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OPEN SATURDAY NIGHT UNTIL g

the'judges and receive the benefit.
ties, consisting of

Hair Pin and Cushion Baskets, Wall Pockets,

=t SALE WILL CONTINUE UNTIL ALL GOODS ARE SOLD
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CREDITORS SALET
OF THE CITY OF PARIS DRY GOODS STORE.

The manager has received imperative orders from Mr. B. Sheideman to push this sale and dispose of the stock in this establishment as soon as
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ANY SACRIFICE TO REALIZE CASH. And on Monday, Nov. 27, at noon, both windows of this fine store will make a

Broom Holders, Fancy Candy and Work Baskets,
Plain and Fancy Work Stands,
Plain and Fancy Infants’ Baskets

B

With Pockets and Covers.

Flower and Fruit Baskets, Shopping and School Bags,
: Traveling and Fancy Toy Baskets,

Music and Umbrella Stands, Plain and Fancy Photograph Holders,
Fancy Scrap Baskets, Office Baskets, Knitting and Key Baskets,

Counter and Lunch Baskets.

Prices range from 3 cents to $5, with an endless variety to select from. BUY NOW and save from 4o to 75 per cent.

MUNTER, MANAGER.

W

possible, and AT

SPECIAL DISPLAY OF FINE DRESS PATTERNS

The latest and most stylish of goods imported from Europe for this Fall and Winter Season of 1893-4, and at such prices that every lady can afford to get a new and
stylish dress, and save from 40 to 75 per cent on her purchase. And at these prices they will be sold for less than the first cost to manufacture.

kgt . ] C Seeing is, in this
case, believing, and both windows will be loaded with Dress Patterns, and

$ prices will be slaughtered. So watch our windows. This stock is still interesting in Silks,
Velvets, Hosiery, Ribbons, Gloves, Ladies’ Underwear, Corsets, Shawls, Skirts, Dress Trimmings, Laces, Dress Linings, Blankets, Comforters, Lace Curtains, Table
Linen, Napkins, Towels, Ginghams, Flannels, Prints, Muslin, Sheetings, Fans, Dress Buttons, and hundreds of other articles—in fact all the goods in this establish-
ment must be sold and cash realized. Cash is what the creditors want and must have, and you (the public) are getting the benefit, and saving from 40 to 75 per cent
on every dollar’s worth of goods that you buy at this great creditors’ sale. There is still on sale the i

Enormous and Magnifieent Stoek of Holiday Goods

Specially imported for this season by the City of Paris.

' Every article must and will be sold. You can purchase now for less than importers’ price, thereby saving
considerable money.

At the prices marked on these Holiday Goods you can buy TWO for, the same money that you have to pay others for ONE.

i y s It is generally
considered that the Holiday trade is the harvest for the merchants,

; ] but at this Creditors’ Sale of the City ot Paris it will simply be a harvest for the public generally,
and this sale of Holiday Goods begins NOW for the purpose of clearing it out and realiziug whatever cash they will bring. Prices will be destroyed. You shall be
Among the many useful as well as ornamental articles is a beautiful and complete line of Willow Ware and Willow Ware Novel-
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Sometimes when the growing darkness,
At the close of day, " = ° . . “

All at once the mind will
Back to other years,” '

Bee as in a panoram =
Youthful hopes and fears. *,

Once again upon the threshold
Of our life we stand

And discern the future glowing
Like the promised land,

And the hopes of early manhood
Putting forth their leaf,

Green as are the leaves in springtime,
And their life as brief.

With a pang do we remember
That we meant to be

In the battlefield a hero,
Crowned with victory;

But, disoredited and beaten:
Have been forced to yield

Or at best are barely able
Still to keep the field.

Ou our brow no crown of laure!
Tells of victory won;

Not for us the song of triumph,
When the day is done.

Other men have reaped the harvest
That we thought to reap;

Other men have gained the summit
Of the mountain steep.

And our hearts are howed with sorrow,
Gazing on that scene,

For 2 moment as we picture
All that might have been.

For a moment! Then our manhood
Puts the sorrow by,

Crushes down again the heart throb,
Quells the rising sigh.

And once more we set our faces
Sternly toward the front,

Brace again our nerves and sinews
For the battle's brunt.

Onward! With success or failure
We have naught to do.

Ours to do our duty nobly
All life's journey through,

And, although success would cheer us
As we onward plod,
‘We can bear the doom of failure,
\ By the help of God.
~Good Words.

IN SOBER ROBES.

There she was, untidy as usual, loung-
Ing on the steps of West House, with
her plump hands folded in her lap, her
cap strings undone, her cape rakishly
awry, her gray hair shamelessly rum-
pled. It was 7 o'clock, and the lower-
ing sun had tinged the western sky with
an edge of faded brown. Frogs were
calling, and a faint, intermittent tinkle

of cowbells stole over the rolling pas-

ture lands beyond the Shaker village.

Big and barren in the silvery half dusk
the Shaker dwellings rose upon a back-
ground of palo skies and green fields.
Everything lo#ked stolid and blank.
The meeting house, austerely plain, the
sturdy houses, shops and bagns, the very
flower beds in the yard of West House,
suggested an undeviating rigor of aim.
And in the midst of it all, a very incar-
pation of cheerful laxity, sat Sister Hul-
.dah, with her pulpy, unascetic figure
and broad, babyish old face.

Behind her a long vista of hallway
ran straight and smooth through the
center of West House. Now and then a

. woman in Shaker garb, plain and prim,

went in staid steps gcross the painted

f * fogr fo_the sitting rgbm at the farther

end of the passage. :
the~evening gathering, bt 61d Huldah,
squatting comfortably on t

ki
hi¥ MY hat ewme up the path.

“Good evening to you, sister,” he said
in a curiously soft, womanish voice.
“You're not overlooking the hour of
gathering, are you? . Our new elderess is
particular’ about’’ having the family
prompt.” His accent was one of kindly
warning, and Huldah started.

“Law, well!” she sighed. ‘‘Llet it slip
my mind, so I did! ’'Tain’t easy fer me
to git into new waysof doin, Bro’ Henry.
We never heard of no gathering hour in
Elderess Jane’s time. I ain't passing a
word agin Elderess Lucia. She aims to
do right, but she’s from up no’th, and
she’'s young and upheaded, and—well, 1
reckon it's fer the best, but I ain’t felt to
home here since Jane died.

“She was a Kentucky woman, so she
was, and she understood how 't a person
might hev the love of Ann in ’em and yit
disremember to tie their cap strings.
No, Bro’ Henry. Iknow 't the new el-
deress hes my good at heart. I know
I'm keerless to my own ondoin, but I
jest can’t seem to git ahead of them cap
strings! Look like I was born thrif'less.
I was always a-breaking things and tear-
ing my clo’es and gittin into mud holes
as a child, and being a Shaker fer 40
years ain’t teok it out’'n my blood.” She
sighed deeply, but the expression on her
mild face was ofie of genial resignation
rather than hopeless grief,

Brother Henry sighed too. The new
elderess, though a holy woman engaged
in laying great bases for eternity, had
ghort shrift for human weaknesses.

“She has great gi#s,” mournfully con-
ceded the old man., He went up the
steps with the stiff accuracy of a pair of
compasses and entered the house,

A tall, slight young woman was com-
ing down the hall. Her very shadow
on the yellow floor had alook of severity.
She was young, with a pale, beautiful
face. The thin lines of her lips held
gorgething that was in harmony with the
cold glance of her dark eyes, and she
walked with a certain determined gait,
as if each step were set to an exact
measurement. She advanced to the door
and looked out on the quiet garden, the
fading sky, the rising stars and the
slouching old figure on the steps. “Sis-
ter Huldah,” she said.

Huldah’s shoulders twitched. Shelum-
bered hastily to her feet.

*1 was jest laying off to come in,” she
advanced in a conciliating tone as she
stood, broad and awkward, fumbling at
her cap strings. “Look like I kind of
lost myse'f a-setting here listening at
the frawgs holler. Down in Lincoln
county, where I was raised, the frawgs
they used to start in of a night”——

“Huldah,” remarked the elderess cold-
ly, “there are cherry stains on your
hands, and your skirt has & zigzag rent
in the side breadth. Your hairisina
sad state. It is painful to me to keep
speaking to you about your careless hab-
its, You are very remiss. The youth
of this house do not find you a good ex-
ample. Nothing that you do is well
done.” She paused and then added, ‘I

It was the hour of J

fear that it will be my duty, unless you
"mend Yyour ways, t6 réprimand youpub-
licly before the assembled family.”

Huldah looked amiably remorseful.
“T know I ain’t worthy of my high callin
as a follower of Ann,” she said.

“No, Huldah, you are not,” agreed the
pther, a little nettled at this easy contri-
tion. ‘‘Ordinary reproof ‘does not reach
you. Butif it is necessary I shall resort
to other means.” She regarded with level
pyes the figure before her. ‘I shall send
you away,” she said. “I shall send you
permanently to a northern community.”
There was no particular menace in Lu-
cia’s voice. She stood with her hands
folded, looking far away toward the
darkening horizon. “I shall feel it my
duty,” she resumed, and then very sud-
denly she stopped.

A look of vague horror had flashed
into old Huldah's eyes. She stared
blankly at the slight, stern figure in the
doorway. ‘“You'd might as well kill
me,” she panted, stretching out a shak-
ing hand. “I’d as lief die as goout’'n
Kentucky. I was born and raised here,
I run barefoot through its grass and
waded in its creeks and climbed around
its hills, I-—I couldn’t dror breath no
other place. My folks is moljering on-
der Kentucky sod, and my own bones’d
never lay still with any other sile atop
of '’em. Oh, elderess! You—you ain’t
no human nature in you! You're hard
as the flints in them hills yonder.”

Lucia drew herself up. She was a lit-
tle amazed at Huldah’s heat of utter-
ence, for in the elderess’ three months
of ministration in West House the old
sister had never before exhibited any-
thing like so much feeling. Lucia, after
her first sense of surprise, was conscious
of being rather pleased to have struck
thus by chance upon a means of holding
ber thriftless sister in check.

“I have the welfare of the family at
heart,” she said. *‘‘Unless I see some
change in you, Huldah, I shall send you
next week to Ohio with Deacon Henry
when he returns to his village.”

Huldah gave a strange little laugh.

“Change!” she cried out. “Kin them
critters as hes hoofs larn to fly? I'd quit
being lazy and triflin if I knowed how,
But I came of easy goin stock. I got
shif’less blood in me, I reckon.  But I
ruther die in Kentucky than live in
Ohio.” 8he lumbered heavily up the
steps, and the young elderess watched
her pass the house.

Lucia had a feeling of uncertainty.
She had come to this village from a well
ordered settlement in another region,
and she cherished a praiseworthy design
of lifting the Kentucky community to a

level with more austerely conducted set-

tlements. Her predecessor, Elderess
Jane, had tempered justice with more
mercy than Lucia believed well, and un-
der her rule West House had worn a
cheerful air of home and creature com-
forts. 4

There were red curtains in the sitting
room windows and crochet tidies on the
sitting room chairs. These worldly deco-
rations Lucia at once removed as abom-
inations conducive to low, fleshly ideals.
She had a rigorous conception of the
millennial idea, had Elderess Lucia, and
the’ mild old Shakers of West House
found themselves suddenly and violently
elevated to a higher and sadder life.

“We will proceed with our doctrinal

talk,” said .Lucia, «entering the gitting"

room #fter her rebuke to Huldah, *“Sis-
ter Huldah has gone to her room. We
will excuse ber tonight.”

The mnext morning, however, she re-
pented of this leniency, for when the
family filed in to breakfast at 6 o’clock
Huldah was not in line, and the elderess
had a vision of her lying comfortably
abed, forgetful of precepts and warn-
ings. She prepared to be very stern
with the irresponsibie old soul, but when
she went up stairs to pour incensed ad-
monition upon Huldah's head, she dis-
covered the surprising fact that Huldah
was not in her little room. The place
looked tidy with its high bed, scrap of a
stove and dimity sash shade. But Hul-
dah seemed to have gone, and when the
elderess looked she found that Huldah’s
two print frocks and linsey petticoats
and long Shaker bonnet were also gone.

Lucia had a sensation of unpleasant-
ness. It did not sit well with her con-
science to think that she had driven the
old sister away. She sought to convey
some assurance to Huldah, but no one
seemed able to suggest, as to her where-
abouts, anything more definite than that
she had likely gone to ‘“her kin down
yender in Lincoln.” Lucia accepted
with a sense of self reproof the theory
that Huldah had gone out into the world
in a mood of resentment. Others had
left the community in various meods of
revolt against the new elderess’ high
handed methods. Commonly they came
back properly subdued by the coldness
of the world. No doubt Huldah would
also return, and when she did so, Lucia
determined upon treating her a little less
sternly.

But though she fixed upon this consid-
erate usage she found no chance for
practicing it, for weeks passed on, and
no word came of old Huldah. Summer
doffed its green garments for coats of
russet. In West House yard the cherry
trees spread against the paling skies, and
up the Shaker roads and around the
stolid houses wintry winds swept cold
and snow came early that year, folding
in white the trim garden spaces. A cold
winter set in. The preserving kitchens
were shut and deserted, and the Shaker
women, gathering of afternoons about
their little heart shaped stoves, sewed
carpet rags and wove mats and guileless-
ly stuffed emery bags with thistledown.

They sat at their tasks more quietly
than had been their wont under the
placid regime of Elderess Jane. Gossip
was frowned on by the new elderess,
who, by. way of furnishing her house-
hold light entertainment, read to them
while they worked from moldy records
of the spiritual experiences of early fol-
lowers of Ann Lee,

One day in January, while they sat
and listened, a knock sounded at the sit-
ting room door. A lank fellow, bundled
in a wool scarf, stood on the threshold.

“Howdy,” hesaid, amiably nodding at
Lucia, who looked up with calm, dark
eyes and smooth, soft lips which silently
questioned the intruder.

“You're the ncw elderess, I reckon,”
premised the man. “I unsed to know
Sister ‘ Jane right well. I'm the tollgate
man. I was jest goin on to Harrodsburg,
and I laid off to stop in and tell you
some one's livin in the old log house
down on the river. I knowed it was

Shaker property, and I jedged you'd.

¢ want. towknew. M#¥Vife she seesmoke

comin from the chimney, and she hed
me climb up the bank to see who was
living there. I &uldn’t raise no one.
But m’ wife ghe says she see a woman
sneak thoo teeybushes up there with a
passel of fagots. T didn’t know but you'd
want to hear if any one was livin in one
of your houses and a-stealin your tim-
ber. Me and m’ wife we're always glad
to do the Shakers a good turn.”

One of the Shaker women uttered an
exclamation: “Law me! who ever hes
to lie in that old crib must be poorly off!
It ain’t fit for firewood and half a mile
from a livin critter! I wonder who—
Why, law me! it couldn’t be old Huldah?”

Lucia started. “She went to her peo-
ple,” she said sharply. And then, sud-
denly enough, she said to the tollgate
man: “Will you take me to the place?
Some one there may need help. Sister
Rose, tell Abram to hitch up.”

The spring wagon, however, could go
only the less part of the way. At the
turn to the ferry the tollgate man tied
and blanketed the horse. Then he pro-
ceeded up a recky break in the cliff side,
and Lucia toiled after him through mur-
muring pines aud between jagged stones,
which nibbled hungrily through their
slight covering of snow.

In the midgt of leafless trees an old
house presently disclosed a black and
tumbling roof. At one side of the
bleached log walls a massive chimney
rose in_a broken, hoary heap. Faintly
from its mouth came a dying breath of
smoke, but there was no other sign of
occupancy, not even so much as a foot-
print in the slight snow about the door.

Lucia laid her knuckles against the
rude panels. There was no response.
The single window was boarded up, but
as Lucia peered through a crack in the
planks she caught a glimpse of a gar-
ment hanging across the panes—a gar-
ment of brown print at the pattern of
which her heart twitched.

“Try the door,” she said breathlessly.
“Push it in!” There was a crack and a
sharp cry as the tollgate man set his
shoulder against the roiting panels, He
caught himself by the jamb and stood
peering in. It was nearly dark in the
bare, puncheon floored room, except that
now and then a tongue of flame thrust
itself from a smoldering handful of
twigs on the hearth. Against the far-
thest wall a woman crouched, a woman
who at sight of Lucia struck out two
bony hands and moaned and gazed
blankly.

“Don’t touch me,” she said hoarsely.
“I won't go! I won't! I've hid away
here and prayed you'd never find me”——

“Huldah!” broke in the elderess pas-
ssionately, ‘‘don’t look at me so! I've

to West House. Listen, Huldah! I've
been hard and cruel, but I'll never pain
you again.”

The old woman seemed not to hear.
She gazed round at the cracked walls, the
pallet of brush, the darkened window.

“I ain’t no trouble to no one,” she
muttered., ‘‘I've starved and froze and
all. I've heard the owls hoot at night
and ben skeered, and I ben lonesome and
sick, but I was home, and I could ’a’
gone on if Ann would 'a’ heard my pray-
ers. But she ain’t listened. She's turned
agin me. She give me into your hand.”

_Lucia had cast herself on the rough

3 I , Huldah— b :
SRS 10 1ako you. home, Huldah—home i while Milton Lackaye will succeed Mr.
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“You ere killing me, Huldah,” she
wept. ‘I have sinned against you and
against all those whoselives I have made
cold and hard. I meant to do right, but
I was vain and wicked. Huldah! Hul-
dah! do not forgive me. I do not ask it,
I do not deserve it. Only come hame
with me and let me serve you as a daugh-
ter who has erred may serve the mother
who pities her.” a

The tollgate man rubbed his nose with
the end of his red scarf and wheeled
away. Huldah stood gazing confusedly
down on the kneeling slender figure,
with i§s wringing hands and beautiful
pale face and streaming eyes.

“Be you'ns a-cryin?’ she stammered.
“I’lowed you was a flint. And kneeling
to me! Elderess Lucia—don’t ye, don’t
ye! Sit up, Elderess Lucial”

But Lucia clasped her the closer.

“Not till you promise to comle with
me,” she sobbed. ‘‘Not till you promise
not to hate me as I deserve.”

Huldah drew a quick breath. Her
hand trembled down upon the young
woman's black, soft hair.

‘“Hate you?” she breathed. “Why, I'll
go—now—wherever you take me—or
send me!”"—Harper's Bazar.

Lived Off His Sister.

Not long ago a young man whose sole
business, apparently, is to wear fine
clothes and to enjoy life generally was a
witness in a lawsuit at a town not many
miles from Buffalo. When, in putting
the preliminary questions, the attorney
asked him what was his occupation, the
witness was visibly embarrassed.

*Come, come, what is your business?’
repeated the lawyer impatiently.

“I—I—er--I—er”— stammered the
young man, blushing painfully; *‘I—er—
that is, my sister is a dressmaker,”’--
Buffalo Express.

An Erroneous Supposition.
During the Nez Perce war of 1877 two
soldiers were pursued by savages and
had to fly for their lives. One of the
soldiers was better mounted than his
companion and soon was several hun-
dred yards in the lead. Looking back,
he perceived that the enemy was get-
ting dangerously near, so he shouted:
“Come on; they’re right after us!”
The man in the rear ironically replied:
“You don’t think I'm trying to throw
this race, do you?”—Spokane Outburst,

A report comes from 8t. IL.ouis, where
A. W. Palmer’s stock company is now
playing, that Maurice Barrymore,
Frederic Robinson and Mrs. E. M. Hol-
land are about to resign from that or-
ganization. Georve Fawcett, now play-
ing in Olaf. at Niblo’s in New York, will
take Mr. Robinson’s place, it is said,

Barrymore.

Good Health Above Wealth,

Everybody knows this, and if questioned will
acknowledge it. Yet many who will spend any
amount ot labor in getting money, when it
comes to taking a slight precaution against
sickness or using some simple remedy for its
cure, will use neither time nor money.

ALLCOCK’S POROUS PLASTERS ure thie cheapest
and wost efficient external temecy ever offered
for the relief and cure of pains in the chest,
side, back and limbs. Sliftness in the join s,
straios and twitching of the muscles disappear
under their touch, end even d.ep-seated pains
of the stemach, liver and kidneys are relieved
and cureq,

ALLCOCK'S PorRoUS PLASTERS are & mine th
wealtu in that they enable man to work for
wealth,

BRANDRETH'S PILLS strengthen the blood.
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W. L. LOUGLAS
83 SHOE nd¥%e:

Do you wear them? When next In need try a palay]
rBest in the world.

If you want afine DRESS SHOE, mada In the latest
styles, don't pay $6 to $8, try my $3, $3.50, $4.000r
$5 Shoe, They fit equal to custom mado and look and
wear as well, [f you wish fo economize in your footwear,
do so by purchasing W. L. Dovglas Shoes, Name and
price stamped on § tom, ool for 18 when you buy
We L. DOUGY.A' Sold by

L. W. QODIN,
104 North Spring st., Los Angeles, Cal.

et

Caveat rade-Marks obtained, andall Pat-§
¢ ent business conducted for MopezrATE FEES. @
CUR OFFICE IS OPPOSITE U. S. PATENT OFFICE
and we can secure patent in less time than those
eremote from Washing
[

n.
S Send model, drawing or photo., with descrip- #
e tion. We advise, if patentable or not, free of
e¢charge, Our fee not due till patent is secured.
A PampHLET, ‘'How to Obtain Patents,” with
cost of same in the U. and foreign countries

e

:scnt free. Address,
{C.A.SNOW & CO.}
2' OPP. PATENT OFFICE, ! '.';!-“r-".‘.YON.—D“.AC.
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LAND FOR SALE.

BY TiUE LUT OR ACRE, in Coigrove, Ca-:
huenga valley, & western suburb cf Los Asge-
les, on the L A, & P. R. R. No place like it
for a home. Location beautifua. ''he best of

soil, water. climate, scenery, and frostless, Go
amd see for yourself; a short drive out; or,
tae the Cahuenga dummy railroad. For

further information apply to C. COLE, 232 N
Muin street, Los Augeles, or to SEWARD : OL¥,
at Colegrove. 11-19 tt

Kerekhoff-Cuzner
MILL AND LUMBER COMPAY

WHOLESALK AND BETAIL
Hain Office: LOS ANGELES,
Wholesale Yard at SAN PEDRO,
Branch Yards—Pomona, Pasadens, Lamanda,
Azusa, Burbank. Planiag Mills—Les Angeles
end Pomona. Cargoes furnished to order.

C. F. HEINZEMAN,
Druggist & Chemist,

222 N. Maia St., Los Angeles.

Prescriptions carefulllr compounded “«v o
nient mas

PERRY, MOTT & CO’'S

LUMBER YARDS
AND PLANING MILLS.
816 Commazcial street, Loa Angeles, Cal,




