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This Dam Road Business
One thing that has been tossed

around this part of the county for some
time without anything having been
done to correct the evil is the road to
Poison's latest attraction—the dam now
under construction by the Montana
Power company, six miles southwest of
town.

Business men in town have suffered
protests issuing from those who must
travel the road to and from the dam.
Many Poison residents as well as those
from other parts of the county and
state have never visited this huge pro-
ject which means so. much to this vi-
cinity mainly due to the poor road and,
the probability of collision. The dusty
road has caused many narrow escapes
due to the poor visibility for some
time after passing another vehicle.
Rocks bounding up under the cars have
caused creaked batteries and other de-
fects.
Those who look to the future see this

power site as an attraction to the many
tourists who come through Poison to
and from the park if there is a navig-
able road to it. It may be the. very
thing that some of the merchants have
wanted to cause tousists to stop over
for awhile..
Sights like these have been capital-

ized on by all of the tourist-travel
states in the union. Colorado perhaps
leads in making accessible to tourists
through good well-marked roads all of
its attractions. Long ago it found that
in order to keep tourists coming It must
snake such improvements as to leave a
good impression on those who travel in
order that they spread the propaganda
of good will rather than bad. Montana
suffered' from such propaganda for
years after the roads were improved due
mainly to those who have passed
through when the roads were bad.
Poison could well afford to make a

United effort to get the improvements
necessary to have an up-to-date road
to its latest addition in the way of at-
tractions. It would be a step which we
feel would be well worthwhile and its
costs repaid many times over in good-
will.

Big Arm News
Leon Tabor returned home from the

Jennings Dude ranch at East Glacier
Park Friday. It was snowing when he
len there.
Wm. Steindel is camping at the

Scenic Rest and hauling ties from a
Hogheaven mill.
Rev. Hillis of Kalispell was here the

first of the week.
Mrs. Leon 'Tabor and children came

home from Dayton where she was car-
ing for her mother. Mts. J. 0. Black.
Tuesday evening a number called ort

Mabel Rude, it being her birthday.
Those present were Maggie and Stella
Baumert, Ida Rude. Mrs. Ross and
Jackie, Mrs. Taylor, Mrs. Senft and
Alice and Mrs. J. 0. Rude.
Mrs: Senn. our teacher. went to Kal-

ispell for the week-end to visit her
mother.
Mrs. Ida Rude and Alice were in Poi-

son shopping.
Mrs. Barr attended the Rebekah an-

niversary at Poison Wednesday even-
ing.

C. S. Bennett of Newport. Wash.,
came Sunday morning to meet nis
daughter, Margaret, who was visiting
at the Barr home. Margaret returned
:to Somers with her father.

Mr. Larson of Odgen, Utah, returned
here on Thursday to take Mrs. Larsot
back with him.. They expect to return
in the spring to stay.
James Rude has ben helping Mr.

A-skew with his work.
Mr. Davis and family of Mataba were

here Friday. They were returning from
a trip through Oregon and Washing-
ton.
Mrs. Vetel and Mrs. McBroom were

In Kalispell on business Friday.
Mrs. Ross was in Dayton Wednesday.
Mrs. 0. A. Knox was in Poison one

day.
Mrs. Flom Topett was :n Poison nn

Saturday.

Rollins News
Misses Florence. Weaver and Ra-

mona Inman went to Kalispell Friday.
Miss Weaver will be employed in that
city.
Mr. and Mrs. 0. J. Antoine of Poi-

son arrived here Thursday for a sev-
eral days visit at the Eigie Sager home.
Mr. and Mrs. Claud Sager motored

to Kalispell Friday.
Miss Wanda Antoine left Friday for

Dillon where she will attend normal
school.

Russell lappet of Great Falls visited
a part of the week at the Tiffany home.
Eugene Tiffany was horre frcm the

Poison dam during the week-end.
The past several days have been

Cloudy with some rain.
Firefigaters from here are expected

home as the forests have been covered
with enough moisture to practically
elirninlate danger for this season.
Mr. and Mrs. Peter Rorvilc spent

Saturday in Poison.
Mr. and Mrs. Edward man, Ray

Engle, Clarence Bain and Mr. and Mrs
F. R. Uhcle were Kalispell callers Sat-
urday.

William Tabor of the Big Arm wag a
week-end visitor at the Duffield home.
Mr. and Mrs. Clyde H. Walker motor-

ed down from Belton Saturday.
Ensign Duffield af Proctor was a

ascent caller I ere.
William Reynolds was a Saturday

business visitor at the county seat.
Esther Willey was a week-end visitor

in Kalispell.
Mrs. Ray Engle and laughter. Beth,

visited relatives in Kalispell over the
e•eek-end.
Juanita Caverly, Mary Uhde and

Dick Duffield attended a party at Day-
ton Sunday evening.
Mr. and Mrs. P. R. tffide and $OO,

c.e.O.nee,eneeeNheeee.laellNeaNee.....eleeel.

Days That are Gonel
„—

By Mrs. Buell

In our last installment, we left the
Johnson family to spend another winter

at Kaluchin Bay. They had returned in
August and imniediately began prepara-
tion for the winter, gathering driftwood

and catching a large supply of fish. As

they were well acquainted with the
Eskimos by this time, they bought more
furs than ever and also much ivory.
That winter they bought one hundred
seventy-two white fox skins, a number
of red fox, nine hundred seal skins and
a polar bear skin.
They visited many Eskimo villages

and at first were shocked to learn that
an Eskimo removes all his clothing but
a breech-cloth when he is at home—
the women do the same. The children
go entirely naked. They are a natural-
ly :nodest people and think nothing oi
this custom. Their clothing, made
heavy anti warm for the out-of-doors.
could not be worn in comfort inside
.their huts.

That winter the baby became very
ill.. His mother says that she is sure
he had pneumonia. The walls of their
home were coated inside with ice from
the steam of cooking, so she put up a
small hut 6x6 in which to keep him.
She had no medicine but iodine and
carbolic acid, but the boy coming ot
such hardy stock, pulled through and
lived to plague his younger sisters.
The next spring, vistors began

stopping at their station—soldiers of
the Red army on their way to Kolyma
on the northern coast where part et
the White army was garrisoned. On one
occasion an engineer named Sergieff
who belonged to the Whites had come
Into their camp with a satchel in his
hand and a large beautiful dog for
company. He stayed a day or two and
when they sighted a party of Reds com-
ing, he burned several documents from
his bag and sat in the corner until the
Reds moved on. When he left, Mrs.
Johnson wrote a letter to her people
which he promised to mail if he ever
reached Vladivostok. Se had no word
from her people for three years and
felt they believed her dead in Vladi-
vostok. Mrs. Johnson remembers this
man's visit clearly, because when he left
Mr. Johsnon took him by dog team 20
miles to the south and by mistake took
a sack from the storeroom that con-
tained all her bread. Isn't that just
like us women to remember such de-
tails.
That summer, another man came in

front the North, just a tramp, no dogs
or supplies, depending on the Eskimos
to give him iced. He stayed two or
three months and finally walked out as
he had come. After the Johnsons moved
to Poison, they received a letter from
this man. He is now living in Phila-
delphia where he writes and lectures on
Siberia.
The summer of 1924 was exception-

ally fine The air was very mild, and
no ice-bergs were to be sighted, but still
no. boats. Maria said that they waited
and watched day after day until finally
they sighted a boat. It proved to be a
Russian boat that had come to con-
fiscate their furs and take over their
station. Some of the men were known
to the Jotuisons so they questioned
them and told them that they were
working for the Fur company and had
as yet received no wages and if the fur
was taken away, they would be left
penniless. The men told them that the
Reds were taking over the Fur com-
pany's stations. When the Fur Com-
pany sent out their boat which was
stopped at Anadin they were ordered to
stay there until a boat came from
Vladivostok to check them out. The
captain disregarded the Bolshevik or-
ders and pulled out at night and the
result was that they lost all their sta-
tions along the Siberian coast. The
men at Johnson's station said they were
told not to return without the furs or
they would be shot. They, however, took
Mrs. Johnson to another station where
she met the boat from Vladivostok and
there she talked with the Bolshevik
officers and they told her that when
the furs were sold, the Reds would pay
them seventy-five dollars a month to
run the station for them.
Mrs. Johnson and the little boy re-

turned to Kaluehtn with some Eskimos
in a boat of split Walrus hide.
Mr. Johnson says that the hide of a

Walrus is one-halt inch thick and the
natives spin. it to make their boats.
After it is split it still has strength
enough to carry ax tons weight.
Now the family was in dire straits;

their supplies would not iast for an-
other wiates and they had received no
word front the outside. Again they
watched and waited for a boat. One day
they sighted a small speck out to sea
perhaps eighteen miles. They watched
with their glasses. It woald bob up and
disappear behind a breaker. The waves
were hie, from a recent storm. Finally
they came near shore, but were unable
to land. They managed to send a small
boat close enough to hail them through
a megaphone. They were asked if they
:vented to go to the United States. They
Resented gladly and after much dif-
ficulty, they and their fur poraessiont
were taken into the small boat and
transferred on board the Coast Guard
cutter. Sear. They were taken to
Seattle where they lived for eight
months and then moved to Poison.
They now have a fox farm four miles
from town.
Mrs. Johnson wrote her people again

and received all answer They had
mourned her as dead until they received
the letter from Serfleff.

If Mrs. Johnsor, is a fair sample of
the Russian race, they are bound to
come out all right. Her courage and in-
telligence are hard to equal.

Richard, and daughter, Carol, drove
down to the Pelson darn Sunday.
A district meeting of the Methodist

ministers was held for a three day per-
iod at the Epworth League grounds last
week.
Charles Robinson was a Wednesday

caller from Poison.
Mrs. Lynn Inman returned home

from Poison on the Sunday evening
bus.
Mr. and Mrs. Tom Grindley of Mis-

soula spent part of last week here.

THE STORY

CHAPTER I—Brooke Reyburn visits the
office of Jed Stewart, a lawyer, to discuss
the terms of an estate she has inherited
from Mrs. Mary Amanda Dane. Unwittingly
she overhears Jed talking it Mark aleent, a
nephew of Mrs. Dane who has been di,.
inherited. Mrs. Dane had lived at Lookout
Souse, a huge structure on the sea, built
by her father and divided into two, for her
and Mark's father. Brooke had been a
fashion expert. and Mrs. Dane. a "shut-in."
hearing her on the radio had invited hoe to
call and developed a deep affection for her.
Mark discloses that Mrs. Dane had threat-
ened to disinherit him if he. married Lola,
from whom he is now divorced. He says he
toes not trust Henri and Clotilde Jacques,
Mrs. Dane's servants. He says he is not
interested in an offer of Brooke's to share
the estate with him. Jed defends Brooke.
She angrily interrupts them when in din-
cussing matrimony. Mark says he would
not marry "that schemer."
CHAPTER II—Leaving her departmer,

store job. Brooke refuses an offer to -go
stepping" with Jerry Field. a carefree
young man who wants to marry her. At a
tartly 

Lookout
tfeanuesee sahoenelea live

=crIluTetit her
younger sister who is taking her Job, her
brother. Sam, a young playwright, and tier
mother plan to stay in the city.

CHAPTER III

Through the open transom above
the office door came the hum of
typewriters. Mark Trent, behind
his desk, scowled in the direction of
the sound. He had paid good money
for those machines on the under-
standing that they were noiseless.
Curious that he never had been an-
noyed by them before. Must be
this confounded note in his hands.
He read again:

Dear Mr. Trent—
Many times your aunt has told me of

the Thanksgivings you spent with her at
Lookout House. Won't you dine here on
the coming holiday? My mother, sister
and brother will be with me. There
are many family treasures which you
should have. I would like to go over
them with you, and more than all. I
want to thank you for pulling me out
from under that car. I really wasn't
so ungrateful as I sounded. This Is a
late invitation because I have been bob
storing up my courage to ask you.
Please come. Bury the hatchet, or ac-
cept the olive branch, or however peace
between enemies—though I am not for a
moment your enemy—is being accom-
plished now.

Sincerely yours.
Brooke Reyburn

Lookout House

He dropped the note and frowned
at the red carnations in a crystal
vase on his desk. He lived over the
instant he had seen a girl go down
in the street, had seen a speeding
car almost upon her. How had he
managed to save her? Colorless
and dazed as she was, he had
thought her the loveliest thing he
ever had seen as she looked up at
him. As for a second he had stead-
ied her in his arms, his brain had
fought against her attraction and
the live warmth of her body had
prompted him to growl at her. No
wonder she had been angry, and no
wonder — lie admitted honestly —
Mary Amanda Dane had been taken
in by her. Well. ore victim in the
family was enough. She shouldn't
hypnotize him.

lie drew letter paper toward him

and picked up a pen. He'd set-
tle this question of friendship be-
tween them for good and all. Little
schemer!
Dear Miss Reyburn, he wrote.
As he hesitated as to how to word

his regrets. another picture of the
girl as she had appeared between
the hangings in Stewart's office
flashed in his mind with startling
clarity.
He must get along with that note.

His frowning regard of the opening
door changed to a welcoming smile
as a head poked in.
"Come in, Jed. What's on the lit-

tle mind now?"
Jed Stewart perched on a corner

of the flat desk. He pulled one of
the red carnations from the vase
and drew the stem through the but-
tonhole of the lapel of his checked
coat.
"I'm taking a lady to tea, need a

posey to make me look like a mil-
lion, so combined utility with busi-
ness and came here. Knew you al-
ways had them."
"What's the business? If you've

been sent again to ask me to take
half of that—"
"Hold everything; that's all

washed up. The matter has not been
mentioned to me since the day you
and Brooke Reyburn met in my of-
fice. I guess you killed her in-
terest in you by your infernal sar-
casm:
" 'Hope you'll enjoy the house and

fortune, Miss Reyburn. Happy land-
ings! Perhaps I'd better any, safe
landings,' sez you'."
"Oh, you think so? Read that."
Jed Stewart frowned over the note

Mark Trent tossed to him. He read
it through, reread it. Looked at
his friend.
"Going?"
"Going! What do you think?"

Mark answered a buzzer. "Who?
Mrs. Gregory. Of course I'll see
her."
He explained hurriedly to Stew-

art. "It's an old friend of Aunt
Mary Amanda's. She sailed for
France a week before my aunt died.
She's a martinet. one of those terri-

ble women who don't care where the
lash of their tongue falls, and a
confirmed matchmaker.
"This is mighty good of you, Mrs.

Gregory. and it's a clear case of
thought transference not ten min-
utes ago I was thinking of you."
A wave of feeling menaced the

clarity of Mark's voice as he bent
over the white-gloved hand of the
woman who had entered the office.
She had been a vital part of the life
at Lookout House which now
seemed so irretrievably far behind
him. A smile tugged at his lips
as he observed that the floppy wide-
brimmed picture hist was the model
She had worn since as a boy he had
admired the deeply waved blonde
hair it shadowed. The hair was still
faultlessly rnarcelled, but it was
snow white.
She settled into a chair with the

same rustle of taffeta he remem-
bered, and adjusted a diamond
brooch of a size and brilliance to
make a discriminating thief avidly
flex supple fingers. She peered up
at him through a jeweled lorgnette,
with eyes once a brilliant blue, now
the color of faded larkspur.
"Handsome as ever, aren't you,

Mark, in spite of the way those two
women let you down. First that
wife, with a grande amoureuse com-
plex, and then Mary Amanda. I
don't wonder that your hair at the

"Handsome as Ever, Aren't
You?"

temples looks as if it had been
touched by frosty fingers, if you are
only thirty. Who's he?"
She waved her lorgnette toward

Stewart, who, back to the room,
apparently had been absorbed in a
study of the calf-bound books on the
shelf.
"Stewart, of the firm of Stewart

and Stewart, attorneys. Jed, come
here. I want to present you to
Mrs. Gregory, toy first love."
"Hmp! Flatterer! You always

could coax my heart out of . my
breast with your wonderful smile
and your voice, Mark." She peered
through her lorgnette as Jed Stew-
art took the hand she extended with
the air of a sovereign.
"Stewart and Stewart! You were

Mary Amanda Dane's la wy e r,
weren't you?"
The contempt in her voice deep-

ened the color of Jed Stewart's al-
ready sufficiently ruddy face.
"I had that honor."
"Honor! Do you call it an honor

to help cheat her nephew out of
his inheritance?"

"Really, Mrs. Gregory, Jed can't

be held responsible—"
"Hold your tongue, Mark. I've

started, and now I intend to get rid

of a few things that have been boil-

ing and sizzling inside me since the

day I heard that Mary Amanda had

cut you out in favor of that fashion
adviser she'd gone crazy about."
"Forget it, Mrs. Gregory. I don't

need the money—"

"Of course you need it. No one

has money enough now because no

one has a sense of financial security.

Didn't you take over all the lame
ducks as your share of your grand-
father's property so that your aunt
wouldn't be worried by them?
Aren't you making that ex-wife of

yours an allowance? Mary Amanda
told me. What's she been doing
since she left you for that French
count? It was a French count year,
wasn't it? They were buzzing round
rich girls thick as wasps about a
broiled live lobster."
"She has married, I understand."
"Married! After she divorced the

count! The third time! Getting to be
a habit, isn't it? She isn't entitled to
a penny. I don't wonder your aunt
was furious when she found out that
you were giving her money. Per-
haps that's the real reason she cut

you off, though I thought It was be-
cause site didn't believe in divorce;
on that subject she was stuck back
in the eighties. However, that
wasn't what I came here to talk
about. I just wanted to tell you that
if I had known what was in that
will I witnessed two days before I
sailed for Europe—it was just a
week before she died—now, Stew-
art, don't look at me with your
jaw dropped as if I were a moron
with a Medusa complex—of course,
'I know that a person isn't supposed
to know the contents of the will she
witnesses, but I still say that had I
known that your aunt was leaving
her money away from you, Mark, I
would have cut off my hand before
I signed."

Mark Trent's heart stopped and
galloped furiously on. A will wit-
nessed a week before Mary Aman-
da's death! The will which had
been probated was of a date two
Months prior. As he opened sud-
denly stiffened lips to reply, he met
Jed Stewart's warning eyes,. eyes
which seemed like flames in a
chalky face. Jed was as amazed
as he.
Jed began to speak. "I was fond

of my client Mrs. Dane, and your
reference to her last will brought
back a picture of the delicate
woman in her Wheel chair with—"
"With that disreputable parrot

swearing in the cage behind her.
The bird was there when I witnessed
the will; I didn't know but that she
would insist upon Micawber's being
the other witness, but she called in
Clotilde and Henri Jacques, it was
her nurse-companion's day off. If
I had to choose between the parrot
and that French butler as my co-
resident on a desert island, I'd take
Mr. Micawber. After they went out,
Mary Amanda and I were' alone
for a few moments in the firelight.
It was the last time I saw her—"
Mrs. Gregory dabbed her reddening
eyes with a lace-edged handkerchief.
She straightened, demanded an-

grily:
"Why am I slobbering like that?

I love life! I wouldn't give up my
place in this problem-logged world
for all the starry halos and golden
harps you could offer. Thinking of
your aunt set me off. The last few
times I saw her I had noticed that
she seemed distrait, as if something
were worrying her. I've wondered
since if she would have told me
what she had done if I had not had
to hurry away. I called Henri be-
fore I left. As I looked back, she
seemed white and exhausted. As I
drove away I saw that girl driv-
ing in."
"That girl! You mean—"
"The Reyburn girl, of course,

Stewart. You ought to get a posi-
tion somewhere as an echo. I'd met
her several times and I liked her
too before I knew what she had
done to Mark. She made me for-
get that I was old eifough to be
her grandmother. Charming man-
ners. Well, I must run along."
"Thank you for your interest in

me, Mrs. Gregory. I'm going down
to your car with you. Wait for me,
Jed."
The woman turned on the thresh-

old. "I hope. if ever you draw an-
other will cutting out a rightful heir,
young man, you'll be swished in
boiling oil."
Stewart grinned. "Not boiling oil,

madam, not boding; couldn't you
reduce the temperature a degree?"
She smiled. "We'll see, we'll

see. You're an engaging boy, if you
are a poor lawyer. I'm to spend
the winter in my country house—
not far from the Dane-Trent prop-
erty—everybody's doing it this year.
Motor down some Sunday for

I'll come. Meanwhile,

lunch."ur_ es

would you mind not telling anyone
that you witnessed Mrs. Dane's

wilI"You don't think I'm proud of
my part in that robbery, do you? I
wouldn't have mentioned it now, but
I wanted to square myself with
Mark." •
Mark Trent's mind, was in a tu-

mult as he chatted with her in the
corridor, inquired for her health on
the way down in the elevator, told
her that he thought of her rich fruit
cake whenever he attended a wed-
ding. She looked up at him sharply
as they waited at the curb.
"Then you still attend weddings?"
"Why not? I rather like them."
"After your experience, I should

think you would shun them. Ever
see Lola?"
"No."

"Here's my car. That's Dominique
at the wheel. Remember him, don't
you? He drove my horses before I 

had an automobile, . and the—intlY
thing I have against him is that he
recommended his friends the
Jacques to your aunt. She made
so much of Henri that he got die-
tator-minded and tried to run the
whole place."
Jed Stewart was Walking the

floor when hp entered his office. He
stopped abruptly.
"Well," he demanded, "did she

talk any more?"
"Not about the will. Why the

dickens didn't you ask questions?"
"Didn't dare. Don't you see,

Mark? Boy, don't you understand?
Someone has snitched that second
will she witnessed."
"Did you draw it?"
"Never heard of it. Perhaps your

aunt had an acute attack of re-
morse. I argued with her, as much
as a lawyer can argue, against cut-
ting you out; she wouldn't come to
me about a new will. Didn't Mrs.
Gregory say•that she had been dis-
trait the last few times they had
been together? She thinks it was be-
cause Mrs. Dane was making up
her mind to disinherit you; you
and I know that the will to that ef-
fect already had been drawn."
"You passed up a grand chance to

cross-examine her, Jed."
"Didn't dare. She thinks the will

she witnessed is the one probated;
doesn't know that if it had been she
would have been summoned to
prove her signature. We mustn't
let a suspicion of this second will
get out. Where is it?"

"She said the Reyburn girl drove
in as she left the place. Do you
suppose Aunt Mary Amanda told
her what was in it and that she—"
Jed Stewart stopped his restless

pacing. His eyes and voice were
troubled.

"Destroyed it? But how could
Brooke Reyburn have known what
was in the first will? Perhaps your
aunt had told her that she was to be
residuary legatee—it doesn't seem
probable, but women do fool
things." He grinned. "Of course
men never do. We've got to get
busy. If it isn't destroyed, that will
may be at Lookout House; you've
never liked the Jacques and you
say that they hate you. I have an
idea. Open your house. Live there.
Get friendly with the girl."

"I would feet like a sneak to go
there to spy on her."

"You suspect that she may have
influenced your aunt to make a will
in her favor, don't you?"
"I do."
"Then give her a chance to prove

that she didn't. Take a couple of
Japs and go down and live next
door."
"I won't commit myself to that

proposition in a hurry. If I decide
to do it, will you come with me?"

"Sure, I've been hoping you'd ask
me. Philo Vance is my middle
name." Stewart picked up the note
lying on the desk. "You'd better
open the investigation by accept-
ing this."
"The Reyburn girl's invitation to

dine on Thanksgiving day? I would
feel like a spy, a traitor. The tur-
key would choke me.••

"Do you want the truths about
this will?"
"You bet. I do."
"Then go. Don't write. We never

send a letter when we can send a
man. Phone the night before that
you are coming. She'll have less
time in which to think why you are
accepting."

Brooke Reyburn stood in the door-
way of the living-room at Lookout
House. Behind her in the hall a
graceful circular stairway wound up
and up. She nodded approval. The
room was the perfect setting she
had visualized for the duchess of
Argyle since the day she had known
that her father had willed her the
portrait. The green of the walls
and trim repeated the color of the
satin gown of the woman in the dull
gold frame which hung above the
mantel of carved black Italian mar-
ble, repeated also the shade of the
feathers of the dozing parrot in a
gilded cage, threw into relief dark
polished surfaces of mahogany.

She had had everything that she
thought belonged to his family
stored in the apartment over thei
garage. Curious that she had found
so little silver.

(Continued Next Week)

Notice: Beginning with this issue two
insalhnents of "With Banners" trill be
published each week--each Tuesday

and Friday in The Flathead Courier.

CHRISTIAN SCIENCE SOCIETY
Poison. letontans, Annolunces a

Free Lecture
Christian Science

Entitled Christian Science, It's Unlimited Possibilities

By Robert Stanley Ross, C. S. B.. of New York; Member of the Board of

Lectureship of The Mother Church. The First Church of Christ, Scientist,

in Boston, Massachussetts.

In the Lincoln School Auditorium

FRIDAY, OCTOBER 1st, at 8 p. m.
The Public is Cordially Invited to Attend

NOTICE

Eastern Stars and Masons card party
at the Masonic hall. Thursday, Septem-
ber 30. at 8 p. m. Lunch and cards 35c.
Ad v.26.


