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Big sleeves still continue to make men
desperate, although the laws are in
their own hands, and they have the
power to enforce their ideas, yet in
some instances their courage seems to
fail them. They may congratulate them-
selves that the small sleeve is really
here at last, and there will soon be one
feminine folly the less for them to scold
about. I saw a man at the Clunie the
other night who I felt sure left the the-
ater vowing unutterable things under
his breath and feeling decidedly des-
perate about “those big sleeves.” It
does really look as if there was an un-
usual quantity used for theaters. The
man was small, but did not in the least
realize how diminutive he was until he
was fairly ensconced in a seat just in
front of me, between the two young
ladies he was escorting, whose volum-
inous sleeves nearly swallowed him up.
He bore up like a martyr and smiled
like an angel under the ordeal, but I
am certain his innermost thoughts were
not in harmony with his countenance.
The two young women were both at-
tractive looking and wore diminutive
theater bonnets after the most ap-
proved style, evidently feeling the most
serene consciousness that they were
doing their duty by their fellow crea-
tures in allowing them to see over their
heads. But those sleeves!—well, they
just about effaced the poor little man.
If he leaned forward his nose was sure
to be tickled on one side or his careful-
ly trained mustache brushed out of
place on the other, and if he leaned
back those pompous-looking sleeves
met in front of him and shut off his
view. Altogether he ought to have been
of all men most miserable, and if in the
secret depths of his heart he didn’t
utter something “appropriate to the
occasion” he must have been made of
different material than the generality
of men who come under my observation.

* = =

Did you ever hear of a “Scrojack”?
I thought not. I never did myself until
the other day, but from what I learned
concerning it, it seems to be a new
sort of scapegoat; an evil imp who is
always at hand planning confusion,
worry and annoyance for your benefit.
The lively correspondent of a popular
jJournal gives a synopsis of its character
as follows: It is your “Secrojack” that
makes you lose your collar-button in
the morning, when you are dressing
in the deuce of a hufry to catch a train,
and forces you on all fours to hunt for
it under the bed and bureau, and then
suddenly causes it to reappear in plain
sight where you know you have looked
& dozen times. It is the “Scrojack” who
emashes the china and glassware and
makes the chimney smoke and hides
your eye-glasses and spills things, and
does all sorts of damage. Every fam-
ily has one—a miserable, invisible
sprite, who mocks and jeers at you after
it has driven you to drink or profan-
ity. It is a well-known artist who has
given this unseen witness its euphoni-
ous name. Henceforth blame yourself
for nothing; blame all mishaps, calam-
ities and general cussedness on your
"s@oja&."
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The festive time of year is at hand
when woman reigns supreme and man
feels he has no abiding place under the
sun. It is strange how infectious the
air becomes with the rage for house-
cleaning. No sooner does one housewife
order up her carpets, take down her
curtains and twrn her pretty home into
chaos that it spreads like wildfire down
the street, and one has visions of de-
nuded interiors given over to the ten-
der mercies of whitener, painter and
all around house cleaner.

This year the Southern Pacific Com-
pany has caught the fever, and offices
and shops alike are undergoing a most
thorough cleaning and scrubbing.
Desks, paint, windows, etc., are being
polished until you would feel loth to
mar the spotless surface with ordinary
everyday use. Woman may be in her
element during periods of house-clean-
ing and general renovation, but man,
though generally wearing at this time
an expression of countenance that
svould be worthy the martyr of a better
cause, may consider that his lines lie
in pleasant places, in that his business
cares enable him to escape the worry
and tension that fail to his better half
during the cleaning season.

. % »

On the night of the 234 inst. it seemed
wverily as if the flood-gates of heaven
had been opened, so steady was the
downpour of waters; yet quite a good
house greeted the Arions at Ninth-
street Baptist Church, and a more en-
thusiastic body of people I never be-
held. They determinedly encored every
number—sometimes two or three times

er.
ovn really is commendable, the manner
§n which these young people have
worked up in the last year, and there is
a good deal of real talent among them,
too. They keep together wonderfully
well and obey like veterans the least

signal from their leader, who is quite
a promising young violinist.

The vocal solo was rendered in a very
pretty tenor voice, and the cornet solo
also was very comendable. The young
lady pianist of the orchestra has energy
enough that if turned in the right di-
rection will make a good performer, but
as yet she attempts music which is far
beyond her grade, and she could not
possibly do justice to a selection which
requires an almost faultless technique.
Her acompanying was much better.

A number of young people from the
high school who sat behind me kept up
a lively interchange of ideas between
the numbers, while the orchestra was
“tuning up,” with remarks like the fol-
lowing: ‘““Why aren’'t you up there on
the stage? 1 thought you belonged.”
“I? Oh, yes. I'm advance agent; I don’t
appear.” “Hello!” as somebody in front
began to nod under the drowsy mono-
tone of the tuning. “Change cars!”
“Now, here’s something sad,” as the
orchestra started up on “Ma Angeline.”
There cught to be considerable vocal
talent in the company, if one can judge
by the vociferous manner in which the
hearty lungs of the young musicians
rendered the aforementioned popular

song. Altogether it was a pleasing
programme, and well worth the price
cf admission charged.

* % %

What stormy weather we have been
having for the month of April, when we
expect everything to be warm and
pleasant, to prepare our groves for the
picnic season. It is just such weather
as we enjoyed (?) in April, 1880, when
we thought the rain would never cease,
it came down in such steady torrents
This reminds me very forcibly indeed
of the lack of accommodation we have
at the points of transfer on the electric
railroad lines. One has to drown in
winter and roast in summer for lack of
shelter. In Oakland and other cities
of any size and ambition you will see
little waiting-rooms, built everywhere,
in which you can be comfortable untii
your car comes along. At the depot in
Sacramento, where so many transfers
are made, there ought to be something
of the kind, and there I8 plenty of
ground on which to build. Scores of
men from the shops often stand in the
relting rain waiting for their car, as the
terminus of the road is now too distan:
from the depot to make that available
in bad weather.

At Twenty-elghth and M, and again
at Twenty-eighth and P streets, there
is nothing to offer a shelter with the ex-
ception in the latter case of a decrepit
bob-tail car whose day of usefulness is
ended, and whose broken windows sub-
ject the wayfarer to every wind that
blows. Cannot this be remedied? As
one of a number of people who patronize
this car system every day in the week,
I would feel personal gratitude for
such an accommodation, and mine is the
voice of many others.

® = %

Speaking of street cars reminds me of
an experience of a friend last year while
sojourning in Santa Rosa. In this pic-
turesque little town the people never
dream of riding, but business men and
society women alike foot it wherever
they chance to be going. There are
three horse-car lines all running. “En-
terprising town!” 1 hear you exclaim.
Oh, yes, very, but hear me out. As I
said, there are three street car lines, but
each belongs to a different company,
and each company is striving with all
its might and main to secure franchises
to cover the entire town. Meanwhile
just to satisfy some quirk in the law
each company runs one car (!) over its
road. I give you the story in her own
words:

“1 started out to take a survey of the
town with a friend, and as we had seen
from the hotel window that a car passed
at uncertain intervals up Fourth street,
we determined to try our luck in that di-
rection. We descended to the street and
waited—would you believe it?—twenty
minutes, and no car. Just as we were
on the verge of hysteria from being
stared out of countenance by the natives
as a strange species, lo! and behold!
quite unexpectedly, a car, whose ap-
pearance defies description, hove in
sight around the corner by the town
hall.

“*Come on!" 1 exclaimed, grasping
my friend by the hand and half-drag-
ging her across the street, as I dashed
headlong toward that ark of deliver-
ance, ‘here’s our opportunity; we must
grasp it before it vanishes.” We boarded
she car and inquired its destination.

* ‘South Park,’ the driver answered.
‘“When do you start?' I asked.

“*‘Oh, anytime,” he amiably replied. ‘I
Just wait until I get ready to start.’

“*“Why, then, how do the citizens
know what to depend on?' I inquired.

* “Oh, these people never ride,’ he said;
‘they’d squeeze a nickel "til their fingers
met before they'd pay it out for a street
car ride. We just run on general princi-
ples; nobody don’t never ride.’

““Here he started the car and launched
forth in a steady flow of entertainment
concerning the town in general and
street car lines in particular, until final-
ly we returned from the park, which
proved to be a forlorn looking race-
course Inclosed by high board fences.
Our charioteer entirely forgot to collect
our fare, and seemed surprised and al-
most dazed when on our return trip as
we neared our starting point I gave him
twenty cents. I was afraid at first I
had not given him enough, but as he
reflectively dropped the coin into his
pocket, I concluded it was all right, and
asked him where I could find another
car, telling him I was trying to get an
idea of the town by means of its street
railroads.

“*Just below the opera-house,’
said, and off we started.

“After a walt of about five minutes on
the corner designated, our car appeared

.
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| the down hill

and we got aboatd. The horse started
off at a jog-trot, and we had only gone
about four blocks at a regular snail's
pace, which would have enabled anyone
to keep up with the car by walking eas-
ily beside it, when out from a trim gar-
den stepped a little girl, and handing
the driver a letter, said simply, ‘From
Em,” and retreated. A huge smile
broke over his honest countenance as
he tore open the envelope, and laying
the reins upon the dashboard proceed-
ed to unravel its contents. This done
he was in a very amiable frame of
mind, and volubly named to us the dif-
ferent homes we passed. It transpired
that this road conveyed to the I. O. O. F,
Cemetery. When we left the car I in-
nocently inquired when he would be
back.

“*‘Oh, not for an hour,’ he said. ‘If
you go right through the cemetery you'll
get the other car, and that will take you
back by a different route. Hurry, or
you'll miss it. That one don’t come out
again for two hours.’ -

“We did as directed, and, of course,
missed it. This was an unlooked-for
predicament. Two hours to wait on
this side or a tramp in the hot sun
through the cemetery again to get the
car driven by Em’s young man.

“We decided in favor of our present
situation, and after spending half an
hour strolling about reading headstones
we finally settled ourselves in the shade
of some lovely old oaks outside the
grounds, from which were suspended
two or three stout rope swings, where
we further amused ourselves in a truly
juvenile manner. This, too, grew tire-
some after a while, and just as we be-
gan to realize that our list of diversions
was exhausted and the time was drag-
ging along in a most trying fashion,
and visions of the cool hotel parlor and
rocking-chairs began to dance aggra-
vatingly before our eyes, and we began
to despair of ever geiting back to town
again, away in the dim distance a mere
speck on the horizon, but growing mo-
mentarily nearer, behold a street car!
We sailied forth to meet and lay siege
to it, lest it get away from us.

“‘They told us this car would not be
back for another hour. How did you
hapen to return so soon,” we asked.

““‘Oh, they said you was out hereand I
come out to fetch you in,” was the
cheerful rejoinder from the youthful
driver. ‘“We only make four trips a day
out here; it don't pay anyway; you see
nobody ever thinks of riding in this
town; ‘you're the first passengers I've
had for a solid month.’

“As we jogged back to town he sat
down on the step of the car and let the
reins hang loosely over the dashboard,
singing the while in a contented un-
dertone to himself. It was only when
I remarked to my companion that the
street car system was evidently an ac-
commodation for tourists, and they
were probably glad to have us ride free
of charge, that we might see the town
and perhaps find some inducement to
settle, that the driver, who, to my chag-
rin, hadoverheard and wasshaking with
laughter, came in and collected our
fare. He gave us a very grimy and an-
cient looking transfer slip, with which
we finally boarded the Fourth-street
car and were ‘driven’ back to the
hotel.

“This last Jehu actually sported a
species of uniform and seemed to run
his car with some degree of regularity.
The drivers were also conductors and
exerted themselves to entertain us with
information about the place. Without
further incident we reached our hotel,
but we both agreed that it was a most
novel system all through and highly
amusing to travelers who were used to
a more speedy style of transportation.”

* * *

I heard the other day of one of the
meanest cases of so-called pride that
ever came under my notice. It really
seems incredible, and yet I know pos-
itively it is true. A certain Sacramento
young—lady, shall 1 call her?—started
from home one afternoon to go up town
to do some shopping. Her old grand-
mother took her departure at the same
time to make an afternoon call upon a
neighbor. The young lady, very fash-
icnably gowned, looked uneasily at her
aged relative and fearing some of her
wealthy friends seeing them together
might know them to be relatives and
coinment upon the ancient cut of the
cld lady’'s dress said

“Grandma, you go on the other side
of the street and pretend you don’t
know me; don’t look across or notice
me at all. I'm afraid I might meet
scmebody I know.”

What would any whole-hearted, sen-
sible girl who is devoted to her mother
and the mother of either parent think
of such cold-blooded and unnatural
cenduct in one whom she perhaps
knows well, for the young lady in ques-
tion is not a stranger to the best soci-
ety in our city by any means.

Girls, don’t be ashamed of your grand-
mothers, whatever comes. Suppose sha
is not fashionable—remember she is on
side of life, and lives in the
memory of days long since fled, when
she was as young and merry-hearted as
you. Suppose she sometimes offends a
fastidious sense of etiquette, what then?
Would she be the same dear old grand-

kissed your bumps to “make them
well” in your bread and butter days,
which now you have outgrown with
your dolls, if she appeared in any other
guise? Her life of patience, her untir-
ing devotion, her labor in striving to
win the position of which you reap the
benefit, ought to compensate for all
these little peculiarities, which are de-

! fects of character in your judgment.

Tenderness and deference, even if
they be not the promptings of the heart,
are so graceful from youth toward old
age, and this consideration alone ought
to be worth striving for, at least in the
eyes of the world.

* ® B

Miss Mary Dunster, the well-known
musician, who has been seriously ill for
some months past, is said to be showing
some improvement under a new treat-
ment which is now being used under
the direction of her physician.

* % %

A prominent dressmaker gives it as
her opinion that the big sleeve is good
for another year in Sacramento, al-
though one progressive young lady at
least has been seen in sleeves cut after
the very latest mode.

* sls

Don Bailey, who has for some months
past been threatened with the loss of his
singing voice, has discovered a treat-
ment, by the use of which he expects to
entirely recover its use, and be ready
by fall to take his place once more in
the ranks.

. * % %

On account of the very stormy
weather the Arion Concert Company
managed to make expenses and no
more. Had the evening been fair, they
would undoubtedly have had an at-
tendance which would have assured
them a fine surplus in the treasury.

*x

The music-lovers of Sacramento
listened to a real musical treat on the
evening of Tuesday last, on the occa-
sion of the Ladies’ Choral Society con-
cert. To begin with, the choruses were
well-balanced and sung with a precis-
ion that gave evidence of the good man-
|Agement and training of their director.

Mrs. Moeller sang as she ever does,
with a depth of feeling that carries the
listener right along with her, and
causes him to feel to the utmost the sen-
timent of that which sings. Miss Felter
sang in a manner showing the study
and hard work to which she has sub-
jected her voice, but it is certainly a
mistake for any but an operatic voic>
to undertake operatic music. It re-
quires too much force in a dramatic
line, which can be supported only by a
voice capable of impassioned feeling
and strength.

Miss Felter was much more pleasing
ir. her rendition of "Su-wz.mee River
which was heartily encored. Mrs.
Hawley was in good volce, which means
a great deal to those who have the

VOICE OF THE PRESS.

EXPRESSIONS OF INTERIOR CALI-
FORNIA NEWSPAPERS.

Comments Upon Things Local, Gov-
ernmental, Practical, Theoret-

ical and Current.

Benicia New Era: At the press meet-
ing in Sacramento last week a matter
was brought up and discussed at some

privilege of hearing ‘her sing. The
number, though pleasing, did not give
full scope to her ability as a vocalist
Mrs. Hawley is one of our best con-
traltos, and her voice has a rare qual-
ity that reminds one of the resonant
tcne of a violoncello. I noticed
Mrs. Coppersmith among the sopranos.
We should hear her oftener in solo
work and in secular musie; her voice is

certainly should be brought before the
public more frequently.

Miss Crabtree was a very agreeable
surprise as a violinist.
loves her instrument and plays with
great expression and fervor, bringing
cut the sympathy which in a violin
only awaits a master touch to be re-
vealed. Miss Crabtree wasaprettystudy
as she played, every emotion called
forth by the composition she was inter-
preting lighting her face the while.

Of Willis Bacheller enough cannot be
said. A voice of such power and sweet-
riess is a rarity in itself, and when culti-
vated so as to be absolutely under con-
trol of it possessor, as in his case, it
creates an effect one is willing to have
reproduced interminably. I think his
finest number was a “Song of Faith,”
by Chaminade, which was beautifully
interpreted and given an enfhusiastic
encore, to which he cculd not be pur-
suaded to respond.

Mention must be made of Miss Annie
Schaw, who acomparied every number
during the evening with great taste and
skill. A good accompanist is a very
necessary adjunct to solo work in any
line, and Miss Schaw has proved herself
an accompanist of no small merit. The
“Blue Bells of Scoiland,” which was
the closing chorus of the society, was
perhaps their most pleasing number,
the minor change be¢ing brought out
with great effect. Mrs. Moeller is a very
efficient director, and I think it is safe
to predict a bright future for the so-
ciety, if it holds well together and con-
tinues as it has begun.

PULLY OLIVER

"BRICK" POMEROY.

Well Known in Newspaper Circles for
Years.

The recent serious iliness of Marcus |
| Mills (“Brick”) Pomeroy brings him |

again prominently before the people. He |
| was born in Elmira, N. Y., December 25,
{1833. He turned his attention to printing
{ and later to journalism.

He

became
“Brick” about thirty vears ago,
hiswritings attracted national attention,

popularly known as
when

being copied in most of the papers of
prominence. In 1860 he bought an in-
terest in the La Crosse, Wis.,, “Demo-
trat,” and soon gained full control of its
policy. He grew rich at La Crosse, his
paper gaining a circulation of 100,000,
In 1860 he was induced to go to New
York and establish a Democratic daily.
but soon found hmself in a hot political
contest with the Tweed faction, from
which he went out bankrupt but with
a good reputation. He made several
fortunes and lost them. He married
Annma A. Wheeler in 1854, She was a
descendant of General Wise of Revolu-
tionary fame.

-
LOVE IS DEAD.

WHEN

Since our love is dead what matters it nowy
Whether you dealt the death blow, or 1?
As together we stand o’er the final throe,

| For qur love is dead—nor passion nor ruth

mother who crooned you to sleep upon |
her bosom, bound up your scratches and |

And together we say “‘good-by.”

Can rouse it to one heart beat,
et us look our last on our wasted youth,
And cast it beneath our feet!

It was to us both but a brief delight,
A joy not unmixed with pain—
For tho I«ne you gave I thank you to-

Tho’ my ]o<s may yet be my gain.

I gave you my best, it seemed to me,
Yet I sometimes erred, I know,

And for what I was, or failed to be,
Forgive me before we go.

And If you feel that you, too, have strayed
Sometimes from the path of good—
That you have failed, when you might

ave made
Me happier, if you would.

Cherish no thought of the scornful past,
jJut imagine me happy again,
And the golden day may break at last,
‘Which redeems an age of pain.

Come, let us part; this is dragging out
A lengthening chain of woe.

I find myself less strong than I thought
When we met an hour ago.

Good-by, let me say once more,
heart,’
But—what ls the cloud o’er your brow?
Can it be you are suffering as we part;
Do you love me—even now?

“‘sweet-

«Ah! God! I am in your arms again!
Let me thank Him on bended knees,
For those months of wearing sorrow and
pain
Were well given for moments like these!

And you loved me all the time, you say,
In spite of pique and pride,

And you came to me resolved to-day
To cast that all to one side.

To tell me that you had suffered, too,
And sue for my love once more?

*Tis needless—you had it all the time,
Though I would not own it before!

Put Politely.

“There is one thing,” said a bright
woman who has been visiting Washing-
ton, “that I must say in favor of the
United States Senators. They are real
gentlemen.”

“And what, in your estimation, goes
principally to make up a real gentle-
man?”

“Oh, that question was settled long
ago. It's the art of doing nothing grace-
fully.”—Texas Siftings.

The capital “A” occurs 3,791 times in
the New Testament and 14,020 times
in the Old Testament. The capital let-
ter “Q” will be found but twice in the
0Old Testament and three times in the

New.

of rare volume and sweetness which |

She evidently |

| gress the editor
{swap on everything to get any leading !

|length that should interest every one.
| This was the coming fifiieth anniver-
sary of the discovery of gold in Califor-
nia. It was suggested that two great
historical events could be combined in
one. First, the discovery of gold, and
second, the signing of the treaty of
Guadaloupe, by which the United States
acquired the vast territory now em-
braced in the whole of the western coast
of America south of Oregon. The date
is less than eighteen months off and
plans ougint to be matured for this com-
ing event so as to make the occasion a
inutable one.

CORRECTLY SIZED UP.

Santa Cruz Sentinel: The Sacramento
“Record-Union” correctly sizes up
things political when, in the course of
an editorial, it says: “The Republican
party in the United States has nom-
inated McKinley. The politicians will
defeat him only at the peril of weaken-
ing the party in the coming campaign.
¥ ¥ % The coming convention may

just as well face the situation,

ley.
no difference. A majority of the dele-
gates from California will vote for him
in the St. Louis Convention.”
ZANTE CURRANTS.

Colusa Sun: Noticing an article in the
“Sun” on the decision of the United
States ceurts declaring the Zante cur-
rant ‘to be dutiable, thus “protecting”

our small seedless dried grapes, the
Reedly “Exponent” tells about how
John P. Irish, Stephen M. White, A. B.

Butler et al. helped along in the matter,
and seems to think it made a point on
| the “Sun” because the “Sun” said the
!ﬂstem was an outrageous one. Now
be it known to the “Exponent” that as
lcng as the systemm making consumers
pay, not only the burdens of Govern- |
ment, but a bonus to people engaged in
other and favored occupations,

any California fproduct put in the list.
Neither is there anything inconsistent
in this; the system is a most outrageous |
but while the middle and laboring
ses are going on we want our share
of the “swag”! The gentlemen name®
are entitled to great credit for the vic-
tory won in behalf of the grape indus-
| try of California, but this is not saying |
| that the principle is right. If in Con-

of the “Sun” would |

industry of this State in

everybody in the country would be
forced to pay more for the product.
Does the “Exponent” understand the
position now?
“ARE WOMEN MODEST?”
Fresno Republican: Concerning the!

Pearl Pryan case, it would be
if one could believe that these

Newport

women are exceptional in their sex,
but it is impessible to do so. The evi-
dence to the contrary is too constantly
introduced to leave room for doubt.
“The best women of the town” who
seek the salacious and revolting in
! Newport are like “the best women” of
many another place. They are those
whom the papers mention as “best

women,” but it is certain that the ex-
pression is erroneously, if popularly ap-
plied. The best woman is not hunting
for a place where she may gratify a
prurient imagination. Such a place is
the one which she avoids. She sta
at home, goes her modest way and doe
her honorable work in life. Her name
is not blared to the world, but the
respect of all who know her is bounte-
ously her own through all her life, and
when she dies her memory is a bless-
ing.

The question which was suggested in
beginning this article is applicable to
many women—and, among the rest, to
many who are advertised as of “the
best women of the town"—but it is a
most pleasant thought that a goodly
numhber of women remain of whom it
would be sacrilege to ask such a ques-
tion.

A PRETTY STORY.

Woodland Democrat: The New York
“Advertiser’” gives an object lesson
which it claims illustrates the necessity
for protection. It is based on a story
which runs about as follows: “The bi-
cycle is one of the products of Japan
which are now being sold in San Fran-
cisco. It can be manufactured in that
country for $12 in silver. It is sold in
San Franeisco for $12 in gold. The seller
takes that $12 in gold, turns it into
$24 in silver, pays the cost of produc-
tion—812 in silver—pays the freight and
duty, and has a profit of $4 or $£5 on
each bicycle.” That is a very pretty
story, but the trouble with it is that
it is pure fiction. The cheapest high-
grade bicycle in the market sells for
about $85.

STICK TO YOUR PARTY.

Los Angeles Record: What you want
to do is to stick to your party—through
thick and thin, stick to your party.

If you believe in the free and unlim-
ited colnage of silver and the national
convention of vour party nominates a
gold-bug candidate on a gold-bug plat-
form, you just want to give a big gulp
and swallow it all do“n, and stick to
your party.

If you are a producer of oranges, lem-
ons, prunes or raisins, and your party
declares for a tariff for revenue only
and cuts down the protective tariff on
what you produce and lets in the for-
eign product to your ruin, whi® just
stick to your party.

Why do ycu want to stick to your
party?

Because your party can’t maintain
its organization unless you,do.

Because your party managers and
bosses can’t get the offices unless you
do.

Pecause there can’t be a great and.
glorious victory unless you do.

Because—why—just because.

That's what's the matter. r

THE BATTLE FOR CLEAN BREAD.
Oakland Tribune: The Board of
Health of San Francisco has been look-
ing into the condition of the bakeries of
that city. They took occasion to visit
many of these concerns at night, and
without notice to the owners. They
found a degree of filth that was appall-
ing. From these noisome pits bread is
sent out to thousands of consumers.
There are two articles of daily public
consumption which affect directly the
health of thousands. These are bread
and milk. Absolute cleanliness is nec-
essary in the production of both. No
doubt, many of the bakeries are in a
good sanitary-‘condition. But if thou-
sands of consumers could see the place
where their bread is made, and espe-
cially the process, they would not want
to touch a single loaf. Wholesome

a list where |

pleasant |

bread can only be made in a clean
place and by clean persons. The cus-
tom of buying bread from the bakeries
has greatly increased of late years. The
theory is that it can be supplied cheaper
in that way than it can be made in the
home establishment.

Bread is. not exactly the “staff of
life” when it is turned out from some
filthy place by filthy men. It is well
that Boards of Health are beginning
to deal with foul bakeries. They have
dealt with impure dairies greatly to
the benefit of the public. Good bread
is never made in a place where disin®
feoctants are necessary to ward off dis-
ease,

TROUBLE AHEAD.

Oakland Enquirer: Evidently the Re-
publican State Convantion is in for some
exciting work. If the Alameda County
contest does not make it the Fourth
Congressional District affair certainly
will. In that case each of the factions
accuses the other of wholesale stufling.
For example, the anti-Spreckels people
chard® that at the other's primary the
returns show pretended votes cast “by

| sotten a little
vield to !
the inevitable and declare for .\10Kin-;
Whether it does or not will make |

against the party of the other part.
the State Convention goes into an in-
vestigation of the details of
mary fight
to keep it in session a week.
MISREPRESENTATION.

Los Angeles Express: The campaign
of misrepresentation in connection with
the harbor appro

this pri-

priation seems to have
more wind this morni
and as a result the shrieking about j
and steals is more vi ‘ous than it
been for several days. The reason, prob-
ably, is that the Senate Committee on
Commerce yesterday

reported tha
amended bill with the appropriati

for both harbors to the Senate. It is
i claimed that the s x.ximmn here is unan-

imously in favor of San Pedro or nothing
{and it appears that this falsehood is be-

ing industriously circulated in the

;an-l the popular feeling out here misrep-
resented. It must be admitted, and we
do it cheerfully, that in falsification ti
No Harbor crowd have dsting

the |

“Sun” will bend all its energies to have | Monica did not send

|

| peate dly sent delegations be

| tkat their only obj n to t} point is
the Southern Pacific Railroad ntere
| there, although its interests are much |
greater at San Diego. PBut they think it
{ will annoy Hnn.in:run to have th x

j bor at San Pedro. That is the all d

{
|
|
l
!

Mother and daughter were very 3
| busy.

“There!” said the mother at last.
“You look like a dream.”

“Is my hair all right?” asked the
daughter.

“I never saw it more becomingly ar- |
ranged,” replied the mother ; |

themselves beyond all precedent. Tt
been claimed that no favored Sa
Monica but Huntington in Washingt
where

one

a
on,

*:as the truth is that all the Sena-
tors who have inves ed the matter
| personally have voted in favor of an ap-
propriation for Santa Monica, even in-
cluding Senator El 5 N

: \\'hi?» Sa
a ni legat

vis yvea

soon as San Pe

>dro it has re
e, inelud-

ing Colonel J.
Santa M«

D. Lynch, w

ho fo

mica two years ago, while San
Pedro sent no one.
The opponents of Santa Monica admit

ble object to be

DRESSED FOP A‘\T k PAOTO.

The Young Lady lasisted on Primp=
ing and So Did Her Mother.

u"‘l’-'\'-w!

“And the roses?”

“Just where they will be most effect- !
ive.” |

“I don’t believe I look as well in this

gown as I did in my light blue,”
the daughter, doubtfully.

“You never looked better in yvour life,”
returned the mother, decide
gown shows just enough of

“The
ne

:dly.
your

k

‘and \hlrLI lers to make you look at your
{ best.’

If |

, it will have business enough

said |

It Reaches
The Spot!

\;l.\'E-TE\'T"R OF THE AILMENTS WHICH
4N men have can be traced to their founda-
tion at the small of the back. All the im-
| portant nerves center there, and that is the
| spot through which the electric current
| from Dr. Sanden's F.!m".rk‘ Belt takes its
| course to reach the weakened parts. While

men who are dead,” “by men who are
in prison,” “by men who are absent |
from the State,” “by men who were |
never in existence” and “by the ‘pur

election officers by handfuls, without
regard to nam at all.”” And equally |
copious  accusations are returned |

| you sleep at night it feeds the famished

nerves and cures Kidney and Liver Trou-
bles, Rheumatism, Lame Back, Indigestion,
Varicocele and all weakness
of men and women.

Sleeplessness,

Rheumatism.*

Pasadena, Cal., Mareh 14, '98.
DR. A. T. SANDEN —Dear Sir: I bought on
yoar Electric Belts for Rheuma o

y severe pains in » back a eys uxd
spread to my feet, which were I conl
not put my shoes on lfu': SO0N 88
applied the Beit and slep e frst nig ‘\!

1 wore It than I had £
Belt six wecks an
&S any man of my age,
tke Belt as belng the on
Yours truly,

WILLIAM WALXER
nt Block, Pasaleoa, Cal.

1 used ¢
and as \\.-!l
ymmend
ack an

Rbcuwautism
| No. 9 Pla
Cure Your Back
Cure your back and you
source of all your other ailments. Dr. San-
den’s Electric Belt will cure you. Try it.
Book, with full information and prices, fres.
SANDEN ELECTRIC CO,,
Market street, opposite Palace Hotel, Sawm
Francisco, Cal. Ofiice hours, 8 a. m. to 8:30 p.
m.; Sunday, 10 to ls Los Angeles office, 204

Sonth Broadway; Portland, Or., 205 Weashington
street.

cure the

631z

&Y\,.sé‘fé‘\ﬁ‘ e

S e

THE DAILY #

She looked at her daughter critically |

and admiringly for a few minutes,
then deftly rearrang-d some of the
bons so as to give a little better

“Now, take your
along,” she said.

“Dear me! I had almost forgotten the
bouquet and I should have been fear-
fully disappointed if I had found.
it was too late, that I had left it behind.”

“You would have had to return for it.”’
returned the mother, promptiy. i ¢
should have insisted wupon that. A
daughter of mine must do a thing right, ‘
f she is to do it at all.”

“Of course,” replied the daughter, as |
she prepared to accompany her mother

It was perhaps haif an hour later
that they stood in the laboratory of the
scientist. 3

“Are you ready ?"’ he asked.

“In just a minute,” replied the
mother, as she put the final touches to
the toilet of her daughter. “I wouldn't
have her picture taken unless she
looking just right for anything.”

When all was ready the scientist
turned on the X rays and took a Roent-
gen photograph of the fair young thing
ir an effort to locate a dime she had |
swallowed two days before.—Chicago |
Post.

and

effect.
bouquet and come

was

A Line of Old Scottish Editors.

The death this week, at the ripe old
age of 82, of James Chalmers of West-
burn, Aberdeen, who for forty years
conducted the Aberdeen “Journal,” the
cldest newspaper in Scotland, recalls
some interesting incidents of the early
days of that publication, which was
founded by his grandfather. The first
issue came out with a description of the
battle of Culloden, which had taken
place, 1060 miles to the northwest, only
two days before. This, as a piece of
newspaper l'ntv!'pl'i?-:, was not sur-
passed for over 100 years. The old
Chalmers—who, by the way, served his
apprenticeship in London along with
Benjamin Franklin—was an ardent
royalist. and naturally the account
which his paper gave of Culloden was
by no means pleasing to the discomfited
Jacobites. Accordingly, on their way
south after rout, they laid siege to the
“Journal” office, and forced the in-
mates to flee for their lives.

Chalmers escaped by a back window,
spraining his leg in so doing, and made
off southwards. Reaching the bridge
of Dee, two miles away, he went to take
shelter in an outhouse. What was his
dismay to find it full of Jacobite sol-
diery! Unaware of his identity, the men
treated him Kindly, and inquired how
matters went in the town. “What,”
they asked, “is that rascal Chalmers do-
ing?"" Their frightened visitant retained
enough presence of mind to reply that
he was still printing the Duke of Cum-
berland’s manifestoes. On that some
of the soldiers went down on their
knees, and with drawn dirks swore to
have Chalmers’ blood whenever they
could catch him. Unwittingly, they
then allowed their intended viectim to
escape, and he joined the King’s army,
of which he was appaointed an assist-
ant Commissioner.—Westminster Ga- |
zette.

I1 Perugino had finished an altar
painting at fourteen.

when |
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ON THE
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COAST.
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Clean in all depart.
menis, and therefore
pre - eminently THE
FAMILY JOURNAL.
The best paper for the
Homeseeker, for the
Merchant, Farmer, Me-
chanic and all who
desire the full news of
the day preseated in a
cleanly manaer.

@ &

The=_T
Family
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Pozzoni’s Puff Box

the latest thing out. One given with each
box of Powder. Ask for them.




