P —

———

—— < |

12

SACRAMENTO DAILY RECORD-UNION, SATURDA Y, MAY 2z, 15Y7.

TN

 TH LINE OF CONTACY

In HKuriferons Formations—An 0ld
Miner's Advice.

Where Slate and Granite Come To-
gether—The Promise in the
Newcastle Region.

[Speecial Correspondence of Record-Union.)

ST. HELENS (Or.), May 17.—A lucky
Yorty-nine miner on being asked by an
emigrant who came to the mines a year
later, what were the best indications for
finding “pay dirt,” answered, “Keep &
sharp look out for places where the slate
and granite come together. When you
find it, do most of your prospecting be-
Jow that line. You may not find pay,
but you will find it rich in such places
bftener than anywhere else.”

The forty-niner had noted many ex-
teptions to the rule. But by following
it he had a buckskin purse well filled
Mwvith “‘coarse gold and fine.” Moving to
nmew mining districts in which neither
slate nor granite existed, like thait on the
western slope of the Sierra Nevada
Mountains, our forty-niner still gave
close attention to places where two dif-
ferent country rock formations come
together and with fair general results.

Among miners this is now generally
known as the “line of .contact.” A lib-
eral per cent of paying quartz chimneys
have been found along these lines of
contact. There are many exceptions to
the rule. Paying quartz lodes have
probably been discovered in about all of
the primitive rocks, both within the con-
tact line, and miles away from it. How-
ever, when an old miner finds one of
these lines of contact running through
a highly auriferous range, and compara-
tively unprospected,, he will most prob-
ably inquire why a point so favorable
for finding valuable quartz chimneys
has been neglected. If he takes a lively
interest in all that pertains to mining
discoveries, the old-time fire may burst
out anew, and much time be devoted to

learning all about what had been done

there in times gone by, and speculating
on a probable future.

In going East from Sacramento on the
Central Pacific Railroad, the first Jine of
contact claiming our attention is crossed
by the railroad track about one-fourth
of a mile above the town of Newcastle,
in Placer County. For various reasons
this is one that will claim a good deal of
our attention. It is within the boundar-
jes of a rich and extensive placer min-
ing district mined out years ago. Many
quartz lodes have been opened and are
now being worked in that district with
the successes and failures usual in all
mining operations. Very little attention
has been given to crosscutting for lodes
that do not show an outcrop there.

For a distance of more than two miles
careful examination failed to show that
any crosscutting had been done on this
line of contact in prospecting for blind
lodes or deposits. Near the line of con-
tact both the slate and the the granite
become cofter and are just such forma-
tions as old experienced miners would
say, “that a quartz lode could live in
that.” The railroad cuts here show
many quartz stringers, some of which
carry gold.

The fact of this line of contact remain-
ing, almost unprospected, is no evidence
for or against the existence of valuable
quartz chimneys within that line of
contact. Pay chimneys do not often
crop out above the surface.

Grain fields, vineyards and fruit orch-

ards flourish above the contact line in
many places, and on the ridge above
Newcastle it is covered by old river bed
gravel and lava cap that breaks off at
the head of Secret Ravine and disap-
pears, completely eroded.
" Many of the land-owners in the vicin-
fty of Newcastle show a liberal spirit in
permitting prospecting on their grounds,
if done, as it should be, working no
injury to the ground or inconvenience to
the owner. Sacramentans who feel like
risking a little money in prospecting for
quartz chimneys could not find another
place with so many advantages as that
near Newcastle, 1 do not mean the old-
time prospecting. “Bed rock tunnels,
and shafts that were sure to strike the
dip of the lode two hundred feet below
the surface.” That was all dead work,
and almost always dead loss.

A good deal of ground can be suffi-
ciently well prospected for a compara-
tively small outlay of money, One dis-
covered quartz chimney would repay the
outlay a thousand fold. But, says Pru-
dence, “Is not prospecting and mining a
gamble?” Well, yes; it does come near
being so sometimes. But it is a gamble
by which millions are won from mother

earth for the benefit of mankind. Quite
a number of mining men went to bed
poor and woke up rich within the mem-
ory of OLD PIONEER.

IT WAS EASY TO DO OVER.

How Her Husband’s Desk Was Trans-
formed Into a Sideboard.

A suburban woman is obliged to en-
dure the gibes and jeers of her fam-
ily without retaliation because of her
credulous faith in a suburban cabinet-
maker, says the New York “Times.”
An. heirloom, on the husband’s side,
was an old-fashioned mahogany desk
of more curious than artistic make. It
was useless as a desk and not pretty
as a piece of old bric-a-brac, S0 when
an idea for its evolution came to her
she was doubly pleased. She consulted
the suburban cabinetmaker, who pro-
nounced homself willing to carry it
out before she broached it to her hus-
band.

“Make a buffet, or serving sideboard,
out of my great-grandfather's desk!"”
repeated he, when it was broached. "It
can’'t be done, my dear, and I hate to
have it touched, too.”

“But you don’t like it,”” now coaxed
the wife, “and the cabinetmaker says
it will be very easy to do over. It will
be the desk, slightly enlarged, that is
‘all. The lovely doors will be set under
the shelf as panels and those graceful
columns will stand out in added beau-
ty as front supports. He will have to
add a little wood and introduce a mir-
ror, but all the choice mahogany of the
desk will be preserved and show much
more effectively.”

In the end he was persuaded, and the
desk was taken away. Some weeks
passed, during which the wife made
several yisits of inspection to the cab-
inet shop, seeing parts of the work and
acquiescing to various suggestions and
additions to the original plan.

The evolved buffet was finally deliv-
ered one evening not long ago. Its
own father would never have known it.
There were six feet of sideboard
lagainst the former two of desk, and
the original doors and columns were
there, but that was all of the first piece
of furniture, which had been built on
and added to till it stretched half-way
across the diring room.

The wife turned pale, the husband
groaned. “What have you done?”
cried he.

“My lost great-grandfather’s desk
exclaimed the other.

The cabinstmaker withdrew after
laying a folded paper upon the table.
The husband rallied first and opened
it. 1t was a bill for $85 for “work
and wood furnished.”

= s S s
Cuban Women.

William. E. Curtis in Chicago “Rec-
ord”: Every woman in Cuba is disloyal
and the wives of some of the most
prominent Spaniards on the island
are the most outspoken in their de-
nunciation of Weyler and his tyranny
and in support of the insurgent move-
ment.
Spaniard one mmorning and listened
for an hour to his defense of Weyler

and the Spanish policy in Cuba, and
was passing through the drawing-room

of his residence, where L found his wife
and children assembled for luncheon.
He presented me to them, and when he
told them who I was the lady of the
house looked up and said earnestly, in

Spanish: “I hope you will s1y every-
tthing good you can in favor of the

insurgents.”

I glanced inquiringly at my host,
and asked if la senora was joking.

“No,” he replied. “I am sorry tu say
that my wife and family are Cu-
banas.”

“But T am surprised to her her speaik
so boldly.”

“Who can control a woman’s tongue.””

“But suppose General Weyler should
hear of her imprudence?”

“Caramba!” he exclaimed.
General Weyler's aids-de-camp was
dining with us the other day, when
my wife told him she hoped the insur-
gents would succeed.”

“What did he say?”

“He placed his hand upon his breast
and bowed very low, and said: *“Sen-
ora, I shall respect vour confidence."’™

N e e
Song Birds and Suffrage.

Last year 500,000 song birds were de-
stroyed in this country that women
Fmight wear them on their hats. On Cape
Cod 40,000 tern were kiled for this pur-
In Pennsylvania the slaughter
tof bobolinks is =aid to have amounted
to 1,000,000, and in parts of Florida the
‘herons are nearly exterminated. This
leads the Brooklyn (N. Y.) “Eagle” to
pask: “Can so cruel a creature as-woman
Bask for the : g

“One of

\pose.

right to vote?
-
Watery.
“What an easy flowing style Scribbler
has!”
“Yes, some of his stuff is pretty thin,”

| —Chicago Journal.
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still more. To tempt you

not quite ready, we quote some new items for to-day:

L.adies’ Shoes.

Dark Choeolate Lace Shoes

tip: very good fitting.
lar value, S2 50.
SALE PRICE, $1 55.

Misses’ Shoes.

Tan Button Shoes, cioth or Kkid
tops, coin or narrow square

toes, in all widths and sizes.
Sizes 113 to 2.
$2. SALE PRICE, $1 15.

Remember, these Shoes are

LIABLE STOCK, and although reduced greatly for this sale
we are ready to return your purchase price should you not be

entirely satisfied.

of
soft viei kid: needle toe and
Regu-

Regular price,

e

More Shoes before the de-

cidzd change in

Our Shoe Department

can take place. Our stock
is very large, and although
a good portion has been dis-
posed of, we mnst reduce
to buy now, even if you're

Men'’s Shoes.

Fine:Satin 0il Calf Shoes, lace or
congr«ss, with good, heavy,
oak-tauned sole leather bot-

toms.
SALE PRICE, $1 50.
Boys’ Shoes.

Little Gents’ Shoes in viei Kid,
“new coin’'’ toe, with low heels.
Very dressy. Regular price,
$1 75.

| SALE PRICE, 81 35.

all NEW, STYLISH and RE-

SAVED BY A SONG..

How Colonel Fogg Escaped From the
Oriental Plague.

Never Had the Traveler Tried So
Hard to Be:Hospitable —A
Thrilling Adventure. -

The Embassaclor to the Court of St.
James, Colonel John Hay, once paid
Colonel William Perry Fogg the com-
pliment of declaning that in his story
of his escape fromt an Oriental quaran-
tine there was enough of exciting ad-
venture to form the basis of an ex-
tensive novel.

Both men were Cleveland writers who
achieved renown through their literary
works: Colonel Fogg’'ss account appears
in his book of travels printed in 1875,
as “Arabistan.” While the churches of
Cleveland are collecting donations to
be sent to the thousands and milliogs
facing death from starvation and the
plague in India, the tale frem the pen
of the Cleveland ex-newspaper man is
timely, and an extract from the book
will be read with interest.

He tells of starting out from Bagdad
to visit the ancient city of Babylon.
Sending his interpreter to the Govenor
for certain favors, he returns with the
startling news that the Governor has
just received a telegram from Bagdad,
declaring Hillah in quarantine, as the
plague has broken out in that town.
“But I might go as far as Kerbella,”
says the author, “that place being out-
side the cordon sanitaire. Here was a
dilemma. Prudence dictated an imnie-
diate return to Bagdad, but pride and
a desire and hope to see Babylon o0))-
posed that course.” The latter counse'l
prevailed, and the boat was soon being?
towed along the river by a row ot
Arabs, On the way he soliloguized over
the terrible plague of 1831 and 1872,
which killed thousands in a few
months.

Of his waking the next morning he
wrote: “To my surprise I found we

had already reached Kerbella. My mar--

hallah was moored alongside many
other boats of various kinds.” Follow-
ing a description of the ancient city,
he said: ‘“We will return to the mar-
hallah, on which I was slowly retreat-
ing towards Moseyib. * * * ] was
suddenly aroused by Yusef, who point-
ed to a large boat, rowed by six men,
on which I could see officers and sol-
diers in uniform coming rapidly down
towards us. Yusef, in evident alarm,
told me that it was the Governor of
Moseyib. I quickly aroused myself as
the boat came alongside, and the Gov-
ernor stepped on board my marhallah.
He held in his hand a dispatch which

g s AT 'he read, and Yusef translated.
I had been visiting a prominent |

| terpreted by Yusef,

and dispatches.

M | him quite sociabte.

It was
from Bagdad, and contained the alarm-
ing intelligence that Kerbella had been
placed in quarantine and directing him
to turn back all boats coming from that
place. I felt that my affairs had now
reached a crisis. Inside the quaran-
tine, shut up for an indefinite period,
with no countrymen or European near,
but the terrible pestilence all around
me, and no communication with my
friends in Bagdad or at home,

“The captain of my boat, in obedi-
ence to the Governor's orders, was de-
taching the tow rope, and 1 began to
teel desperate, But I could not give
up without an effort. I showed him
my letter from the Pasha of Bagdad,
and he then recognized me as the trav-
eler who had applied to him for a
boat. He could speak only Turkish,
so that our conversation had to be in-
I would have giv-
en all I know of other languages (ex-
cept the vernacular) if I could only
bwave talked with the Turk in his own
language ,and try my powers of per-
su.sion and eloquence.  We had been
standing in the hot sun, and I invited
him to a seat beneath my awning.
Then, with the instinct of hospitality,
I asked him if he would drink some
English teer. The Governor shrugged
his shoulders and nodded assent. A
bottle had iteen towing astern to cool,
which Yusef quickly opened, and filled
a large glass. The Governor took it
down at a gulp, and held out the glass
for more.

“Now, theoretically, at least, no Mus-
sulman can drink wine, beer, or spir-
its: but the Turks are not very strict
observers of the Kora'n in this respect.
It was plain that my guest was no as-
cetic. In reply to his inquiry I told
him that T had two more bottles of
beer and one of brandy, all of which
were at his service. A happy thought
seemed to strike him. He cailed his
Secretary, and after a short cousulta-
tion announced that he would return
to Moseyib in my marhallah, and send
his own boat on to Kerbella, which was
but a few miles distant, with letters
His sdldiers and ser-
va nts, carpets, cushions, etc.,, were
tra nsferred to my boat, and four Arab
idler's, who had collected on the bank,
were impressed, in Turkish style, to
man an extra tow rope.

“We were soon spinning along tow-
ards Mco'seyib at a rapid rate, with the
prospect Of reaching that place before
dark. T he Turk now made himself
comfortabh®. It was awfully hot, so
he doffed W's military coat, rolled up
his shirt sleeves, kicked off his patent
leather gaiters ,and squatted on his
cushicns which had been spread under
the awnings. I did the hospitalities
to the best of my ability.

“Perh:zps never hefore did T exert my-
self so much to please a guest. I made
Yusef spread out the remains of yes-
terday’'s lunch, to which I added the
basket of sweetmeats sent me by the
ex-Queen, Aand another bottle of ale.
With the sec.ond bottle the Governor be-
gan to melt, and asking to see the
Pasha’s letten., he apologized for not
calling upon me when I was in Mose-
yib, and invited me to dine with him
that evening. *The third bottle made
He repeated his
apologies, renevved his invitation to
dinner, and said he wculd manage some
way to get me thwough the quaran-
tine.

“1 exerted all my powers to please
and entertain him. I showed him my
pictures, my little revolver, which he
admired very much, and I thought seri-
ously of presenting it to him en the
spot. But we were getting on swim-
mingly now, and I hel@ it back in re-
serve for an emergency. Having fin-
ished the ale he signified a vish to taste
the English arrack, which I told Yusef
to administer in very small doses, as
1 was fearful of its effects. But my
fears were groundless, for he proved to
be thoroughly seasoned, and irever got
beyond the point of feeling social and
good-humored. When I told him that
1 had been in Constantinople and had
seen the Sultan his respect for me was
immensely increased.

“As all this had to be done through
an interpreter, or by pantomime, it was
no easy task, but I saw that by win-
ning his good grace I had a chance to
escape, but I succeeded even beyond my’
expectations. Only once, when

Governor proposed that I should sing, I
felit that he had me at a disadvantage.
Now, my talents as a vocalist had never
been developed, and I needed as much
urging as if I had really been a first-
rate tenor. But the Turk insisted, and
by way of encouragement volunteered
to hum an air he had heard at Pera.
This was so horribly discordant that I
yielded at once, and gave him the ‘Star-
Spangled Banner’ mixed up Wwith the
‘Beautiful Star.’

“As my audience understood neither
the words nor the tune, it is not sur-
prising that I achieved a wonderful
success and elicited great applause. He
slapped me on the shoulder and said:

‘You are a good fellow; I like you.
Come and dine at my house—then we
drink arrack and have more SOnNgs.

When the moon rises I let you go to
»3agdad.”’ I saw a twinkle in Yusef's
ey'es as he translated this speech, and he
said to me in English, ‘We are all right
now, sahib.” ”

The traveler’'s account goes on with
the evening spent in the home of the
Governor until the latter retired, when
Colonel Fogg and his caravan started
by monlight off across the desert,
reaching Bagdad to be welcomed as one
coming from the dead.

GRANT'S WHITE MOUNTAIN RIDE

Eleven Milkes Over a Rough Road in
Less Than an Hour.

In the “St. Nicholas” George B.
Smith tells of aremarkable ride once
made by General Grant, from the vil-
lage of Bethlehem to the Profiie House
in the White Mountains. The driver
was Edward Cox, and Mr. Smith de-
scribes the ride as follows:

When, about 7 o’clock of that calm
August evening, the Presidential par-
ty steped out of the Sinclair Hoqse.
General Grant's trained eye, sweeping
over the team with a glance of a
connoisseur, at once recognized its ex-
cellence. Walking quickly to the driv-
er’s side, he said to Cox: “If you have
no objections, I will get up there with
you.” *“It is pretty rough riding up
here, General,” was the reply. “I can

stand it if you can,” said Grant, as he
climbed to the place and settled him-
self. The President was dressed in
high silk hat, black suit and a long
lim>n duster covering as much of his
clothing as was possible. The others
of tiie party adjusted themselves in

the big, heavy wagon according to
‘their ideas of comfort, and all was
ready. Sixteen people were in that

vehicle, including Mr. Cox.

The driver tightened the reins with a
“whist!’” and with a spring, in perfect
unison, the noble animals were off for
the Profile. The telegraph operator at
the St. Clair sat with his finger on the
key, looking out of the window and
watching for the moment of the
start. A message at once flashed over
the wire to the- Profile House, saying
that they had gone, and the time was

noted. It was' precisely 7 o’clock.
At the Profile a large company had
gathered in the office, waiting for the

arrival. Amonyz them were several
stage drivers, who with becoming
gravity gave various opinions, as sages
and oracles of profundity in road
knowledge, and fully” discussed the sit-
uation. It was known that Cox in-
tended to break all racords if he could;
but it was the unanimous expression of
the drivers, knowing ewvery foot of the
road as they did, that “Ed could not
make the drive in less' than two hours,
and a portion of them thought he had
better make it two and.a half, as the
last three miles were right up into the
mountain, with a steep grade all the
way into Francomja Notch. But that
he could make the eleven miles in less
than two hours was not believed for a
moment,

Those of my readers who have vis-
ited this famous hotel, the Profile, will
remember Echo Lake, and the little
cannon kept there to wake the echoes.
This beautiful shéet of water, famous
far and near for’its échoes and their
many repetitions, is about a quarter of
a mile from the : hotel, and the Presi-
dential party had to pass it to get to
the house. It had been arranged that
when they drove by, the gunner should
fire the cannon, to announce the fact
to the house. At the hotel we were
listening for the signal gun, chatting,
discussing the event, and passing the
time as best we could, when—bang!
went the gun. The echo-maker had
spoken. We looked at the clock hang-
ing in the office. It was not believed
it was the President. “It cannot be!”
“Look at the time!” “Some mistake hds
béen made!” Such were the expres-
sions heard on all sides.

The proprietor hurried a bell-boy to
the lake, to ascertain why the gun was
fired before the time. But it was the
expected party. In what seemed an
incredibly short time we heard the
tramping of the flying steeds, and the
rattle of the chariot; and in another
moment they swept around the corner
of the house into plain view.

Never will I forget the scene, as they
swung into the large circular gpace be-
fore the building. Ed Cox stood up on
the footboard, with teeth set, eyes
blazing and every rein drawn tight in
his hands. General Grant sat beside
him, holding his hat on with one hand,
the other grasping the seat. The eight
horses were on the full run, with
mouths wide open, ears back flat to
their heads, and nostrils distended.
They were covered with sweat and
foam, yet all under perfect control
of the magician on the box. As they
made the circle and drew up in front
of the hotel Cox threw his weight on
the brake and stopped at once. He had
made the drive in precisely fifty-cight
minutes.

A New French Heroine.

heroine, whose name they unfortunate-
ly do not know. In the Terrible Year,
when the German army was approach-
ing Champigny, a young woman in
mourning arrived in the town and took
up her quarters in a house about half
a mile from the chateau where Bis-
marck was lodged. Every morning and
every evening she went out with her
gun, and in three days her bag amount-
ed to six German sentries. Then she
was taken by the enemy, but at once
released. Three more Germans fell to
her rifle, and then once more she was
seized, but the mercy of the enemy
was great, and she was once more get
at liberty. But the sport was too good
to be given up, and her expeditions
continued until’ the enemy thought the
thing had gone far enough. So the
next time they caugnt her they put her
up against a wall and Jet daylight
through her unccnquered bireast. This
stoyy is quite true, because a certain
M. Darmont, who was 10 yvears old at
the time, says so. He has written some
pretty bad verses about her, which
were recited the other day at
the celebration of the twenty-
fifth anniversary of the glorious bat-
tle of Chamvigny, and Wwere most
warmly applauded. Besides, he can
show you the wall against which the
ruffian soldiers put her up, and the
bricks are in it to this day—therefore,
sirs, deny it not. But it is a pity that
only one man knetw her name, and that

the.J he is dead.—London Realm.

The French have discovered a new !

The Royal—White and Pure
as the Driven Snow.

Absoluteiy Pure

ROYAL BAKING POWDER €0., NEW YORK.
e

BESELENA'S PRATTLE

(Special Correspondence of Record-Union.)

PORTLAND (Or.), May 19, 1897.—
That the boys and girls of to-day are
not insufferable little prigs, is certainly
not due to the literature written for
their benefit; in nearly every case by
men and women who have no more idea
of the style of reading matter that will
please children, than they have of what
style eof reading matter is pleasing to
the king of the cannibal islands.

The healthy growing boys and girls
of to-day instead of being given books
of adventure that would delight their
soul are fed upon Sunday-school liter-
ature that tells all about goody goody
little children who are agraid of being
naughty Lecause they live in a whole-
some fear of his satnic majesty. in
the end these sanctimonous little prigs

usually have the good taste to die,
killed no doubt, by an excess of their
own righteousness, 1 never, grieve

over their untimely end.
of those holy kidlets around me I'd
be tempted to stick it with a hat pin
te see if it were made of really blood
like other folks, or only just sawdust,
As a rule children don’t reason about
things; they are guided mostly by in-
stinct. When they are old enough to
distinguish right from wrong they are
good because they have a wholesome
fear of being found out and punished
when they do anything amiss. The
power of reasoning and of carefully
weighing the consequences is something
that few grown people have in a state
of perfection; therefore I say it is all

If I had one

nonsense for the Sunday-school books |

to maintain that the small boy did not
steal because he was afraid of everlast-
ing damnation. The average small
boy is not the least bit afraid of ever-
lasting damnation if he wanted to steal,
the question of punishment at some re-
mote period would not deter him; he
would steal anyway, and like a great
many other people trust to luck not to
be found out. Instinct, as I have said,
is the motive power which guides chil-
dren until their reasoning powers slow-

ly develop with the growth of their
bodies. Just why the average mother
will keep a book of adventure away

from her son has always been more or |
Personally 1|

less of a mystery to me.
have never found this style of literature
to be harmful; its only the blood and
thunder clap-trap that excites the im-
agination, and if mothers fondly think
that their innocent little darlings don’t
indulge in this kind of literature on the
sly then they are very much mistaken.

Its only the unattainable that whets
one's appetite.
Even such thrilling tales as “Wild

Bill the Untamed Scout of the Plains”
isn’t going to effect a nromal boy, while
it may an abnormal boy who
properly balanced mentally and

where.
time, and a small boy who shows an
inclination to go to the bow wows at an
appallingly early age will go to them
sooner or later, in spite of all parental
barriers,

These are the when

days one just

wants to lounge in a hammock with a |

cool, loose dress on, a fan and plenty

iof lemonade at hand, not forgetting a

light novel.

I find that it doesn’t pay

| to go in for heavy reading during the
{ hot weather.

Cne’s reading should, I
believe, be regulated to suit the sea-
sons just as one regulates one's clothes,
or one's diet, But in these latter days
of reasoning and analysis its hard to
get a really good novel. Analysis and
logic are very good in their places but
I do not recommend either one of them
for the dog days. In the analytical
novel, the hercine, as soon as she finds
out that she is in love, sets to work
to analyze the feeling. Now any one
who knows anything at all about love
knows that it simply can’t be analyzed:
its too vague, to intangible by far. No
girl In her right senses, outside of one
of the impossible books of
speak, would think of doing such a
thing. The man of the story doesn't
analyze, men are not given to such
things even in up-to-date hooks: it

wouldn't do to turn a searchlight on
man’s innermost thoughts, and men
don’t do it.

The girl heroine in the modern novel
has unattainable longings. She scorns
the earth-world in which she finds her-
melf. Her thoughts soar among the
clouds. After a while she meets a man
who pleases her, but her analytical
spirit gets the better of her and she
sets to work to study him coolly. erit-
ically, dispassionately. No man can
come out of such an ordeal unscathed.
She makes the discovery that he is not
in sympathy with her highest aspira-
tions; true the aspirations may he in-
tangible, but then the aspirations of
modern heroines usually are intangi-
ble. Then she and the unsympathetic
man have a last meeting at the end of
which they separate and go out into
the wide, wide world alone. The he-
roine after wandering half the night in
the bleak, desolate hills returns to her
home in the chill, gray of the early
morn and writes a full and complete
account of the affair in her diary, after
which she feels jnfinitely better. The
man dies of consumption or else is
killed in a raflroad wreck.

You may like these vagu®, intangible
creatures, my friends, but I frankly
confess I do not; in the language of
the day, they make me defadfully tired.
1 like to be in touch with my heroine to
feel that she is a woman just like my-
self, not a mythical, shadowy creature
evolved from the distorted brain of an
overwrought, overworked imagination.
I always want these impossible heroines
to die, too, so that the auther will not
inflict her upon us again in the shape
of a sequel. I don’t like sequels un-
leas they are about pleasant, cheerful
things. 3

When I was a little girl I used to de-
vour Dickens by the hour. He was
my ideal writer, as he is now, from the
time I was able to understand and ap-
preciate books. The secret of Dickens’
universal popularity lies in the fact
that he made one feel the reality of his
people. He touched one’s heart, took
one out of one’s self. His men and
women were your friends. Wilkie

isn’'t |
who |
has a strain of wild blood in him some- |
It is blood that will tell every |

which 1!
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| Specials in
| Shoes for

To-Day.

l —600 pairs Women's Ox-
ST fora Ties, in black and
tan, pointed and square
toes. $1 10 Pair.

~—450 pairs Misses’ and Chil-
dren’s Ox Blood Shoes, lace
and button, cloth and Kkid
tops, round and pointed
toes. To elean out the line
we are going to sell them
at 98¢ for sizes from 81 to
11, and 81 20 for sizes
from 114 to 2.

2

Other
Interesting Specials
for To-day.

Unlaundered
Shirts.

front and back, with continuous
facings in openings at neek and
sleeves, collar-button guard to
prevent button from making
back of neck sore. All the re-
quirements in cut and make
whieh econstitute a first-class
shirt. Size 14 to 18 inch neek.
Speeial priee 35¢.

Night Shirts.

Special Men's Night Shirts,

N made from good,
Price, heavy bleached mus-
38c¢. lin: well made, ecut

3 full width and length,
plain white or trimmed with
neat patterns of Cash’s fast color
embroidery in red or blue: neck
sizes 14 to 18. Special price 53e.

i Men's Unlaundered
ls)p.eClal Dress Shirts made
FIC€, from standard brand'!
35c. of soft-finished mus-
lin, full reinforeced

Dress Shirts.

Men's splendid quality
. Muslin  Shirts  with
Price, colored bosoms. The
very latest style, bos-
50c. oins made from splen-
did quality pereale in new color-
ings and new patterns, collar
putton guards on neck band, re-

Special

inforced and well made. No
trouble to follow fashion’s de-
eree at this price—soe.
Men’
€en's
|
. Underweatr.
|
S i Men's Summer Un-
p.e_Clal derwear, ribbed
Price balbriggan shirts
| 85¢c Suit. and drawers, color
blue gray. Draw-
ers well made, with silesia fac-

ing at waist: shirts well tinished
and trimmed. Justthe garment
| for common wear and working-

men.  Saturday speeial price
I:;Tw per suit.

Men’s
Suspenders.

Special Y en s Suspenders,
every pair a bargain;

Price, ail would sell readily
15c¢. for Zoc per pair, many

of them 1or moie.
Some wovei silih web ends and
some kid ends, strong buckles,

L good quality webbing, in lignt,

medium and dark colors. he
bhest value ever shown at loe
{ pair.

‘ Special Men's Wool Sweaters—

Price a garment whieh no
FICE, e¢yeuny suit is com-
‘5] 18 piete witnout. Close-
. S
i Knitted elastie ribbed
| garments 1 navy, tam, black,
| white, marvon or green striped
fat bottom and on collar witn

some conirasiing color, causing
| striking effeet. Price $i 14,

WASSERMAN,

Agents for Butterick Patterns.

Big New Store, K, Between Sixth and Seventh.
- :.\sws TVVVVVTL VUV VRV LTIV VRES

DARVIS & CO.
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# Full line of Optical Goods, Spectacles ‘and Eve-
] glasses, from 25¢ upward. y

can buy them an)
der for all refractic
correc

Moderate prices.

. M. BISHOPP, Optician,

806 J STREEZET.

letter quality than
e.

yonu
enses ground to or-
m defects and warranted to tit

whnere

tly.
Nouanisr,

presentation.

| Collins was another of these writers as
[\\ ere also George Elict and Ouida. This
‘nmy sound like a queer combination,
| but they are the men and women who
played upon the human emotions

|
whose fame will be imortal.
i BESELENA.

i

Scieace of All Kinds.

Eagles do not have different mates
every seascn as do birds generally;
they pair for life, and sometimes oc-

| cupy the same nest for many years.

Most British geologists are now pre-
pared to admit that the earth has
passed through several glacial periods,
instead of only one, as is commonly
supposed.

In the mountains of Sweden, Norway
and Lapland all vegetation would
destroyed by the Norway rats were it
not for the white foxes, that make
special game of the rodents.

Birds differ very much in the hights
fo which they commonly ascend. The
ondor, largest of vultures and of all
fiying birds, has been observed soar-
ng over 29,000 feet, or about five miles
and a half, above the level of the sea.

A further study of the amount of
argon in the atmosphere has been made
by Schloesing, in’ which a remarkable
uniformity appears in air from differ-
ent sources. The average value is
found to be 1.184 per cent. of the total
volume of nitrogen and argon.

The mistletoe is a true parasite, form-
erly never growing save on the
branches of oaks in moist situations.
Of late years it is extensively raised in
greenhouses, the crushed seeds being
placed upon slabs of bark in situations
as nearly as possible approximating its
original habitat.

George lsaac, a German scientist, and
three assistants were blown to atoms
by an explosion of acetylene gas on
December 12th. It is said that he be-
lieved he had discovered a non-ex-
plosive variety of acetyiene, and that
Emperor William had been attracted
by his experiments with the manu-
tacture of the gas and was soon to
visit his laboratory.

The Forest Department in India is
now paying its way handsomely and
more, the profits having been going up
steadily since 1875. While for the five
yvears ending with that they stood at
11 lakhs, the profits for the five years
ending in 1895 were 53 lakhs, or just
short of five times as much.

The Way to [Make Ice.

“That must be a curious process, the
manufacture of ice,” said a New York
man to a resident of Austin.

“Yes,” replied the Austin scientist:
“do you understand the philosophy of
it?”

“No; I never saw one of the machines
and never had the thing explained to
me.”

“Well, you see,” observed the philos-
opher, “they have a kind of tank.”

“Yes.”

“And they fill the tank two-thirds full
of water.”

“Yes, what then?”

‘“Why, then they freeze it.”

“Oh!” exclaimed the disgusted New
Yorker, “that’s it, is it? I had an idea

be

that they boiled it.”—Texas Siftings.

| through the mediumship of their books |

WHERE IDOLS ARE MADE.

Birmingham, Engiand, Has a Factory
[ for Making fleatiren Gods.

It has recently been discovered that
| there is in } ingham, in the very
| center of Chris gland, a factory
| \'.-h':w id «de for heathen na-
| tions, say “Pottery Gazette,” Lon-
{ don. Ma attempts have been made
| to obtain nisgion to the factory, but
]u Sl{li('z’ watch is kent upon outsiders
| anxious to pry into the secret chambers

where the heathen gods are made, and

journalists, esvecially, are
from entering the works.

A few were, however, to
glenaed concerning this extraordinary
industry. Idols of all kinds are (urnvd
out, representing the gods of all heath-
| en nations, from Tokyo to Timbuctoo.
The export trade to the heathen coun-
tries is a fairly large one, although
more gods are sent out to foreign deal-
ers in curios in the bazars of Cairo,
Damascus, Ceolombo, ete., for sale to
unsuspecting travelers anxious to take
home some mementos of their
abroad.

The price of gods varies greatly. You
may get a Birmingham-made one in
a London curiosity shop for half a
¢rown, or you may run up the pretty
bill of £20 for an especially ugly HXI«-',
“stolen,” according to the dealer, “by
a sailor during the Chinese war.” 1;1
the Cairo bazar, however, the price of a
first-class god of this kind may run
from £20 to anything. A traveler in-
formed the writer that there was lit-
tle difficulty in detecting a god of na-
tive make from one of Jirmingham
mtanufacture, The first generally dis-
played some slight il'rm:ularit.\'
change of design due to the y{nti\e
working by hand, while the Birming-
ham god was as superlatively correct
in form as the most immaculate dandy
is in dress. X

The trade in idols is kept such a
close secret that it is difficult to esti-
mate the output, for in the Board of
Trade returns the gods would doubt-
less  be classed under the humiliating
title of “works of art or curios.” 3ut
there is no doubt the trade is a fairly
large one, and that some cute Hirming..
ham men do very well in the businegs,

—,—
Doing It.
“You should make an allowance for

prevented

facts be

stay

your son at college, Grimly. Most
voung men have to sow their wild
oats.”

“Make an allowance? T've doubled
it since he started in.”"—Detroit Free
Press. z

————

What He Leit.

Hoobs—Why did the cashier leave the
country?

Dobbs—The only reason was because
he couldn’t take it with him.—New York
Tribune.

Mean Thing.

Mrs. Browne—What will you .give
toward a new bicycle for me?

Browne—The wind for the tires.—New
York Journal.

No great man ever had time to play

checkers in the middle of the day.—
Atchison Globe,




