike reports shattered tbe
night quiet before Stephen O'Mara
moved. Then he lifted himself heavily

from the 6eat. Something nuzzled his
shoulder while he stood listening to tbe
diminishing tumult of the pursuit, and
even before be turned he knew what
it was. lie pnused a moment to stroke
the soft nose of the black horse stand-
tag there with reins a-trail. It was
Ragtime, wet with lather and caked
with dust. But even then he was not
prepared for tbe sight which met him
when he entered the shack. Seconds
must have passed while he stood star-
ing from the threshold, for Fat Joe

came putting back from his fruitless
chase in time to see him bend and lift

a black robed, lifelessly limp body
from the floor and stagger with it to-

ward a bunk. Fat Joe's steady flow of

profanity, oddly, double vicious in his
thin, complaining voice, was checked
abort He. too. stood and stared from

the doorway?stood and lifted his nose
and sniffed.

ret Devereau tore out into tbe main

me to at this minute. And since you
choose to regard it now as your right
to ask that question I'll answer it for

"Blettlngm, my children," he called to
the 'two in tha shadow.

boru. be MM, "ana now rin~a gv3uV

to play yourn. blue chips and white
and yello"."

And while be talked he \u25a0worked, for
it was Fat Joe who gave the orders
that night. He called for ammonia foi

brandy, for a balf dozen drugs from
tbe camp hospital chest, and each of
them Steve brought in an automatic
fashion that finally penetrated even
Fat Joe's professional pleasure in the
struggle.

?\u25a0Friend of yourn?" he asked in an
Interval while they rested.

"A friend." Steve repeated with a
tightening of his Jaws, and Joe knew
what that tone meant

Before daybreak there came an hour
when Garry Devereau lifted himself
upou one elbow and opened his eyes to
stare half wildly, but very sanely,

about the room. His gaze flitted won
derlngly from wall to wall before It
rested, fesrfully fixed, upon Steve's
brown face. Instantly be looked away,

flinching)?, and met Kat Joe's voluml
nous grin?and looked back again, cun
uingly cautious. Finally be reached
out a timid, blue veined, pitifully un
steady baud and plucked at Steve's
blue flannel sleeve. And his words
were an echo of those which Stephen
O'Mara had heard before that night

from other Hps.
"Then you?\u25a0 re yon." he framed the

words laboriously. "I wasn"t sure?

even when I knew It must be."
Aud Garry Devereau tried to smile

1 his slow smile of sophistry.
?\u25a0Greetings. Sir Galahad:" he falter-

ed "And how are you. Steve ?and
who might your?fat friend be?"

CHAPTER IX.

Doctor and Patient.

QAT JOE leaned over and drew
a blanket a little higher

across the sleeping man's

shoulder, while Steve eontlu-

i ued silently to study Garry's face.

, Even In unconsciousness a faintly
I crooked smile of skepticism still clung

to the lips.
??It was like him." Steve remarked

at last very soberly. "Somehow the

minute he t<egan to speak I knew It
was exactly tbe sort of thing I expect
ed liitu to say. The probability of

death is a much more amusing pros-

pect to some men, .loe. than the per-
plexity of living."

Fat Joe flashed a swift, half puzzled

glance at his chief s face. He : »irted
to ask a question, then scowled and

checked himself and turned Instead to

kindle a fire In the stove of the lean-

to kitchen of the cabin. But a half
hour later he was still murmuring the

last phrase over to himself perplexed-

ly when Steve came leading the horse

Ragtime up to the open door. Saddled
and with reins a-trail, the animal bad
been wandering throughout the night
about tbe upper end of the construc-

tion camp clearing. At the sound of

hoofbeats outside Fat Joe left the
stove and the half cooked breakfast
he had set himself to prepare.

"So thnt's the way one of >m come."
"Seems to be our night for callers,"

be remarked, with bad mildness, "and.
say, this one's got a |ieach of a load."

Then Garry Devereau's bead rolled
over, ghastly loose and slack, and the

plump one caught sight of a ragged

gash In tbe senseless man's temple.
"So-o, that's It'/" be droned, aud his

complaining voice was deadly again.

| "So that's It! But he wasn't so far
gone that he couldn't put up a tidy lit-

| tie battle, was he? Funny about thHt,

! too. but I could always do my best lit-

tle Jobs of man handling when I was

J about half ~ver myself."
His pale eyes swept the floor. He

I pounced forward and recovered a sheaf
\u25a0 of blue prints from a corner.

"This. I take It." be muttered, "was

what they was arguing about when we
busted lv. Steve, them's our bridge es-
timates?and there want no copies of

! 'em either. It wouldn't take us more'n

j two weeks to replace 'em neither?not
j more'n two precious, priceless weeks.

I I'm only hoplu' now that when our
! other caller, who seems to waut them
| more than we do, calls again, I'll be

j here myself to entertain him with tea

or somethin'. I'd plumb bate to seem

!so Inhospitable as not to be borne,

twice hand runnln', to visitors."
"Maybe that was a tidy little battle

while it lasted." Fat Joe continued,

"but it ain't deuce high alongside this
fight we've got on our bands right
now. For he's just as near over aa I'd
care to see a man. unless It was some
one I'd a little prefer dead! It ain't
that scratch on the head that's got

him slippin'. either." Joe paused fID(3

nirned to address Garry Devereau's
still wnite face itself. "You sat In an

\u25a0 backed niy game like a gentleman

he murmured. "I vras wondering

aome. Last night I didn't notice the

horse, being a mite too hurried to give
ample attention to details, as it were.

But ain't?ain't this one of Allison's
horses?"

"No. Joe." Steve answered heavily.

"He Is from Allison's staMes. but we

hare him to thank. Just the same,

along with Garry, for our blue prints

and estimates. It was Mr. Devereau
whom he brought up here last night

and In fairly good time. I should judge,
too, from the pace at which tbey set

out. Garry turned him Into the hill
road, and he must have stuck to it

blindly nntil he struck our fork."
And, after a longer pause. "The horse
is Miss Allison's own property," he

added quietly.
Joe pursed his lips. Instantly at tbe

mention of th? girl's name he felt him-
self better equipped to understand
both the lack of Immediate action and
the seeming preoccupied indifference
of his superior which, in the face of
the night's developments, would have

been otherwise utterly unsccountsble
that morning.

The probable nearness of him who
had ?one bounding away empty hand-
ed from the lighted shack was of far

| less moment than the possible Identity

of tbe one who had furnished the In-

; splration of that night raid. And to
[ Steve the need of assuring that tall
' girl with the vivid lips and coppery
hair of Garry Devereau's safety bulk-

ed qnlte as Important aa did the ad-
visability of seeking immediately an

Informal interview with Dciter AW
Bon, such as tbe latter himself ha;"i so
Cent"''"- »n--r<-»oJ

(To be continued next week)

PAGE SEVEN

RALPH B. LeCOCQ
LAWYER

CTTSEV. VMH>OTO>

Drawing of Wills and All
Probate Matters a Specialty.

Mondays Rpflerred For Attending Probate
Court in Bellingham.

DAIRY RECORDS at Tribune office.
I cents each. 60 cents doseo.

If you want to sell it, try a Trib-
ine Want Ad.

Dr. R. A. REEVE
Veterinarian

Day and Night Service Phone 52
Office and Hospital at Cyr's Livery

EVERSON . WASHINGTON

DR. B. V. MOUNTER

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON

Offlca Over Lynden State Bank

LTSDtH. WASMZsTOTOV

F. L. WOOD, M. D.
Physician and Surgeon

ACCOUCHEUR
Obstetrics a Specialty

Imaaa. Wash.

Plenty of
Money

to loan on improved farm land
at lowest rate. If you need
money, write, telephone or

call on

MILLER & WATTAM
J. A. Miller L. E. Wattam
1323 Dock St., Bellingham

We Treat Your Laundry Right.

New Method-Cascade Laundry
HENRY & POWERS,

AGENTS

Old Eyes Grow
Young

when fitted with onr glasses.

People who are past the
middle age should give ihelr
eyes the beet of attention if
they wish «o retain reason-
ably good eyesight. Make-
shift glasses will not do ?

in many cases poor glasses
are worse than none.

We are equipped by long
experience to fit you with
glasses that will correct
your defeett, of vision and
give you an unexpected de-
gree of comfort. It doesn't
pay to tak; chances with
the doubtful kind.

WILBER GIBBS
Optician.

New Baak Building.

Bellingham. Waah.


