
FASHIONS

The most popular pattern In face veil-
ing for the moment is a fine black silk
net, with tiny black velvet dots scat-
tered over its surface. This :s made
in imitation of the black patches worn
by fashionable women in tha days of

powdered hair, hoops and paniers.
» * *

A lovely gown made for a wealthy
matron in New York society is of pale
tea rose pink crepe de chine, figured j
?with deeper rose silk dots. The waist
and long overdress are made of this
material, laid in fine accordeon plait- i
ings, the overdress finished with a
graceful clinging silk fringe the exact 1
shade of the dots. It falls an !
underskirts of pink silk covered with
a flounce of cream guipure lace. The
close coat sleeves and guimpe are also
of the lace, and some very effective
bands and empire bows of wide black j
velvet ribbon are arranged on both
skirt and bodice.

* ? »
Few of the dress models for the com-

ing holiday season show radical changes

In design, but rather in the numberless '?small details on which the chief sue- j
ces3 of every gown depends. The Rus- !
sian velours, velvet or satin finished j
cloths, plain velvets and silk and satin !
matelasses used this season require but
little decoration, and less conventional
gowns are easily enriched by simulated
underskirts and collars of velvet or
bengaline. As overskirts are made ex-
tremely long, showing but little of the
flounce which produces the effect of an
underskirt, two and a quarter yards of
velvet will be quite sufneient.

* * ?

Some of the newest street boleros of
velvet or velours dv nord are finished i
with revers and a Robespierre hood of
seal, mink or otter fur.

* ? *
The useful little supper jacket of vel-

vet is likely to remain in fashion all;
winter. Worn above a low necked cv- i
ening dress it transforms it into a:
demi-toilet. Some of the models have !
turn down collars, velvet edged or1
handsomely embroidered; but when it:
Is becoming the high, flaring Medici
shape is a more elegant addition. A
velvet jacket, made with a high back
and a cut out front, revealing the'
dainty lace yoke of the bodice beneatH
With elbow sleeves slightly open, is a:
most economical, effective and useful j
addition to a lady's wardrobe. Net or |
lace sleeves, rather full from elbow to I
wrist, can be changed at will to match
various styles of collar. From a high
Russian collar, terminating a little this
side of the shoulder seams, rich lace or i
folds of net or lisse can be laid to out- ;
line the opening at the throat. Crossed
nun's folds of chiffon or crepe de chine
can likewise be used to raise the bodice
front to any desired bight, while the;
dressy effect of the V-opening yet re-
mains.

m -# ?
The new stitched box plaited and side

\u25a0plaited skirts are liked by many wo- ;
men better than any of the outing, rid- !
ing habit models that have so lately
and universally prevailed. For extreme-
|y slender figures there are also sent out
some French styles, in which ihe flat,
effect of the machine stitching is omit-
ted, and the pressed plaits either fall
from the belt or else are pointed to
the edges of a tucked, shirred, velvet
striped, dotted or brocaded hip yoke.
A model in gray ladies' cloth, designed
for a youthful wearer, falls in pressed
but not stitched kilts from a hip yoke !
ofcream white cloth, dotted with brown
chenille. The gray cloth bolero has a
vest front matching the hip yoke and
the revers and high arched collar of
plain cloth are bound with dark brown
mink fur.

* ? ?

Winter sky Is the last departure In j
fashionable gray-blue shades. Vichy is
a soft water blue and marquise and
cocoa are favored shades in brown.

« » ?
Formerly a pretty separate waist of

plain or fancy silk or satin, worn with
a black skirt of some rich description,
was considered very dressy. This sea-
son the effect is greatly enhanced by
cutting away the tops of these waists,
and introducing a guimpe of some rich
or dainty fabric of contrasting pattern
and color. This style, which in its be-
ginning was limited to a few very cost-
ly and picturesque gowns and evening

waists, has extended to every sort of
bodice, princess dress, tea-gown, etc.;
besides many guimpe effects on evening
wraps and even costly French under-
wear.

* * *
Many little French capotes are made

on dark velvet, with a rich crown of
Cairo gold, with matching Velvet
strings. There is a new pink, which
combines advantageously with brown,
green, or violet velvet and the gold-
work referred to. Sprays of violets,
yellow-centered heartsease and mistle-
toe aigrettes are set upon toques and

' capotes of dark-purple velvet and pale-
yellow laburnum, and shaded velvet
nasturtiums are also used. These toy
head-coverings are remarkably dainty
in appearance, and when there is a

| wealth of hair gracefully arranged to
jenhance their attratcion and justify the
ifashion, fault can hardly be found with
! the selection of the wearer, though such
1 headwear is poor protection, or rather,

(no protection at all, against the driving
iwinds which will now have to be faced.
For carriage calling and theater wear
they are quite appropriate.

* * *
The Queen Anne shoe, with its long

'instep flap and large buckle of Irish dia-
monds, is still a fashionable style, but
the trim, dainty shoes and sandals of
soft, flexible Swedish kid or finest black
French kid, with, tie of narrow satin

| ribbon or a small cut-steel slide, are
; far more graceful. However, the style

lof shoes (like the shape and decoration
Iofa hat) which suits one woman is very

joften considered unbecoming to an-
Iother. A bonnet in a milliner's window,
jor a charming color in a dress pattern,
! temptingly displayed by the shop-
keeper, may look altogether different
when worn.

» * »
Some of the newest sleeves on even-

ing toilets are in Mousquetaire style,
with wrinkled, unlined chiffon on the
outside of the arm, the under piece of
some rich lace, the edge of the scal-
lops lapping over the edges of the rip-

jpie of chiffon. The sleeve at the top of

I the arm is wholly cut away, revealing
the undraped round of the shoulders.
The bodice of the gown is low, with
straps of lace and chiffon, or jeweled

\ passementerie going up over the neck
from the front of the waist to the back,

; just above the shoulders.
» * ?

A charming little gown worn at a
Thanksgiving dinner by a young girl
just home from school showed a skirt
of black satin with narrow stripes of
rose color wdven about an inch and a

: half apart. The skirt was gored on the
\ front and sides, boxplaited at the back
! and untrimmed. The waist of rose-

colored silk was covered with up-and-
t down lines of narrow black velvet,
Ioverlaid with narrower cut-steel gimp
; in star patterns, and between the lines
: of velvet were rows of the finest tuck-

ing. The revers and collar were of
; black velvet border, with a ruche of
rose-colored chiffon and a little shirred
chemisette of white net, dotted with
black, showed in front, where the waist
turned back in the medium-width re-
vers. This gown was copied from a
French one recently mentioned in these
columns.

* * *
On gowns for full-dress evening wear

; the lace-frilled Marie Antoinette sleeve,
ireaching just below the elbow rivals

the long, close style extending from
wrist to shoulder, and made variously
of soft, transparent fabric, shirred or
tucked, satin matelasse, Liberty silk,
crepe de Chine, satin Duchess or plain
Lyons velvet.

* * *
To transform a gown of lace or net

which was originally all blaqk, a sat-
-1 isfactory method is to drape it over
white silk, and add collar, girdle and
wrist-bands of orange, cherry or rose-
colored velvet. A good way to freshen
lace is to sponge it thoroughly with
naphtha, going over it afterward on the
wrong side with water in which a pair

;or so of black kid gloves have slowly-
been brought to a boil. After that,
sponge on both sides with alcohol.

* * »
Among the little dress toques from a

; noted French house is a model formed
|of a beautiful shade of pansy velvet,
Iand trimmed with velvet pansies and
jParma violets in every tint, from the
faintest to the deepest royal shade.
These blossoms are mingled liberally
With sprays of green velvet maidenhair
fern, and the effect is exceedingly
pleasing.

« * *Lace, net, fur, chiffon, and silk cord
passementeries en applique are all
variously used on the new winter gowns
of Roman blue, Venice green, marquise
brown, and other colors in the satin-
faced cloths and Venetians.

'Tisn't alius to the strongest
That the battle goes, my friend.
'Tis the man who holds out the

longest
That'll git there in the end.

If you're hankerin' to gobble
Up the vict'ry cake, jest grin

When you meet reverse, an' double
Up your fists an' come again!?

?Denver Post.

Punctuality is the stern virtue of men
of business, and the graceful courtesy
of princes.?Bulwer.

The Best Prescription for Malaria
and Fever is a bottle of Grove's Tasteless
Chill Tonic. It is simDly iron and quinine
in a tasteless form. No ctfre?no nay
Prire. 50 cents.

Smoke a La Primerencia after your
Christmas dinner. *

A DAUGHTER OF THE WEST.
(Written for the Record-Union by Len.)

"Unto us a child is born, and she

shall be called Sierra Nevada," shouted
a miner gleefully, as he stood in the
doorway of the dining room at Miner's
Rest.

Congratulations and drinks all around
were in order before the men went ?
to work in the mines. In a little shake
covered cabin on a side hill the small
girl with the above name blinked drow-
sily at the sunlight that came in golden
streams through the open door, a bright
welcome to the new comer at Silas
Wharton's. Many times that day did
Silas drop pick and shovel to stride up
hill to the cabin to inspect his "new
nugget," her name till she was large

enough to carry the first one.
She was a month old when he asked

his wife the question, "Maw, what shall
we make of her? If she had been a
boy maybe we could have run her for
Assembly and into a Senator's seat,

but girls, well, they just seem made to
be looked after and loved?eh, kid?"
And he poked the baby till her wee face
wrinkled into smiles. I

Years passed with their hard-ladened |
days; work that brought just enough!

to keep the small household, and Sierra
Nevada, now large" enough to "carry
her name," was the sunbeam of the
home.

"She's grown so turible fast; she must
have schoolin'," declared Mrs. Whar-
ton, "because you and I have to be ig-
norant ain't to say Sierra Nevada must
lack larnin'."

"I use ter be a regular maniac for
reading novels and sich like books of
friction," said Silas, heaving a sigh.
"But if I was in circumstances Sierra
Nevada should be a livin' professeress:
but five miles from a deestrict don't
look as if she w7as nigh it."

"Git her a dunkey and let her go, one
of these yere jack mules Bill Nevins
sells fur five dollars," said Mrs. Whar-
ton, as if she had thought of this for
a long time.

"Gosh, maw, ain't you a planner from
Planville," he replied admiringly. "I'll
git one all go and no kick. And she
shall go next week, if I can get to go
to Bill's this week and procure that
beast of burden fur the price, or I
would not mind a bit or two more, if
he asked it."

So Sierra Nevada commenced her
education. And the next we hear of
her she was at the head of her class
and to recite before the public of "Dry
Crik Deestrict" two lines:
Virtue is the star that guides the soul to

heaven.
The worthy old doctor said, "Bless her

brown eyes, she stood up rosily shy

and said, 'Venus is the star that leads
all souls to heaven.' More truth than
poetry in that," he added, laughing
heartily the while.

A few more years and Silas Wharton
and his wife were alone in a larger

home, and Sierra at the normal school
"studying ologies, and isms, till her
mouth aches reciting of them," said
Silas.

New mines had been opened up
around the old gulch ridge, and many
people of all nationalities were living

around in cabins. Silas and his wife
were not very social with the new-
comers, so were set down as too flub-
dubby for common use. Although Silas
was now well on in years he was as
vigorous and hard working as when
younger. Always ready to talk of
"my gurl Sierra Nevada at San Jose."

Mrs. Flannigan was heard to say to
jher neighbor, Mrs. Cochran, "yer should
jname yer last babe like Mrs. Wharton
did hers, after these mountains. Tinkers
Knob after the highest pake. Sure if
vers had been wan of these forty-

-1 niners. thims the breed that thinks they

are ixtra copper plated wid gold fin-

! ishings. I called there the other day.

jand sez I. 'Is yer gurl thinking of
swapping hersilf fer a prerfesser in San
Josey, mebhe a Frinchmen,' sez L
Howly poker but she flared up high
like, and sez 'Niver a furriner for my
gurl,' sez she. 'Nothin' but strictly
Californa born and bred and fetched up
here.' 'May she git wan,' sez I."

"So, sez I," remarked Mrs. Cochran,
as they parted.

Sierra came home on her vacation to
delight the hearts and eyes of her par-
ents. She was a tall, pretty girl with a

! wild rose complexion, golden brown hair
and the softest, sweetest brown eyes.
A whole-hearted, affectionate girl, lov-
ing her rough old father and illiterate
mother (who idolized her) with a love
beautiful to see. She proved a great
favorite with all the young people in
the vicinity too.

Among the new arrivals at the mines
was a young mining engineer. A fine,
whole-souled young Englishman?son
of an English minister stationed at
Honolulu.

Dick Camdon had met Sierra a num-
ber of times and their pleasure at meet-
ing was mutual. He called several
times, and made it very convenient to
pass her home at least once a day.

Silas and Mrs. Wharton looked at
him with jealous if not suspicious eyes.

"He's from furrin parts, I know,
man," asserted he. "He calls a glass
glarss, and a kaff a carf."

"Yer, but an atom, Silas, and don't
know everything," retorted his wife,

; who was beginning to rather like Dick
! and wanted to believe him Californian
:in size, shape, color and quality, as he
; ought to be if he even attempted to ad-

mire Sierra Nevada.
"Does he think we have the largest

of everything on earth?" sniffed Silas.
"Not much, by an acre," he added, "but
I say you jest ask him to dinner and
if he wants his stake red as old glory's
stripes then he's English, or if he calls
yer jam's and jells preeserves, that's
another sign."

"He's Enc-liphmen as many signs as
the Sodiaek?" said his wife.

"By these signs ye shall know," re-
plied Silas, whittling at a stick and try-
ing to spit exactly in the center of the
porch post at the same time.

At this juncture Dick came dow-n the
road, flushed and handsome lookine:, as
he strode along with long swinging
strides at the side of Sierra. \u25a0

Silas jumped inside the house. "Maw,
Maw," he called excitedly. "Here he
is; ask him to dinner and we will soon
find out."

Mrs. Wharton consented, and Silas
came out and called out to Dick who
was lingerie at the gate with Sierra:

"Ifyer teeth's filed come in and jine
us in chewin' Stringtown stake, Mr.
Camdon."

"Thanks." laughed Dick gladly. I will,
opening the gate as he accepted. And
Silas rushed back. "Now maw. you go
get on yer wardrobe, and I'll mash
these spuds satisfactual." She hur-
ried off to change her dress. And re-
turning finished her preparations for
dinner, talking to her husband in the
meantime.

"Now, Silas, you know we don't want
no furriners shinein' round Sierra Ne-
veda."

"Well. I'm with yer maw on that
preposhish. Better be a native of
God's country than way back East
where the cold contracts their necks,
and they have to wait for them to thaw
'fore they kin eat."

His'wife laughed as she said "poor

souls; but I won't werry none till I
know fur sure. Mebee he ain't come a
courtin' yet."

Dinner, served in the pleasant room
with windows and doors open on the
sunny, vine-wreathed porch, and sweet
pine-ladened odors stealing in, seemed
as nectar to Dick Camdon. Sierra look-
ing her very prettiest and her brown
eyes dancing with fun proved a charm-
ing companion. Dick was fast los-
ing his heart and Mrs. Wharton, watch-
ing him keenly, saw all the signs, but
she steeled her heart to all Dick's good
qualities. She had made the vow that,

"nothing but a Californeen and no mess
alliance for Sierra Nevada like an Eng-
lishman" for Instance.

As for Sierra herself she was happy,
but when Dick had returned to the
mine she had a homily preached to

her on his undesirability. She only

laughed and colored rosily. She knew
the prejudices of her parents but
blithely declared "there was time
enough to scare him off when he asked
for her."

"That's only natchel that a young
man should do the extra polite to you.
Ain't you a normal scholar I want to
know?" said her mother.

"Bet she's glad to be free up here,"
ain't you, said her father, coming in.
"Yer must have felt as if you was
curled up and fastened with a ketch
pin down there in that San Jossee city."

"Oh no," she laughed, as she turned
to see a tramp asking for bread, "Not
had a bite of nuthin' to eat sence last
week," whined the man looking at her
with a leer in his red eyes.

Silas called out, "Come in and let me
jest unscrew your head and look in
see whether you are lying or not,
sonny."

The tramp fled through the gate

without waiting for bread.
"Poor man," said Sierra as she

watched him hurry away. "What a
shame."

"Don't you werry," said her father,
"he's jest telling that stuff. Notice his
head, it's so high if the truth ever did
hit him it would akchilly slip off."

The month of June was perfect, blue
skies and pleasant, cool days. Fra-
grant breezes stirred the leaves of the
trees, and birds twittering softly as
they nested 'neath their shade undis-
turbed. The rippling gurgle of the
flume tide the only sound in the
still evenings, their lullabys. Sierra
loved this time for her walk to the
office. And one evening she met Dick
Camdon and he had turned about and
walked with her.

In the distance could be seen a six-
teen-horse bell team with their driver
on the wheeler cracking his whip and
sw-earing at each horse in turn as he
aimed his blows and named the horse.

"Woodland echoes" laughed Dick.
"With variations," said Sierra, "but

it rather spoils the perfect evening."
"Oh, it would take more than that to

spoil it," said Dick, contentedly look-
ing at her. The light of the setting sun
was on his face and something brighter
in his eyes.

He knew his time had' come. She
was to leave soon for school and he
must know if she loved him. How-
could he be certain? True the rosy
color was racing up and down her
smooth, soft cheek and the long brown
lashes hid the smiling eyes.

"I'm glad to meet you this lovely
evening," he said. "I've something to
tell you if you will listen."

"Is it something nice?" she asked.
"Would you say it was if I said I

loved you?" he asked.
"Oh!" she gave a little gasp. "Are

you in earnest 9"
"Never more so," he said seriously.

"I love you very '-deafly. And want
you to be my dear little wife. That is
if you love me and think I could make
you happy. Oh say you do?say you

will be," he added impetuously.
"Evening folkses." called the team-

*ster as he came round the curve in
the grade. Then in mischievous tones
as he recognized the couple, "Fine cli-
mate for a promenade, beats San Jose
holler, don't it Miss Sierra?" twisting
his whole face in *n endeavor to wink
his eye.

"Yes, a lovely evening," Sierra said
as she blushed and nodded to the man.

Dick spoke but not so cordially, man
like he was impatient of interruptions
just then.

However the team soon passed on
and out of sight, the leaders jingling
their collar bells in merry chimes as
they sniffed with open nostrils suspic-
iously at the couple; then as if satis-
fied, drew a long breath and pulled
hard enough to display muscles like
cords on steaming flanks and glossy
shoulders.

Sierra was quiet, and Dick drew
nearer and drew her hand tenderly

through his arm and held it there while
he pleaded his love.

"Don't you care the least little bit
for me?" he asked.

The blush grew deeper. "Tell me," he
pleaded. "A little yes." she answered
in so low a tone that only love-sharp-
ened hearing could hear it.

"Darling girl," he said joyously,
stooping to kiss the soft, pink-flushed
cheek.

"But you are not a native son and
both father and mother will object,"
she whispered.

"Oh I am a native son of somewhere,"
he asserted. "I was born in Honolulu.
Is that too far west or south?"

She laughed softly. "If I was a
native of England would that do?" he
asked anxiously.

"No," she said ruefully, "it would
never suit mother and father."

"All's fair in love and war," he quot-
ed. "How would it do for me to pre-
tend I am one. I willbe naturalized
soon and have a vote here, and then
I lose you. And if you love me won't
that make me a son of the soil?" and
he slipped his arm around her slim
waist coaxingly.

She edged away slyly. "Please don't,
till it's settled." And she frowned as if
thinking deeply. "I have an idea,"
she presently said.

"Is it me?" he asked.
"No, it's about you," she said seri-

ously.
"You love California, don't you?"

looking at him with intensely earnest
eyes.

"Yes, yes and all that is in it," he
said, gazing into the eyes turned so
sweetly to his.

"Well, you must learn all about the
California societies, and talk about
them with interest to father, and per-
haps he will forgive you not being born
here."

"Now, here is a seat on this old log.
You can have me for a pupil and give
me a first lesson," he said. And he
drew her down beside him, kissing

again her smooth cheek.
"Now, behave and listen," she said

with a pretty, peremptory' air. "Now,
repeat till you know them, 'Native
Sons,' 'Curly Bears,' 'Foresters.'
'Knights of Labor,' 'Odd Fellows,"
'Chosen Friends,' 'Noble Order Red
Men,' 'Workmen,' 'Elks,' 'Masons,'
'Nnights Templar,' 'Knights of Honor,'
'Good Templars,' 'Knights of Pythias,'
'Eastern Star,' 'Rebekahs.' "
' "'Oh! I'm sure those she lodges don't
count," he Interrupted.

"Yes, they do," she insisted; "but does
it's poor head ache so he can't remem-
ber them?"

"Oh! put in Christian Endeavorers,
and King's Daughters, and Grangers,
too," he added in a resigned fashion.
"But you nil all the chambers of my
heart and brain. How can I remember
all those beastly old lodges? But I'll
try if you are the prize for memory?

for your sake, though, only," he added
"Now, I really must go," said Sierra.

"Mother willwonder what has detained
me. Are you going to the turn with
pme?"

"Sorry I cannot," said Dick, "but we
tap the old mine to-night and I must
be there. So good-night, darling." And
he bent to kiss her.

"No! no! You have had forty al-
ready," said his sweetheart. And she
broke from his detaining aim and sped
away quickly down the hillside trail
to her home. And Dick, after watch-
ing the last wave of her hand to him,
turned down the road to the mines,
saying softly: "My darling girl, God
bless her. I have really no business
making hei lose this evening, above
all others," he said aloud. "My thoughts
should all be on the work ahead of us
this evening, but I am glad I met her,
come weal or woe. She loves me, and
though I'd live jqjrfully for her dear
sake, I would even die content, know-
ing this."

The owners of the Goldbug mine had
bonded an old mine next to theirs?a
mine where water had vanquished the
workers. Now they were going to tap
it through a tunnel built between the
mines. Dick had made the survey, and
that night's work would show whether
he was correct in his surmise as to the
location of the pent up water. It was
an anxious time. The last blast was
put in at 11:30, and already the way
out of danger was lit by rows of sput-
tering candles. The men hurriedly col-
lected their tools, while Dick and the
foreman lit the long fuse that would
give them plenty of time to run. Dick's
curiosity led him to wait a second too
long. A terrific blast shook the earth.
The rushing roar of the released waters
was in his ears. A blackened stump
of drift timber struck him off his feet
and whirled him along the mad current
into a canyon some 200 yards, almost
at the edge of a vertical fall of thirty

feet, when an overhanging bush stop-
ped his senseless body.

"My God!" yelled the men. "Camdon
is gone."

They hurried down the side of the
stream, snatching up the pine torches
they had lit to celebrate the opening
of the shaft. By their flickering glare
they discerned his body, and strong
arms reached out for him, and saved
him not a moment too soon, as the

force of the water had just loosened
the tree, roots and all, and it balanced
over with a crash as the men bore Dick
away.

Silas Wharton's house was the near-
est place. They bore Dick on a stretch-

er of boughs, and Silas and bis wife,
aroused from sleep, opened hospitable
doors to the unconscious 'man and Ills
rescuers, while others went to town
for a doctor.

Sierra Nevada, awakened by the
noise, came in the room, wide-eyed and
frightened, gave one look at Dick; then,
overcome with horror at his awful
death, as she thought, fainted un-
heeded.

The doctor came and restored Dick
to consciousness, but the shock brought
on brain fever, and for many weeks
he lay between life and death. The
Whartons, with neighboring help,
nursed him faithfully, and Sierra Ne-
vada, when she came out of her faint
that night, found it was no so bad;
that, in fact, he was not dead; gave up
going back to studying and was learn-
ing lessons of love and tenderness and
womanly caring for the sick. Dick in
his deliriums talked of her all the time;
pleaded with her not to leave him.
Then, again, he would say: "Native
Sons, Curly Bears, Knights of Honor"?
all tltrough the long list Sierra Nevada
had so roguishly taught him. And
Silas and his wife listened in wonder,
Silas saying:

'"Clare to gosh! it's amazin'. He
must be native born. It was only yis-
terday he told me the largest fruits
was right here. He is that pickered-
looklng his own mother would not
know him unless she had' marked his
shirts. No more to him than a squeezed
orange. Gosh! guess he coudn't set up

so peart on a hoss now as he oster.
Some fellers do set jist like a piece of
butter on a hot pertater when on a
hess, but give the devil his rations.
Camdon use to know his settln', I tell
yer, when a hoss was under him. I

bet yer, maw, he's a native-born.
Dollars to doughnuts on it; money all,

if yer say so."
"Glad yer think so. I don't," replied

his wife; "but he's pretty near con-
salvent, and I'm glad fer my 'lart.

Sierra Nevada's pretty near petered
out."

Yes, Dick was nearly well now, and
in good spirits till he overheard the
above. Then his conscience troubled
him for the deception he was playing
on this old couple that had treated
him so kindly. Why, as he said, "if

he had been their own son they could
not have done more for his comfort."
He determined to make "a clean breast"
of it and tell them of his love for Sierra,
of his real nationality; then if they

would let a silly prejudice come between
him and happiness he would appeal to

Sierra Nevada herself. In any case he

could not give her up; that was impossi-

ble.
So the next evening after hearing

their views on the subject and his
sweetheart at the Rebekahs Lodge, he
frankly told the old couple of his love
for their daughter,, and asked in a
manly fashion for her hand, saying,

"You have all been so good to me, you

really can't dislike me."
"Air you English?" questioned Mrs.

Wharton.
"My parents are, but I am a native

son of Honolulu," said Dick.
"Jeerusalem!'' muttered Silas, "and

I told mar you was a native son of

hereabouts. Cause you talked it all
through your sickness."

Mrs. Wharton glanced keenly at Dick
as she said firmly: "Never, with my

consent, will Sierra Nevada leave home

with a furriner. I decline with thanks
yer kind offer." And she marched out
of the room with her head held very
stiffly.

"I'm blamed sorry we differ, Mr.
Camdon," said Silas, "but you know she
is all we have."

Dick never answered. He put on his
cap, pulled it well over his eyas, and
went out of the house to meet Sierra
on her way home. They met at the
corner of the trail, she calling out
blithely, "Is that you?"

"Yes, what is left of me, after boir.g

refused you," he said, sadly. "Now,
if you say me nay, I might as well get

out. I can't stay and meet you oveiy

day, loving you as I do. Tell me quick-
ly; put me out of my misery. Will you
marry me without their consent, dar-
ling?"

A moment of silence ?it seemed an
hour to Dick?when she said: "Oh,
don't ask me. I cannot, I cannot. They
love me so it would break their hearts."

"Then you don't love me," said Dick,
in tense tones.

"You know I do," she said, giving his
arm an affectionate little squeeze, but
he did not heed it. He bent swiftly
over her, kissed her cheek, her lips
twice, then turned away without an-
other word.

Four years had passed, bringing
many changes even to the small min-
ing center of Owl Gulch.

Dick Camdon had left after that good-
by kiss. Sierra Nevada, broken heart-
ed, had again returned to the Normal,
had graduated, and was now teaching
school near home, so as to be with the
old folks.

Silas came home one day waving a
paper excitedly in one hand, and when
once in the house he called aloud for
"Maw to come and near some noos."

He read in a loud voice:
"Richard Camdon, C. E., of San

Francisco has been elected for State
Senator in place of J. C. Stewart, de-
ceased. Previous to this he had been
offered the nomination for President
of the Honolulu republic, and had de-
clined.

"Now, what do you say to that,
maw?" he asked, triumphantly.

"That don't make him a Californeen,"
she said grimly.

"Well, I be durned if I care," said
Silas. "It's enough fur me and fur
Sierra Nevada, too."

When Sierra came from school that
afternoon, tired and pale, all the pretty
color and sparkle gone from her face,
her father greeted her with this news,

and also with the information, "I've
writ a telephone to town, aifd they tele-
graffed the city, and I say:

" 'You are strictly all we want. All
we need. Sile, Sierra & Co.'

"And, be gosh, he must hey writ right
back, for he'll be here to-morrow night.
There, now, little gal, don't yer cry.
It's all right. Yer dad wants to see
yer' happy agin. There, honey, don't
spile yer eyes?there, there," and he
soothed and petted Sierra crying on his
breast as if she was again the small
baby he was so proud of.

But joy, and color, and radiance, all
came back at love's recall. And even
her mother, although not actually giv-
ing her consent, forbore to say a word
against it.

"He is more honorable than most fur-
riners," was her sole remark.

A glorious night, with a full moon
shedding a silvery radiance through

the aisles of the forest. Spring blos-
soms permeated the air with a fresh,
sweet fragrance that mingled with the
odors of bay and yew.

A horseman rode quickly through the
trails, threading the short cuts with
familiar ease. Sierra Nevada heard
the footfalls of his horse on the soft
earth. She went down the path and
through the gate to meet him. The
rider saw her and dismounted, tying his
horse to a pine stump. Then, turning
to Sierra, he held out his arms. She
came to him, rosy and happy, lifting

her sweet face for his warm kisses. I
When she had a chance to apeak she

said, archly: "Are you not glad you
are Californian enough for me now?"

"Thank God, yes," he said earnestly.
"And also glad to own the fairest of ail
creation?also* strictly Callfornian."

THE PROFESSOR AT HOME AND
ON THE STAGE.

1.-Now, ladies and gentlemen, I
take a frying pan in one hand?

2.?toss in In a bit of sawdust and
broken glass, and?

3.?in a moment you have a delicious
omelet. (Applause.)

4.?(The Professor at home)?D
these eggs! I'llstarve to death if Mary
doesn't soon return.

A Ready Reckoner.
"My friend," said the traveler to the

provincial, "do you know this country
well?"

"Ireckon so."
"Is it far to the next town?"
"Reckon it is."
"About three miles?"
"Reckon so."
"Well, am I in the right road?"
"Reckon you air."
"Tell me," said the traveler, "have

you any other business besides 'reck-
oning*?"

"I reckon I has!" was the final re-
ply?Atlanta Constitution.

Lady Jane Carew is the only titiei
centenarian in Great Britain.
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I The finest line of VELVET ||
i HATS that can be seen in |m
|H the city and the p|||
I CLOSEST PRICE. ||

I Get youp wife a nice hat |||
lop ChPistmas at lIIU|
MRS. M. A. PEALER'S, I

J Street. pjj

OTT. Either Phone No, (0

Holiday
Wants

PERFUMES.
Eastman's Japan Rose, Chic,

Crushed Rose, Musk, Violet Spirit
and Verona Violet concentratedhandkerchief extracts, in 8-ounee
bottles. $3. Regular price $5.Eastman's Special and Petal
odors, 23 odors to select from,
handkerchief extracts in 8-ounce
bottles, $1.75. Regular price, $3.25.

Mellier's High Class Handker-
chief Extracts in 8-ounce bottles,
$1.75. Regular price, $3.25.

Colgate's Handkerchief Extracts
in 8-ounce bottles, $1.50. Regular
price, $3.

Vee-o-lays (Violet), assorted
odors, $1. Regular price, $1.25 to
$1.50.

Plnaud's, Roger & Gallet and
Lubins, at popular prices.

Eastman's, 1 ounce in the pret-
tiest box of the season, assorted
odors, 50 cents; regular 75
cents.

Bulk perfumes (for filling your
bottles). We sell Eastman's and
Mellier's at 25 cents an ounce; Lau-
tler's, Atkinson's and Eastman's
concentrated odors at 50 cents an
ounce.

Little folks' perfumes, in cellu-
loid crescents, vases, etc., all at
10 cents each; regular 25-cent goods.

CANDY AT RIGHT PRICES.
Why pay 40 and 50 cents for a

box of candy that does not weigh
one pound, when we sell you a full
pound for 25 cents, and put It In a
neat box? We receive it freshfrom the factory daily. Your choice
of the following: Pecan almond
creams. A No. 1 chocolate creams,
chocolate dipped angel food, straw-
berry cream dips, chewing choco-
lates, chocolate nonpareils, angel
food, jnarsh mallows, walnut choc-
olates, Italian creams, orange
paste, chocolate dipped caramels,
strawberry jelly top dips, walnut
creams, jelly rolls, maple bonbons,
pineapple patties, opera caramels,
fig paste, apricot pulp, date cream*
and celestial ice. We trim the
box with cinnamon drops, choco-
late nonpareils or the finest con-
fection made?the "Pan Fruit Tab-
lets," In lemon, orange and lime
flavors.

ONE POUND. 25 Cents.
9 OUNCES, lo CENTS.
6 OUNCES, 10 CENTS.
Dainty cream mixed, lb 20 cents.
Yankee mixed, best, lb 10 cents.

DRESSING CASES
and manicure sets have sold rapid-
ly; our popular prices moved them;
a few left yet; no change in the
price, as our first price is our only
price and an honest one.

WINES AND WHISKIES.
WETMORE'S CHAMPAGNE.

Sparkling Sauterne, pints, 60c.
BURGUNDY.

B«ttled by Napa and Sonoma
Wine Co., so called quarts (5 to
gal.), per bottle, 45c.
CABERNET.

Same firm and size, per bottle,
45c.
ZINFANDEL.

Same firm and size, 40c.
PORT WINE.

In bulk, a good article, as Is usu-
ally sold at $1.50 to $1.75 per gallon,
in your container, $1. Full quart
bottles, 40c. Bottles returnable at
10c each.
SHERRY WINE.

A wine that will please you. In
your own container at $1.60 per
gallon. Full quarts, 50c. Bottle 3
returnable at 10c each.
WHISKIES.

OLD HEMITAGE, best in the
world, sixteen years old, bottled
in bond (5 to gal.), per bottle. $1.35.

OLD McBRAYER, bottled in
bond, 7 years old (5 to gal.), per
bottle, $1.

BOURBON OR RYE in bulk,
bought in bond, now 7 years old;
gal., $3. Full quart, 85c. Full pint,
50c. Full half pint, 25c. Quart and
pint bottles returnable at 10c and
5c each.
SIX BOYS TO DELIVER
any article the moment you 'phone.
No matter how small the amount
or what part of the city you live
in, delivery is always free. Hours
from 6:30 a. m. tilt 11:30 p. m.

EITHER PHONE NO. 10.

FRANCIS S. OTT,
The Place to Bay Drags.

inn !/? 4. South Side
ZUU IV JV., hecon.l and X

Do Not Mistake the Store.

Grandest Holiday Display
Beautiful Bohemian Glas.*vare, A"fV

est <Poitery Jard nitres, Terr* Cotta Smoke
Uts, Bisque Ware.

COME JUST TO LOOK
Great American Importing Tea Co.

617 J STREET. SACRAMENTO.
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