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SYNOPSIS 
SbsMon, owner of Berando plantation, 

though desperately 111, overawes and con
trol 300 bead hunting Solomon Wanders 
by tore© of win and weapons. Chief Selee 
calls with forty men. 

Be returns Arunga, a runaway laborer. 
Sheldon has Arunga and BUly whipped to 
euall a mutiny. His sickness Increases. 
His partner, Hughle, and many laborers 
die. 

Joan Lackland, a pretty girl, arrives 
with her crew of Tahltlans. Sheldon be
comes unconscious, and she takes charge 
of things. 

She to a self reliant American girl, a 
lover of adventure, a native of Hawaii 
and an orphan. Her ship has been 
wrecked. She proves to Sheldon that she 
can shoot 

She resents his friendly suggestions, and 
they quarrel. She makes it plain that sne 
is not matrimonially Inclined. She and 
Sheldon save two black women from 
death. 

The savage laborers demand the women. 
Sheldon attempts to discipline them, and 
Joan shoots a native and saves his life. 
She scolds him for making her shoot 

Satan, a savage flog, arrives. Despite 
8heldon's warnings Joan goes to explore 
an Island she contemplates buying. Finan
cial difficulties threaten Sheldon. 

HolallslnlovFwItH Joan. Xeft alone 
by Sheldon. Joan has trouble with Uo-
goomy and other natives. Armed savages 
arrive, and danger threatens Sheldon and 
Joan. 

Joan routs them with a fate dynamite 
cartridge, and Satan drives them Into 
trees. Their chief Is punished. Morgan 
and Raff have Sheldon In their power. 

Joan offers to become his partner. His 
mention of conventionalities angers her. 
She needs no chaperon, she says. Sheldon 
finally accepts her as his partner. 

Tudor and Von Bllz. gold seekers, arrive 
on the Martha. Joan and Tudor seem to 
Interest each other. Sheldon becomes Jeal
ous. 

Joan starts for Australia with her crew 
to buy a schooner, but stops at Ouvutu 
and buys the Martha, which has been 
wrecked, for a mere trifle. 

Captain Auckland tells how ah* did It 
and applauds her cleverness. Captain 
Oleson tells how she took the Fllbberty 
Gibbet away from him to save the Mar
tha. 

Joan returns with the Martha In good 
condition. Her white assistants describe 
her business shrewdness. Sheldon refuses 
to tot her run the Martha. 

Sheldon proposes marriage, but Joan re
buff* him. They agree to continue as 
partners and friends. They discover a 
largo number of hidden flrearmi. 

Oogoomy attacks Joan, who escapes and 
warns Sheldon. Oogoomy flees with other 
savages, and 8heldon pursues. Bushmen 
murder all of Tudor's party except Tudor. 

(Continued from yesterday) 
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OMAPTHB XZIL 
MODERN DCEUNQ. 

BARELY had Sheldon retched 
the Balesuna. when be heard 
the faint report of a dis
tant rifle and knew it was 

the signal of Tudor, giving notice 
that be bad reached tbe Berande. 
turned about, and was coming back. 
Sbeldon fired bis rifle into tbe air in 
answer, and In turn proceeded to ad
vance. He moved as In a dream, ab
sent mindedly keeping to tbe o|>en 
beach.' Tbe thing was so preposterous 
that he bad to struggle to realize it. 
and he reviewed in bis mind tbe con-
venation with Tudor, trying to find 
some clew to tbe common sense of 
what he was dong. He did not want 
to kill Tudor. Because that man bad 
blundered in his love making was no 
reason that be. Sheldon, should take 
his life. Then what was it all about*; 
True, tbe fellow bad insulted Joan by 
his subsequent remarks and been 
knocked down for it, but because be 
had knocked blm down was no rea
son that be should now try to kill him. 

In this fashion be covered a quarter 
of the distance between tbe two riv-

. era. when it dawned upon him that 
Tudor was not on the beach ac all. Of 
course not He was advancing, ac
cording to the terms of tbe agreement. 
In the shelter of tbe cocoanut trees. 
Sbeldon promptly swerved to the left 
to seek similar shelter, wben tbe faint 
crack of a rifle came to bis ears, and 
almost immediately tbe bullet strik
ing the hard sand a hundred feet be
yond blm, rlcocbetted and whined on
ward in a second flight, convincing 
him that preposterous and unreal as 
It was, it was. nevertheless, a sober 
fact It had been intended for bim. 
l e t even then it was bard to believe 

keeping now to the shelter of the 
trees, he went forward another qoar-

E> of a ml*. If Tudor had advanced 
th equal speed they should have 

come together at that point and Shel
don concluded that tbe other was cir
cling. Tbe difficulty was to locate 
faun. The rows of trees, running at 

slight angles, enabled him to see along 
only one narrow avenue at a time. His 
enemy might be coming along the next 

'avenue or i be next to right or left He 
might he a hundred feet away or half 
a mile. Sheldon plodded on and de 
dded that tbe old stereotyped duel was 
far simpler and easier than this pro
tracted hide and seek affair. He. too. 
tried circling, in the hope of cutting the 
other's circle: but without catching a 
ejtlmnae- of him. ho anally emerged 

-ajHin a freeb rjeariag where tbe young 

trees; waist mgnv affbl«ed~mrie~Bhel-
ter and less hiding, .lust as he emerged, 
stepping out a pace, a rifle cracked to 
his right, and, though be did not bear 
the bullet In passing, the thud of It 
came to bis ears wben it struck a palm 
trunk farther on. 

He sprang back Into tbe protection of 
the larger trees. Twice be bad ex
posed himself and been fired at. while 
he bad failed to catch a single glimpse 
of bis antagonist A slow anger be
gan to burn in him. ' It was deucedly 
unpleasant he decided, this being pep
pered nt and. nonsensical as It really 
was, it was none the less deadly seri
ous. There was no avoiding tbe is
sue, no firing In the air and getting 
over with it. as in tbe old fashioned 
duel. This mutual man bunt must 
keep up until one got tbe other. And 
if one neglected a chance to get tbe 
other that increased the other's chance 
to get him. There could be no false 
sentiment about it. Tudor bad been a 
cunning devil when he proposed this 
sort of duel. Sbeldon concluded, as be 
began to work along cautiously In the 
direction of the last shot ( 

When he arrived at the spot Tudor 
was gone, and only his footprints re
mained, pointing out the course be had 
taken into the depths of tbe planta
tion. Once, ten minutes later, be 
caught a glimpse of Tudor, a hundred 
yards away, crossing tbe same avenue 
as himself, but going in the opposite 
direction. His rifle half leaped to his 
shoulder, but the other was gone. 
More in wbim than in hope of result, 
grinning to himself as be did so, Sbel
don raised his automatic pistol and 
in two seconds sent eight shots scat
tering through the trees in the direc
tion in which Tudor had disappeared. 
Wishing be bad a shotgun. Sbeldon 
dropped to tbe ground behind a tree, 
slipped a fresh clip up the hollow butt 
of tbe pistol, threw a cartridge into 
the chamber, shoved the safety catcb 
Into place and reloaded the empty clip. 

It was but a short time after that 
that Tudor tried the same trick on 
him, the bullets pattering about bim 
like spiteful rain, thudding into the 
palm trunks or glancing off in whining 
ricochets. The last bullet of all, mak
ing a double ricochet from two dif
ferent trees and losing most of its mo
mentum, struck Sheldon a sharp blow 
on the forehead and dropped at his 
feet. He was partly stunned for tbe 
moment but on investigation found no 
greater barm than a nasty lump that 
soon rose to tbe size of a pigeon's egg. 

Tiring of the endless circling. Shel
don tried once more to advance direct
ly on his foe, but the latter was too 
crafty, taking advantage of his bold
ness to Are a couple of shots at him 
and slipping away on some changed 
and continually changing course. For 
an hour they dodged and turned and 
twisted back and forth and around and 
hunted each other among the orderly 
palms. They caught fleeting glimpses 
of each other and chanced flying shots 
which were without result On a 
grassy shelter behind a tree Sbeldon 
came upon where Tudor had rested 
and smoked a cigarette. The pressed 
grass showed where bo had sat At 
one side lay the cigarette stump arid 
the charred match which had lighted 
It In front lay a scattering of bright 
metallic fragments. Sheldon recog
nised their significance. Tudor was 
notching his steel Jacketed bullets or 
cutting them blunt so that they would 

ipread on strlklng-in short, he was 
making them Into the vicious dumdum 
prohibited in modern warfare. Sbel-
dou knew now what would happen to 
him if a bullet struck his body. It 
would leave a tiny hole where It en
tered, but the hole where it emerged 
would be the size of a saucer. 

He decided to give up tbe pursuit 
and lay down in the grass, protected 
right and left by the row of palms, 
with, on either hand, the long avenue 
extending. Tula be could watch. Tu
dor would have to come to him or else 
there would be no termination of tbe 
affair. He wiped the sweat from his 
face and tied tbe handkerchief around 
his neck to keep off the stinging gnats 
that lurked In tbe grass. Never bad 
he felt so great a disgust for the thing 
called "adventure.'* Joan had been 
bad enough with her Baden-Powell and 
long barreled Colt's, but here was this 
newcomer, also looking for adventure 
and finding it in no other way than by 
logging a peace loving planter Into an 
absurd and preposterous bushwhack
ing duel. If ever adventure was well 
damned It was by Sheldon, sweating 
In the windless grass and fighting 
gnats, the while be kept close watch 
HP and down the avenue. 

Then Tudor came. Sheldon hap
pened to be looking In bis direction 
at the moment he came into view, 
peering quickly up and down tbe ave
nue before be stepped Into tbe open. 
Midway he stopped, as If debating 
what course to pursue. He made a 
splendid mark, facing bis concealed 
enemy at 200 yards distance. Shel
don aimed at tbe center of bis chest 
then deliberately shifted tbe aim 
to his right shoulder, and. with the 
thought "That will put bim out of 
business,'' pulled the trigger. The bul
le t driving with momentum sufficient 
to perforate a man's body a mile dis
tant struck Tudor with such force 
as to pivot bim. whirling him half 
around by tbe shock of its Impact and 
knocking blm down. 

"Hope I haven't killed the beggar." 
Sheldon muttered aloud, springing to 
his feet and running forward. 

A hundred feet away all anxiety on 
that score was relieved by Tudor, who 
made shift with his left band and 
from his automatic pistol hurled a rain 
of bullets all around Sbeldon. The 
latter dodged behind a palm trunk, 
counting tbe shots, and when tbe 
eighth bad been fired he rushed in on 
tbe wounded man. He kicked tbe pis
tol out of the other's hand and then 
oat down on blm in order to 

"Be'quiet" be said. "I've got you. 
so there's no use struggling." 

Tudor still attempted to struggle 
and to throw blm off. 

"Keep quiet I tell you.*' Sheldon 
commanded. "I'm satisfied with tbe 
<*t:come. and you've got to be. So 
you might as well give in and call this 
affair closed." 

Tudor reluctantly relaxed. . 
"Rather funny, isn't it. these modern 

duels?" Sbeldon grinned down at him 
as he removed bis weight "Not a bit 
dignified. If you'd struggled a mo
ment longer I'd have rubbed your face 
in tbe earth. I've a good mind to do 
it anyway. Just to teach you that duel-

"HOPS X HAVSH'T XHiLXD THE BEOOAB." 
lng has gone out of fashion. Now, let 
us see to your injuries." 

"Ton only got me that last" Tudor 
grunted sullenly, "lying in ambush 
like"-

"Llke a wild Indian. Precisely. 
You've caught the idea, old man." 
Sheldon ceased bis mocking and stood 
up. "You lie there quietly until I send 
back some of tbe boys to carry you in. 
You're not seriously hurt and it's 
lucky for you I didn't follow your ex
ample. If you had been struck with 
one of your own bullets a carriage 
and pair would have 'been none too 
large to drive through the hole It 
would have made. As it is you're 
drilled clean—a nice little perforation. 
All you need is antiseptic washing 
and dressing and you'U be around* In a 
month. Now. take It easy, and I'll 
send a stretcher for you." 

CHAPTER X X m . 
CAFITULATIOir. 

WHEN Sheldon emerged from 
among tbe trees he found 
Joan waiting at the com-
pound gate, and he could 

not fail to see that she was visibly 
gladdened at the sight of bim. 

"I can't tell you bow glad I am to 
see you." was her greeting. "What*s 
become of Tudor? That last flutter of 
the automatic wasn't nice to listen 
to. Waa It you or Tudor?" 

"So you know all about It," he an. 
swered coolly. "Well, it waa Tudor, 
but he waa doing it left banded. He's 
down with a bole in his shoulder." He 
looked at ber keenly. "Disappointing. 
Isn't It?' he drawled. 

"How do you mean?" 
"Why. that I didn't kill blm." 
"But I didn't want him killed just 

because he kissed me," she cried. 
"Oh. be did kiss you." Sheldon re

sorted in evident surprise. "I thought 
you said he hurt your arm." 

"One could call It a kiss, though It 
waa only on the end of tbe nose." She 
laughed at the recollection. "But I 
paid him back for that, myself. I 
boxed bis face for him. And he did 
hurt my arm. If a black and blue. 
Look at i t" 

She pulled up tbe loose sleeve of her 
blouse, and be saw the bruised im
prints of two fingers. 

Just then a gang of blacks came out 
from among the trees, carrying the 
wounded man on a rough stretcher. 

"Romantic. Isn't It?" 8beIdon sneered, 
following Joan's startled gaze. "And 
now ril have to play surgeon and doc
tor him up. Tunny, this twentieth 
century dueling. First you drill a hole 
In a man, and next you set about 
plugging the hole up." 
* They had stepped aside to let the 
stretcher pass, and Tudor, who bad 
beard tbe remark, lifted himself up 
on the elbow of his sound arm and 
said with a defiant grin: 

"If you'd got one of mine you'd nave 
bad to plug with a dinner plate." 

"Oh, you wretch!" Joan cried. 
"You've been cutting your bullets," 

"It was according to agreement" 
Tudor answered. "Everything went 
We could have need dynamite if we 
wanted to." 

"He's right" 8beldon assured ber 
as they swung In behind. "Any weap
on waa permissible 1 lay in the grass 
where be couldn't see me and bush
whacked bun In truly noble fashion. 
That's what comes of having women 
on the plantation. And now it's antisep
tics and drainage tubes. I suppose. 
It's a nasty mesa, and I'll have to 
read up on It before 1 tackle the Job." 

"1 don't see that Ifs my fault" ahe 
'1 couldnt help It because be 
ie. 1 never dreamed be would 

attempt It" 
"We didntfigbt for that reason. But 

there Isn't time to explain. If you'll 
get dressings and bandages ready I'll 
look up gunshot wounds and see whaf a 
to be done." 
. "Is he bleeding seriously ratw 

"No; the bullet seems to have 

the Anpoltifnt arteries. But that 
would have been a pickle." '••* :.. 

"Then there's no need to bother 
about reading up." .loan said. "And 
I'm just dying to bear what It was 
all about Tbe Apostle is lying be
calmed inside the point and ber bouts 
are out towing. She'll be at ancbor 
In five minutes, and Dr. Welshmere is 
sure to be on board. So all we've got 
to do is to make Tudor comfortable. 
We'd better put bim in your room un
der tbe mosquito netting and send a 
boat off to tell Dr. Welshmere to bring 
his instruments." 

An bour afterward Dr. Welshmere 
left the patient comfortable and at
tended to and went down to the beach 
to go on board, promising to come back 
to dinner. Joan and Sheldon, stand
ing on tbe veranda, watched bim de
part • 

"I'll never have It in for the mission
aries again since seeing them here in 
tbe Solomons." she said, seating her
self in a steamer chair. 

She looked at Sbeldon and began to 
laugh. 

"That's right" he said. "It's tbe 
way I feel, playing tbe fool and trying 
to murder a guest." 

"But you haven't told me what it 
was all about" 

"You." be answered shortly. 
"Me? But you just said it wasn't" 
"Ob. it wasn't the kiss." He walked 

over to tbe railing and leaned against 
It facing ber. "But it was about you 
all tbe same, and I may as well tell 
you. You remember, 1 warned you 
long ago what would happen wben you 
wanted to become a partner in Be
rande. Well, all tbe beach is gossip
ing about it. and Tudor persisted in 
repeating tbe gossip to me. So you 
see it won't do for you to stay on here 
under present conditions. It would be 
better if you went away." 

"But I don't want to go away," she 
objected with rueful countenance. 

"A chaperon then"— 
"No. nor a chaperon." 
"But you surely don't expect me to 

go around shooting every slanderer in 
the Solomons that opens bis mouth?" 
he demanded gloomily. 

"No. nor that either," she answered 
with quick Impulsiveness. "I'll tell 
you what we'll do. We'll get married 
and put a stop to it all-there!" 

He looked at ber in amazement and 
would bave believed that she was 
making fun of blm bad it not been for 
the warm blood tbat suddenly suffused 
ber cheeks. 

"Do you mean that?" be asked un
steadily. "Why?" 

"To put a atop to all the nasty gos
sip of tbe beach. That's a pretty good 
reason, isn't it?" 

"No; it Is worse tban no reason at 
all. I don't care to marry you as a 
matter of expediency"- ' 

"You are tbe most ridiculous crea
ture!" she broke in with a flash of ber 
old time anger. "You talk love and 
marriage to me very much against 
my wish, and go mooning around over 
the plantation Week after week be
cause you can't haVe me. and look at 
me when you think I'm not noticing 
and when all the time I'm wondering 
wben you had your last square meal 
because of tbe hungry look in your 
eyes, and make eyes at my revolver 
belt hanging on a nail, and fight duels 
about me, and all the rest—and—and 
now. when 1 say I'll marry you, you do 
yourself the honor of'refusing me." 

"You cant make me any more ridic
ulous than I feel." he answered, rub
bing the lump on bis forehead re
flectively. "And If this Is tbe accepted 
romantic program—a duel over a girl 
and the girl rushing Into tbe arms of 
the winner—why, I shall not make a 
bigger ass of myself by going in for 
It" 

"I thought you'd jump at It" she 
confessed, with a naivete be could 
not but question, for he thought be 
•aw a roguish gleam'in her eyes. 

"My conception of love must differ 
from yours, then," be said. "1 sbould 
want a woman to marry me for love 
of me and not out of romantic ad
miration because'I waa lucky enough 
to drill a hole In a man's shoulder 
with smokeless powder. 1 tell you 1 
am disgusted with this adventure 
tomfoolery and rot 1 don't like It 
Tudor Is a sample of the adventure 
kind—picking a quarrel with me and 
behaving like a monkey, insisting on 
fighting with me—'to the death,' he 
said. It waa like a penny dreadful." 

She was biting her Up. and. though 
her eyes were cool and level looking 

aa ever, the telltale angry red waa in 
ber cheeks. 

"Of course if you don't want to 
marry me"— 

"But I do." he hastily interposed. 
"Ob. you do"-
"But don't you see. little girl. X want 

you to love me." he hurried on; "oth
erwise It would be only half a mar
riage. I don't want you to marry.me 
simply because by so doing a atop la 
put to the beach gossip, nor do I want 
you to marry me out of some foolish 
romantic notion. I shouldn't want 
you—tbat way." 

"Oh. in tbat case," she said, with 
assumed deliberateness, and be could 
have sworn to tbe roguish gleam—"in 
that case, since you are willing to 
consider my offer, let me make a few 
remarks. In the first place you need 
not sneer at adventure when you are 
living it yourself, and you were cer
tainly living It when I found you first 
down with fever on a lonely planta
tion with a couple of hundred wild 
cannibals thirsting for your life. 
Then 1 came along"— 

"And what with .your arriving In a 
gale." he broke In. "fresh from tbe 
wreck of your schooner, binding on 
the beach in a wnaleboat full of pic
turesque Tahltian aallors and march
ing Into the bungalow with a Baden-
Powell on your head, eel boots on your 
feet and a whacking big Celt's dan
gling on your hip-why. 1 am only too 
randy to admit that you were the 
qulntessenpa of adventure." 

"V*fy goodT ah* cried exultahtty. 
"If a mere simple arithmetic—the add
ing of your adventure and my. ad
venture together. So thafa settled, 
and you needn't Jeer at adventure any 
more. Next 1 don't .think there waa 
anything romantic In Tudor's attempt
ing to kiss me nor anything Uke ad
venturê  In this absurd duel. But I 
do think now that It waa romantic 
for you to fall in love with me. And 
finally, and It la adding romance to ro
mance. 1 think—I think I do love you. 
Dave-ob, Dave!" 

Tbe last was a sighing dove cry as 
be caught ber up in bis anna and 
pressed ber to bim. 

"But J don't love you because you 
played tbe fool today," she whisper
ed on his shoulder. "White men 
shouldn't go around killing each oth
er." 

"Then why do you love me?" be 
questioned, enthralled after the man
ner of ail lovers in the everlasting 
query tbat forever has remained un
answered. 

"1 don't know—just because 1 do. 1 
guess. And that's all tbe satisfaction 
yon gave me wben we bad that man 
talk. But I have been loving you for 
weeks—during all tbe time you have 
been so deliriously and unobtrusively 
jealous of Tudor." 

"Yes. yes. go on." be urged breath
lessly when she paused.' 

"I wondered wben you'd break out. 
and because you didn't I loved you all 
tbe more. You were like dad and 
Von. You could hold yourself in 
check. You didn't make a fool of 
yourself." 

"Not until today." he suggested. 
"Yes, and 1 loved you for that too. 

It was about time. I began to think 
you were never going to bring up the 
subject again. And now tbat I bave 
offered myself you haven't even ac
cepted." 

With both bands on her shoulders be 
held her at arm's length from him and 

^ g M k ) 

"t THnnc z s o Xiovn IOU, DAY*-OH, 
DAVBl" 

looked long Into her eyes, no longei 
cool, but seemingly pervaded with a 
golden flush. Tbe lids drooped and 
yet bravely did not droop as she re
turned his gaze. Then he fondly and 
solemnly drew her to bim. 

"And how about tbat hearth and 
saddle of your own?" he asked a mo
ment later. 

"I well nigh won to them. The 
grass bouse Is my hearth and tbe 
Martha my saddle, and-and look at 
all the trees I've planted, to say noth
ing of tbe sweet corn. And it's all 
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your fault anyway, i might never 
bave loved you if yon hadn't put tbe 
Idea Into my bead." 

"There's the Nongasela coming in 
around the point with her boats out" 
8beldon remarked Irrelevantly. "And 
tbe commissioner Is on board. He's 
going down to San Cristobal to Inves
tigate tbat missionary killing. We're 
In luck, I must say." 

"I don't see where the luck comes 
in." she said dolefully. "We ought to 
bave this evening all to ourselves just 
to talk things over. I've a thousand 
questions to ask you. 

"And it wouldn't bave been a man 
talk either." sbe added. 

"But my plan Is better tban tbat" 
He debated with himself a moment 
"You see, tbe commissioner Is tbe one 
official in tbe Islands who can give us 
a license. And-there's tbe luck of It— 
Dr. Welsbmere Is here to perform tbe 
ceremony. We'll get married this 
evening." 

Joan recoiled from blm In panic, 
tearing berself from bis arms and go
ing backward several steps, l i e could 
see that she was really frightened. 

"I—1 thought"— sbe stammered. 
Then slowly tbe change.came over 

her, and the blood flooded Into ber 
face In tbe same amazing blusb be 
had seen once before that day. Her 
cool, level looking eyes were no longer 
level looking nor cool, but warmly 
drooping and just unable to meet his. 
as sbe came toward him and nestled 
In the circle of his arms, saying softly, 
almost In a whisper: 

"I am ready. Dave." 
THE BSD. 

POOD 8ALE. 
The Ladles' Aid of the German 

Evangelical church will hold there 
annual food and fancy work sale at 
Glitschka's store on Fourth street, 
November »5. 

SKI 18. 
We have all sizes of boys skits. Get 

a pair and'enjoy the snow. 
FRENCH ft WELCH. 

MANY FAILURES 
But Parisian 8age Overcame Miss 

Krugefs Hair Troubles. 

PARISIAN SAGE is not guaranteed , 
to grow hair on bald heads but it is 
guaranteed by the well known drug
gist to stop falling hair, eradicate 
dandruff and stop itching scalp, or 
money hack. Sold in ey,ery town in 
America by leading druggists for 50 
cents a bottle. Read Miss Kruger'a ? 
letter. 

"PARISIAN SAGE is the best bair 
grower and beautlfler and dandruc 
cure. I lost all my hair through ty
phoid fever; I was almost baldbeaded 
and my scalp was as sore as could be. 
I tried everything, but in vain. Fin
ally I tried PARISIAN SAGE, and after 
using one bottle my hair started to 
grow, and has grown three or four 
Inches inside of two months. I advise 
every woman who wants beautiful ha^ 
to use PARISIAN SAGE." Miss Meta 
M. Kruger, Browntown, Minn. ,=, v 

DID YOU 8EE IT7 ' 
There are several news items of 

pocketbook importance in the new ad. 
today by A. W. Lucas Co. You will 
have to read those ads. dally or miss 
these 'chances. 

Tribune Want Ada Pay ' ' 

) 

M^li 
H M MfonettpeJb DoIfoHotel 

^ ISO MODKPiN ROOftJt 
W l i i i l i l as Heart ef Baili in Manfct 
$ 1 . 0 0 I I P O l l R A T E 9 1 . 0 0 
KUROPUUt. aarc roa TWO Masons 01 .SO 

^j WUVATK BATH awe t w i n tavaa 

tvtav seen HAS MOT AND COLO NUNNNM 
WATT*. STCAM M A T , SAO AND CtCCTMC 
IMHTS, MAOCUUN iAVATORV, • AW—ST 
neon, AMS TKUHMMK ecmnet TO or* 
nee AN* em. AU. BATH ROOMS ASK 
n*NM»o m man m a WITH OWN menu 

Mioer AMICX new COMPUTED. 

OUR Business Stationery 

^Should be correctly printed 

to secure favorable opinion. 

^?Let your next job have the 

benefit of our thirty years 

experience., 

f̂ ?You choice of type, paper, 
or stock. Here you find the 
most complete printing equip
ment in the state—get quality, 
and satisfaction. 

Tribune Printing Co. 

itiAtfi;: 

l-fe'r.iK-ii'ji- •> u-" i-.. Wit-fcWVf ;;»* J & « A . 


