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FASHION AND PRECEDENCE.

Follies to Whose Decrees Weak Hu-
manity Humbly Bows,

The Old Man on the Mountain Moral-
izes, and Adorns His Moral
With a True Tale.

Among the highest mountains none is higher

Than that old mountain ecalled
tion.”

Its summit pierces through the lower skies;

To ascend its highest peak but few aspire,

And even they are dazzled with the con-
templation

Of the vast scenes unfolded to their eyes.

. Here was wheré the old man sat:

From here one overlooks the Olympic hight

¥rom whence old Jupiter his thunderholts
once hurled

On lesser gods and men who ronsed his fre.

Territlc secmed the fury of that oid god's

N might,

Frightening eelestials and the ancient world
Wll'lqn what we play with now—electric fire.

-2 To that old god we wouldn’t raise our hat.
Upaon that highest peak ‘there sat an old man;
His Bair and beard were white, but his features

2 bad a look 2
Which might be aptly termed the youth of
age;
His eyes were bright and had the power to
scan
Earth’s cities, towns and by-ways to their
farthest 100K,
With a keenness which proclaimed the man a
sage.
This was the old man perched for observa-
tion;

Jut it was no ancient scene could him allure.

Upon a modern world he turned his acute
vision
And of all he'saw and heard he made a note—
Thinking, undoubtedly, that he might secure
Of modern modes and customs a due pre-
Clsion .
Which could be transferred to any one who
wrote 5
The future history of any modern nation.
—[ Webster's (Unabridged).
And this was what the old man saw :
She sat upon a brilliant throne, the per-
fect incorporation of youth, and beauty,
and loveliness, and grace, and elegance,
and imperiousness, and delicious lavish-
ness, and of all of the adjectives which
express the adorable. Truly’regal sheap-
peared amidst her surroundings of silks,
and satins, and laces, and all ot the finer
and even coarser cloths and materials
from every manufactory in the world.
There were diamonds, and rubies, and
pearls, and jewels of every description
scattered around her in magnificent pro-
fusion, and of these she selected and ar-
ranged in fanciful, and sometimes fan-
tastic forms, designs of costumes, and

ornaments, and decorations, which she |

forced her subjects to buy; forshe reigned
supreme, and none dared disobey her
mandate.

Those who knew her not presumed that
ehe was the goddess of commerce, which

was a very good guess, and not a bad ap- |

pellation; but the old man on the mount-
ain peak knew that she was the Empress
of the world.

Her subjects were queens and prin-
cesses and duchesses and baronesses and
ministers’ wives and daughters, and
tradesmen’s wives and daughters and
larmers’ wives and daughters—in short,
every female inhabitant of the earth, and
il her sway was not absolute over men, it
came very near being so, for they had to
rustle in the liveliest manner to furnish
ithe means to pay for what was forced on
their wives and daughters, for never a
female existed who dared to object
to anything which was offered by
their empress, Miss Kyrene Fashion,and
il they had dared they would have been
banished at once to the realin called un-
womanly. So each and everyone ac-
cepted whatever was offered with the
est of smiles, and some robbed their
sbands’ pockets at night to obtain the
jneans wherewith to pay, and many
cried because they could not pay for
something more costly.

Here was a chance for the old man on
the mountain peak to moralize. He
might have said: *How much more hap-
piness there would have been in the
world if Kyrene had been more consider-
ate of the welfare of her subjects—if she
had considered the health of the women,
and estimated the pocketbooks of the
men, and oflered only such things as
were appropriate to both.” But the old
man comprehended that this would be
the same as saying: *‘If the world had
heen made different, it would have been
better,”” and the old man was too much
an optimist to say that.

As for Kyrene, she seemed utterly re-
gardless of anything but her own pleas-
ure. She appeared to have absorbed
all of the selfishness of the world, but
never was potentate worshiped with such
utter devotion. If ever a feminine kick
was made at any of her edicts, it was so
slight that it did not display the toe ofa
shoe, or disturb the 1'01& of a feminine
dress,

As for the men, the old man on the
mountain peak whispered: “Men are
too gallant too kick against anything
feminine (and Fashion was a woman, so
were their wives and daughters).

So Kyrene flourished on the love of
hier subjects, who apparently cared for
nothing but to increase the delight-of
their ruler: but they had one serious
trouble—they feared that their beloved
Jimpress might die an old maid: tfor
where was the masculine form worthy to
mate with she they adored ?

The old man on the mountain peak
winked a comical wink at their distress,
From where he sat he could see one fit-
ting and everyway worthy to wed with
the Empress of the world. His name
was Phoebus Precedent, and he ruled
men as absolutely as Kyrene Fashion
rule® women.

Emperors, kings, statesmen, judges,
ministers of law and gospel—everybody,
from highest to lowest, deferred to his
dictum about every important thing, and
his word was irrevocable fiat. His per-
sonal appearance might be described as
infposing, with a dignified suavity of
manner toward high and low, who bowed
obsequiously whenever he appeared.

Phoebus had heard of Kyrene, and
Kyrene had heard of Phwebus, and each
1:ad a mild desire to see the other; but
P oth were so enveloped in their own self-
importance that neither imagined the
possibility of any division of power.

Phoebus spent most of his spare time
hunting for old traditions, and Kyrene
spent most of her spare time hunting for
new designs, so it might have been ex-
pected that in their wanderings they
would “meet by chance, the usnal way.”
This occurred, and to say that both were
surprised and delighted with each other,
would be describing their sensations in

*Imagina- |
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| you.

| fully, for he was hungry, and he desired
| particularly to see more of Kyrene.

| Sultan in

very moderate language. Phebus ap-‘
peared to Kyrene like his ‘predecessor |
with another surname (Apollo), and |
Kyrene, attired in three provinces of |
Spain (Basque) and adorned with the

isiand ot Cuba (gem of the Antilles), and

perfumed with a city of Rhenish Prussia

(Cologne), as she dragged her train

through the wild forest, peared to

Pheebus like a silver-plated locomotive.

Such beauty and. power combined was

new to him, and for the first time he felt
the charm of novelty. There was no one

to introduce these two, but Kyrene knew

the female prerogative, and said: -

“*1am Kyrene ashion, the Empress of
the world. I rule all womankind (and
mankind, too, she whispered to herself).
Who have 1 the honor of addressing ?”

Phabus answered in his most majestic
suavity of manner: “I am Phebus
Precedent, the Emperor of the world. i
rule all mankind (and womankind, too),”?
he whispered, too low for Kyrene to
hear.

“I have heard of you,” said Kyrene,
graciously, “and I am delighted to meet
You rmaust be hungry,” she added;
“come home with meand I will give you
some lunch.”

Phebus accepted the invitation grate-

She
gave hinr for lunch the country of the
FEurope and Asia (Turkey),
cold: soine islands in the Pacific Ocean
(sandwich); and for beverage, an ancient
French and Spanish dynasty (Old Bour-
bon), and an island in the North Atlantic
(Madiera). It was a simple repast, but
Phaebus enjoyed it immensely, for every-
thing was au jait, en regle, and fit for a
dilletante.

While they were partaking ot their
lunch, the old mam on the mouuntain
peak, with his head above the lower
skies, looked up and saw a beautiful little
girl coming down. She had a coil of
silken cord in her hand, so fine that
human eyes could not see it, but the old
sage's eyes were sharp, and he could see
many things which others would never
look for. Even the girl was invisible
to mortal eyes. The old man knew that
she was Love, the youngest daughter of
the God of Heavenand Earth, and he saw,
by the twinkle in her eyes, that she was
out on a lark; so he watched her.

She came down right where Kyrene
and Phowebus were taking their lunch,
and before either of them knew that she
was there she had tied one end of the
silken cord around Kyrene’s ankle and
the other end around Phwbus’ ankle,
and then she stood back with the middle
of the coil in her little hand, and laughed
sweetly; and the old man heard her
whisper (for he had long ears), **Won’t I
miake you two humbugs hop presently !”

When they had eaten nearly every-
thing Pheebus said, with admiring eyes,
I believe I could sit here and eat all
day, just to be with you;? and Kyrene
laughed and saiq, **Well, if you are
hungry yet, you may have the little cape
at the southern extremity of Africa (Good
Hope), and take it home with you.”

I’hoebus thought he owned the whole
world betore, but he was willing to have |
it given to him over again by Kyrene, so
he said, **Thank you; I shall be much
pleased to take it with me.” (Of course,

| lided. The old man ;
| peak could not see whether it was their

the old man on the mountain peak did
not note all of their conversation, only
such remarks as he thought applicable to
his purpose.)

in accordance with the precedent of
etiguette, Pheebus had to tear himself
away, and in accordance with fashion
Kyrene had to let him go, but when he |
had reached the gate the little girl jerked
him back to say a few more words to Ky-

|

rene, and when he had got out of the gate |

on hLis second start the little girl jerked !
lKyrene down to the gate to say afew |
more words to Phabus; then she jerked
them both up to the gate and held them
there, one on each side, for a long time.
But this was in accordance with prece- |
dent and fashion both, and they didn’t
know that the little girl was making them
hop.

After this the little girl would jerk
Pheebus over to Kyrene’s, and then jerk
Kyrene over to Phwbus’, and then she
would jerk them both at once and make
them meet halt-way.

No small boy with a string tied round a
junebug ever had balf so much fun as
the little, baby-faced girl had jerking the
two mightiest potentates of earth around,
wherever she pleased, and making them
perform the most ridiculous antics.

The old man on the mountain peak
might have moralized here, and shown
the conirast between celestial power and
terrestrial power, for these two—the most
powerful of the world—were no more
than bugs in the hands of that little girl.

And so the little girl’s circus went on
until Phocbus and Kyrene had plighted
their troth, according to precedent and
fashion; but Pheebus began to feel very
uneasy, for never a cloud had arisen to
darken the heavenly prospect of these
two, and he remembered the old saying,
with his usual reverence, ‘‘True love
never does run smooth.” He was not
unhappy, but he was afraid his power
was slipping away from him, and he still
desired to reign supreme.

After the wedding day was decided
upon, Pheebus took his beloved in his
arms, and after a few salutations made
and provided for such oececasions, said:
*And now, my dearest Kyrene, I have
one favor to ask; you must permit me to
provide your wedding trosseau.” Ky-
rene was always lavishly extravagant,
and she had really been worrying and
wondering where the means were com-
ing from to provide suitable attire for
such a momentous occasion. Phoebus’
request relieved her greatly, and she put
her arms around his neck and—and—and
—and—said: *‘Oh, you dear, good Phee-
bus! Iknow you will get me the most
elegant dress ever worn on earth!”

And he said: ‘I will hunt the world
over, and you shall have the costliest ap-
parel ever worn by woman, even if it
costs more than the Worth of Paris can
furnish!”

Phoebus felt a little uneasy after his
promise, for he wasn’t posted in the cost
of female apparel, but he meant to keep
his promise faithfully, even if it made
him a bankrupt. He corresponded with
the principal cities, and hunted his re-
vered traditions and history, and even
lay awake nights trying to devise a
costume more expeusive than any ever
worn.

The old man on the mountain peak
pitied him, for he could see where the
costliest dress ever worn could be ob-
tained without unreasonable delay; so he
ame down from his perch and whis-
pered in Phwbus’ ear.” Pheebus bright-
ened up at once, for he knew that the old
man spoke truth, and he knew that he
could keep his promise; but he didn’t
know what it might cost him,

As for Kyrene, she lived in ahappy ex-
citement, only she was alittle impatient
to see the wonderful wedding costume.
1t camne at last in a beautiful jeweled box.
Kyrene thought the box rather small,
but she concluded that the material must
be of the finest. Phombus was there to

|

A PROMPT
AND

PERMANENT
CURE.

| ete

see the box opened, with his eyes shin-
ing in anticipation of Kyrene's happi-
ness. She unlocked the box, threw back
the lid, and there, exposed to her gaze,
was a—fig leaf,

Kyrene’s eyes opened wide with
&;tonishment. “What is this?” asked
she.

Phabus answered, in a reverent tone:
*It is a precedent, and the costliest dress
ever worn by woman. I should have
liked to have brought you a pretempta-
tion costume for your wedding wear, for

know you would have looked beautiful
in that; but it was not so costly as this,
and I had promised you the costliest.”

Kyrene's eyes were blazing with anger. |

Very beautiful she looked in her rage, as
she asked, in accents of supreme scorn:

“Is this the beautiful wedding trousseau |
provide for the !

ou was so anxious to
“mpress of the World! She who has
hunted the reaims of fancy for the elegant
and the exquisite, and spent her time de-
signing the beautiful, regardless of health,
comfort or expense? Oh! you old hum-
bug !m I hate you, and I will never marry
you!

Pheebus shrank back amazed, but he
also feit relieved from the apprehension
which had oppressed him solong. Prece-
dent was still to rule, for here was the
rippling wave which proved that ‘‘true
love never does run smooth.” Phebus
now spoke in a deprecating tone, and,
with an air of much dignity, said :

“My dear Kyrene, I thought to please
you, and you are displeased. I brought
you the costliest dress ever worn by
woman, as I promised you, and you are
angry at me. I thought that you cared
for Precedent, as 1 care for Fashion.
Think, for a moment, what that fig leaf
has cost the world. 1f there had been no
precedent for dress there would have
been no dress; that precedent by our
Mother Eve has cost the world all that
has been expended in dress up to this
time. And then, again, if there had been
no dresses to wear, where would you
have been? Could Fashion exist with-
out something to exist on? Don’t you
comprehend that your existence and
mine are both founded on Precedent?
Let us bury our differences and be united
and we will continue to rule the world,
as we have ruled it.”

Kyrene began to understand his rever-
ence for the past, and she was also
ashamed of her exhibition of passion,
which she knew was not in accordance
with good taste, and if there was any-
Lhixf she was proud of in herself it was
good taste.
and softly, ““I called you an old humbug;
I am sorry.”

“Never mind that,” said Phebus,
smiling. “If you marry me you will be
a humbug, too.”

“And may I always select my own
dresses hereafter ?”’ asked Kyrene.

*‘Certainly,” said Phwebus. *‘I am sure
I shall never desire to select a lady’s
dress again.”’

Just then the little girl jerked the two
together so quick that their faces col-
on the mountain

noses which hit each other, or something
else, but he heard quite a racket.

Old Hymen was sent for, and he tied
them together with one of his Gordian
knots, The liitle girl stooped down and
untied the sllken cord from their ankles
and coiled it up, and as she passed the old
man on the mountain peak, on her way
home, she smiled sweetly and said:

| “That was the most fun I have had ina

long time.
humbugs,
happy.”’
That they continued to rule the world
is evident, for you can note the conse-
quences of Fashion’s sway among men’s
business failures, etc., etc., and you can
see evidence of Precedent’s sway among
women in court etiguette, bric-a-brac,

They are a beautiful pair of
and I hope they will be

As the old man came down from the

mountain peak he was humming this old |
song from—from—from Webster’s Dic- |

tionary:

This world of ours is very queer,
But take it as you find it;

Anda if as evil it may appear,
Remember who designed it,

For, whether things are good or bad,
Depends on how we use them—

Our merriest friends will turn quite sad
And leave, if we abuse them.

Virtue itself becomes a vice,
If followed too austerely;

But charity is always nice,
If we practice it sincerely.

Don’t let the roving tramp come in,
But give-him a good dinner;

And if you harshly judge the sin,
Don’t harshly judge the sinner.

True justice, when with mercy milxed,
Is a most benignant power;

The fruit which ripens is always fixed
By the blossoming of a flower.

When wit with wisdom is combined,
Its influence is extended;

As brilliant colors—we often find—
Charm most when rightly blended.

I might go on with a sermon long,
Full of maxims truly needed;

But too much preaching, even in song,
Will surely go unheeded.

For this world of ours 1s very queer;
But take it as you find it,

And ifas evil it may appear,
Remember who designed it.

OLp CRANK,

[For the RECORD-UNTON.]
SEEDS OF KINDNESS,
Let us seatter seeds of kindness
As we journey o'er life’s way,
Let us not forget the precepts
That God gave us to obey;
Unkind words ifi anger spoken,
In this world much woe hath wrouzht—
Better far, that we speak kindly,
Better far, if we “judge not.”

“Cast thy bread upon the waters,”
Sometime it will return to you;

God will graciously reward you

For cach kindly act you do.

Hearts that are now filled with sorrow,
Would feel happier could they know
That some friendly hand would scatter
Roses where the thistles grow.

Dark the way that lies before us,
And we tread with faltering feet;
Dark the elouds that gather o'er us,
Yet life’s troubles we must meet ;
Then with kindness let us scatger
Roses all along the way,
And the gloom of night will lighten,
Turning darkness into day.
. —MRS., NELLIE BLOOM.
West Oakland, Cal.

-

[For the RECORD-UNION.]

GATHER THE ROSES WHILE YOU
MAY.

Gather the roses while you may,
Soon they’ll fude and wither;

Let their perfume cheer your heart,
While the sumimer lingers.

Gather the sunbeams in your path,
Keép the wheat and roses ;

Let the thorns and briers go,

Till the harvest is ended.

Gather up the joys of life

In the strenzth of manhood;
Soon old age will follow fast,
Soon will come the harvest.

Gather knowledge while you may,
From the fields and flowers;
Nature’s storehouse offers wealth
To the earnest toiler.

Gather comfort from the thought
We shall know each other ;
Over on the golden shore
In the bright to-morrow,
—E. G. JoNES, M. D,

THE BABY WAS *“‘IN IT.»”

Over the way, in a great stone flat, 3
A dear little baby bad come, they said,
With a wee, quaint face and big brown eyes,
Like a dusty ball the round littie head.

And Ada Kkissed the rosy-red lips,
And patted the dear little hand, so plnk—
A wondering look in her own bright eyes:
‘What does the little maiden think ?

“This is a flat,” then she slowly says:
“I wonder where the landlord has been ?
‘No children allowed’—the sign Is here;
Dear littie bub{, how did you get in 2"
—Callie Bonnie Marble, in the Housewife,

SO DIFFERENT.

She said “good-night”; he said it o'er,
As maids oft have to do;

She said it twenty times or more,
And still she wasn’t through.

’Tis strange how different
Her father, big and gruff,
Exclaimed it once—"twas heard afar,
And that proved quite enough.
—Washington Star.
HoARrsENEss.—All suffering from irri-
tation of the throat and hoarseness will
be zreeubl surprised at the immediate
relief atforded by the use of “Brown’s
Bronchial Troches.” Sold only in boxes.

leare;

So she said, very humbly |

“FOR ISOBEL.”

| Written for the RECORD-UNION by Gale
! Braith—Aliee Robertson.]

Lost in dreamy meditation, with the
golden glory of the slowly selting sun
warm around her and sinking like a great
ball of fire to rest behind the distant hill-
tops, is Isobel. A stillness of death pre-
vails in the large, wide room, for what
sounds from the outside world could
| pierce these old stone walls to intrude
upen or distract the girl's wandering
thoughts? How fair, how divinely fair
and innocent is the expression of her
beauntiful eyes? How bright the glow
upon her tawny hair which is caught and
twisted into a careless knot at the back of
her small head, and grows so wonderfully
thick and prettily upon her temples whilst
a few short tendrals, escaping from the
coil, form a dozen tiny rings upon her
fair, white neck!

Of what are her thoughts? This sad-
eyed girl, with the form of a goddess,
leaning dejectedly against the iron case-
ment with the saffron glow of the sunset
lingering lovingly and glinting upon her
vellow-tipped lashes. Surely those ab-
sorbing thoughts must be for an absent
lover. Yet, still, what lover could bring
that look of hopeless despair and helpless
misery into those steadfast eyes which
are now filling with bitter, burning tears?

with suppressed grief.

Who is she? Verhaps some wayward
Princess whose cruel parents have thus
isolated to compel her to wed the man of
their choice. :

Ah, no, dear reader, Isobel is a conviet,
{and these thick stone walls form the
massive criminal prisonof L. She wears
the regular prison garb, and the delicate
hands which shade her eyes are toil-worn
and bear ugly blue stains caused by sew-
ing upon the course, blue garment at her
feet,

The sun is now completely lost irom
sight, and low and lower the girl’s head
droops. A sob escapes her pain-drawn
{ lips—then a stormof tears as she sinks
| upon her knees by the iron-barred win-
i dow. So loud is her grief she fails to
{
|
|
|

hear the swift, quick step softly crossing
| the room until a hand is laid lightly upon
her down-bent shoulder. She springs to

confronts him in a suaden fary. :
“How dare you touch me?”’ brushing

hand had just rested. ‘“How dare you?”’
—quivering with passion—* how dare
you?”’ 3

| His eyes rest upon her beauty with a
| a gloating covetous look as his sneering
lips echo her own,

*How dare I? Ha! ha! You will soon
see, my fine lady, what I dare not do.”

He steps forward as she retreats.

“Stop! Another step and I believe I

will kill you.”
| He laughs scoffingly, shrugging his
| great square shoulders contemptuously.

“Bah! You will love me before the
month is over, I have never failed to win
’em yet. But [ am patient. 1 can wail.
Isimply came to rgmind you that it is
| eontrary to our rules and regulations for
| the prisoners to remain in the parlor,”
with a grin at his own wit, *“‘alter work
hours, so please precede me.”

Without a word &he walks toward the
door, but ’ere she can reach it tue man is
again by her side, speaking now with
low, respectfui voice :

“Don’t think me a brute. 1I’m not half
a bad isort if you would only treat me
a little different. I love you, and, b
G-—d, your beauty drives me mad.
Listen,”” as she turns away, ‘I bave in-
{ luence. Be kind to me and you shall be
lree. 1 swear it.”’? An eager light darts
to his really fine eyes, and his voice is
soit and pleasant. ‘‘Come, will you try
to like me in return?”’

Without waiting to listen further the
girl turned and huarriedly passes down
the corridor, followed by the man, as he
grinds a curse between his teeth.

The young prison dector, who is on his
way to visit one of the wards, pauses be-
fore Isobel in some slight surprise. A
hot erimson blush overspreads her face
and neck.

With a kindly professional air he takes
her hand—''You are feverish to-night,”

cheek. *‘I am afraid you are not yet re-
covered from your recent illness.
send you some powders. Take one be-
fore retiring.”

she bends her head in silence. He
lingers a moment as if' loth to ieave, and
then bowing as respectfully and deeply
to this prisoner as he would to the high-
est iady in the land, Dr, Lindsey walks
slowly away.

listener, now filled with jealous fury,
steps forward, grasping her arm savagely
as he hisses:

face.,”” e beckons to an approaching
tarnkey. ‘‘Conduct this prisoner to her
cell, and in the future be more watch-
ful in your guard over her. She is,”
with his unpleasant laugh, *‘liable to get
into mischier.”’

“In love?
lessly, and,’” slowly, ‘‘detantly,”

The young man, sitting opposite his
host laughs knowingly.

““Heiress, eh? Case of rope, ladder and
all that? Well, you know the old say-
ing, ‘Faint heart never won fair lady.’
Dick, old boy, I wish you happiness,
Who is she? Some jealously-guarded,
high-born damsel? 1 remember your
ideas of old. The woman you choose
must be high, on a piunacle us poor or-
dinary morials can only gaze upon from
afar, Lucky dog. Crack another bottle
in her honor, old chap. But why are
you so down in the mouth? Parents ob-
ject? Won’t consent, eh? Never say die.
Here goes.” .

Dr. Lindsey listens with bent head
resting upon a strong, white hand,
while his jolly, breezy college friend,
Ted Treavor, continues: ‘‘Perhaps, after
all, it is only an affwire—a frail wife or
mistress, eh?”’

Dick Lindsey leaps to his feet, catch-
ing his friend angrily by the throat, and
then, as it ashamed of this outburst, re-
seats himself. *I beg your pardon, Tre-
vor. I think I am half mad. But no
matter. I love her; and to me she is
dearer than life itseif.”’

Ted comes forward and presses his
friend’s hands warmly. *‘Old fellow,
brace up. There is something seriously
wrong. Whatisit? Tell me. We have
been children—boys together —school
boys—taking one another’s chastisement,
disputing over our hoops or marbles; at
college quarreling over and assisting
each other with the classics; later fighting
in rivalry for the smile. of some village
beauty. Tell me, is she too proud to
share your lot?”’ indignantly. “You are
worthy the favor of any woman. Who s
this proud, hard creature? Let me see
her, Let me intercede for you. For
you, if it were not for your stubborn
orinciples, would be famous to-day.
]You, who carried every prize before you
at college, and yet, with all your gifls,
you are content and willing to pass your
bright, young life administering to the
wants of a lot ot depraved convicts,”

The young doctor’s face is ashy.

“Don’t, Ted, for it is among these con-
viets I have met her,”

“‘Then,” sarcastically, ‘“philanthropy is
one of her many virtues?”’

“No. You do not understand. She is
a prisoner in this jail,””

Trevor drops into his seat with eyes

- .
So Harpy.
“J Bottles of SWIFT’S SPECIFiIL
L7 relieved meof asevere Blood trouble.
it Las also caused my hair to grow out
again, as it had been fallihg out by the
hand full. Aftertrying many physicians
in vain, I am so happy to find a cure in
3.8.8.—<0. H. ELBERT, Galveston, Tex.

Raising her hand she shades the last rays |
of the vanishing sun from her blinding |
eyes, whilst her mouth and chin quiver |

Yes. Madly, wildly, reck- |

| evidence?

|
|
|

i
|
|
|
|
|

|
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| poor girl, without the means to furnish @ NESS,

|

CARLISLE

WHISKEY,

The Perfection of Hand-made Sour Mash Bourbon.
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PURE AND WMATURED.

DOCTOR, THE INVALID,
AND THE GOOD LIVER.

SHERWOOD & SHERWOOD, Distributing, Agents,
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fixed in speechless amazement u bon _his
friend’s face, and, at last, gasps, “Kxplain

it, Dick. Blowed if I can undersmud;

you.”

Dick raises to his feet, and, with hands
thrust deep into his pockets, hurriedly
and impatiently paces the room. i

*“The case is this: And, in its self, the
facts are plain, simply showing the lady— |
I cannot call her prisoner—an innocent, |
helpless girl.”?

‘““Then she is innocent?”?

*“T'o all intents and purposes—yes.”

‘‘And imprisoned through mistaken

Ah, now, I am beginning to
understand,”’

**No, Ted, she is guilty, and guilty of a

very grave offense—that of forgery. The
story is this: Miss Isabel Keith—the lady |
I refer to—was, with her mother, left at
the time of her father's death com- |
pletely penniless. This poverty Mrs,
Keith's llxmr.her'. a wealthy land-owner,
promised to lighten by a few pounds
from his overfilled purse. To be brief,

Mrs. Keith was slowly dying of con-!
sumption. The money which they ex-

pected upon a certain day was not forth-
coming. The daughter was heart-broken
and almost bereft of reason, one grief
upon anoither in such quick succession.
First, the death of her father and mow
the threatened loss of this dearly loved
mother so soon to follow. And she, poor

or procure priper nourishment for the

{ invalid, day by day and hour by hour !

she walched, prayed and waited for the
promised remittance. One by one she

!sold or pawned the few simple trinkets |

and ornaments which she possessed;

|
|
{aye, even piece by piece the vlulhing‘

her feet, and her eyes alight upon the |
head oflicial who steps backward as she |

from her body, until, maddened by des-
pair, and bordering upon the verge of
brain-fever, she decided upon a desper-

| ate and daring step to forge a check upon

with a shudder the shoulder where his |

the villaze bank in her uncle's name for
the paltry amoant promised. The re-

| soive was no sooner formed than accom-

plished, for she with her conscienco ar-

| gued this money would help to brighten
{ the last few remaining days of that suf-

fering mother, and it by chance should
the money come, she would return it to
her uncle, confess all, and trust to his
mercy for forgiveuness. Poor girl, she
reckoned without her host, unfortu-
nately, for her uncle was dead—dead |
already a week, in fact, when she forged
the check, leaving to his wife, a young,
ignorant person whom he had but lately !
married, all his vast wealth, Mrs, Keith

died two weeks after, surrounded by
many extra little comforts, and then,
after the funeral, Isobel went to her |

| unele’s widow, and upon her knees con- |

| fessed the erime.

i serve ten years at hard labor.
{ months of that time has passed,”

touching gently her flushed, burning |

I will |

| for me.
The oflicial, who has been an eager |

| brushiug a tear from his eye—‘‘by Jove |

| Keith I'1l spend the whole of my fortune

| upon
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The woman was furi- |
ous, and she called upon the law to |
prosecute this orphan girl. At the time |
Isobel was brought to prison, raving

with delirious fever, and sentenced to

But six

and,

sinking into his chair with a groan, *‘to |
think this refined, beautiful creature

must mingle amidst a lot of depraved !
fellons; women who are lost to ali moral |
instinets. She cannot live—it will kill |
her.”

“Perhaps,” Trevor mused, ‘it would |
be the best thing that could happen.”’ |

**No, by heaven, jumping to his \feet. |

“Yes, but’— laying a soothing hand |
Dick’s shoulder—*''be sensible. |
Even were she free to-morrow you could
not marry her.” |

**Aad why not, pray?”’ {

“Surely,” laughing slightly, “you are
not in earnest when you speak of mar- |
riage with this woman, for no matter |
how beautiful she is, or apparently inno-
cent were her motives, forgery is a nasty
crime, and you would not wed a con-
viet.”?

**Ah, would I not? At this instant I
would take her to my heart gladly,
thankfully, if she woulgl have me.””

‘“‘And dety the world?”?

“The world, forsooth! Oh, man, man, |
don’t talk about the world to me. She is |
my world. I would guard and cherish
her so proudly, for”’—solemnly—*I feel
and know she is the one woman created
I would give my life this day if,
by so doing, 1 could procure her pardon—
my poor love.”

“*Cheer up, old chap.

)

I had no idea

| you were so hard hit, and”—fugitively | B.B
|

have

my sympathy., I'm your |
friend.

Dash it! if money can he]p Miss

like water to procare her pardon.”

Dick erushes his friend’s hand silently.
“God bless you, Ted.” |

‘‘Keep a stift upper lip and you’ll see
what my eloquence will do. If I don’t
take a tiit in her favor you can have my
head.”

In less than a month, lo! an official-
looking document is flying swiftly on its
way to the prison of L., granting, upon
its snowy pages, a pardon to Isobel Keith,
and when the girl beholds it she falls for-
ward in a swoon, but the young doctor
catches her in his eager arms.

This pardon has come so unexpectedly
she can scarcely realize the fact that the
glorious word, “Freedom,” has gone to
her.

Sinking upon the bare floor by the side
of her rude bed in that narrow cell where
she has passed so many weary hours with
streaming eyes she thanks the divine
and merciful God for his help.

‘‘Blessed be Thy name. Oh, my Father,
forgive me that I erred through ignor-
ance and youth. Forgive me that I re-
belled against or doubted Thy hely and
mighty power. Oh! sinner that [am, I
kiss Thy dear, dear feet!”

“You ask me that which I dare not do.

If I loved you less it might be possible.
Were I to accept that which you otter me,
surely would I be the basest creature |
upon this earth.”
@ Dicikk catches her hand—her beautiful
white hand—and carries it to his lips—
“And if you donot you will be the most
cruel.”

“Were it different gladly would I be
your wife. But now—now it is impossi-
ble.”’

His eyes are filled with a terrible mis-
ery.

*‘Not impossible, dear.”

Trembling she sinks into a chair, press-
ing both hands against her heart.

“*Oh! don’t you understand the terrible
barrier that is between us?”’

“There is no barrier,” falling at her
feet. *‘Oh, darling, be kindly to me.
Without you I cannot live. The barriers
are nothing compared fo my love for

you.””
2 His head sinks upon her knees whilst
his arms clasp her waist tightly. L

She rests her hands lovingly upon his
head. ‘‘Love, listen to me. What you
ask cannot be. I will go away—far away,
and then, perhaps, you will forget me.
Some day you will wed another woman
who will love you. No, not so well as I—
that could not be. But one who will
make you a dutiful and true wife.””

*‘Hush! None but you! Were the uni-
verse laid at my feet thisinstant to choose
from, you I would choose as its most
precious gift.” } :

With a sudden impulse she lifts his
head and presses it passionately to her
breast. ‘“‘Give me time to think. Come
to-morrow,” kissing his lips tenderly.
**Come to-morrow.”

He clasps her neck quickly. ‘“You give
me hope.”

“Come to-morrow,” she repeats, half
smiling.

“Well, by what strategy did you per-
suade the stubborn Isobel to have vou?
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up again, old chappie, and let’s have a
talk over former times. Now, tell me
how youn like this bLlooming country?
Jove, this is good old Yankee claret.
Great guns! but that youngster has a pair
of lungs, Ah, here he is, the rascal,’” as a
toddling child, rather uncertain as yet
upon his plump, little legs, unsteadily
enters the room, stopping in the middle
of a prolonged howl, to gaze with aston-
ishmentatthe unexpected stranger,loung-
ing so lazily and comfortably in his papa’s
own arm-chair with a cigar between
his lips, and an empty wine-glass bal-
anced most beantifully and wonderfully
upon his index finger tip.

Dick catches his little son and tosses
him high in the air, which causes the
child to shout with delight, and then, set-
ting him down, says: “Now go and shake
hands with the gentleman.”

“What is your name, my little man?”
asked Ted.

“Teddy Trevor Lindsey. 1have a little
sister; she has two teeth,” with a supe-
rior air. “I have nearly all mine. She
can’t walk neither. But mamma says
she will when she grows older,” doubt-
fully. .*Do you think she will?”

“What is this little sister’s name?”’
queries Ted.

‘“Her name is Isobel. She is named
after mamma, She cries all the time.
(Il"—with brazen forgetfulness—‘‘never

0.77

“Don’t you know it is naughty to tell
stories, Teddy?’ And, at the door, is
Isobel standing fair and beautiful in ther
winsome, sweet young motherhood with
a sleeping baby elasped in her arms.

Dick rises guiokly. and then, with his
armsaround her, stands before his friend.

“Ted, this is my wife.
troduce m
You have
enough—"’

Before he can finish the tears are run-
ning down Isobel’s cheeks,

““Ah, indeed. Yes, Dick, the truestand
best. Not a day passes but I bless your
dear name. Ever since my little son was
able I have taught his baby lips to rever-
ently bless your name. And she also,”
laying the soft, wee infant in his arms,
"shalf so soon as she is able to lisp, do
the same—to thank the noble heart that

Dear, let me in-
true old friend, Ted Trevor.
eard me speak of him often

Tapay Palley Jands,

A GAPAY (OLONY.

Busy Fruit-Growers in a Pretty
Yolo Valley—Tancred and Its
Adjoining Farms

N THE SPRING OF LAST YEAR
Robert A. and Neal D. Barker associated
themselves with William MecKay, all of Oalk.

i

|
|

PNEUMONIA, CATARRH, IN- |

|
|

je sure |

land, with a view of scarching out a suitabloe
loeation in which to engage in the profitable
occupation of fruit-growing. After visiting
mnany localities, they decided on the Capay
Valley, Yolo County, and the Rhodes tract at
Tancred,

Negotiations were opened with the Capay
Valley Land Company, owning the tract in
question. With W. H. Mills, the General
Agent of that company, they arranged for the
purchase of about 220 acres of foothill land
This being more than they had thought of
taking for their own use, they spoke to a
number of friends about it, with the resulg
ihat the traet was divided among the follows
ing people: B. L. Hickok, 40 acres; W. T,
Barnett, 20 acres; N, T. Greathead, 20 acres;
Mrs. L. Greathead, 20 acres; W. McKay, 20
acres; N. D. Barker, 20 acres; R. A. Barker,
20 acres; J. P, Brownlee, 20 acres; E. H. Has-
‘ott, 10 acres; Joseph Barker, 10 acres; A, W,
Kelly* 10 acres, and Frederick Kelly, 10 acres.

Sofar this had been merely a private ven.
ture of the gentlemen above named, but in

| talking up the question of dividing the land

already purchased, 1t was found that so many
more would like to join it than the area of the
purchase would admit of, that it was suge
gested on all hands, “Why not get some more
land and divide it up in the same way?”
Then followed the idea of a stock company to
take hold of a larger tract and nrr:mgé for the
cultivation of theswhole of it, after subdividing
it according to the requirements of the sube
ceribers. A provisional board was formed, a
prospectus issued, and finally, on the 5th of
June, 1890, the Western Co-operative Col-
onization and Improvement Company was
duly registered and proceeded to business,
with the following officers: President, Will-
fam McKay; Vice-President, M. P. Brown;
Directors—H. U. Ellis, Charles Brooke and
R. A. Barker; Secretary and General Manager,
Neal D. Barker; Solicitor, C. E. Snook; Treas-
urer, First National Bank of Oakland.

The balance of the tract, 373 acres, was pur-
chased. A contract was entered into for the
purchase of a large number of fruit trees,
vines, etc. This early purchase of trees was
the means of saving between $3,000 and
$4,000 to the company, the prices in some
cages having more than doubled since then.

The ideas which the prospectus set forth
have been but slightly modified and the
progress of the company has been unintere
rupted. Those who went into it doubtingly
bave become enthusiastic, and almost all the
members arranged to set out all their lands in
frult trees, ete., the first year. Consequently
in this, the first season, some 40,000 trees and
between 20.000 and 30.000 vines will ba
planrecr.

The satisfactory working of this scheme has
had the effect of attracting considerable at-
tention to the work of the Colony Company,
and a number of pecple are now desirous of
joining in with them. An additional 200
acres have been added to the sixty acres
originally purchased.

For the company 1s predictea a very bright
future, as well as for the beautiful valley in
which their operations are conducted. How
this marvelous little garden has come to be 50
long neglected is a puzzle to every one whao
has visited it, but one thing is very sure, and
that is that this neglect will never again be
felt in the valley.

The fruits set out are mostly of the standarad
varieties—peaches, apricots, Bartlett pears,
prunes, figs, raisin grapes, etec., while along
both sides of the avenues, throughout the
tract, walnuts will throw their graceful shade,
A considerablelnumber of citrus trees are also
being set out; quite a sufficient number to
demonstrate that these fruits can be success-
fully grown in the‘valley, about which the
colonists appear to have no doubt, provided
proper care is given to the young trees. Neal
D, Barker, General Manager of the company,
resides on the tract, and to his care is to be ase
cribed much of the success of the venture.

Mention should be made of the town-site,
about which there is a pleasant innovation
which might with profit be followed by more
ambitious places. A small park of some three
acres has been lald out right in the center of
the town. This park it i8 proposed to beautify
by planting in it from time to time as many
of the beauties and curiosities of tree and
shrub life as may be obtained by Ailigent
search and a wise expenditure of money, It
is not expected that Tancred will ever be o
large and busy city, but it is thought that it
ocan be made a very pleasant little place to
dwell in,

A petition has been eireulated recently and
very largely signed, asking the county to ace
cept Island avenue, on the colony tract, as a
county road, and to build a bridge across
Cache Creek at this point, in order to give the
settlers on the east side of the creek access to
lancred Station. The Tancred colonists ara
quite willing to give the necessary right of
way, and are very desirous of having a bridgs
there, as the colony lands extend along both
sides of the strearn. It is thought that it
would be a very wise expenditure ot publio
money to grant them this very necessary im-
provement, as the operations of such coms
panies are of widespread beneflt to the whole
county and State. The attractions and com-
forts of the cities are well known, but to those
who are willing to settle on the land and show
that the country also affords attractions and
comforts and ways of making money pleas«
antly, every inducement should be held forth.

The following is a list of the principal meme
bers of the Tancred Colony, with the number
of acres owned by each, and a fact worthy of
mention is that in each contract or deed is-
sued by the Colony Company there is & pro«
vision that no intoxicating liquor shall ever
be manufactured or sold on the land. The ap-
parent success ofthe enterprisc shows that
the ideas and plans of the colony, as set forth
in the prospectus some time ago, are notime
practicable: C.T. Hull, Berkeley, 5 acres; W.
P. Hammon, Oakland, 14 acres; C.S. Kasson,
San Francisco, 11 acres; Jos, Barker, 10 acres;
A.W. Kelly, Kincardine, Ont., 5 acres; N. T.
Greathead, 5 acres; R. G.Greathead, Oakland
10 acres; R. A. Barker, San Francisco, 10
acres; N. D. Barker, Tancred, 10 acres; Dr, K,
Favor, San Francisco, 27 acres; J. P. Brownlee,
Kincardine, Ont.,, 9 acres; W. T. Bamett,
Berkeley, 5 acres; M. P. Brown, 10 acres;
Chas. Brook, Sr., Oakland, 10 acres; W. C,
Boutelle, Berkeley, 20 acres; Mrs. T. A.Crelin,
Oakland, 5 acres; C. H. Peach, Tancred, 5
ecres; H. C. Ellis, Oakland, 10 acres; J. Van«
stone, Winnipeg, 10 acres; E. A. Vanstone,
Tancred, 5 acres; E. Wadsworth, Sacramento,
5 acres; M. A. Thomas, Oakland, 6 acres;
James Graham, San Francisco, 11 acres; A.
Stark, 12 acres; J. Stark, 10 acres; Mrs, M.
Vrooman, 5 acres; C. E. Snook, 10 acres; C.
T. Greathead, 12 acres; Wm. McKay, 6 acres;
Mrs. Wm. McKay, Oakland, 5 acres; Mrs. E.
C. Wooley, Brooklyn, N. Y., 10 acres; Mrs. H.
Beckley, Oakland, 5 acres; T. A. Marriett, 5
acres; J. C. Harrison, Tancred, 5 acres. The
land c;:served by the Colony Company, ine

j townsite, consists of 61
ding te, by acres.

2 R procured her mother’s freedom.”
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