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Very stylish is a little French toque
draped with Tangerine yellow velvet,
with a narrow brim of dark Russian
sable. A similar toque has a draped
crown of white wvelvet, bordered with
mink, and trimmed with mink tails,
Venetian lace, and a Prince of Wales
plume of white and brown feathers.

# Es *

One is sometimes discouraged when

unpacking furs which have been nost}

carefully stored, to find them looking
very unkempt and rumpled, or as if
they had been boxed up carelessly when
wet. The best way to pack them, when
possible, is to put them away with ma-
hogany shavings scattered all through
the box. To freshen them, there is no
better plan than to heat bran very hot,
scatter it all through the fur, let the
garment lie for a while, then beat light-
ly for a considerable time with a slen-
der switch, and finish by brushing both
up and down with a little whisk broom.
This will give luster to the fur.
£ * B3

Elegant models of three-quarter
length in sealskin have ruffles of Per-
sian lamb; deep otter yokes are finished
with long points of chinchilla, and
capes of velvet, in plum color, black,
Russian green or dark ruby, have Alas-
ka sable, mink or ermine ruffles or edg-

ings, and high-spreading lobespierre
collars,

* * s
Rosettes of velvet and satin are much

used by French milliners. The newer |
opes are oval in shape, and a tiny
frilled edge is superimposed. On many

of the white or red felt hats worn in
Paris these rosettes are as a rule the
only form of decoration used.

* * *

Many of the dainty sleeves of evening |
toilets are so short that they look like |
m:niature ballet skirts. Endless little|
shoulder conceits are created with a|
tiny puff of satin, a scrap of rich lace,
a long, slender spray of shaded roses |
and foliage, a drooping and standing}
cluster of satin bows, and often there
are mere shoulder straps covered \\'ithf
costly jeweled passementerie, glittering
with fringes of the same, that fall over,
the top of the arm. Again are
little sleeves formed of wide velvet rib-
bon and lace frills, accordion-plaited
silk muslin falling in a straight ruffle, |
or caught butterfly fashion with a knot |
the muslin, in the heart of which!
sparkles a quaint ornament set with
real gems. A narrow satin strap cov-
ered with jeweled passementerie on|
full-dress gowns encircles the curve of
the shoulders, and is used on dresses
cut low and rounding in the neck, the
sheoulders showing plainly between
these straps and the jeweled band|
which goes up over the neck quite sep- |
arate from the straps beyond.

* b =
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The velvet costumes made by FI'F!]('h'
ateliers in regular tailor fashion are the;
smartest and most elegant creations|

that will be seen this winter.
* ¥ %

A very elegant costume from Raud-|

nitz is of chestnut brown bourette, the

skirt showing a series of overlapping|

flounces, the round waist being cut in

one with the upper flounce.

shoulders with turn-down revers of
very dark mink fur and a guimpe of

pale almond-colored satin brocaded in|

green, dahlia-colored, and shaded gold
designs in raised velvet.
mousquetaire cuffs are lined with the
brocade, the neckband of the guimpe
is made of it, and the large Medici col-
lar is of the mink fur. En suite are
toque and muff, the brim of the hat of
mink fur, the trimmings of brown vel-
vet, and shaded brown and gold feath-
ers, the round crown of brocade match-

lining.
B * *

The new Directoire bodice used with
Paris-made tailor gowns of Venetian
cloth or French broadcloth has curv-
ing open fronts framed with fur revers,
opening over a very closely fitted waist-

coat of satin brocade made with long'

sharp points that reach five or six
inches below the waist line. This hand-
some “Vandyke” gilet is belted and fas-
tened down the front with jeweled but-

A
NEW
DEPARTURE.

We have recently added
: a new and quite com-

plete line of small hard-
ware, including Tools,
Hinges, Bolts, Locks,
etc., which we offer at
what we believe to be
lower prices than can be
found elsewhere in the
city.

American Cash Store,
801 K, corncr Eighth.‘

{ a single, perfectly shaped,

This waist |
in semi-blouse form is cut down on the|

The flaring |

The high arched collar matches

tons.
the revers.

* * *

There is a revival this season of a
styvle of ornamentation used, when pow-
der and patches and cocked hats and
knee breeches were the order of the
day.
velvet figures, with silk embroidery. It
has been used upon the fronts of some
very elegant gowns designed for New
Year's Day, but principally upon the
fronts of ball and opera wraps. The
work thus far has been made to order
by hand, in iridescent beads, sequins,
shaded silks, and chenille. It is, there-
fore, expensive, but the effect is novel.
Women in ordering special garments
for special wear can have their own
selected devices carried out, with col-
ors, fringes, buttons and oddly shaped
ornaments.

SN

A toque made wholly of dark mink

turns up in a semicircle over the face,

forehead with an aigrette-like trimming
of point de Venise lace held by a buckle
of French brilliants, and this is set in
the center of a rosette of Italian red
velvet with a bird of paradise poised on

the ieft side, and curving plumage
sweeping to the shoulder,
E * B
Louis XIV. coats for reception and

opera wear, also small jackets with
rounded fronts, and entire overdresses
and redingote-shaped tea-gowns are

made of woven forming

and joined

guipure lace,

garment, which is worn over a satin
model its precise shape. Some of the
elegant tea-gowns made of this lace

are oddly finished with choux and plait-
ings of black tulle, with long scarf ends
of the same edged with deep crimped
frills. The ends reach to the hem of
the underskirt.

* ES *

This is the outlining of embossed |

and is finished in the center above the |

| me—lack of funds.

|
|

l

The hats that milliners consider their |

masterpieces are even larger than the
picture hats of the summer, and their
width across the front is excessive, ow-
ing to the very long feathers curving

right and left above the brim, which
serve to exaggerate the width of the

hat itself. The bonnets and hats made
wholly of fur are the newest
from Paris, but they certainly cannot
be recoonmended from a sanitary point
of view.

x * *

Red in very glowing colors, frem
poppy to deep ‘“‘jacque” rose and Bur-
gundy shades, is more than ever worn
this season both here and abroad in
hats, little French bonnets, fur-trimmed
jackets, capes, redingotes,

things |

invisibly beneath a decorative simulat-
ed fastening of fine silk cord laced over
tiny silk tailor buttons.

HOW THE CITY EDITOR DIED.

(Copyright, 1888, by Leigh H. Irvine. Pub-
lishers are cauwtioned against reproduc-
ing this story, either wholly or in part.)
In the summer of 1880 there began

with me what you will probably con-

sider one of the most wonderful exper-
iences that ever befell a human being.

It wove its subtle mysteries about me

in such a way as to change the cur-

rent of my life, and bewilder my dear-
est relatives and friends. As that mys-
tery annihilated the very fortress of
friendshirs that had bound me to my
comrades, and as its consequences ex-
tended far beyond the limits of my
own life, I have decided to tell the
story without further delay.

Let me affirm at the outset that my
name is James Vizeen, no matter how

many people may dispute that fact,
or call me a pretender; and when I
die, if my body should be found in

such condition as to permit an exam-
ination, there are two secret marks by
which it may be identified beyond dis-
pute. The middle toe of the left foot
was amputated in 1865 (because a poi-
sonous spider’s bite made that opera-
tion necessary to save my life), and
the words “James Vizeen, son of Clark
Vizeen,” will be found plainly tattoocd
between my shoulders, in the most
brilliant erimson that ever shone from
human flesh. The punctures that spell
those words were made by my fathér's
hands, and the rare pigment which he
injected under my skin when I was an
infant preserves his well-known hand-
writing unto this day. While it is not
relevant to this story to say it, I will
state = that this little chirographic
memento is the only scrap of eviden-e
in my possession that shows his pen-
manship. I have often stood with my
naked back to a mirror and read the
words of my father, by the aid of a
hand glass—a strong proof that hand-
writing is hereditary, for the writing
is a counterpart of my own.

I should also state that the high
lights on my shoulders are said to be
an exact fac simile of the writing on a
scrap of paper now folded away and
preserved with certain little family
heirlooms under lock and key, with the
papers of my father’'s estate. With
these facts before you there will be no
trouble in your mind as to my identity.

At the age of thirty I removed from
Kansas City to San Francisco, deter-
mined to rub out the past and begin
life anew. Having made and lost a
fortune in real estate, I went back to
my original calling (newspaper report-

ing), and resolved to do all in my
power to get ahead by saving my

steady earnings. This was the more
urgent from the fact that I was the
head of a growing family—two little
girls and a promising boy of less than
three years of age. The struggle was
pretty hard, but in the commendable
effort to provide for these dear little
people I was materially aided by their
mother, a woman of rare sense, dig-
nity, culture and beauty—but why ex-
tol her virtues? Well, we were han-
pily married, and there was everything
in the world to nerve us in our effort
to get on in life,

Though my wife did not fully realize
the situation, I will tell you that there
was one thing that continually worried
Having had suc-
cess in a dignified business of my own,
it galled me to feel that I was always
doing less than my best work: for the
hired newsgatherer of a great daily
paper is compelled at times to do a
sort of messenger-boy service and
petty waiting at respectable citizens’
door-steps, which causes him to realize
that his calling has many phases that
are far beneath the dignity of a gen-
tleman. At best his income is scant
compared with the earnings of men of
cuiture who exert equal energy in
other pursuits—law, medicine, com-
merce, etc. In my case there was lit-
tle hope of promotion, and there was
the haunting uncertainty that my job,
poor as it was, might end any day.

Signett, the city editor of the
“Bugle,” had the overbearing manners
of a slave-driver, and scarcely a day
passed that my pride and manhood
were not put to the test. He worked
me shamefully, growled without prov-

 ocation, addressed me as if I had been

{ accustomed to menial service all
tea-gowns,

evening toilets and even gloves and <ilk |

petticoats. There are

would render themselves
conspicuous if they ventured to
even so much as a cherry tie
their chins. There are others

women

under
who

who |
unpleasantly i
wear

i

would look less conspicuous than these |

if they appeared in a costume entirely
red. We cannot say that it is only the
brunette or the blonde who will look
I well in red.

3 B *

The French skirts for the winter are
extremely varied in style. The circu-
lar flounce we have had with
two seasons, but there are constantly
being added new meodels cut in three
and five as well as two parts, which
give a particularly pretty flare to the
dip skirt. The circular model with a
tablier or pointed overdress is very
graceful, especially for those who re-
quire the effect of long lines; however,
{ there are shapes and designs to suit
. every figure. ]

x * ®
‘ In marked contrast to the sweeping

little pelerines, and stole-fronted
| fichu-shaped collets of sable, sealskin,
! chinchilla, Persian lamb, sea otter and
| very dark mink, or soft fleecy marten,
| these of one fur alone, or combined
{ with a contrasting pelt with fur-tail
fringes to match, and often further en-
riched with silk cord and bead appli-

| ques, points, and medallions of very
expensive passementerie,
* * =

There are blonde women who look
badly in a stiff, high, white linen col-
{ lar; there are brunettes with olive com-
plexions who look well in them. There
; are those who look conspicuous in. deep-
| est mourning. When red is becoming
| and suits the wearer, it is generally a
remarkably good selection. Therefore,
if one is in doubt this season as to
whether it would be best to get another
black coat, or tan, or gray cne to wear
{ with the handsome black gown, per-
l haps the very thing to brighten and im-
prove the appearance would be a ruby-
red jacket, with black Persian lamb re-
vers and collar, with black braid ap-
plique trimmings elsewhere. It must
be decided, however, by experiment.

« 3 =

The sheath form about the hips is
universal, however, and imperative for
all gkirts, whatever may be the shape
and arrangement below, and every sort
of frill, flounce, strap, band and buckle
trimming, point, panel, plaiting, or any
other kind of decoration that can give
a frou-frou effect around the skirt, is
notably and decidedly in evidence,

* = =

Ladies’ tailors have taken very read-
ily to the new skiris that are sheath
shaped on the front and sides, and made
with underfolding fullness at the back,
where they as a rule are made to fasten

ing the guimpe and likewise the muft‘;‘c":}’:: "t‘}‘l’(kh‘l;lF}:&tqfl?ilrltinl;'llr\t‘}iﬂg rluunr,t;ei
ove > dress s are the graceful |

or !

us «for |

|
i
x

{
|

my
life, and seemed to delight in deviling
me with petty details, which often de-
tained me, without extra pay, until
late and unreasonable hours. My po-
liteness and submissiveness fed his

{ fiendish desire to drive me, and I was

often compelled to take a detail at 9
o’clock in the morning, even though I
had worked until after 2 o’clock the
night before. It thus chanced that in
the struggle for my daily bread I was
often forced to go without proper sleep,
or to sleep the greater part of each
forenoon, and I saw far too little of my
wife and children. I aged rapidly un-
der this cruel pressure, and the killing
pace soon upset my nerves and made

! such inrcads on my health that I be-

gan to cast about for some escape
from the slave’s life I was leading,
During these exasperating trials we
lived in a very plain cottage of five
rooms, far out on Folsom street. This
at once cut us off from association with

| people of the class we had known in

other cities, Though I say it with
proper respect for the neighborhood,
and with good will toward my fellow
men, the vicinity was not such as ‘e-
fitted the rank and condition of my
family. Our neighbors were for the
most part noisy beer drinkers, whose

{ carousals rivaled the rows of Donny-

brook Fair.

At the ¢nd of {aree months of slavich
toil and niggardly saving, Mrs. Vizzen
and I surveyed the situation, with an
eye to casting up chances of saving
enough money to free ourselves from
our pressing necessities. The invoice
showed that we had supported our fam-
ily and saved $100 from my earnings.
Thus encouraged, we made a forecast
to the effect that we might be able to
buy a few acres in Alameda County in
a year or two, build a cottage, and add
to our income by raising chickens.

“I believe that my work is appreciat-
ed on the Bugle at last,” I said to my
wife one bright morning, ‘“for Signett
has lately treated me with marked re-
spect.”

As I sit here now I can honestly say
that I was never happier in my life
than when I Kkissed my little family and
hurried to my work that day—my heart
as light as the sunny hours. My head
was full of day dreams, for there was

i light ahead; and I sped on, backed by

strong resolutions to excel in my work,
As visions of a more independent life
filled the chambers of my brain, I fan-
cied myself the happy owner of a pleas-
ing expanse of fertile acres; I could
see my children romping over the sun-
ny meadows, or pictured them sleeping
at night beneath a roof-tree free from
the visits of rent-collectors. In that
dreamy, buoyant mood, I resclved to
break the office record that very week,
by bringing in a bevy of bright stories
—wads of ‘‘copy,” crisp with stirring
news, when I feit a hand on my shoul-
der, and—

“This is your street, sir!” said the

conductor of the cable car, who knew
me well.

I thanked him, and: hurried to the
office, glad that the day dream had aot
belated me; for the pompous and tyran-
nical Signett was impatient of tardi-
ness, and a delinquent reporter would
throw him into a fit of temper, as {:ro-
cious as the outbursts of old School-
master Creakle, in David Copperfield.

I entered the reporters’ room on tims,
where I was pleasantly greeted by rny
co-workers, who sat around reading the
morning papers. Going to my desk,
full of vim and ambition, I found a
plain envelope, addressed to me, markead

“Personal!” It ran tersely, cruelly, as
follows:

“Dear Sir: I am sorry to inform you
that the ‘Bugle’ cannot longer avail

itself of your services. Respectfully,
“SIGNETT, City Editor.”

If he had dealt me a blow with his
naked fist, the result would not have
been more startling. My heart thump-
ed so that I could hear it, and the blood
deserted my face, 1 tried to see Sig-
nett, for I wanted some explanation—
but he had gone, I found him in the
evening, but he was brutally blunt and
heartless. It was evident that he dis-
liked me, and the brute stood glaring
with the repulsiveness of a fiend that
enjoys the torture of his fellows.

I went from the office with the keen
suffering of one who sees his fairest
idols shattered. In my desolation I
met Harry Whiting, a fellow reporter.
With a heavy heart and an intense
longing for human sympathy, I told
him of my misfortunes, as we grew con-
fidential over (I confess it with shame!)
too many whisky punches.

When he had heard me through he
said: "“Vizeen, you’ve been too gentle-
manly and obliging with Signett. He's
built on the lines of a bull dog, and it
takes an iron man to handle him.”

I told him that I had never before
found good manners a detriment,
whereupon he said: ‘“Signett’s a cow-
ard at heart, and such men are brutal
with gentlemen. If you'd had a decp,

rough voice and a gruff manner you'd |

have cowed him or commanded his re-
spect.”

This was the substance of our talk,
though Whiting urged his point in va-
rious lights, arguing with greater vehe-
mence after each drink.
gone, I reflected that there was con-
siderable wisdom in his view of the
case—but there was no remedy in sight;
and I went to bed that night with a
heavy heart.

* * * #* * * *

The foregoing is the beginning and
the end of Mr. Vizeen's narrative. it
is evident that he meant to tell the en-
tire story, but a thorough search among
his effects has failed to bring forth the

rest of the manuscript, and it is believed |

that he never finished the narrative.

But as I knew Viz:en better than 1ny-
body else, it is deemed proper that I
should tell all that I know about the
mystery of his life. = You should know
that I worked with him for years, sat
at a neighboring desk, and took a de=p
interest in the poor fellow’s misfor-
tunes.

Within a week after his summary
dismissal Vizeen came to my room late

one night, and bade me a trembling
good-by.
“‘I'm going to New York,” he said,

‘“‘where I hope to succeed as a chemisr,
in which science’ & am considered an
expert. I think I shall send for my
family in a month or two, old fellow,

and if you will help Mrs. Vizeen and !

the little ones across the ferry, I'll deem
it a great favor.”

Tears filled his manly blue eyes when
I grasped his hand and said that it
would be a pleasure to serve him in
any way he might command.

I heard from him several times while
he was in New York, and his last iget-
ter was hopeful. It told of his good

prospects with an old friend. “By a
happy chance,” his letter ran, “I have

found employment¥ in an old school-
mate's Iaboratory.™ XYou will doubtless
be surprised to know that I refer to
the illustrious Dr, Clare B. Hamilton,
whose original investigations in biol-
ogy, and whose startling discoveries in
the domain of anatomical and physical
science, have already given him an in-
ternational reputation.”

I was greatly puzzled at the end of
two months by Vizeen’s failure to reply
to any of my letters: so I called upon
his wife to ask whether anything nad
befallen my friend. She said he was
well and prosperous. Her own mood
and the appearance of things at the lit-
tle cottage showed that the family did
not want for the comforts of life. She
was strangely reticent as to the affairs
of her husband, and as he paid no at-
tention to my friendly letters, I con-
cluded to worry no longer over the
troubles of the ungrateful—and I dis-
missed the Vizeens from my mind.

Not long after these reflections there
came a new reporter to the “Bugle” «f-
fice, a determined, gruff-mannered fel-
low, with a pair of villainous black eyes
and a sonorous bass voice, It soon
became known to a few of us that he
was Mrs. Vizeen’s brother, and it soon
began to appear that Retributive Jus-
tice had chosen him to avenge the
wrongs that the city editor had heaped
on Jim Vizeen, Signett assigned nim
(Frank Wilson was his name) the desk
next to mine, where poor Jim had so
often sat chatting with me and telling
me of his troubles. I can hear his sil-
very laugh yet, and see him trembling
under Signett’s harsh reprimands.

How different the bearing of Wilson!
His commanding voice, bull-dog glance,
and terrifying black eyes, were the
completest possible antithesis of Vizeen.

I think that Signett feared Wilson
from the outset, for the new reporter

bluntly demanded extra pay for doing
the “dog watch” at the police station,
the first week of his engagement—and
got it. This was unprecedented. The
second week he flatly refused to do the
“d—da night owl job” at any price, and
demanded to know whether Signett
meant to insult him by assigning him
to such apprentice work. Wilson was
so indignant that his voice broke be-
vond the limits of the city editor’s
room, and Whiting, who was taking his
assignment at the moment, told me that
Signett quailed under the angry Wil-
son's burning glance. This was whis-
pered around the office, and we secretly
rejoiced that the new reporter, who
was a perfect gentleman in his dealings
with us, had bearded the lion in his den.

Though somewhat reserved at first,
Wilson soon thawed, and he and I be-
came good friends.

“I am deeply grateful to vou,” said
he to me one night, “for the favors you
did for poor Jim, and I assure you that
Mrs. Vizeen is thankful for your offer
to assist her. Jim is all right, and some
day you will forgive him for his si-
lence. Mecantime, T am helping my
sister and taking care of the little Vi-
zeens.”

I do not think we ever discussed that
matter again, for Wilson never intro-
duced the subject, and his personality
was of the type that forbade any un-
due familiarity, even on the part of his
best friends. After that talk, how-
ever, we became faster friends. T ad-
mired his manliness in the treatment

of his sister, not less than in his defiance !

When he had !

of Signett; furthermore, because he
could-keep a secret—for whatever had
overtaken Vizeen (drink, I feared),
‘Wilson had pride and discretion enough
to keep his mouth shut.

During all this time Signett was car-
rying a burden that none of us knew
anything about—a letter from Vizeen,
{and it bore him down like a vital ail-
ment. It came to light afterwards, as
~you shall see, that Signett was haunt-
ed with the fear that his harsh dis-
missal of a faithful, competent man,
had caused the victim of that unjust
j discharge to end his life in great misery,
Iby his own hand. The first knowledge
that I had of this state of affairs was
some days after Signett's funeral. I
succeeded him as city editor, and when
I cleared out the desk, the letter I refer
to lay there open. The concluding sen-
tences, in the ragged, familiar back-
hand of Vizeen, were as follows:

“If I die by my own hand I swear that
I will haunt you, for you drove me from
my family, and to despair. I will come
to you when you least expect me—and
you will see and hear me in the deep
silence of many a lonely night.”

That letter must have turned Sig-
nett’s brain, for after his death there
were stories of the strange conduct that
marked his last days. The fear that
the perturbed spirit of one who had died
by his own hand might be hovering
near often drove slezp from his eye-
lids, and finally racked his nerves until
he was not fit for business. In truth,
the landlord of the hotel where he lived
told me only a few days ago that Sig-
nett’s last days were not far removed
from lunacy; that he once ran out into
the hall in his pajamas, declaring that
a ghost had disturbed his rest.

“1 thought he’d been drinking too
much,” said the landlord, “so I quieted
him with bromides, and the matter
was a secret between us to the end.”

Well, Signet grew worse as the weeks
wore on, and it was generally thought
that he had softening of the brain. He
suddenly died one night in his room
at the Tell House, passing away in a
}\'iulent spasm of fear., When the Cor-
oner came for his bedy the eyes were
wide open, his face was of a ghastly
vellow and his lips and chin were cov-
erecd with froth and blood. The body
crouched in a corner, by the bed—the
hands clutching the clothing, as if the
jdving man had perished in the convul-
sions of some horrible fright.

At the Coroner’s inquest the principal
i testimony was that of Frank Wilson
and Henry Bishep, the latter a night
watchman at the Tell House,

Bishep swore that he passzd Signett’s
rcom at 2 a. m. on the morning of
{his death; that he heard the dying
man cry out i great agony, ‘“‘Spare me,
1 Vizeen!” as if in imminent peril. He
|also swore that he knocked at the door
and asked what was the trouble, where-
upon Frank Wilson opened it and said,
“Help me, old fellow, for my friend
scems to have a severe spasm.”

“Wilson and I saw Signett die in
great agony,” ran the watchman’s tes-
'tin)uny, “repeating ‘Spare me, Vizeen!’
—and clutching at the bed clothing in
the throes of death.”

A puzzling feature of the case was
|that the autopsy afforded no evidence
las to the cause of death. Every organ
| was normal, and a chemical analysis
|of the contents of the stomach showed
ithat there were no traces of poison. 1
lsuppose the doctors are still trying to
[find out what killed poor Signett.

Wilson was a fine witness—honest,
direct, positive in all he said. He cor-
roborated the night watchman in every
detail.

“I was visiting my friend when he
!was first seized with illness,” he said,
|“and he died just the way Bishop has
ftold you. He was overcome with a
withering fright, and died in the pain-
ful agonies of fear.”

About ten years after Signett’s
strange taking off Wilson, who was still
a reporter for the *“‘Bugle,” died of
!preumonia. We had grown to be such
|stanch friends that his death was a
|heavy blow to me, besides a material
loss to the paper, of which I was still
the city editor.

When the undertakers stripped the
body to embalm it for shipment to his
mother, these letters of crimson shone
plainly from the white flesh between
his shoulders:

JAMES

Son of Clark Vizeen.

VIZEEN,

—and the middle toe of the left foot
was missing.

Among the dead reporter’s effects the
Public Administrator found an envel-
ope, in which were several numbered
sheets of tough parchment, with writ-
ing on each. Page 1 contained the fol-
lewing entry, in Vizeen's stubby back
hand:

“Dr. Hamilton will rank as the
weorld’'s greatest anatomist, scientist
and genius. ‘He has successfully chang-
ed the color of my eyes from clear blue
to deep black; has dropped my voice
from high tenor to deep bass, and has
removed the prominent bone from the
i bridge of my nose without leaving a
scar. The same application of the anode
ray and duplex votaic current that made
my eyes black has turned my sandy
hair to the inky blackness of a raven.
By the time I have mastered the verti-
cal system of penmanship my mother
will not know her son.”

On page 2, dated less than a week
previous to Signett's death, was the fol-
lewing, in the vertical writing of Frank
Wilson:

“Nobody knows my identity except
my wife. She has often seen me change
my voice, hair and eyes, by a single ap-
plication of the anode process, with the
aid of Dr. Hamilton’s vibrator, which
fits snugly in a small hand satchel. I
|have often stood with amazement in the
ipre-sem-e of my old friends, for this loss
|of identy is most uncanny; but none of
|my friends ever dreamt that Frank
| Wilson and Jim Vizeen were one. I
|have twice frightened Signett into
| spasms by confronting him as Vizeen
at his own rooms at the Tell House. Of
course I wrote him the suicidal letter
in my old hand, and he believed I had
killed myself. It is great fun, and
sweet revenge for his old brutality.”

The last entry ran thus, bearing a
date shortly after Signett's death:

“I did not mean to kill Signett when
I appeared before him on that fatal
diay; but when I spoke to him in Vi-
zeen's old tenor voice, with the light
hair and eyes of my former eself in
plain view, he began to scream, then
frothed in great agony. Realizing that
he was probably beyond mortal help, I
hurriedly opened my hand bag, got out
the vibrator and transformed myself
into Wilson again. I had barely clasp-
ed the little leather valise when the
watchman began a terrible pounding
on the door, whereupon Frank Wilson
opened it, as he has truthfully sworn at
the inquest. And the truth is as I
have here written it; Hamilton’s little
wizard caused the death—and Mr. Wil-
son and the night watchman were the
only witnesses present when Signett
breathed his last.”

Why doesn’t some genius crown him-
self with glory by discovering a process
for extracting gold and silver from min-
ing shares?—Chicago Daily News.

NO QUORUM.

State Board of Education Failed
to Meet Yesterday.

Owing to the lack of a quorum the
quarterly meeting of the State Board
of Education, which was to have been
held yesterday, was continued until
next Saturday at 11 o’clock a. m.

Those members present yesterday
were: A. H. Randali, President of the
San Jose State Normal School; C. M.
Ritter, President of the Chico State
Normal School; Samuel T. Black, Pres-
ident of the San Diego State Normal
Schoel, and State Superintendent C.
T. Meredith.

The absentees were Governor Budd,
E. T. Pierce, President of the Los An-
geles State Normal School; Professor
Martin Kellogg of the State University,
and E. C. Brown, Professor of Ped-
agogy, State University.
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Why isn't pumping up the tire giv-

ing a bicycle its second wind?

Annual Sales over 6,600 000 Boxes

g

FOR BILIOUS AND NERVOUS DISORDERS

such as Wind and Pain in the Stomach,
Giddiness, Fulness after meals, Head-
ache, Dizziness, Drowsiness, Flushings
of Heat, Loss of Appetite, Costiveness,
Blotches on the Skin, Cold Chills, Dis-
turbed Sleep, Frightful Dreams and =all
Nervous and Trembling Sensations.

THE FIRST DOSE WILL GIVE RELIEF

IN TWENTY MINUTES. Every sufferer
will acknowledge them to be

A WONDERFUL MEDICINE.

BEECHAM’S PILLS, taken as direct-
ed, will anickly restore Females to coma
plete health. They promptly remove
ohstruections or irregularities of the sys-
tem and cure Sick Headache. Fora

Weak Stomach
Impaired Digestion

Disordered Liver
IN MEN, WOMEN OR CHILDREN

Beecham’s Pills are

Without a Rival

And have the

LARCEST SALE
of any Patent Medicine in the World,

_ 25¢. at all Drug Stores,

AN INDIVIDUAL
LINE.

Cannot be Duplicated
in the City.
Articles for old and young.

A great range of prices.

Leather Goods, Dainty Pieces of
Bisque, Calendars, Mirrors, Latest
Books, Games. No end to variety.

H. S. CROCKER CO.

208-210 J Street.

Open_Evenings.

*

FOR SALE.

A splendid tract of land of 483 acres, sit-
uate near Sacramento Valley Railroad,
and fifteen miles from Sacramento: un-
der lease for this year for $1,000, cash
rent, payable after harvest. This is a
splendid tract of land and will be soid at
a reasonable price and upon easy terms
if applied for soon,

$21—No. 1808 H street, two story frame
dwelling of 7 rooms, bath, electric lights,
nice yard.

$16—Dwelling of 5 rooms, bath, patent
closets and plenty of clothes closets, No,
519 L street.

$16—N-w dwelling of § rooms, all the lat-
est improvements, No. 2200 I street.

$16—No. 223 Q street, a dwelling ot 5 rooms,
with lot running to the alley, and a
largs barn; very cheap rent.

$23—A modern cottage of 5 rooms, nice
surroundings; centrally located; No. 605
N street.

W. P. COLEMAN,

Real Estate Salesroom, - - 325 J Stree
P. BOHI. Manager.

SO ¥ oo
n- \":\16“
ONE FOR A DOSE. Pllls
is o d

*

Remove Fimples, Prevent

iliousness, Purify the Blood,
gnr:‘ﬁ:adﬁcho and sia.
A movement of the bowels each
ﬂ;r hoalth. 'l'hei lnohill:or gripe nor lloko':.u bn c::'-
7inca gou, we w mail sample free, or 0X
%, 80ld b BOSANKO CO. Phila.

by druggists. DR. Pa

N. Dingiey’s Mills, |§

MANUFACTURERS and
WHOLESALERS

GROUND AND ROASTED COFFEES.

Originators of the celebrated Star D brand
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS

ELIABLE
«a ENTERPRISING

Sacramento Dealers.
WE ARE READY!F ¢,®

Y O u
orders for fruit cakes, mince pi(}es umll.
other holiday needs. KENT & SON,

New York Bakery, Third street, M and N.
Now offered at half price.

BOOKS Many of these books are ap-

propriate as holiday gifts. Sawtelie Book
and Stationery Co., 8§17 J street.
Suitable

WRITING DESKS ,Suighle

day gifts, on sale now at half price at
Sawtelle Book and Staii_g_r}g\_r_\i_L‘_o:.Vﬁl_]t,[ st.

PHOTOGRAFH ALBUIS

in common with the rest of the stock
now at half price. Just the thing for a
pbresent. Sawtelle Book and Stationery
Co., 817 J street.

TOYS AND GAMES 4 Vg line

and 50 per cent discount on all purchases
of §1 or over. Sawtelle Book and Station-

ery Co., 817 J street.
Are not the last things in

BIBLES the world to be thcught of

as holiday gifts. All at half price at Saw-
telle Book and Stationery Co., 817 J st.
Are valuable, orna-

GOLD PENS mental and useful.

A pen makes an ideal gift. Half price at
Sawtelle Book and Stationery Co., 817 J st.
Areincluded

pRAYER BOOK in the list of

goods now offered at half price at Saw-
telle Book and Stationery Co., 817 J st.

AUTOGRAPH ALBUMS,

to be used as souvenirs of old or absent
friends; always appropriate as gifts. Half
brice at Sawtelle Book and Stationery Co.,
817 J street.

$3.40 PER CORD,

good stove

: wood. The
cheapest place to buy woed or coal, at
New Wood and Coal Company, 1415 J.

'I}l_e_pl_)oﬂd_@l_yﬁﬁe; office 422 J, 935 biack.

WOOD AND COAL YARD

All kinds at the very lowest rates. A.
MENDIS, 1515 Front street. Both 'phones.
Carpets cleaned by steam process.

WOOD AND COAL 132% ¥

sell white cak stove wood, the very best,
off the wagon at $5.50 a cord. Chunky,
any size, $5 a cord. Full measure guare
anteed. CHARLES STUDARUS.

WOOD, COAL, COKE

and Charcoal of all kinds, and at the low-
| est cash prices. MecCA & SON, U8 L
| street. Capital 'phone 538.

WOOD, COAL AND COKE

Charceal and Kindling. F. CADY, 211-213-
215 L. Both ’'phones.
TRY

CARPET CLEANING. L&Y

for a first-class job of cleaning, laying or

refitting. We seem to please every one
else, why not you? Telephone, Cap. 292;
Sunset, white 721. Bouthwest corner

Twelfth ana O streets.

PACIFIC GROVE BAKERY

IS THE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY
for families to get their bread, pies and

cakes. Hot bread delivered daily at 5 a.
m. and 2 p. m. Domestic bread our spe-
cialty. 'Phones: Cap. 306; Sur. 54 red.

RICE BROS., proprietors, 823 J street.

ROCK SPRINGS X" §.%* &

wood and coal at lowest cash prices.
'Phone, Cap. 450. Dunbar & Schmidt, 806
| I street. The leading yard.
GENTLEMEN, }AVE YOUR
| % holiday linen
i laundered at the UNION LAUNDRY, and
| it will be perfect in all particulars. Both
! 'phones. Tenth and O streets.

CO AL

JUST RECEIVED,

Some of the latest styles of
WINTER  WOOLENS.
London Woolen Mills.

J. H. HEITMAN,

Fine Tailoring,
600 J Street, Cor. SixthW.Su

Personally conducted—

In tourist sleepers.

1 Cheap, Quick,

Comfortable.

Leave Los Angeles

every Wednssday,

San Francisco

every Thursday.
Thro' to Boston
via Salt Lake, Denver,
Omaha, Chicago and
Niagara Falls.

Particulars at So. Pac. ticket offices or of

W. D. SANBORN, Gen’l Agent,
32 Montgomery St., San Francisco.

MILLS, -~ I STREET. NEAR FRONT,

’OWWW

DON'T BEA

Dox"r LET YOUR PAST ERRORS WRECK THE HAPPINESS OF YOUR LIFE.
can be cured. Over 10,000 such men as you have been cured during the past year by

DR. SANDEN’S ELECTRIC BELT.

This is the only sure, permanent way to regaln vigor.
drugs, which never cure. Electricity is life, and restores life to men who have lost it.

Do you feel any of the effects of past neglect of the laws
of health? The thoughtlessness of boyhood and the igno-
rance of girlhood ruin thousands of lives. They take away
nature’s vitality, which is the groundwork of health.

Perfect manhood depends upon it

Electricity has done much for us. It is a natural invig-
orant. No hetter way of using it can be found than Dr.

WEAKMAN

YOU

It has taken the place of

True and lovely
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Its strengthening effects are given

Men grow stronger day by day, and weak women

's Electric Belt i3 a grand remedy.
Its power is felt instantly. The blood jumps with life
from it. A valuable book for either sex will be sent free

Consultation free and invited.

Are You a
Weak Man?
Are You a womanhood is imposible without it.
Weak Woman? oran
Do Youl. ‘::u;!.ll Electric Belt, o i
Nems Tremble'.) re‘f;: Lsh:ng:;n of health from it.
goei xggr? upon request.

a_c A l QCall or addres

San Fraucisco,

OR. A. T. SANDEN,
Oflice hours—8 a. m. to 8
Branches at Los An Cal
Portland, Or.,

way:
<34 glxunm‘n st.; Dallas, Tex., 285 Main st.

Box 703 Market St.,

r. m.: Sundays, 10to 1.
gelu ., 204% South Broad-
253 Washington st.; Denver, Col.,

NOT IN DRUG STORES.

Dr. Sanden’s Electric Belt 1s
never sold in drug stores nor by
travellng agents; only atouroffce.

Cal.
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