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THIS HAS HAPPENED

Iris Morgan, wife of John Curtic
‘lorgan, successful lawyer, deseris
Uim for Bert Crawford, a family
iriend whom Morgan never suspects

Nan Carroll, Morgan's secrefary

is deeply in love with him and saves
him from utter despair by cleverly
forcing him into his work. For gis
months she acts as long-distance
housekeeper for him, bringing com-
fort and health to him and his child
six-year-old Cartis.
. Morgan breaks the news to her
that he is divorcing Iris and
stressing his and Curtis’ need fo:
her, asks her to marry him. She
consents.

Their farcical marriage has con-
tinued three months when Iris, jilted
by Crawford, returns and atiempts
to bring the bewildered Morgan te
his knees by feigning iliness. Nan
with the old unceriainly ecating
again into her heart, decides to
fight and orders the doctor to re-
move Iris to a hospital.

Curtis sees his mother, who staffs

him on forbidden sweets. On Christ-|

mas morning he has an attack of
appendicitis. While Morgan is in
the capital on business, Iris strips
the house of her belongings and
rents the cottage across the street.
By all sorts of pretexts she sum-
mons Morgan to her while Nan
looks on  broken-hearted. Curtis,
whom Iris continues to feed sweets,
becomes ill again. Nan is frantic
and desperately goes to Morgan to
insist that he command Iris to stop
feeding Curtls, or to put an end to
the child’s visits to his mother.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER XLVI

~ Nbt realizing that she was already
far too late, Nan went directly to ;
her husband where he was at work
in the library, his desk cluttered
with notes and trangcripts of tea-
timony on the Blackhull case. The
prosecution had rested at 4 o'clock.
Morgan was to open the defense of
David Blackhull, charged with the
murder of his father, the nexi|
morning—Wednesday. i

But it was not the Blackhull case ;
of which Nan had to speak. 1

“John,” she said, in a deceptively
calm voice, "1 think you had better
go across the street to see Iris to- !

The man's startled eyes searched
her tightly composed face. “I'm
very busy, dear, but certainly I'll
go—for a few minutes—if you really
wish it. Naturally it distresses me |

© 1929 &

»f the fervor of his goodby hug aml
giss. If she had salvaged Curtis’
love out of the wreckage, all was not
lost.

Whether it was because he was
nathetically determined to pleaza!
Nan or whether he really had an
ppetite for his dinner that night,
Nan never knew, but he ate his
vegetables and stewed fruit, drank |
his milk, and chattered happily, in'
apparently the best of health and
spirits.

Morgan was gravely elated over
‘he re-establishment of an ententc |
cordiale between himself and his
son and his wife and his son. Ii|
was a jolly, almost boisterous hour,
one which Nan was later to try (o
live again in memory. :

There was even a game of ana-
grams after dinner, in spite of the
fact that Morgan was avid to be at
his desk. A dozen times later, Mor- |
gan groaned, in agony: “Thank God
I played that game with him. If I|
had to remember now that I re-|
fused—"

But it was Nan who rememberel, |
with a shudder, that Curtis had
triumphantly “stolen” the word. |
head, with the letter T, making it |
death.

bed, she returned to her husband, |
with a worried frown.

ought to call Dr. Black—" t

“Nonsense!"” Morgan retorted.
“He just got too excited over win-
ning three games in suecession. '
He's sharp as a razor, isn't he,
Nan?" |

“He's—wonderful!” Nan agreed, |
with a catch in her voice. “You'll |
be very proud of Curtis some day.!
John."” |

“Morgan, Morgan & Morgan, eh?"
the lawyer chuckled, his deep-set
black eyes very soft. “But in the!
meantime, Morgan & Morgan had
bettér do the best they can for
David Blackhull. Now—what do
you think? Would you advise put-
ting old Edgars on the stand first
thing tomorrow morning? I did
not cross-examine him, you know;
didn't want to spill the beans pre-
maturely and give the lovely widow, |
Nina Blackhull, too much warning

|
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| The abdomen was llke a drum—

After she had put the child to|cate—"

“His checks | sobbed, her icy hands c'inging to his |
felt awfully hot, John. Maybe I!costfla{obt:lf. “I know. And it's all | quivering mouth with a geranium
my fau "

to think of her alone over there, as to which way the cat will jump.”
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touched his abdomen the little body
was drawn into a knot again.

But N'n had learned enough to
make her almost faint with horror.

this hour of hovering death she was
indeed an outcast.
cacy, entirely, which forbade her to
obtrude her own anxiety and grief
upon that of the father and mother.

puffed, rigid. £he had had acut> It was, rather, a desolate conviction

appendicitis her elf.

There was no ‘ime to be lost. Al- 0 €rieve with them. . . . Iris hersell

could not have devised a more ter-

t chils gaspe t a pl
fg;) ugt;rtl:: sitla':.nlg:g oitumglz:] rible punishment for the interloper
downstairs to ct-p jce. The ice sho hated.

But Iris and John Morgan were
wandering distractedly about the
house, too, and it was not always
easy for Nan to keep her small per-
son out of their sight. Two or three
times it seemed to Nan that John
was looking for her, that his tragic
eyes, when, by accident, she was
forced to meet them. were praying
to her for comfort and reassurance.
But Irls clung to his arm, moaning,
weeping, or hysterically justifying
herself for her undoubted responsi-

bag, snatched froin a drawer of the
hall linen closet, was clutched to
her heaving brea“’

“What is it, M''s Nan'' It was
Maude O'Brien, plungin;, half-
dressed, out of the kitchen.

“Curtis — appendicitis!” Nan sob-
bed. “Fill this jeo bag and b 'ng
It up to me as soon as possible.”

“Poor lad! If he dies, it will |-
his own mother as killed him, stulf-
itg him with God knows what

trash—"
“Oh, hurry!” Nan Interrupted bility for the child's condition.
frantically. “John! John! Did you Not even the shadow of death,

however had dimmed Iris’ beauty.
As she walked the floors with her
husband, the drapes of her char-
treuse chiffon negligee flutteréd en-

get Dr. Black?"

Morgan steoped out of the li-
brary and put his arm steadyingly
around her shoulders. “Don’t lose
your head, darling. Dr. Black will
bs here within 15 minutes. He's
going to call a suvrgeon, just in

—if there had been anybody to ob-
serve and be enchanted.
saw her dab at her cheeks with a
powder puff; once, even as she hic-
cuped

“It IS appendicitis, John!” Nan

' lipstick.
“Hush, Nan!"” Mor ;an commandecd
ke N " It was Nan, not Iris, who remem-
‘;u“;:ﬂ.h' Come! We must g0 0 pared to make up Curtis' little bed
When they re-entered the room with fresh linens and blankets; Nan
they were astonished to find the wlho h:ldretehehptre:g;ce c{.fot?;:fsldb;?
child stretched out on his bed, a P = 3 g
wan little smile on his 1ips ,_B-et-n.ween the sheets as a precaution
ter.now Nan-—father! I't hunlzsgatlnsg‘ poitr-loferstirle pne;umon!aé
: 4 ey AN ! But when that small service wa
g:lfcdkllfst.. and ‘ther: 1t got better | done, there was nothing to do b‘u}
pri=ey | wait and weep inward tears o
‘Proving you never can tell about | ok %
children,” Morgan chuckeld, so tre- | :g:gy which her hot eyes refused to
menduous was his relief. “Show "
: i» She was in the library, trying
father where it hurts, son— desperately to focus her mind on

cr;gfioouq;ogl}ar P“C%m_ l;i’:‘:!;,ashi?;: |ing might not be so unbearably long.
Sedstbed Shepk};;eit O aide the bed  When {aint sounds told her that the
took one of the limp little hands in ! ?‘_‘:&rigogoﬂ?kgr‘le{D“g?st:.l:;nﬁhe ggg
hers and searched the beloved face c-e'l A ¢t trembling o vi.lentl
with wide, terrified eyes. i t;a‘ghea?:l;n 'stcp waslai effort 3 5
An1 as she watched, the child's "y "o 9 she heard her hus-

eyes slowly grew vacant, then therband‘s almost unrecognizable voice

1

It was not dell- !

that they would grant her no right |

' chantingly about her tall, slim body |
Twice Nan |

her grief, she made up her

the Blackhull case, so that the wait- |

—_— . J— — ——

/she saw Miss Powers tiptoeing out
of Curtis' moom.

| "Any—change, Miss Powers?" Nan
whispered.

“Yes. He's come out from the
ether, Mrs. Morgan, but he's too
weak to talk)” the nurse answered.
“Dr. Black Is keeping his fingers on
his pulse. The actlon Is—very
faint.”

“Then—you think—?"

“No one cam: tiell yet,” the nurse

answered In kind, cheerfully
sympathetic vaiee. “If he rallies
from the shock of the operation
and peritonitis doesn't set in—"
She hesitated, then continued
i frankly: “It will be several hours
yet, Mrs. Morgan; before we can
. definitely hope; thiat is, if he—"
! “If he doesn't die in the mean-
| time, she means,” Nan forced her-
| self to complete the nurse’s ominous
| sentence. Aloud she sald, quietly:
“Miss Powees, will you please ask
my husband to come to me? He's
with Curtis, isn't he?”

In spite of the coffee he had
drunk, the man who joined Nan in
the hall lookied almost as deathlike
as the child who lay in the room
beyond. ¥

Nan went at once to the point.
No use to cgpress sympathy now
| *I'm going to the courthouse, John,
and take your place today. W
can't ask for an adjournment, and
if we delay puttfyg Nina Blackhull
on the stand, she'may seize the op-
portunity to leave the country.”

Morgan stared at her as if he
did not know what, she was talking
about. Then, with the gesture
which his troubles had made fa-
miliar to Nan, he pnssed his hand
across his eyes “I'd—forgotten
about the trial, Nan. I'll—go.”

“No. Curtis— You must be hera
until—" Nan floundered. Then more
‘ steadily, “You are going to stay
| here, John. I can examine Nina
| Blackhull, even if I have never ap-
! peared befcre the bar, I'm quailfied,
you know—"

!rknow as much about this case as I
do. You'll take those guestions we
' drafted last night?"

“Of course. AndI'll try to do you
credit, John. Please trust me.”

“yYou—oh, God bless you, Nan!"
| He took her hands and bowed his
| face upon them for an instant. They
came away wet with his tears.

» L L]

Probably because the Blackhull
case had sunk almost tolinsignifi-
cance in comparison with the im-

“Yes," Morgan agreed. “And y ou'{ tainty that little . Curtis

| feet, her hands warding off the girl
! lawyer as if she were infected with
| some terrible plague.
{ "Quit looking at me like that!’
| Nina Blackhull screamed. “1 didn't
|do it! I tried to keep Ernest Bas-
seit from killing my husband! I
'swear I did! I swear it! And now
he's doublecrossed me! He's try-
i Ing to put the blame on me—"

! That was almost the end. of
| course. Somehow Nazjnnaged to
get through the necessary formali-
ties—the resting of the defense: a
motion for the quashing of the in-
dictment against David Blackhull,
which was, of course, denied until
Nana Blackhull’s amazing half-con-
fession could be corroborated; the
congratulations of Judge Bunce and
even of District Attorney Brainerd,
who was ready to admit defeal.
Press photographers caught snap-
shots of the “girl lawyer” as she
hurried frantically down the court-
house steps and as she sprang Into
her car parked at the curb.
So extreme was ner anxiety for
{ Curtis that she had forgotten the
courtroom drama before she arrived )
at her home. But evidently John
Curtis Morgan had had room in his |
heart for both his child and his
wife, for his first question was:
“How did you get along, Nan?
I've been ashamed of myself for!
letting you face that ordeal alone.”
“Nina Blackhull confessed —
practically—to conspiracy, and in-
criminated Bassett,” Nan answered
impatiently. But—how is Curtis?” |
“He's holding his own — Is|
stronger, if anything, than Dr.
Black expected,” Morgan answered, |

“We—can hove now, Nan."

And Nan's own relief and joy
were so overwhelming that it did!
not occur to'her to resent her hus-
band's fallure to congratulate her
on the amazing outcome of her first |
| appearance before the bar.

It was three full days, however,
before hope settled into virtual cer-
Morgan
would recover. And during those
| strained days of watching and wait-
i ing and praying. Nan Morgan found
i herself reduced to the status of
{ housekeeper for Iris Morgan. Ar-
| rogant with the victory she believed
i she had won, Iris treated the hated
|interloper like a servant. And
whenever Morgan was in the house,
i which was most of the time, Iris
was with him, playing superbly the
| role of anxious mother and wronged
| though forgiving wife.

his deep volce shaking with joy.| L

ried a portion of the Lincoln funera'
party from Chicago to Springfield. |
T,

P —

It is announced from Chicago that
it won't be Jong until the mau
order houses will be selling automo-
biles by catalogue. It is not stated
wnether or not deliveries will be
made by parcels post.
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crippled—"

Nan knit her brows. Then, “I be-

] :'I'm not thinking of her,” Naa!lieve, John, it would be better to
interrupted coldly. “I'm thinking }put Nina herself on the stand first.

of Curtis.
must realize ' how my hands are
tied! Her vokee trembled slightly
as she made the first reference .to |
the incredihle sitmation in whicn |

I can do nothing. You |

You've -subpenaed her as a defense
witness, haven't you?”

“Blake was to serve her this even-
ing,” Morgan replied. “I believe
you're right as usual, honey. Better ,

Iris had plaosed her. Then she went : make a grand-stand play, with Nina

on, calmly again: “But I love Cur-
tis—very dearly.
and see his khealth ruined. I want
vou to exact a promise from Iris

to eat. Otherwise, John, Curtis’
visits to his ' mother MUST be
stopped, or—" " |

The man's faoe went even paler,
more haggard than it had been,
wder his wife's intense seriousness.
Slowly he ralsed a trembling hand
and passed it ovar his eyves, then he
nodded slowly. *“You're right, of
course. . .. I'll go at once. And
think you. Nan, for having the
courage to—"' He broke off abrupt-
ly. kissed her awkivva;-dly but ten-
derly, and turned sharply away.

He was gone less ‘than half an
hour. The first thipg that Nan's
questioning eyes poted was a
simudge of white powder on the left
lapel of his dark-blue flannel coat.

“Iris—it will be all right, dear,”
he said with assumed cheerfulness.
“Now, are you too tirged to go over

.~ a few points of the Blackhull de-

fense with me?”

“Of course not.”
“Did she
John?" At his
an apologetic llk.

Nan answered.

stiff nod, she lauwd
tle hanl upon his.

“I don't mean to pry. dear, but—
iachc-. darling?” she asked the child,
| taking care, even in her terror, not

I'm dreadfully worried. I hope—it

isn't too late.”

The next mornitgg her terror of |
the night before seqmed a little ab-
surd. Curtis ale a hearty breakfast.
and looked almost normal, Later !
Nan was to reproach herself bitter- |
ly for not having suspected the |
truth. But she saw him off to!

| school, almost light-hearted because

| i

| {"H
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i daughter, Mary, to prove the sen-
; | sational charges against Nina whica
not to give him a bite of anything |

| as our unwilling star witness, Then
I can't stand by |

we can call old Edgars and his

| she will perjure herself to deny.
| Now, let's make a rough draft of
' the questions, I'll put to Nina."”

1
They were hard at work, in the
close harmony which had always
marked their professional associa-
tion, when a shrill scream, like the
.howl of an animal in pain, pene- |
!trated their absorption, brought,
| them both to their feet in terror. |
i The clock in the drawing room had '
| just chimed 11.

“Curtis!” Nan gasped, as two,
" short, yelping screams gquickly fol-
lowed the first.

“Maybe the poor little fellow 15
just having a nightmare,” Morgan
isuggcsteﬂ, but there was panic in
his eyes, too, as he followed his
| swiftly running wife up the stairs.

They found the child rolling in
‘agony upon his tumbled bed, his
| fists pressing frantically against his
' abdomen, his black eyes wild with

lids fluttered, clug together.

“Asleep?” Morgan whispered, tip-
toeing to the head of the bed.

Nan shook her head. “Uncon-
scious. . . . Oh, John! There's no
need to whisper now!" she cried des-
pairingly. “Won't the doctor ever
come?"

In less than 15 minutes Dr. Black
was there. Waving aside their ter-
rified, broken explanations, the doc-
tor took the child's pulse and tem-
perature, and made a swift abdomi-
nal examination. Then he turned
curtly to Nan and requested her to
repeat what she had been trying to
tell him.

“He was screcaming with pain, his
abdomen was hard and rigid as a
drum and then—then—suddenly he
was like this,” Nan told him,

“Ruptusrc | appendix. I believo

Dr. Drew wili ¢ nfirm my diagnosis
when he gets L.>~. Ought to ar-
rive any minute n T told him it

was piobably appe.. .
While we're waiting, I wa.® you to
have a lot of hot water on the range.
Wait!
things started.”
“What—things?"
with white, stiff lips.
“Emergeney operation,” Dr. Black
answered curtly, “It would be mur-
der to put him in an ambulance to

Morgan asked

‘take him to a hospital. WIill have '

to be operated on here—unless, of
course, Dr. Drew disagrees with my

I'll go down with you—geti

pronyise uncenditionally. '
| to the garage for Maude,” Nan flung |
‘over her shoulder to her husband !

pain and terror.

“Phone for Dr. Black. then mnldlagnosls.

The faint hope which Nan and
her husband snatched at in those
last words of the doctor's was
juickly slain, for Dr. Drew, a thin
man with cold blue eyes and hair
so fair as to be almost white, con-
tirmed Dr. Black's opinion within
three minutes of his arrival. While
Dr. Drew was telephoning to the
nearest hospital for an anestheti-

as she reached the bed “Stomach-

to excite him.

“It hurts—awful,” Curtis gaspe:l,
trying pitifully to smile.

“Let Nan see,” she begged ten-

derly, “Stretch out for just a min- !
ate. 1} yor tan. daying cian and a nurse, Nan beckoned her

: ' stricken husband to follow her out
The child obeyed, but could not | X
repress another scream. Almost of. the rpom. Outslde the chids

voice steady with the calmness of

L
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before her gentle fingers had door she faced him resolutely, her

- despair:
i “Go for Iris, John.
‘4 right to be here now."”
' And thus it was that Iris Mor-
R gan returned to the home, the hus-
| band and the child whom she had
! deserted just one year before.
{§}  But Nan, with the child she loved
i lying upon the kitchen table as an
| improvised operating table, had no
‘room in her heart or mind for re-
| alization of the irony of Iris’ re-

She has a

| absolutely nothing as she saw her
|husband trudge heavily up the
| stairs with his former wife's suif-
case in his left hand and his right
arm about . Iris’ shuddering shoul-
ders. What did anything matter
now, if Curtis was to die?

“Oh, God!” Nan prayed, “‘don't let
him die! If I've been wicked, try-
ing to keep him and John from—
!;her. T'll do anything—give them up

gladly, if you'll only let Curtis
{ live!”

| In her extremity, Nan did not re-
|{alize that she was insulting God by
| assuming His partnership for the
| wicked, rather than the good.

Salle
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]‘5 CHAPTER XLVII
|| If she could have done anything

| dured those two hours that elapsed
{1 between the arrival of the surgeon.
|| Dr. Drew, and the appearance from
'} the kitchen of the wheeled stretcher
] with its still, blanket-wrapped bur-
'} ‘ den. But even Dr. Black, her cham-
' plon and friend, brusquely ordered
| {!her from the kitchen which had
I} | been turned into an operating room.
/|1t was already crowded with him-
1 iself, the surgeon, the anesthetician

and the nurse. Science was in
|'charge; love could avail Curtis
'‘nothing now.

. And so the desolate girl wan-
| dered from room to room, feeling
| more like an outcast spirit in “Tom-

'linson.,” of which Kipling writes:

i “The wind that blows between the

| |than like a human being. For n

ined Patronage

Las Vegas, Nevada

i Worlds, it nipped him to the bone.”

‘turn—at her own bidding. She felt '

croak.

| *“He's still alive. That's all T can
(say now,” Dr. Black answered
!brusquely from behind the yellow-
‘{sh-muslin mask he wore.

The slow procession began the
difficult negotiation of the stairs.
'Morgan and Iris, the latter sobbing
|convulsively. brought up its rear,
!and Nan sunk into a little huddle
/in the hall, unonnoticed until Maude
O'Brien found her there and ad-
ministered to her.

At 3 o'clock Dr. Drew went home,
satisfied that the operation was
“successful,” no matter what its out-
{come, and leaving Dr. Black and
the trained nurse in charge.

“Please, Dr. Drew—" Nan dared

to stop him at the front door. “Will'

he—live?”

“Who are you?” the surgeon de- |
manded curtly, beetling his whitish |
| eyecbrows and regarding her with

Nan _

| frosty blue eyes.
“I'm—Mr. Morgan's—wife,”
| brought out the words jerkily.

“Then who is the beauty In

| green? I thought she was the boy's |

| mother.”

“She is,” Nan answered dully.

S.why try to explain?

“]—see, Odd triangle,” the sur- !

'geon commented. “Well, young
lady, I can't tell you whether the
child will live or not. If peritonitis
. doesn't set in—as it probably will—
. he has an even chance.” His frosty
| eyes softened a bit at sight of her
profound misery.
ichild. Better go to bed. There's
nothing you can do—nothing any-
one except the nurse can do now."

Nan did not take his advice.
| Twice before dawn, she crept to the
door of Curtis' room, opened it
noiselessly and peeped in. And both
times she saw the father and mother
kneeling at the bedside, their eyes

fixed upon the white, unconscious §|

 face of their son. Nan did not en-
ter. At 6 o'clock she went down to
the kitchen and prepared breakfast
for the watchers.
as she set the table for two—Iris
and John Morgan. The nurse would
want hers on a tray, Nan decided,
so that she should not have to leave
the unconscious boy for a moment.

Maude O'Brien had gone back to

bed. and Estelle, who “lived out,” |

It was Nan, |
therefore, who summoned her hus- |
| band and his former wife to the '

had not yet arrived.

meal she had prepared for them.

“But there are only two places.
Aren't you going to eat, Nan?”
Morgan asked., his weary voice
whipping itself to what sounded like
genuine solicitude.

“IJ—ate in the kitchen,” Nan an-
swered.

“Imagine eating at a time like
this,” Iris sighed, as she settled in
her chair, amid a flutter of drap-
eries.

You must try to eat, to keep up
your strength, darling,” Morgan
urged, and Nan knew that the old.
familiar endearment had slipped
out unconsciously. Not that it mat-
tered now.

“I suppose I must, Jack,”
agreed, with a forlorn catch in her
lovely voice. Then, with a tearful

rush of words: “Oh, Jack, darling, !

‘to think it took THIS to bring us
' together again!”

Nan did not wait to hear Mor-
gan's answer. She fled, her hand
pressed against her heart. It DID
matter still! Oh, it did! But she
Jemembered her childish promise to
God to give this man up to this

woman if He would only spare Cur-

tis' life. And she would keep tha:
gromisc regardless of what it cost
er.

For two interminable hours shec
lay on her bed, her body taut, every
nerve listening,. The nurse had
promised to call her if there was
any change. At half past 8 she
rose, took a cold shower, and dressed
in office clothes. There had still
been no word from the nurse, but

as she emerged from her own door |

“You look all in,'

Her hands shook ' I

Irls |

{  So hard to bear were the humilia-
! tions which Iris, unknown to Mor-
1gan. inflicted upon her, that Nan
i at last found herself almost glad to
{ keep the promise she had made: 0
| leave Iris in possession of husband
{and child, if Curtis’ life was only
spared.
(To Be Continued)

i pending tragedy in her own home,
. Nan faced the court calmly, un-
afraid. Her one thouglg was to
| have done with this businkss, cred-
itably, of course, and to get back to
Curtis.

She put the pre-arranged gques-
tions to Nina Blackhull, widow of |
' the man for whose murder his son
'was on trial; put them calmly, but |
' her great, tired brown eyes blazed
| with a fire that seemed to wither
' the beautiful young witness, who,
Nan was convinced, had actually
' planned the murder, the execution
of which she had left to her lover,
the chauffeur, Bassett.

The first Pullman car ever used
was placed in service in 1858. It was
a converted passenger coach and
was operated on the Chicago & Al-

| ton Railroad between Bloomington,
| 11l., and Chicago. There were four
! lower and four upper berths, which

At the third question, put in were partitioned off by curtains. The
Nan's even voice, terrifying in its | first Pullman car built from the
very calmness, the woman in the | ground up, was finished in 1865 and

. witness box suddenly sprang to her 'was called the “Pioneer.” It car-
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CLUB

 CIGARS and TOBA CcCO
| Soft Drinks and

Fountain Lunches

STOCKER BROS.
W. M. Pechart, Mg;r.

15 Fremont street

| Nevada's

| Men’s

and Finest

Cigars - - - Tobacco
Soft Drinks

“Meet Me at the Boulder Club”

118 Fremont Street

Newest

Club

Get Your

Hunting License

Guns and Ammunition

At the

Smoke House

23 Fremont Street

Tobaccos

A. T. GILMORE, Prop.




