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RADES OF PERIL

By RANDALL PARRISH
Copjrlsht A. C. M enar* *  Co.
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"WOLVES' HOLE.”

Synopsis.—Tom Shelby, a rancher, 
rides Into the fron tier town o f 
Ponca, look In* fo r  a sood time 
a fte r  a Ion* spell o f hard work 
and loneliness on the ranch. In­
stead, he runs Into a  funeral—that 
o f Dad Calkins, a  retired army 
man o f whom little  la known. A  
Klrl. still In her teens, survives 
Calkins. M cCarthy, a saloon keep­
er and Ponca 's lead in * citizen, de­
cides that the g irl, now alone In 
the world, should marry. She 
agrees to pick out a husband from 
the score o f men lined up in her 
home. To  his consternation, she se­
lects Shelby, who had gone along 
m erely as a spectator. H e declines 
the honor. Indignant, the g ir l dis­
misses the assemblage. Shelby 
runs Into two o f the rejected suit­
ors, and In a ligh t worsts them 
both. Angered at their remarks, 
he returns to the girl, determined 
to m arry her, If she will have him. 
A fte r  his explanation she agrees to 
m arry  him. The wedding takes 
place and the couple set out for 
Shelby’s ranch. W ith  them Is 
" K id ”  Macklln, whom Shelby has 
hired as a helper. On the way the 
g ir l tells her husband her name Is 
O lga Carlyn, and also tells him 
something o f  the peculiar circum­
stances o f her life. Upon arrival 
at the ranch Shelby is struck down 
from  behind and le ft for dead. Fie 
recovers consciousness to flr.d that 
Macklln and his w ife have gone. 
He starts in pursuit.

CHAPTER VII—Continued.
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Yet It was actually true; impossible 
as It seemed. It was nevertheless un 
Incontrovertible fact. lie  had never 
spoken to her a stogie word of love; 
he had never even kissed her, and 
still, before both Ood and man, she 
•vns his wife. The strangeness of the 
situation bewildered him. Why, he 
did not even know who she was; 
what right she had to claim the family 
name under which he had married 
her; what strange story of crime 
might shadow her history. It was all 
mystery, n mystery In which he was 
becoming deeply Involved. Calkins 
had evidently been hiding her froip 
some fate, hut whether of good or 
evil, could not yet he determined. This 
present abduction, beyond question, 
had to do with that concealed past, 
perhaps with some happening before 
she was even born. These fellows 
were not robbers; their raid was not 
Intended for any such purpose; they 
had touched nothing, even the horses 
were left undisturbed In the corral, 
and the moment they gained posses­
sion of her they had hurriedly depart­
ed. It had all been carefully planned, 
with Macklln to choose the time, and 
then executed quietly. Their only mis­
take was in leaving him behind alive. 
But for that one error no one ever 
would have known what had occurred, 
or dreamed of her fate. And now, as­
sured of safety, believing the dead 
would tell no tales, that they had left 
behind no evidence of their crime, the 
outfit was riding carelessly across the 
lonely prairie, seeking somewhere a 
safe rendezvous.

Shelby reined his horse to the left, 
and sought a wnter hole he remem­
bered, himself drinking first, and then 
standing by while the animal quenched 
Its thirst. Leaving the buckskin there. I 
with rein trailing on the ground, he 
climbed the steep side of a butte, and | 
swept the distant horizon with a field 
glass. It was a trackless waste, drear 
and deserted o f all life. Not a thing 
that moved crossed his range of 
vision; and, at last, he snapped the 
field glasses back into their case, j 
slipped down the stihp fuce of the 
hutte, and silently remounted.

The sun was some time past the 
meridian, and he felt convinced those 
he followed could not be far from the 
trail he was endeavoring to locate. He 
came upon It In less thtln an hour, 
lending stAlght down n narrow val­
ley. whose general course was directly 
west. He dismounted, and studied the 
tracks with care. This was his party 
beyond a doubt—five horses, one with 
a split hoof.

An hour later he found where the 
party had halted, made a fire among 
some rocks, and prepared food. He 
studied every sign with care, hoping 
for some message of guidance from 
her; but there was none. Either she 
had been too carefully watched by her 
captors, or had given up In despair 
any thought of rescue. Doubtless she 
believed him dead also; perhaps had 
even witnessed the blow struck, hut If 
not would assuredly have been In­
formed of what had happened. The 
stamping of the ponies' hoofs Indi­
cated that the party had remained In 
that spot for some time, in no hurry 
to proceed Shelby studied the foot­
prints. satisfying himself that four 
were Indian, and one white, unques­
tionably Macklln. With only five 
horses this meant that the girl rode 
with >*ne of the men. probably the Kid. 
He discovered where she probably 
was sitting during the meal, a torn 
piece nt crumpled sacking hearing 
mute testimony that her hands had 
been nonnd. and released so that she 
might eat. The fellows were evident­
ly unafraid of her any longer, and 
had not fled her np again when they 
resumeo the Journey.

It a as nearly sundown when the 
trail he follow««] swtived to the right

up a steep bank, where the poules’ 
hoofs slipped In their struggle to at­
tain the top. Shelby gave the buck­
skin his head, and the game little 
devil went scrambling up, until they 
came forth on a flat plain above. Shel­
by dropped his rein, and climbed to 
a higher point of rock, lying concealed 
behind Its summit, while he swept the 
scene below through the field glasses. 
He never had been there before, yet 
he knew about where he was; this 
must be Dragoon creek, and not far 
below would he Wolves’ hole, of which 
he often had heard—a famous hiding 
place for cattle thieves and border 
outlaws. These fellows evidently were 
heading for there, but would they try 
to complete the Journey? Ills hope 
centered on their camping somewhere 
until morning; If sufficiently assured 
of safety this would probably be their 
choice. Through the field glasses he 
studied the course of the stream, and 
the little patches of wood Intently. At 
last he was rewarded—a faint spiral 
of blue smoke arose above some dis­
tant trees, the evidence of n camp­
fire. He lay there motionless, silent, 
his eyes glued to the glass, planning 
his action, and waiting for the night.

As the gloom slowly deepened Shel­
by was able to distinguish the flicker 
of that far-off fire, but the distance 
was too great to permit any knowl­
edge of its surroundings. The trail 
leading down was narrow, and rock- 
strewn, and he determined to try the 
passage while a faint glimmer of twi­
light yet lingered. Leading the buck­
skin, and moving with the utmost cau­
tion, he began the descent.

The gloom did not greatly retard his 
movements, for. through the glasses, 
he had mapped out the salient fea­
tures, and so Impressed them upon his 
memory ns to go forward now con­
fidently. The camp fire was located in 
the third grove of trees, and there 
were no signs of human presence be­
tween. However, he took no chance, 
hut advanced quietly on foot, leading 
his horse, nnd using every precaution 
against discovery.

He circled the two groves, keeping 
close In their shadow, and searching 
their depths anxiously for any sign of 
life. They were desolate nnd desert­
ed, but, from the outer fringe of the 
second he could perceive plainly the 
«lull glow of the fire a hundred yards 
ahead. It was no longer a flame, hut 
a mere glimmer of red ashes, casting 
no reflection about, although clearly 
visible. He fnstened the bronco to n 
limb, within the circle of trees, nnd 
crouched forward nlone, Winchester 
in hand, choosing his passage beneath 
the hank of the stream, nnd advanc­
ing with every precaution, pausing 
every few steps, to peer over the pro­
tecting bank, nnd thus assure himself 
that all remnined quiet. When almost 
exactly opposite the red glow of the 
coals, he lay still, endeavoring vainly 
to learn the situation, nnd Incoming 
more and more puzzled.

The camp nppenred deserted, as 
ti ough the party which had halted 
there had already passed on. He could 
hear no sound, see no movement. The 
fire had died down into a mere glim­
mer of red ashes, barely perceptible 
amid the surrounding gloom. Shelby

o n
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drew himself forward, creeping like a 
snake, convinced that he was alone, 
yet no less alert and watchful. His 
progress was np a ahallow depreaalon. 
nnd he had attained the deeper shade 
of the trees, when, suddenly, a voice, 
apparently speaking not two yard* 
distant, gave utterance to an oath of 
disgust.

"H —If"  the voice said roughly, 
"there Is no use waitin' for that guy 
any longer; no tellln' where he Is at
by now.”

Shelby dropped flat on hts face al­
most ceasing to breathe. The unseen 
party addressed stretched himself

lazily, as evidenced by the rustle of
leaves.

“ I reckon ye’re right, Hank,” he ad­
mitted slowly, his speech heavy and 
coarse. “ No tenderfoot ain't goin’ ter 
make that trail at night. Mor'n like­
ly he's aimin' ter com' through the 
other way.”

“ What’ll we do, then—ride on?"
“After a b it; It's early yet, an' may­

be it’ll do no harm to He quiet awhile. 
But we kin light up, an’ be com-
fortnble.”

He struck a match, hollowing the 
flame In his hands, revealing the 
bearded face of a man of fifty, shad- 
oweil beneath a soft hat brim. Be­
yond him appeared the obscure out­
line of the other, a mere smudge. A 
moment the two puffed away conteat- 
edly, Shelby not venturing to. move a 
muscle.

“ Say, Hanley, I’ve allcrs played my 
hand the best I knew how, but I do 
like ter know what the game Is I'm 
playin’ at. What do yer know, any­
how ?”

The other chuckled In his heard, 
rustling his feet In the leaves.

“Easier ter ask about than explain. 
Ilank,” he answered slowly, “specially 
ns there Is things I don’t just cotton 
to myself. Mostly I pulled -the facts 
out of that Kid Macklln when he was 
drunk, ’cause he wanted me to help 
him. But It seems he’s only hired fer 
the job; It's that guy we're waitin’ for 
who has got the real dope, nnd like­
wise the long-green.”

“Churchill’s bis name, ain’t it?”
“That's the duffer; some big feller 

down East; Virginia, as I understand 
—Judge Cornelius Churchill; the 
whole story goes a h—1 of a long 
ways hack.”

lie  leaned Ills head against the tree 
trunk behind him, puffing away at 
the cigarette beiwe«>n his bearded 
lips, the dull glow barely touching his 
face. The younger man leaned for­
ward waiting.

“Well," lie said Impatiently, "thnt 
ain't all of I t ; what started the rump­
us? What’s the idea of stealin’ the 
girl? An’ Just whar do you an’ me
come In?”

“Well, as I figure It, we’ve got to 
make our own medicine. You saw that 
outfit go along afore dark—Macklln 
an’ the four reds?”

“ Sure; they had a woman with 
’em ?”

“That’s the ticket, an’ they was 
bound for Wolves’ hole. I thought 
maybe they’d camp down here, but 
they didn't—Just kept movin’. Well, 
that’s one thing you an’ I laid out here 
for, to get a line on Macklln. The 
other thing Is that this yere Cornelius 
Churchill Is nbout due also, an’ Is 
most likely to blow In along this same 
trnil. It Is my notion to have a word 
privatelike with thnt gent before Joe 
gets to him—see?"

“Cnn’t say that I do, Hanley, exact­
ly. What’s It all about—the girl?”

“Mostly, I reckon, nn’ a h—I of a 
slice of money down Enst. This Is 
how the Kid blew It to me. It seems 
nn army officer iinmed Cnrl.vn ’bout 
the time the Civil war closed, ran 
away with n Rose Churchill down in 
Virginia, and married her. All h? 
cared for was the girl, an' he never 
even knew she was rich, only that her 
family objected to him, an’ that thev’d 
have to skip out. I reckon, fnayhe, 
she d|dn’t know it herself nt the time, 
nor the rest o’ the Churchill family, 
for they didn’t make no great effort 
to find her for some while Then, 
«fhen they opened n will, they dlscov- 
erc<l thnt most all the Churchill for­
tune had been left to this Rose, nnd 
they naturally becom’ mighty Inter­
ested. Cornelius, as I understand, 
was the brother of Rose's father, an’ 
the property was pnt in his hands as 
trustee on behalf of tie  girl. Maybe 
he was a straight enoi <h guy general­
ly speaking, hut he l ad expected to 
get most of this dough after tho girl 
skippe«! out. an’ was consequently al­
mighty hot. Naturally he wanted to 
keep the stuff, an' he didn’t make no 
great effort to locate the heiress. Bv 
the time he did learn who she had 
married. Rose died, leaving a «laugh­
ter. By the terms of the will If she 
died childless the entire estate revert­
ed to Cornelius, and he wasn't the 
sort o' guy to lose that kind o’ bet.” 

“An' this soldier never suspected 
nothing?”

“ Not a thing. He was a colonel by 
this time, out at some frontier post, 
and left his baby to the care of some 
relatives In the East. There wasn't 
no fuss made, an’ so Churchill sorter 
let affairs slide along. He had the use 
of the money, an' begun to think 
there never would be no trouble. Of 
course he kept a line on the husband, 
but lost trace of the kid entirely.”

“Yer mean the colonel never even 
know'd he'd married a rich girl?”

“So It seems. I reckon she didn’t 
even know It. his wife. Bot after 
awhile some Inkling of the truth must 
have reached him. for he went East, 
and began to make Inquiries through 
a lawyer. When Churchill heard about 
this he got scared. I reckon he’d 
playe«l h— I with the trust funds by 
that time, an’ with the husband on his 
trail got mighty desperate. Meanwhile 
the daughter was In some convent 
school, nnd not to he found. Carlyn 
struck a hot trail all right, but, be-
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fore he could take any action, was 
shot and killed In a street fight with 
some roughs In Sheridan. Nobody 
knows for sure Just how It hapiiened. 
but It's my opinion Churchill got up 
the row Just to get him oui o' the 
way. It all huppened sudilen. an’ un- 
expecte«!, the only fellow with the 
colonel nt the time being an old ser­
geant. named Calkins. Calkins was 
shot himself, but got away, and took 
care of Carlyn till he died, maybe an 
hour later. Enyhow he kept the fel­
lows from getting hold o’ any papers, 
nn’ I reckon the colonel give hiiu an 
idea of what was up.”

"What makes you think so?”
“The way he acted afterward. 

Churchill had got Carlyn out of the 
way, hut he couldn’t locate the girl. 
He didn’t suspect the sergeant at first, 
nor for a long time. He was a foxy 
guy, and stuck to the army for several 
years, never maktn’ a move. Just 
payin’ for the girl’s schoolin’, but 
never goin’ near her. Then, when 
everybody had quit watchln' him, Cal­
kins took his discharge papers, nnd 
skipped out, tnkln’ the girl with 
him.”

“How could he do that?"
“That's what I asked Macklln. an' 

he said they'd finally found out that 
durln' the time between when Carlyn 
was shot, an’ when he died, he’d 
signed a paper makln' Calkins the 
girl’s guardian, nn’ gave him the key

“What’s the Idea of Stealin’ the Girl?”

to a deposit box In Kansas City, where 
all his papers was. A lawyer named 
Weeks, at Sheridan, (fid It for him. 
You see the colonel didn't have no 
near relatives, an’ he an' Calkins had 
been soldiering together for years; he 
sorter trusted the sergeant to play 
square, an’ he sure did!"

“The h—-I he did ! Never made a 
peep for the money, did he? An' Just 
hid out nil 'round the country with 
the girl. I don't call that playin’ very 
square.”

“ Well, It was, just the same, d—d 
square, If you ask me. 1. was what 
Weeks advised him to do. after he 
went to Virginia, an’ got a peep nt n 
copy of the will on file. This girl had 
no legal rights till she was of age— 
see! Churchill knew this, an’ he 
didn’t do much o’ anything else fer 
ten yenrs. but try to get Ills hands on 
her. Olil Calkins was smnrt enough 
to fool him. Thp colonel hail money 
enough In the deposit box. so they 
could live on It quletlike, an’ the ser­
geant never wasted a cent. He Just 
naturally lived for that girl, till about 
a month ago. He was smnrt enough 
not even to trust her; she never knew 
what they was hidin’ from."

Hank touched a match to another 
cigarette. Impressed with the story.

“Rum kind of a business. I'd say.” 
be admitted at last, “hut just where 
«ltd this devil’s imp of a Macklln fit 
In?”

"T ain't got that all figured out yet,” 
admitted Hanley. “You know pretty 
near as much about him as I do. Furst 
time I saw the fellpr he ro«le in yere 
along with Cassndy’s outfit, after that 
N. P. holdup, an’ he’s been trainin' 
with Cnssttdy more or less ever since. 
After I had this talk with him. when 
he was drunk. I put him to bed, an' 
picked up a letter, or two, what fell 
out of his iiocket. I got some o’ this 
stuff out o' them. One of them was 
written by Churchill, an’ judgin' from 
the way It read, the Kid ain’t really 
named Mncklin ntall—he's a Churchill 
himself, the old cuss’ son.”

"Well. I’ll he d—d !"
"Yon know the rest; how he stum­

bled onto ol' Calkin* down In Ponca, 
an’ what happened. You can’t mnke 
me believe the old fellow killed him­
self; he wasn't that kind. But. how­
ever It happened, the girl was left 
helpless; then <1 If she didn’t marry 
that rancher ove- on the Cottonwood, 
an’ spoil the who'e game.”

Hank iMghed coarsely.
“Tough luck; but the Kid played 

hts hand all right.”
"Sure he did. but he had to bean 

this fellow Shelby. Except for that 
Job it wasn’t so had, for It was easier 
to get her where he wanted her. I 
don’t know how he’d have managed at 
Ponca, but there was Just the three 
of ’em on the Cottonwood."

"And dead men don’t talk."
“Well, they’re safer than live ones, 

enyhow. Then this Injun outbreak 
(minin' right now makes the get-away 
plum easy. He can hide her away 
back la the Hole aa long aa be d—a

pleasea. Everything will be laid te 
the Slonx for awhile.”

“ It's a sure break. Iheo?"
“Sure; all the young bucks are al­

ready out. Macklln had four with 
him on this chase—took 'em on pur­
pose. so If they was ever trailed they’d 
say It was nn Injun Job. Oh, he’s cov- 
ered up things all right. You got It 
straight now?”

Hank drew up his feet until his 
chin rested on his knees, the tip of 
the cigarette glowing.

“ I got It straight enough, so far as 
that goes, Hanley, hut I don’t see what 
the h—I we're goin’ to get out of It.” 

“You’ve got the same love for tho 
Kid I have, ain’t yer?”

“Just about, I reckon. I’d sure like 
to take a good swipe at the ornary 
cuss.”

“That’s what I thought. Well, he 
ain’t goin' to do nothin' desperate to 
this young woman till he hears from 
the old man. This affulr has been 
pullet! off hurrledllke, an’ all the Kid 
has got In his mind right now la to 
hide her away somewhere, until old 
Churchill shows up, and decides what 
to do with her."

“What do you suppose he'll decide?" 
“Well, my notion Is that if Mucktln 

Is the old man's son, he'll try to force 
her Into marryin’ the boy. That would 
he the easy way, an’ I believe that 
will likely be their scheme. My Idea 
Is to put a crimp In It.”

“How?”
“By getting hold of her ourselves 

before the old man shows up, an’ then 
doin’ business with him.”

“Where'11 we take her?”
“Back Into Wolves' hole; there’s 

hidin’ places there n plenty, an’ with 
them Injuns raisin’ h—1 up north, It’ll 
he safe enough, until the war’s over 
enyhow. What do yer say?”

"H—1, I don't care; there ain’t 
nuthln' to lose. You got the Kid them 
Injuns, didn't you?”

“Yes; he n«>ver told enybody what 
was up but me. All right, let’s moat'v 
along; there’s no use stayin’ here.”

CHAPTER VIII.

The Trail to Wolves’ Hole.
Shelby lifted himself on one elbow, 

and ventured to breathe easily once 
more. The vngue shadows of the two 
men had vanished, hut their progress 
through the underbrush could he plain­
ly distinguished. Feeling themselves 
absolutely nlone In thnt wilderness 
neither made the slightest effort to 
procee«! silently. Shelby 'snt upright 
on thp edge of the gully, straining Ids 
eyes through the dnrkness.

A strange fortune had brought him 
the very Information he most needed. 
Ills whole thought centered (nstnnt'y 
on the fate of the girl. What course 
would she choose under these clrcum- 
stnnc«»s, when the fncts were finally 
revealeil to her? Undoubtedly she be­
lieved him dead; her captors wouhl 
Impress thnt fact upon her first of all, 
so ns to make her realize her com­
plete helplessness. Besides, she enred 
nothing for him; had married him in­
differently, merely to thus escape 
from a worse fate. He could not hope 
thnt loyalty to him, under such condi­
tions, would greatly influence her de­
cision. Somehow the thought hurl 
Shelby, nnd brought to him the knowl­
edge that he did care. He cared very 
much Indeed, nnd this truth colored 
his thought and decision.

He dare not follow those men nt 
present: he oonld only wait where he 
was, nnd plan his course of action. 
There was no danger of his losing 
them, for he knew where they were 
going, nnd, in a measure, Rt least, 
nbout who they were. Shelby hnd 
never been In that utrnnge sink known 
ns Wolves’ hole, hut he had talked 
with a man who hnd. An Immense 
hole In thp Bad Lands, through which 
flowed a branch of the Cottonwood, a 
strange malformation of nature, so 
completely concealed as to be Invisible 
nntll the surprised traveler stood on 
Its very edg«*, nnd stared down Inlo 
the gloomy depths below. The walls 
were precipitous, impassable except 
on foot by daylight, and nt only two 
points could the sink be entered on 
horseback ; from the west beneath the 
protection of a cataract, where the 
stream plunged headlong over a high 
ledge of stone, and from the other 
extremity down a nnrrow ravine 
through a tunnel scooped out by some 
torrent In long-past ages. Originally 
discovered by wandering trappers, 
who camped there out of thp winter 
storms. It had later become the head­
quarters for an Illicit Indian trade In 
liquor, nnd flnnlly the rendezvous for 
criminals of nil kinds, eager to get 
beyond the reach of the Inw. It was 
rumored that there wus actually a 
town there, with women of a class, 
with n certain rude attempt at gov­
ernment hy a few self-c«>nstltuted au­
thorities.

“ W h a t a hala I W h a t a freak  
of n a tu ra l W h a t a w ild a r- 
n e u  h id in g  p la ce !”

(TO  UK C O N T IN U E D  )

Odd Newspaper Subscriptions.
Greenland hasn’t many newspapers 

of any kind, but the oddest of them 
all Ik n monthly paper called the 
Kalorikmlt. (Did you get your tongue 
twisted after pronouncing this name?) 
The most unusual thing about tins pa­
per I* that a three months' subscrip­
tion costs two ducks, while It requires 
a sable skin to pay for a year.

One Thing Certain.
A New York apartment house ad­

vertise» several *l»-««cm suite» at 
$17.500 a year. We know nothing 
shout these suites, but we do know 
that the tenant who occupies one of 
them doesn't make hla money picking 
cotton or working in a sawmill.—Hous­
ton i ’ust.

SALT LAKE
BUSINESS DIRECTORY

NEWHOUSE HOTEL

400
ROOMS

400
BATHS

■0ST MODERN HOTEL WEST OF CHICADO

M !«■ » W» l u k d .  era* $1.50: T»a *raa* $2 50 
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l’aytl*« fricad Cali Ska* aad Diiuag laaa
Heul,aviere U  lut. ifaka. Wyassaf. Nata* pesia

Whan Yml Gwt Ya«r Dl.id.nd CK*rk don’t 
forget the Diamond you hmva been wiahing 
for ao Ion*. Thoae wa have are perfect.

B O Y D
JEW ELERS

BOYD PARK. BLDG KJO MAIN STRUT

THE CO N TINEN TAL W O O D  S T A V t P IP t

" ’¡ I  '■ T ".T.’iS '» a d  « I l  g en era i
-L fa rm  purpose».

For fu ll in form ation  w rite 
M O N K  IS O N , M K H ItIL le  4)0.

iLLi C ollectedLuKe
fórranos «n_uKe ocientificcouecfo^Py General Manager of Honest Debts {11 Rooms Continental Bans

.¿A IT  La k i City, Utah

W ALKER’S BEAUTY PARLOR.
Switch transformations worth $12 for $8.50. 
Switches worth $7.50 for $5, by mail. Cut 
•ample from center of head. 320 South Main.

CLEANERS A  DYERS.
Quality. - Service.
Clothe* insured. Work guaranteed. We pay 
return postage. Price list on request. 
Myers Cleaners & Dyers, 114 E. Broadway.
WHO DOES YOUR CLEANING? Haveyour 
garments “ Mastercleaned,”  it is the economic, 
sanitary and scientific way. Send your clothes 
by Parcel post. We pay return charges. Regal 
Cleaning A Dyeing Co., 156-160 E. 2nd South.
MONUMENTS. Write for catalog. Standard 
Marble A Granite Co., 117 W. Broadway.
TYPEW RITERS. Distributors Corona por'able 
and Royal. All other makes sold, repaired and 
exchanged. Utah Typewriter Exchange Co.
FLOWERS FOR A LL  OCCASIONS.
Morris FJoral Co., 52 E. 2nd S., Salt Lake City.
SAY IT W ITH FLOWERS. Out of town order« 
solicited. Miller Floral Co., 52 E. 2nd South.

ART EMBROIDERY CO.
Machinery .embroidering on ladies' apparel. Out 
town business solicited. 201 Brooks Arcade.

RUBBER STAMPS A  STENCILS. Seals and 
ear tags aUo made. Send for samples, prices, 
etc. Salt Lake Stamp Co., 6.r> W. Broadway.

S A L T  L A K E  B U S IN E S S  C O L L E G E .
Save lodging ; work after school; enroll anytime.

A m iT C 30° Percent; $1 a pkg. Everybody buys. 
A u d i  10  Sample free. Dodge Bros., Salt Lake.

CREAM BOUGHT. Best prices.
Western Creamery Co., 244 W. Fourth South.

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.
Daynes-Beebe. Everything known In music. 
Salt Lake City.
HEMSTITCHING.. I I EATING, Ma. bine and 
hand embroidering. Buttons made. Expert bend 
work. The Embroidery Shop, 834 Clift Bldg.

HATS RE-MADE. Write for price*. Retun 
charges prepaid. Smythe Hat Factory, 116 E 2 S.

For best results ship your Poultry, Eggs and 
game to Fulton Market. Correct weight. 
Prompt returns. Write for prices.
OLD8MOBILE DISTRIBUTORS. Cars A  truck*. 
Used car bargains. A. E. Tourssen, 447 S. Main.
RUBBER HOSPITAL.
We cure injured rubber articles. Boots, Shoes, 
Hot Water bottles. Tires, Tubes, etc. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. Return charges prepaid. Western 
Rubber Sales Co., 134 E. Broadway. Salt Lake.

ELASTIC STOCKING MFR8.
Manufacturers abdominal. Maternity supporter*. 
Truss ñtters. S. H. Bowmar Co., Brook* Arcade.
WELDING. AUTO RADIATORS A Machinery 
built and repaired. Bent and cheapest. Potter
Welding A Repairing Co., 551 South State.

L. D. 8. B U S I N E S S  C O L L E G E .
School of Efficiency. All commercial branches. 
Catalog free. 60 N. Main St.. Salt Lake City

KID FITTING CORSET PARLORS 
Specialists in designing, making, fitting corset*. 
Hemstitching, embroidering, braiding, accordion 
and «* le  pleating. Buttons made. 40 E. Bdwy.
M ARINELLO BEAUTY PARLOR. Hair goods 
and Marinello preparations. Mail order* 
solicited. Clift Bldg . Salt L ik *  City. Utah.
VULCANIZING A RETREADING. Quality and 
service. Standard Tire Work-». 361 S«>. S’ ste.

Inventors' Models Made. Key. lock and gun 
repairing. Knudson Novelty Co., 355 So. Slate.

P IPE  4k MAI IIINERY.
Western Machinery Co., Judge Bldg.
THE STATE CAFE. Headquarters for out o f
town people. Quality, service. 46 W. Broadway.

CANCERS. TUMORS and eexema removed. 
A. M. Freebairn. 20« Utah Sav. 4k Tr. Bldg.
MOLER BARBER COLLEGE. Qualify a* bar­
ber in few weeKB. 43 S. West Temple 8treet.
THE” VAN1TE SHOPPE. Marc I permanent
wave. Color restored to hair by scientific meth­
od. Switches A Transformations. 36tf So. Ma n.

And She Got the Hat.
“But I gave you money to pay for 

that new d i m ”
“ Yes, durling, hut n» I wa» on my 

way to pay for It, I saw a hat that 
matched it exactly."

The Kind Desired.
No doubt pence hnth It« victories, hut 

what the world need« 1« a victory that 
hath U* peace. -Cleveland News.

Modern Agriculture.
Buyer—I d like to go out to the Warn 

nov md look at that wheat you’ve got 
for «ale.

Varmer—I’m eorry, »on, but I dna- 
pent no near the barn today. My hired 
men have Ju«t waxed the floor for 
their weekly dance.—Kansas City Star,

Prepared for Fk.et.
“Can you come and help me rteim 

houae. Mandy?”
"No'in; cnn’t come. T* J lied df 

'Soclxtien oh de Folded Hand*.”—. 
Life.
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