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Stands wondrous Shasta!

I have treated myself to a week’s hol-
; at Shasta Springs. Do yvou know
what a perfectly lovely spot it is? I
stopped two nights and days at the ho- !

tel in Dunsmuir and tramped over the
s around, feeling as if

1 had in son erious manner been
lcunched into fairyland. Lake Tahoe |
and the Summit Soda Springs are beau- |
tiful, but you feel withal when there |
that you are in a material world among
things of the earthy, though
most lovely of their Kind. Emerald Bay
is a “‘gem of purest ray serene” in its
vely setting of lofty mountain peaks,

t Shasta is the land of fairies, if it is
be found on earth. It is about a mile

m Dh up the railroad track
Mossbrae Falls, where, at the

t risk my neck, I gathered
uantities of the graceful “five-finger”
rn, which beckons
ym beneath the splashing waters
falls in the most entici
the infant Sacramento
its strength,

g clear that you can
count the shining white pebbles over
which it flows to the busy world miles
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untry for

earth,
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f eager ps
out of the
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opportu to =sample the spring
water, I began to ascend the trail.
Words will hardly the won-
drous beauty of stic bridges
at short intervals crossed and re-

crossed rushing waterfalls,
which spluttered and 1 beneath
my feet in their eagerness to reach the
river below.
Ferns and wildflowers adorned the
j-ath on every side in fairy-like profu-
ion, and last, after a !} i

1 climb
place whe
] spring

ti ottages
and boarding-1 > are built, and you
find yourself <ing down upon the
springs 400 feet below you, looking

Like a child’s toy playhcuse set against

toy trees and other infinitesimal green
things. Here I i ny lungs full
again and i th ragrant |
bLreath of the p he right |

gtretches the tt, four
miles away t 1 and

turning you be le and
white grandeur of Shasta itsc!f, stand-

ing alone in solitary and lofty beauty,
rearing. its majestic snow-crowned

head, till it seems lost in the 1e vault
of heaven's dome atove hir When
the sSun sets it touches old Shasta's
nighteap with fairy fingers, and lo, a
rosy blush diffuses its surface "and,
for a short space, the white ¢ iness of
the snow crown is changed to a warm
p:nk, giving a marvelously beautiful
effect to the enchantment the be- |
bolder. They told me that there is less !
snow on S sta's sunumit this summer
than there has been before in many

years, owing to the unwonted heat of
July, which meilted it very rapidiy. If
you have not yet taken your vacation,
#nd have not decided upon ur “des- |
tiny's end,” as a rustic 3 th once

termed it, go to Shasta, wh

» loveli-

you. A
“I could i

pess will well repay
mine once said of it:
Gie there.”
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Mise Mary Lewis writes from Pacific |
Grove. Monterey, of lovely on- |
joyed in that woodsey spot by the sea.
®* % =

times

AR RPN Bain e s A i

{ future acquirements.

| of the

i same as I did; that's all I've got to say.”

Among other delightful people met at
Shasta Springs are some of our own
townspeople. Mr. and Mrs. William J.
Davis, who have taken a cottage for
a season of pleasure. Mrs. Davis has
tLecome quite a mountaineer and climbs
about in short skirt and leggings, like
a native.
* *® %

You missed the cvent of your life if
yvou failed to see the “Big Show"” given
last week by some of the ‘“small fry”
of our city. It was simply immense.
Theclown,whoalso acted as ringmaster,
introduced the performers. There were
handsprings, trapeze performances,
turning on the horizoutal bar, songs,
dances, etc., and some really fine walk-
ing and dancing on the tight rope by
Nerwood Hulburd, who was manager
of the “Big Show.” After the general
performance there was a side show,
said by the clown to be indispensable
to every ‘“‘well regulated circus,”” when
Masters Hulburd and John Miller did
some very neat sleight of hand tricks
with cards, rings, etc. Two small boys

| gave popular songs of the day in voices
por g

that great promise of

It was the hest
Loys’ circus I ever saw, and one old
gentleman remarked that “it beat the
grown-up circuses all hollow.” It was
certainly lots more fun. I tell you we
have plenty of unsuspected talent hid-
ing its light under a bushel in this

certainly give

| tcwn of ours.

* % =

Madame Marie Bishop, who at one
time came up from San Francisco to
teach a large vocal class in this city,
passed through Sacramento on the 13th
inst. en route to her old home in the
Fast, where she has a brother living in
Boston. She has sold all her property

i in San Francisco, thus severing all old

California ties, and friends who met
her at the Sacramentc depot said she
was perfectly and radiantly happy at
the prospect of meeting old friends in

| her former home.

" e i )
What a pleasurable accomplishment
is elocution. If you can ‘“elocute” you

, have the means within your power of

makingg many an evening pass pleas-
antly which might otherwise prove
tedious, giving your friends as well as
yourself much enjoyment. The voice is
an instrument easy to carry about with
yvou also, which is often a great con-
sideration. It is decided talent that
can truly interpret the hidden meaning
underlying a frame work of verse, mak-
ing others see the picture as he himself
sees it. There lives in our town a man,
of nature’s noblemen, whose con-
stant intercourse with the dear old dame
has given him a certain degree of native
He memorizes yards and
vards of poetry with perfect ease, and is
often called upon to entertain friends
and strangers as well in social gather-
ings with his gift. He tells an amusing
story of himself, consequent upon an in-
ition to recite for an entertainment
intry schoolhouse, He had but
recently moved into the neighborhood,
and it was a compliment not to be dis-

ioquence.

in a co

regarded that he, a stranger to all the
country for miles around, should be
thus le, as it were. one of them at

the very outset of his residence among
them. He gave the honor full value,
resolved to do himself proud on the
on. A day or two beforehand ac-
lingly he began to brush up his
ory a little on the “piece” he was
to speak. There was plowing to do in
the orck

ed one

hims ith declaiming at the hight
of inspiration the lines already com-
mitted to memory. He is a man who

feels very deeply all that he strives to
interpret, and his eloquence waxed
warm as the plow turned up the brown
in long, regular rows across the
orchard, beneath the lines of fruit trees
which he supposed to be his whole audi-
ence. But there were a palr of anxious
ears taking it all in, though too far dis-
tant to catch the words, and two anxi-
ous eyves followed his movements all un-
conecious to himself.
called to the refreshing of the inner
man, and hired help and employer went
in to the noonday meal, pausing for a
outside the kitchen to ‘“‘wash up,”

soil

space
the hired man
on the other’s arm, said in a strained
and anxious undertone: “Say, look here,

ard, and as his hired man start- |
ide and he on the other he busied

As the noon hour |

|
|
|
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|
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On Thursday evening a “ladies’
night” at Armory Hall proved to be a
very enjoyable affair. Miss Gertrude
Gerrish in a solo and the orchestra from
the Brothers’ College, in training by
Charlie Neale, gave some very com-
mendable selections. After the pro-
gramme refreshments made a very
agreeable finale to a pleasant evening.
The entertainment was given by Com-
pany E, and Lieutenant J. L. Hughes
had charge of the programme.

* % *

It is said that two devoted brothers,
becth  bicylee riders, are both in  turn
perfectly devoted to a well-known
yvoung lady, also a bicycle rider, and
when she is out on her wheel she al-
most always has one on either side
paying court to her fair self and tribute
te her grace as a rider. In such a case
what will the outcome be, do you sup-
pose? A duel on wheels, or “wheels”
with the duel left out?

* 2 %

A very successful “Launch Party”
was given on the river last week, which
was attended by quite 2 number of our
popular young people, to their great
satisfaction and enjoyment.

While the Cang‘regational Church
takes its summer vacation, Mrs. Mary
Milliken-Ross is suppiring Mrs. Moy-
nahan’s place as leading soprano in the
choir of St. Paul’s.

* * *

George H. Reynolds and E. L. Ger-
rish took a run to Folsom one day last
week on their bikes. They reported a
very enjoyable trip, good roads and a
fine time generally.

* % %

I feel like inserting a personal word
of thanks to the Street Railway Com-
pany for the neat waiting room lately
built at the terminus of the road near
the depot. There are very many peo-

ple who transfer at this point, and who |
convenience un- |
especially when the rainy !

will appreciate the
speakably,

season sets in.

* x »
Henry Wolf, the incorrigible, the ir-
repressible, has been up to Loftus, |

about thirteen miles this side of Duns-
muir, with his family, and while other
poor mortals in the valley were having
a rest, dwellers in the mountain fast-
nesses have been “catching it."” Ac-
ccrding to Wolf, it was he who
“caught it,”” and in this case it was a
fish weighing—oh, there is no telling
how many pounds. 1lie is back again,
and suppose you ask him and see what
he will tell you. Mr. Wolf’'s son Ed has
been staying at “Sweet Briar Camp,”
the name of Mr. Loftus’ place, for
some time past on account of ill health,

Mr. Loftus, you will remember as a
former Sacrametan, and many of our
people go to him on this account. Miss
May Wolf is also spending her vaca-
tion there. Mrs. Wolf returned to Sac-
ramento with her husband. Fun, fast
and furious, follows in Henry Wolf’s
wake—but I really would like to know
the truth of that fish story.

= * -

There were among other familiar
names at the Sprinzs those of Mr. and
Mrs. Farley of Oakland, the Stewarts
of Colusa, Mr. Slaughter of Portland,
Or., and Miss Sloan of Hillsdale, Santa
Clara County, besides the Win. Davises,
Mrs. Hughes and family, Mrs. Gerrish,
and the Wolfs (who stayed there one
day only), of our own city.

* = *

A novel entertainment was given at
Perkins Station on Thursday night in
the shape of a ‘“watermelon social.”
Ten young men of that neighborhood
invited by telephone ten “telephone
girls” to come out for an evening’s so-
ciability and refreshment in which
watermelon was served as the piece de
resistance. A jolly good time was en-
joyed, as one may well imagine, and at
the urgent invitation of the country
scuires the city girls, who much ap-
preciated their little treat, resolved to
go again some time.

& * *

A crowd of young people of our city,
about eight couples in number, are con-
templating a camping trip to Bolinas
Eay, which is noted as a camping
ground and a lovely spot, as every one
knows who has ever been there. The
scheme is not perfected yet, but those
who are in the party contemplate a
rousing time if it materializes.

- * B

We hear so much of ‘“red tape” and
the expression has grown into one of
such ordinary usage one loses sight of
its origin. I have before me as I write
a long piece of genuine official ‘“red
tape,” that came to me around a pack-
age from the Capitol at Washington—
a truly awe-inspiring bit of ribbon that
I shall file away with souvenirs and
keepsakes, and treasure for the sake of
its genuineness, and also because of its
being the father of so widely and fa-
vorably used an expression of the
American tongue.

S AL
A friend writing from Pacific Grove,
Monterey, says: “I went on Sunday

morning to the little Episcopal Church,
St. Mary's-by-the-Sea, and so many
were the familiar faces of Sacramento
people it was difficut to believe that I
was not in St. Paul's at home. To
complete the illusion, Mrs. Moynahan
and Miss Winn appeared among the
other singers of the choir.”
* » *

I attended the funeral of the late
Mrs. Carrie Stevenson-Ottmann on
Thursday last, and was much impress-
ed with the unusual solemnity of the
grand old service for the dead, as set
the Episcopal Church, being

{in this instance uncommonly elaborate.

laying a detaining hand |

The casket, of heavy black cloth, on

!which lay a few white flowers tied with

|
]

long lavender streamers, was borne to

Smith, you've got a habit growing on | the church entrance between two lines

vou that you ought to be told of. Did

of the “Daughters of the King,” St. Ag-

vou know that you was in the habit of | nes’ Chapter, of which body Mrs. Ott-

talking to vourself?”
“I? No, of course

Smith promptly.

mann was a beloved member. It was

not.”” answered | then placed on the bier, which was cov-

ered with purple velvet, at the head and

“But you do,” replied the hired man, | foot of which a cross and crown were

icitously.

all morning.

I didn’t believe ye knowd

it, but you've been a-going on wavin’ |
vours hands and shoutin’ most awful to |

witness. Sure I thought you was goin’
crazy for a spell. Why, gosh hang it,
man, I never see anyone go on so!”

His only reply was a shout of hearty,
unaffected laughter that fairly made
the tin dipper hanging against the side
house dance a jig. When he
had gotten his breath he said in explan-
ation to the worried husbandman, “T
was just learning my piece for the en-
tertainment at the schoolhouse, and
was going over it to see if I had it by
heart.”

“Oh! is that all?” answered the cha-
grined audience. “Well, anyone else to

|
|

|

|

service,

gee you would a-thought you was crazy,

The entertainment came off and

{ Smith awakened echoes in that school-

that had never been
but such was the

house
before;

disturbed
jealousy

| caused by his performance that, in spite
{ of the storms of avplause that greeted

him at its close, he was never invited
by that community to recite for them
again.
- &3 -
Miss Eva Reeves has been enjoying
the past week with friends at the Bay.

{
|

]

j over all sounded the deep,

“I've been watching of ye ‘Iumhmirlerr-d In gold thread; thence up

the aisle, preceded by the chanting of
the priests, followed by mourning rela-
tives and friends, to the rgsting place
before the flower-laden chancel, while
throbbing
notes of Chopin's wondrously sad and
plaintive funeral march, rendered beau-
tifully by Mrs. A. T. Pinkham. The
Rev., J. A. Emery, rector of the Church
the Advent, San Francisco, con-
ducted the services, assisted by the
Rev. Mr. George, who is at present
filling the pulpit of St. Paul’'s. The
funeralchant “De Profundes,” followed,
beautifully rendered by a male quar-
tet consisting of Messrs. Cohn, Ow-
ens, Genshlea and Crocker. Richard T.
Cohn sung very touchingly during the
“Flee as a Bird,” and as the
casket was borne out the quartet
sung as a recessional, “O, Mother, Dear
Jerusalem,” followed by the subdued

of

i strains of Handel's “Dead March in
Saul.” The flowers were uncommonly
profuse and beautiful, the prevailing

|
|

|
|

!

color being purple.  The pew where
Mrs. Ottmann used to sit so lately, a
familiar figure to all communicants,
was beautifully adorned in white and
purple asters. The lavish hand of love
was visible everywhere. Mrs. Ottmann
will be greatly missed, as she was not
alone a kind and sympathetic friend,

{er'ly trust 'im.

but a woman of uncommonly bright in-
tellectual attainments.
* x =
It is hinted that a certain very en-
gaging young lady who plays the guitar
quite often in our public gatherings,
and a gentleman much favored by so-
ciety, who uses a prefix to his name
indicative of one of the professions (I
won’t say which), are much interested
in each other. If the interest is as deep
as public gossip portrays it, we may
hear something still more interesting
in this connection before the winter is
Uver. POLLY OLIVER.

For the “Record-Union.”
LAZARUS AND DIVES.

I dreamed of a palace of gold,

1 woke on a pallet of straw:
My fingers were numbed and cold,
But never a human tongue has told

The wonderful things I saw.

I saw from the court and the throne
The mighty ones of the earth,

Go down to their graves alone

With gasp, and totter, and groan,
As helpless as at their birth.

They could bribe the earth
gains—
They could gather and stow away—
They could soil the race with the blackest
stains;
They could load humanity down
chains,
But they could not purchase a day.

with their

with

And the hours go by, and by,

And the gray creeps into the gold
But they cannot stop if they try,
The seconds that come and fly;

And what can the greediest hold?

Only the rust of the years,

Only the ash of the wood,
Only the doubts and fears,
Only the certain harvest of tears,

Only the drift of the flood.

And is it well to be poor?
Yes, if only God wills
I'd rather be Lazarus, lain at the door,
With the pitying dogs to lick at the sore,
Than carry the wealth that Kkills.

The wealth that chokes up the heart,
And closes the open hand,
That tears the man from the beast apart,
That burns the conscience
smart,
As it hastens the run of the sand.

Contentment is better than wealth,
And love than the light of a'throne;
For gold can never purchase health,
And the hand of disease, with steady
stealth,
Reaps what excess has sown.
—HIRAM HOYT RICHMOND.

A WORD ABOUT MULES.
He Had One of Them Once, and It Was

Enough for Him.

The old colored man was
slowly around the mule which had been
offered for sale. He held his head to one

{ side and gazed at the animal with a crit-

ical squint, says the ‘“Detroit Free
Press.”
“I likes dat mule,”, he said. “I sutn’y

likes de way he’s put up, an’ I likes de
'spression er his face. He hol's hissel'f
right, too. Dah’s er heap in de way a
mule hol’s hisse'f. Ef he keeps his head

| up an’ looks yer in de eye, yeh kin gin-

But when er mule keeps
’is head down dar ain’t any tellin’ what
minute his heels is gwinter fly up.”

“He's a bargain,” said the dealer, en-
couragingly.

“I knows it. All mules is bargains
dese days ef yeh’s got de money ter buy
'em. An’ dat's what I got right here.
But I ain’ gwinter be in no hurry.”

“Well, you've said he's a good mule,
and the price suits you. Why not close
the deal?”

“Doan’ crowd mé. Doan’ try ter shove
me 'long. ‘Lemme take mer time. I
doesn’ get ter spend money often, an’ I
likes ter do it slow. Dah's one guestion
I wanter ask yer befoh we closes dis
here transaction.”

“Go ahead.”

“Kin dat mule give a good character
f’'um his previous employer?”

“I should say so. He used to work six-
teen hours a day, and only ate twice in
that time. He’s aceustomed to eat any-
thing that happens to be left over from
the dinner table, from cold potatoes to
pumpkin pie. All the canal boatmen
say he is the best-natured, most eco-
nomical mule that ever promenaded a
towpath.”

“Did dat mule ebber pull er canal
boat 2"

“Yes; and he did it well, ;too.”

“Dat settles it. 11 wuhked one trip on
er canal boat, an’ I knows de kin' er
talk dat er mule gets useter dar. I hatter
gib up mer job, 'cause I's a church
member an’ couldn’t learn it. Dat mule
couldn’ un’stan’ me.”

“He’'d soon get used to you.”

“No, suh. It 'ud take er long while
foh I got dat mule wah he'd know what
I was a-sayin’' ter ’'im. He’d hafter
begin all ober ag’in an’ hab er reg’ler
change of heaht befo’ he was any good
ter me. I's gotter heap ob patience an’
I likes ter do good. But it's gwinter be
a busy season an’' I ain’ got no time ter
knock off an’ do missionary wuhk wif
no mule.”

CAMEL MEAT IN PARIS.

Toothsome Flesh of the Desert Ani-
mal the Latest Delicacy.

The circus folk of Paris have always
been known for their efforts to disprove
the time-worn adage, “There’s nothing
new under the sun,” says the New York
“Journal.” The oddest fads and the
queerest fancies emanate from the gay
French Capital. And the latest object
to attract the attention of the Parisians
is camel meat.

The gourmets of France — and a
man has no right to be called a Parisian
unless he knows what good living is,
even though he cannot always have it—
have said that the flesh of the “ship of
the desert” is not only good eating, but
is entitled to rank with other delicacies
which are hard to obtain. It has had
such a vogue that plans are now being
made to bring it in large quantities
from Algeria.

The camel market in the latter coun-
try has been ‘‘cornered” by two men,
whom the official report of the French
Sanitary Inspector for that region calls
‘“Moabite butchers.” They have ar-
ranged with French provision houses
to handle their product and have gone

to work to construct abattoirs, cooling |

apparatus and everything that is nec-
essary for the prparation and export of
the meat.

The flesh of the camel bears a remark-
able resemblance to beef. Its fiber,
however, is shorter and of shorter grain.
On the other hand, it is as tender as
veal and among the Arabs it is esteemed
as being most nutritious.
morsel of the camel
gainly feature in life—the hump. When
it is good and fat it is a delicacy highly
prized by those who are fond of camel
meat. The hump is the storehouse of the
animal in his days of plenty and when it

is good and fat he has nourishment |

stored away there sufficient to last for
several days. On his long trips across
the deserts he gets neither food nor
water except very sparingly and some-
times has to go without them entirely.
The fat which is stored in the hump
is then brought into play and furnishes
subsistence until he reaches another
rasture. The meat of the camel is
served in a number of different ways
by the Arabs, but always in the simplest
style. It will, therefore, remain for the
famous chefs of Paris to devise methods
which will make it more palatable than
ever.

There is one comfort in the tip-tiltled
hat—it does not require a curly ban3.

down to a |

walking |
tand introduced many improvements. He |

The choice |
is his most un- |

BESELENAS PRATTLE.

The Latest Fad of the Up-to-Date
Woman.

Why Girls Do Not Marry So Young
as in the Days of Our
Grandmothers.

PORTLAND (Or.), Aug. 19.—The very
latest fad of the up-to-date woman is
snakes—jeweled ones, of course; I don't
think that even the very newest woman
of them all could stand the genuine ar-
ticle. These jeweled productions come
in all sorts of fantastic designs; in ear-

one very bizarre young woman sports
upon her lily-white throat a snake col-
lar of diamonds, the head finished off
with a couple of ruby eyes and two ex-
tremely realistic fangs. The effect is
somewhat startling, to say the least. I
have also been shown a belt of the gen-
uine rattlesnake skin arranged in such
a4 manner that every time the wearer
moved the rattles sounded. If you are
going on a journey, are in fear of an ac-
*cident, or are simply a wise and cau-
tious maiden wear an ‘“identification”
bracelet. This is a broad band of either
silver or gold, perfectly plain and
round, fastened with a substantial
clasp. On the inside, plainly engraved,
is the owner’s name and address. With
such a safeguard constantly worn even
the most timid have no further fear of
{ the always dreaded unexpected happen-
|ing. Of all the fads, the "identification”
| bracelet promises to be the most pop-
i

|

!

i ular.
* * *

Li Hung Chang will be in America the
| beginning of next month. He is one of
| the greatest reformers China has ever
| eroduced, and is well termed the Glad-
| stone and the Bismarck of the far
| ast. As everyone knows, the Flowery
! Kingdom is considered the most con-
| servative of nations. While pretending
{to conform with this conservatism, Li
| Hung Chang has in reality been a rad-
{ical of the rankest sort, and during the
| past fifteen years has slowly but surely
worked many reforms in his country
| has convinced his countrymen that all
{\\'hir_e people are not devils; that the
{great school of thought, which de-
fclared with all due solemnity that
‘iwumcu were not possessed of a soul,
therefore she was nothing more than
la doll, a puppet, a Plaything, were all
| wrong. But the best thing that Li
:Hung Chang has done for his people is
| the gradual doing away with the bar-
i barous custom of binding the feet of
| the high-class women, thereby prevent-
ing their natural growth. In making
this much needed reform he had great
{odds to contend against. In the first
{ place, the women of the nobility were
| his greatest enemies. They said he
| wished to place them on a level with
i the working classes, who do not bind
| their feet, but let them grow naturally.
| He has seen to it that the pamphlets
{and other printed matter on this sub-
i Ject, which have hitherto been confis-
| cated or mysteriously lost, which tells
lof the evil and awful consequences of
this habit, have been freely circulated,
and I have no doubt that in a few short
years this custom, which originated
bundreds of years ago, long before
China was the country she is to-day,

will be done away with altogether.
* x »

Here is a story which came over from
Europe several weeks ago. It has al-
ready seen the light of day, but is so
i good 1 think it will bear repetition: A
| certain lady of quality from England vis-
| ited Paris and went to a certain fash-
| ionable dressmaker to have a suit made.
| Everything went well; the dress fitted
i to perfection; while the style was all
{ that could be desired by even the most

fastidious. As the dress was near com-
| pletion the question of price arose.
“Eight hundred francs,” said the dress-

“You said six hundred,” ob-
| jected the customer. “Eight hundred
was the price stipulated,” repeated the
{ dressmaker immovably. One word led
| to another, until both were in towering
| passions. Suddenly, and without a
{ word of warning, the dressmaker seized
; the scissors and commenced to deliber-
j ately cut the dress from the customer’s
i back. This was more than the English-
| woman could stand; she looked about
| for some means of revenge. Tea had
ibeen served, and on the table stood a
huge pot of jam. Quickly seizing it.
she threw it over the dressmaker’s head,
s0 that only her shoulders were visible;
then she did what ladies of quality
usually do under such circumstances,
promptly went off into violent hysterics.
The other ocupants of the flat, hearing
the racket, and not knowing what it
was all about, thought a murder was
being committed and sent for the gen-

i maker.

darme., When he arrived he found the
English woman, her dress in tatters,
frantically wringing her hands and

moaning, while upon the floor sat the
dressmaker, making futile attempts to
extricate her head from the jam pot
The gendarme pulled one way and the
dressmaker pulled the other, but all in
vain; it fitted like a vice, and finally
had to be broken off by his saber. Then
the two women were taken through the
| streets to jail, just as they were, the
{one in her torn and tattered finery; the
other, her head covered by the sweet
yand sticky jam. I believe they were
both heavily fined. The story bears its
own moral.

* ® ¥

Everyone knows that in the days of
our grandmothers giris married a great
deal younger than they do to-day. To
be a wife at 18, 16, or even 15, was noth-
ing at all unusual. An unmarried girl
of 25 was looked upon by her family
and friends with a mixture of pity and
contempt; she was mercilessly derided
and called “old maid,” until in sheer
desperation the poor girl was ready to
marry anyone for the sake of prefixing
i the coveted title of ““Mrs.” to her name.
, Things have vastly changed since those
| good old days. To-day a girl is no
longer looked down upon for remain-
ing single. With the passing away of
the hated term of ‘““old maid” and the
| substitution of “girl bachelor,” which
sounds ever so much nicer, nad is ever
so much less jarring, all the old-time
| prejudices are done away with. The
idea that a girl remains single from
compulsion has long ago been exploded.
“Every Jill has her Jack” 1s a homely
old saying, but a true one. Even the
plainest, most unpreposgessing old
maid has had her romance oiice upop 3
time. Tucked away under her \yith-
ered, unattractive exterior tbere beats
a heart true and faithful to that little
romance to thelast,andeven though that
love were bestowed upon an unworthy
object, the very fact that she has loved
beautifies and sanctifies her life for all
time. The average girl, who has passed
her teens, and the busihess woman will
not marry the men who are anxious to
have them do so. The women I speak
of look with a far-seeing eye into the

rings, in pins, in bracelets, in rings, and |

future. If she is a girl earning a good
and comfortable salary through her
own efforts, she mentally decides that
she would be very foolish were she to
give up her position and assume the
cares and responsibilites of married
life, especially if the man in question is
earning less than herself. Like the
sensible girl that she is, she decides to
wait. It's very sordid and dreadfully
material to speak or even think of
money in the same breath with love, yet
this is just what the sensible girl does.
She knows that without money one
cannot live happily; that without it
love is very apt to fly out of the win-
dow. That is why she waits, and though
she may be 35 instead of 20, when she
does marry she never regrets it.
BESELENA.

DROVETHE AUDIE#CE TO DRINK.

iTwenty-Four Amateur Thespians
| Tired Out on a Roof Garden.

“My!"” said Colonel John W.
ton. ““Who'd a-thought it?”

Colonel John W. had no right to be
amazed. It was by his invitation that
the two dozen amateur Thespians had
gathered on the Casino roof garden for
a trial exhibition of their talent. This
is what he advertised:

“Wanted—Amateur musical and dra-
matic talent; light specialties; especial-
ly special,” or words to that
About sixty amateurs answered.
of them said in her postal card:

“Am 24 years of age; tall, stylish,
36-inch bust, 22 waist, blue eyes, con
sidered nice looking, finely cultivate
soprano voice, wide range; can sing
grand opera (Italian) and most difli-
cult music.”

There was also a lady who recited.
When she had been speaking a few
minutes the audience learned that she
had a tearful tale to tell about a youth
who had trouble at home, took a drink,
and was arrested for manslaughter or
some other violation of the Raines law
How hard her feelings were against the
Harlem home he had deserted may b«
seen in these two lines which the lady
frequently hurled at the audience: '

He stood in the criminal dock,

His heart as hard as a flinty rock.

“This is Sig.Walter Hast,” said Stage
| Manager McCormack, leading a youth
| upon the stage. ‘‘He's a singer—or a
| Wheeler & Wilcox—and he has genius
He’s going to sing his own song."”

Hast sang about something,
and the audience drank deeply.

A young man who sang “Oh,
| Tel Them That You Sore Me” did so
{under difficulties. At the drop of the
flag he got away before the field, a

Hamil-

effect
Onc
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Just

1‘al the quarter the first violin was a
{ poor second. The piano was left at the
{ post, and at the half drew altogeth

out of the running.
p\-ithmxt company, pulled up, and th
| young man ended his song in despair
Then the three went back to the j
{and the flag dropped again

YO

This tim

and |

The violin, being |

the youth won at the finish, with the
piano and violin unplaced.

It was the intention of the Casino and
American roof gardens to inject inte
the regular performance every night at
least one of the amateurs. But the
trial demonstrated that not one of the
two dozen who appeared was satisfac-
tory to the management. So all of
them will have to try again.—New York
World.

AND HE STILL LIVES.

Uncle Reuben Would Doubtless Have
Blown Out the (as.

Many tales are told of the mistakes
made by rural visitors in city hotels,
and very often the long bow is drawn
until it is in danger of snapping
asunder under the strain. But here is
one which is absolutely true, and which
happened at the Irving House on Sun-
day:

A gentleman from the regions of bu-
colic simplicity, accompaned by his
wife, registered at the hotel, and about
10 o’clock in the evening the clerk was
confronted by the husband, who re-
marked that they were ready to re-
tire, and who wanted to know when
the bed was to be put in their room.
A bellboy was dispatched to show the
verdant guests how the folding bed was
operated and for a period of several
minutes all was quiet in the office, when
the man from the country put in an ap-
pearance. He wanted to know if they
couldn't have a wash bowl and a
pitcher of water. Again the bellboy
was. sent up to explain the mysteries
of a stationary washstand.

But more trouble was in store for the
attaches of the hotel,, when an appari-
tion clad in airy garments was seen
beckoning from the top landing of the
stairs. It was the gentleman from the
country, who wanted to know how the
“‘gosh derned light was put out.” The
bellboy accompanied him to his room,
whereupon the countryman pointed to
the hand granades labeled ‘“‘fire extin-
guishers,”” and said he didn’t know
whether to throw them at the electric
light or not.

The boy turned off the light and no
further trouble ensued, but the stranger
had made three trips to the office’ when
he might have touched the electric call
bell.—Philadelphia Record.

-
Why He Liked It.

Prominent Citizen—They tell me you
arc a free silver man; do you mind
telling me why?

Tramp—There’s no secret about it,
boss. I'm for free silver 'cause they say
it's a scheme that won't work.—Ex-
change,

Idealism and Realism.

|  Professor—What's the difference be-
{tween idealism and realism?

'Varsity Girl—Idealism i when you
! contemplate matrimony.

- | Professor—Yes, and realism?

| Varsity Girl—You get that after-

ward.—Philadelphia Review.

Dr. Sanden’s Electric
the Nerves, Carrying

Every Spark Is a Wave
of Animal Life Swaeping

TheFireofLife!

The Wonderful Vitalizing

Electric Currents Which
Belt Sends Leaping Over
Joy and Gladness to the

Heart, Saturating the Body With the Fire of
Youth—It Makes Old
Men Manly.

Men Young and Young

Its Touch Is the Touch

of Magnetism—the Health-
ful Essence of Vitality
That Makes Men Strong.

Into the Body — Every S
lioment It Provides New ==
Energy. %

RS

Men, why will you be weak? Why do you not listen to the
flight of time, to the echo of the thousands of grateful voices raised
in thanks to Dr. Sanden’s Electric Belt? Why do you go ou from
day to day realizing that you are losing your nerve force, your man-
hood, when you see a cure within your grasp? Reach for it, take
it to your heart, and feel the life blood flowing, jumping, dancing
through your veins; feel the exhilirating spark of manly power
warm your frame, the bright flash come to your eye, and the firm
grip to your hand—the grip which clasps your fellowman and tells
him that you have found your Mecca—you have regained your man-
hood. Act to-day; do not delay a matter which is the key to your
future happiness; do not allow a disease to destroy all possibility of
future pleasure for'you. Whatever your condition to-day, you will
not improve as you grow older. Age calls for greater vital force,
and the older you get the more pronounced and apparent will be
your weakness; so cure it now—cure it.

WHILE YOU ARE YOUNG

The time is ripe. While the vital spark is still warm it can
easily be fanned to flame by’ Electricity, and Dr. Sanden’s Electric
Belt will make you strong if you try it now.

““I write you these few lines to let’ you kn how I am getting along. [ M'G."Ol'n your
Belt no‘:v slx{y-elghz days, and 1 h-:,vgoh‘d g;; one’ loss in th:t‘tlmc‘- I baven’t got that

tired feeling any more, and my Yack is much stronger than it was,” writes James Hayes,
Grass Vailey, Cal., July 10, 189,

“I purchased a strong power Belt from Dr. Sanden about the 1st of April for Varicocele,
I used it acconding to directivas, and, after three months, I am pleased to say that the Vari-
cocele, which was of twelve, Jears’ standing, has almost entirely disappeared,’” writes W. E.
Johns, 1129 Market street, San Francisco.

“I have been an Invalil for twenty years, and have suffered untold agonies “Bﬁé.i got
Dr. Sanden's Belt. I s, now a free and healthy man,” writes. R. D. Brown, Ukiah,

KNOW YOURSELF.

No man can appreciate the depth of this subject who does not
study it. No one knows wherein he is weak unless he compares his
condition with another; no one knows the means of curing unless
some onme tells him. Five hundred grateful men describe their cure
by Dr. Sanden’s Electric Belt for your benefit in the little book,
“Three Classes of Men,” which will be sent sealed, free, by mail

Call or address
DR. A. T. SANDEN,

€30 MARKET ST., OPPOSITE PALACE HOTEL, SAN FRANCISCO,
Office Hours—S A. M. to 5:30 P. M.;: Sundays, 10 to 1.

—OFFICES AT-—B on,
CAL., PORTLAND
\ ugtﬂg way. Council lﬂb
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