
RECENT PUBLICATIONS.
John* G. Whittier— A most pleasing ad-

dition to the series of American Reformers
ls the life of John G. Whittier, the poet of
freedom, written by William Sioane Ken-
nedy. Mr. Kennedy has evidently under-
taken his work very largely as a labor of
love, and no one familiar with the career of
his subject need be surprised at this. In
addition to giving a faithful picture of the
sweet Quaker poet, Mr. Kennedy has un-
dertaken to show that Flood lveson was
instly tarred aud feathered, that John

Jrown did stoop to kiss the slave child, that
Barbara Frietchie did wave that historic
Sag in the face of the Confederate troops,
that Whittit-r's story of the wreck
of the Palatine is true to the letter,
and that the romantic story of Harriet
Livermore is truth stranger than fiction.
One of the most interesting incidents of the
volume is the story related by William
Lloyd Garrison of bis first acquaintance
with Whittier; how he had received a poem
written for his paper, the Free Press, which
had pleased him so much that he not only
gave Itplace in his publication, but made
an effort to dis over the author, whom he
found to be a Quaker named Whittier, who
was daily at woik on the shoemaker's bench
withhammer and lap? tone at East Haverhill.
Afterward ho found the rustic bard, who
came into the r< orn with shrinking diffi-
dence, almost unable to speak and blushing
like a maiden. Whittier's father told Gar-
rison that the boy had been writing verso
almost as soon as he could write at all, and
when pen and ink failed him he would re-
sort to chalk and charcoal; but all with so
much secrecy that it was only by removing
some rubbish in the garret that his con-
cealed manuscripts had been brought to
light. And this was the beginning of the
poetical career of one who has shed such
luster on American letters. The volume is
enriched by many touching tales of the anti-
slavery contest in which Whlttier was a
unique figure. [New York, London and
Toronto: Funk & Wacnelis Company!

The Sisters— Algernon Charles Swin-
burne, who, after Tennyson, is beyond
question the greatest of living English
poets, seems, like the Laureate, to fancy the
dramatic form of verse. Itis doubtful,
however, whether either will ever rank
even among the minor playwrights of the
age. The apparent success of "The For-
esters" ie evidently due more to the skill of
the actors than to the fine lines of Tenny-
son. In writing"The Slaters** Swinburne
probably never anticipated a stage produc-
tion of his tragedy. And it is extremely un-
likely that its characters will ever be seen
behind the footlights. Considered as a
poem, however, itis well worthy the reputa-
tionof the acknowledged master of rhythm.
The dedication, which was published for the
first time on this coast in the Sunday
Call several weeks ago, has all the verbal
beauty and musical swing of the matchless
lyrics iv "Los Venesis." The same is true
of the songs occurring at Intervals through-
out the tragic story. They have the sweet-
ness of pure harmony combined with per-
fect grace of expression. "Love and Sor-
row Met in May," which introduces the
fourth act, is a poetic gem, clean-cut as a
cameo, and Mabel's melody, "There's nae
lark loves the lift,my dear, his the liltof
a lyricby Bobbie Burns. The story itself
Is told in vigorous blank verse, and is cer-
tain to find many appreciative readers.

The book is very neatly printed and
bound Inuniform style with "Locrine," an
earlier tragedy by the same author, a new
edition of which has just appeared. [Pub-
lished by the United States Book Cora-

Eany, New York. For sale by Payot,
fpham & Co.;pri esl 23.]

An American Statesman— This is a
campaign life of James G. Blame, written
by Willis Fletcher Johnson, who, accord-
ing to the title page, is also the author of
"My Country. 'Tis of Thee," "Sitting
Bull," a

"
History of the Johnstown

Flood," etc. ItIb very attractively bound,
bat Is printed on poor paver and the illus-
trations are inferior photographic reproduc-
tions. From the first chapter to withinlour
pages of the end the book is a eulogy, pure
and simple, of the man whom Mr. Johnson,
Id common withmany other deluded Ameri-
cans, thought was sure of the nomination at
Minneapolis. Unfortunately for the author
of "My Country, 'Tis of Thee,"
etc., the convention saw fit to make
Benjamin Harrison the Republican stan-
dard-hearer in this campaign. But the
presses were already in labor and the book
had to be born. So Mr. Johnson talked on
three and a half pages of matter descriptive
of bis hero's retirement to private life, ap-
propriately separated it from the preceding
matter by a "misery" dash, and the result
is now before the public. Blame is one of
lhe greatest of Americans, and some day
be will find a worthy biographer. In the
meantime Mr. Johnson, his "Lifeof Sitting
Bull," etc., will bo forgotten. [Published
by A. K. Keller &Co.. Philadelphia.]

Merrill's English History—Under
this title an American edition of Dr. George
Curry's excellent "Manual of English His-
tory" has been published in this country.
It Is edited by William J. Rolfe. the well-
known Shakespeareau scholar, who lias
taken moie or less liberty with every page
of the author's text, besides furnishing a
supplementary chapter, bringing the sub-
feet matter down to the present time.
The original book.was written for the use
of young Britons, and contained mauy ex-
pressions and allusions which could neither
be appreciated nor understood by the ma-
jority of juvenile readers in America.
These passages, which were a little "too
English, you know," have been either
skillfully changed by Mr. Rolfe or else
eliminated altogether, so that the volume
as itnow appears may be regarded as a de-
cided improvement on the original, wbich,
Itmay be worth noting, bas bad a phenom-
enally large sale. For school and home use
this concise yet comprehensive history will
bo found of rare value. [Published by
Chas. E. Merrill &Co., New York.]

The Master of .Silence— There are
many readers to whom an • Improbable
romance is always attractive. So long as
the logical sequence of events is maintained
they care not for the palpable absurdity of
the plot. To this class Irving Bacheller's
latest novel may be commended without
reserve. Ifit is less plausible than the tales
of Sylvanus Cobb, it at least possesses the
merit of finer literary finish. The hero, an
English boy, who narrates the story. comes
to tbis country In search of a long-lost
uncle, and discovers that relative at last,
not in a "moated grange," but in the suburbs
of Ogden sburg. in a bouse surrounded on all
•idea by a wall nearly as high as the eaves
of the building. Here the uncle, who bore
the commonplace name of Lane, bad lived

for 18 years the life of a recluse with his
only son, and in order to prevent people in-
truding on bim, walked about the place with
a lion at his heels, and kept the grounds
about the house alive with rattlesnakes.
Here the old man has brought up bis only
child in ignorance of the world, but with a
knowledge of Sanskrit and a marvelous gift
of miod-rending. But why reveal more of
this strange story, which must be read to be
fully appreciated. [Published by Charles
L. Webster dc Co., New York.]

France of To-day— M. B-tham Ed-
wards, the author of this comparative and
retrospective survey of France and the
French, has compiled in this volume a vast
fund of information relating to the condi-

*tion of the people, their habits and indus-
tries. He devotes a chapter to the vine jest,
which since its appearance reckons two
hundred millions sterling as a result of its
ravages, and treats of all the varied indus-
tries in each province visited in a manner
evincing a careful and lengthened observa-
tion of the character and conditions of the
people, The work is so arranged as to give
the reader a birdseyo view of the entire
country, while dwelling at length upon
features of special importance, and for the
convenience of those unfamiliar with
French geography each section of the work
is thrown into the form of a journey, begin-
ning and ending in Paris. [New York:
Lovell. Coryell ft Co. For sale by Payot,
Upham &Co.; price Sl 25].

Appledore Farm— A tale of English
life, simply told, quiet in tone yet not with-
out excilius incidents, constitutes Katheriue
S. Ifaequold'i contribution to the Premier
Series of original novels. Itwillappeal to
a large class of readers which publishers
seem to have neglected of late— is, the
people who dislike sensationalism and look
with disgust upon the erotic fantasies with
which the market is flooded. The tone of
tbe book is pure, and in style it sometimes
reminds one of Thomas Hardy, which is
saving a great deal for the literary 'skill of
the author. Evidently Miss Macquold is a
close ob'eiver of nature and is thoroughly
familiar with pastoral lifein the old coun-
try. She has not attempted too ambitions a
flight, and therefore bas not fallen short of
the goal. [Published by the National Book
Company, New York. For sale by the Ban-
croft Company ;price BO cents.]

Prat You, Sir, Whose Daughter ?—
This in the latest novel written by Helen H.
Gardener, who is known as the author of
several popular stories dealing generally
with social problems. The fact that the
preface to this volume is furnished by Eliza-
beth Cadv Stanton is sufficient to indicate
that its underlying motive is a plea for the
equality of women with men. The char-
acters are all well drawn, and an inter-
esting series of incidents are woven around
a very slender thread of plot. The special
object cf attack is the age of consent law.
Although the subject Is adelicate one itis
skillfullybandied, and without indulging in
platitudes the author allows the story to
point its own metaL [Published by the
Arena Company, Boston; price 50 cents
and 81 J

Iv the Boar of the Sea— ln this
volume S. Baring-Gould has furnished us
witb one «>_ bis best stories. The tale is
centered in the life of a wrecker and an
orphan who falls into his power. The
character of Judith Tro visa is one ln all
things admirable, winning an added beauty
against the black background of her furious
lover's life. However cruel Captain Cruel
Coppinger may have been there is no mis-
taking the power of bis passion, which at
last challenged and won her admiration and
effection. The query with which the nar-
rative closes does not excite the curiosity of
the reader. It was enough for her that she
lived this portion of her life well. [New
York: The National Book Company. For
sale at Bancroft's.] •

The Discovery of AMEniCA—Harry
Hakes, M.D., has issued a small volume
detailing in a matter of fact way the re-
mole events which, growing in importance
through the centuries, are about to culmi-
nate in the Columbian World's Fair at Chi-
cago. Tbe book is little belter tban a
pamphlet, but will doubtless boon sale at
the newsstands during the great exposition.
The statement in a footnote that "since
these pages were written there has been
published an excellent work on 'The Dis-
covery of America,' by John I'i-ke. should
be sufficient to acquit the author of any in-
tention of seriously posing as an historian.
[Published by Bobert Baur &S"n, Wilkes-
barre. Pa. Price 60 and 75 cent*.]

L'.VK-Ll of A VIOLINIST and
Othei: Poems

—
Tnis volume, by Eric

Mackay, contains some very readable verse,
which in part-* is suggestive of Mrs. Brown-
ing. The love-letters are the best of the
collection and are teeming with word
melodies such as a virtuoso might draw
from his instrument in sentimental mood.
The versification is superior and almost the
entire collection above the general run of
the poetasters ol the day. [New York:
Love!, Coryell &Co. For sale by Payot,
Upham &Co.;price Sl 85.]

Leah, on the Forsaken— A new edi-
tion of lhe exciting though rather gloomy
romance by Dr. S. 11. Mosenthnl ha* been
issued in Peterson's series of choice fiction.
Ihe plot of the story has become known to
thousands through the stage version iv
which Saraii Ilernnardt has recently added
another toher long list of dramatic triumphs.
Allwho sympathize with the struggles of
the .Jewish race against oppression will
find this tale exactly to their liking. [Pub-
lished by T. li.Peterson &Co., New York;
price 25 cents.] _____"

ftnokft Recei *< <I.
"December Ro&es," by Mrs. Camnbell-

Praed. New York: 1). Appleton & Co.
For sale by the Bancroft Company. Paoer
50 cents. *|£Sf£s&3g!

"La Belle and Others," stories recollected
by B-nertefl Castile. New York: D. Apple-
ton & Co. For sale by the Bancroft Com-
pany. Paper 50 cents.

"The Canadian Guidebook," by Ernest
Inger&ol). New York: D. Appleton ft Co.
For sale by the Bancroft Company. Price
8125."

A Little Norsk," by Hamlin Garland.
NewYork: I).Appleton & Co. For sale
by the Bancroft C-impiny. Price 50 cents.

An o*rsrtl<jt_ of Laudanum.
Stephen Thomas, an aged shoemaker, died

Friday night at bis home, 104 Devisadero
street, from an overdue of laudanum taken
to produce sleep. lie had suffered for some
time from heart disease. The deceased was
aged 00 year*, a native of Ireland. lie
leave* a family.

m \u25a0

For a disordered Liver try tteecbaia's Pills.

A MIDSUMMER RIDE.

Eow a Busy Woman Toot Her Vacation
in tie Cross-Saddle.

Through Canyon and Stream and Wooded
Way -ACommotion Baised by a Finger-

Tap—Last of the Aborigines.

.Written for The Mornino Call

"What! A vacation trio in the cross-
saddle! You! A woman !You can't do it!"

"Why uot?"
Half a score of feminine voices shrieked

out as many replies."
Ycu'll die of the beat."

"You'il catch your death cold."
"It's not safe: you may meet a tramp."
"Think of the fatigue.""

You'll have to wear— dear, willyou
wear trousers?"

"Y'ou'll get caught in a thunder shower."
(From a new-comer out of the East.)

Tben a climaxic wail from one fair
creature, who figures at full-dress balls
every winter and disports gayly on tho
beach every summer. lier grieved dismay
is pathetic as she cries: "Riding astride!.
How will she. ever face a man?*' When
the chorus subsides you begin your explana-
tions, which are that in God's country,
which means California, there is always
some time during the day when one can
ride comfortably any distance one may care
to con pass during cue day cf a pleasure
trip; that it is a comparatively easy mat let
to strap a wrap ou tbe saddle for use as a
protection eg.iiiist cold; that a good, stout,
heavy-handled riding-whip and ordi-nary courage and common-sense are
ail the protection an able -

bodied
woman needs against the average tramp;
that you are not contemplating any arduous
trip for the sake of the exploit, but just
such a vacation ride as any man or woman
of ordinary strength and hardihood could
take and enjoy, in a week or 10 days. You
expect to encounter fatigue, upon exertion,
just as you expect to be hungry when meal-
times draw near, but you presume there are
beds elsewhere than In the city and you
willrest, when weary, as well as eat when
you are hungry. You explain to the East-
erner how tbe thunder shower that usually
puts inits appearance during every pleasur-
ing east of the great divide need never be
taken into consideration in vacation laud.

You ignore the question of the last
speaker. You have seen men ridingupon
side-saddles and have not been conscious of
your nerves receiving any other sense)
than one of pity for the awkward position
that "dish" compels them to assume, and
you are tolerably certain tbat any man of
sense will beable to bear up equally well
Upon seeing you in a -

-addle. Any
other view of the matter is your business,
not theirs, but of course your fair ques-
tioner would never comprehend that. As
to the trousers that question calls fcr a
lengthy answer. It has been a matter of
considerable study to yourself. Like most
other women in this progressive age you
have tried the divided skirt, only to find it
a delusion and a snare. The objectionable
characteristics of a single petticoat are only
multiplied in a double one, and added to
those inhering in the duplex arrangement
Itself. After many painful and some-
what costly experiments, you have final-
ly hit upon what is for you, at least,
tie ideal riding habit, possessing
the great advantage of being as well adapted
to the side as to tho cross saddle. This
habit consists of the regulation riding-
trousers worn by all women who indulge In
this- form of exerc-ise, long cloth leggins,
dining well up above the knee, a very full
ekirt falling to the feet, and a becoming
coat bo match. You have tested this costume
thoroughly and find it admirable. The
beat saddle you have found, after trying
many, is a small, flat, English racing-saddle.
Seated upon this, with your skirt drawn
smoothly under you, Its extra fullness al-
lowingit to fall quite to the stirrup, on
either side, you are as fully covered as you
would be by tie divided skirt, with the
additional advantngo of not having several
burdensome yards of superfluous dry goods

addled about each leg.
Ifthe skirl flies back or draws up with

the motion of the horse it merely Shows a
well-shod Imd a few inches ofneat lento.
You have studied the effect carefully. The
skirt falls with a graceful swing, uniting
horse and rider with a lovely curved line.
The costume is free enough for the utmost
comfort at. proper enough to satisfy even
Mrs. Grundy, unless, as you more than half
suspect, Mrs. Grundy's objection is not to
the fullskirt, the begins, cross-saddle, or
even the trousers, but to tbe explosion of
the long cherished (by Mrs. Grundy) super-
stition that anybody believed women bad
no lees. Poor old ostrich, she has so long
relegated these useful members to be swad-
dled in the adopted draperies, that she has
really cause to suppose everybody fancies
women are constructed like ninepins, as
their dress would indicate. Well, if It
really is legs that Mrs. Grundy objects to,
she. must settle that difficulty with Dame
Nature; you are off for your vacation trip
and cannot stop to argue the question.

It is a lovely morning when you start out,
in tlie early gray hours, before the son is
high enough to b.- unpleasantly warm. You
have a medium-sized, strongly built, gentle,
willing Spanish mare, whom a year or two
of vaquero work has rendered familiar with
all sorts of rough travel. Your riding-whip
is secured by a stout cord to your wrist,
your broad-brimmed straw hat has an
elastic fastened to on*» buttonhole of your
h_bit, so tbat if a chance breeze should
blow it off you can recover it without dis-
mounting. Ina .mall linen bag, strapped
to tlie cantel of your saddle, are the con-
veniences you willbe apt to require during
your trip. Tbey wont be many, but on thts
trio you omit one item that you'willremem-
ber when you go again, namely, a thin
blouse waist as a change from your habit-
ceat when you get Into the interior and
away.from the cool bay breezes. Another
tiling you also learn, when you reach your
first halting place for the night and find
your baggage wet through with perspira-
tion from the horse, and you resolve to
carry a leather bag next time. But that is
a minor difficulty,and you philosophically
dry your traps and make the best of it.
How you do delight in the prospect as you
canter lightly out of town. Easy, easy,
pony; there are 30 miles before you this
bright morning, so moderate your pace or
the last one will seem weary enough ere
you have made it. She feels pretty fresh,
having rested all the day before,
aud you pull her down to a gen-
tle jog when you are fairly out
on the county road, and settle
to solid enjoyment of the situation. Was
the sky ever so blue before? You had no
idea the lulls were so lovely. Your start is
made from across the bay and your road
winding over a gentle eminence, you nun
back on reaching the summit to look across
at the great city on her many hills and re-ioies that you are not going that way. How
beautiful the city looks when you are get-
ting away for a season from its noise and
scramble. You forget that you ever felt so
tired that you fairly envied the sleeping
maiden her rest upon the mountain top.
You only remember that, independent of
time-tables, trains, cars or stages, you are
free for the next M days to come and go
at your own sweet will,under the bluo sky
and ever the brown bills, and blessing your
lucky stars you ride on.

Steadily j«»^«itiK on, the little mara puts
the miles behind her until you are well out
in the country, following the line of the
electric road to Haywards. You pass a big
wagon drawn by a stout team driven by a
pleasant-faced young man, who -smiles
cheerfully as you ride by. A mile or two
fuitin and he passes you as you are giving
your pony a drink by the wayside, ami as
you again overtake bim when pony is
satisfied he calls out a pleasant "Good morn-
ing"and asks if you are riding far. You
explain your trip, quite forgetting tbe tin-
usualness of your mode of riding until he
asks you if you do net find It much more
comfortable than the side-saddle. "Ithink
all ladies ought to ride that way," he says,
frankly, and congratulates you upon your
independence. After a little further chat
you title on ami see no more of your
pleasant-faced driver; but you reflect, with
some exultation, that you have "faced a
man" quite early in the day and that
neither you nor be seemed to have receivedany mortal thrust during the encounter.

On such a trip as this you allow the little
mare to drink whenever sbe shows an in-
clination to do so, ifit is at every wayside
trough. It keeps her fresh and in good
spirits, and the constantly flyingdust of
the road makes her thirsty oftener than she
would be traveling about lhe city.. Passing
through Sau Leandro you make a little de-
tour to ride along the beautiful avenue for
which this lovely village is noted and find
yourself well repaid. ere ate lovely
spots all in and about the hills for camping,
and you pass several parties as you ride
along who bail you cheerfully and wish you
a pleasant trip, toryour saddle-bag betrays
you as a traveler. Just at noon an in-ward, monitor begins to warn you of
the approach of lunch time. Thereare several hours and a matter
of 18 miles between you and
the pleasant breakfast you took before
starting, but you are provided with
luncheon, and you ride into a field, whose
burs are invitingly down and where hay-
making is in progress. The haymakers have
all gone to :dinner,, but were any one of
them present tomake you welcome you know
bo would do so with true California!! bos pi-

tallly,so you proceed to accept tbe liberty
of the field. You gather up a big armful of
the flagrant half-dried wheat and barley
and cast itdown under a convenient tree;
you slip the little mare's biLiie and seating
yourself beside it ibe pair of you are soon
discussing your noonday meal together in
cheerful good - comradeship. You shell a
handful of her new wheat and find itmeat
palatable, while in return you divide a piece
of cake with her, and yonr mutual good un-
derstanding is established. How pleasant
it is under the big tree. Everything is so
still. You think bow glad you are you came
alone. Any other companion than the
pony would be irksome. A meadowlark
sits on a near-by '

fence and whistles. A
gopher puts his beau cautiously out of a
hole close by your feet, sees you and darts
back, ventures another peep nnd sees you
have not moved, and after sundry bobbings
up ana down of his big-little gray head
settles himself with his nose in the air,
sniffing as ifenjoying its fragrance. Far off
in the stubble you see a big black-and-white
cat mousing around, and reflect that there
may be one gopher less in the field if -he
comes that way, but you see no need to
warn your little gray friend. You'll keep a
good lookout on grimalkin and give the
alarm if she comes too near. Meantime
what a dreamy atmosphere it is. Itmust
be warm outside the shade of thn tree. You
are glad you areu't out there— yon—-how far
offthat lark's whistle sounds— you wonder

—
Why, bless your heart, you must have

been fast asleep. You are lying there, your
head on what is left of the pile of hay, and
the little mare is standing directly over you,
her soft, cream-colored nose only a few
inches from your face. Tlie haymakers
have returned to tbe field and are hard at
work, and already itis near the middle of
the afternoon, with a zen miles before
you of the distance allotted for the day's
ride. You saddle and bridle, mount and
ride on slowly, for it is rather warm, and in
a couple of hours you jog easily through a
little hamlet, and on a mile or so
beyond, wnere, you know, is a big, hos-
pitable home anu a warm heart to make you
welcome. How good supper tastes, and
with what delight you hail the prospect of
bath and bc d 1 Usually you sre a bud
sleeper, but not to-night nor for many
nights to come.

The next day and the next are spent in
short jaunts to various lovely points from
this neighborhood. There are plenty such
all about the bay, and you can find them by
riding iv almost any direction. You can
take the old Stockton pass, by the old ex-
Mission of San Jose, and turning just as you
reach the Sunol Valley, ascend iuto tbo

Calaveras. Yon could linger for days
around the abandoned embarcaderos along
the bay -bore, or pitch your tent beside the
Alameda, which runs into the bay down
there, and dream away your wholo vaca-
tion in peace.

Instead of doing this, however, you push
on early on the morning of the fourth day
out lrom the village of Alvarado. your face
set in the direction of the great Livermore
valley, famous for its gr in and its wine.
Your way liestbrougn great fields of sugar

beet« sucking up sweetness lrom the earth
to give it out next fall iv the great "worm"
of the big mills not far from here. Co down
there then and you may see Ibe mammoth
beels carried to the mill, poured into a big
receptacle inone part of the building to pour
out of a chute, in still another part, into
clean, hue paper-lined barrels as A No.l
granulated sugar. Leaving the beet-fields,
you wind through a field of roses; acresupon acres if them; red, yellow, pink,
white, almost black some of tin in. stretch-
ing as far aa ynu can see, and burdening
the air with their delicious fragrance. Itis
the rose garden of the California Kursera
Company. Beyond that you pass through
the pleasant little hamlet of Niles, cud
enter the Alameda Canyon just where
stands the wreck of old Don Jesu
Vallej.i'a big adobe mills. Time was when
the dun owned this whole section ;tho cat-
tle on a thousand bills were bis. Now the
family ls scattered abroad, no one knows
where. Ono survivor, a daughter, is liv-
ing in greatly reduced circumstances
In Oakland. The old family resi-
dence, a pretentious two-story adobe
building covered with one of thn
few old tile roofs In tho State, still stands at
tho old Mission, given over to mercantile
uses, and the Spring Valley Water Company
owns the mill. Itthinks it owns the canyon
also. It would appear from the warning
placards Ithas posted on the grand old trees
all along Its length, forbidding campers to
use the water of the river, and virtually
prohibiting encampment above the dam. A
great many would-be campers have been
deterred from their a customed haunts by
theso notices, but a few brave spirits, set-
ting them at defiance, have pitched their
camps wbsre they have pleased, and you
pas. group after gioup of bathers and boat-
men enjoying themselves to their heart's
content.

Penetrating along a mile or two through
the cut, not keeping to the beaten road, but
traveling through the underbrush, iv tlio
Btre*-m or out, just as pony happens to feelinclined, you make your way above the
dam. Just below it is a deep, wi., ford.
The littlemaro likes this. She lifts her feet
high and sols them down with a splash that
sends the flying drops up into your face.
Sha puts down her nose aud drinks deep
and long of the clear water, giving a sur-
prised snort as a venturesome fish,of which
the stream is full, brushes against her lips.
You curl up your feet and sit at ease in
midstream. The great trees that line
either bank almost meet overhead. The
sun's light glints through their branches
and makes patches of Unlit on the water.
The current flows past you until itseems as
if you and not itmoves. Asyou sit there,
around a bend, with many merry calls and
shrieks of laughier come a grout) of swim-
mers—a score or more laughing, happy
schoolgirls, for the most part, in pretty
bathing suits. They shout a jollygreeting

to you as they pass, arid you feel almost
willingto spring in after them. Y"U regis-
ter a mental memorandum to tin- effect that
on your next trip your kit shall contain a
bathing suit and ride on.

By and by you come to a quiet sheltered
spot by the river bank. You have ridden a
good many miles and the day is very bot
even in that cool, wooded depth. Just at
this point a curious little suspension bridge
crosses the stream-high In the air slanting
to the shore on either side. Itis only the
width of three narrow, flexibleplanks sup-
ported by slender cables swung from the
trees on either side, a frail, perilous-looking
affair, that rocks visibly in the quiet hre re,
but it looks invitingand you are tired. You
dismount and unsaddle, tying the littlemare
where shijc-anjbrowseon the short dry grass, •
and you lie down at oue end of the littlo
bridge. If. swings deliciously and you
iie there looking up at the bit of blue
sky visible between the treetops and
listening to the murmur of the
stream below. Aimlessly you reach
up and grasp one ot the stout wires attach-
ing the bridge to the cables and absent-
mindedly lap it with your fingers, as you
muse. Hark Iwhat is that? Along-drawn
shivering sigh, followed by a low distant
rumbling that grows louder and louder,
until it sounds ina thunderous roll about
your ears. Is it an earthquake, or the
thunder shower your Eastern friend pre-
dicted? The bridge shakes violently and
the very mountains seem to take up and
echo back the sound. You are about to
spring up in alarm, when yon suddenly
realize that all this commotion is the result
of your gentle tapping with two fingers on
the wire. Itmakes you shiver, aud you
comprehend the force of that boast of the
great player who declared that he could
fiddle down London Bridge on one string of
his violin.

You loiter beside the stream until along
in the afternoon, watching the fishes in its
clear depths, listening to the calling of the
quail, in the underbrush, the twittering of
the birds above, in the trees, while the air
is fullof the fragrance of swamp willow

-
and alfalfa growing somewhere ou the banks

\u25a0of the stream. Somewhere, up above you,
a happy crowd of campers are nulling abouton the water. You hear their distant voices
singing dreamily "Gently down the stream
of time.

'
and wish you might remain there

indefinitely, just listening and dreaming.
Atlast, like one who fordelay

, f-xtt-kt vain excuse, you rl'le away,
Lingering along through the canyon until
you finally emerge near Sunol GltWi, through
which town you pass, and strike the first
road to the left,over the hill to Pieasauton
only six miles further on.

The heat does not seem to have abatedany and the sun pours dowu on the hard
highway, making you long once more for
the canyon's cool shade. You made a mis-
take to leave it so early; you reflect thatyou willknow better next time. It is so
hot even your willing pony subsides to a
walk. A cool breeze blows, but oh. the
sun! You wonder what time it is, but have
not the energy to lift your hand to take outyour watch. At last you reach a shadeduepth beside the road. It looks almost im-
penetrable, but from within its green
shelter you hear the faint tingle of cow
bells. A littlestream flaws through it, you
6ee, and lured by the inviting prospect you
ride In and dismount. What a bit of wiid-
wood to be hard by a county road. Down
on your knees you goon the bank of the shal-
low stream and putting your mouth into
the midst of a clump of crisp, green cress,you drink long and deep of the delicious wa-
ter. ,Close beside you pony follows suit,
blinking a mild, meditative eye at you iv
contented good-fellowship, ending by raising
her wet, soft nose and rubbing itlovingly ou
the back of your head sending a stream
81drops trickling down your neck and intoyour ey»s. You retire precipitately from
further demonstrations of her affections and
spread the saddle-blanket close under a
sweet brier thicket to await a cooler hour
for resuming your journey. Here, too, the
quails keep up a low melodious whistling
back and forth; a solemn cow pokes her
head out from what stems a massive wallofgreen underbrtrsh and looks at you curi-
ously. The sound of passing wheels on the
highway seems deliciously distant, and you
ate thinking—of nothing. You came notforth to think.

The shadows are growing long when yon
start out again, leading tho littlemare and
walking, pleasantly, for a change. Somo
distance further on your way you comeupon the last remaining Digger settlement
in the county. Here dwelt bail a dozen In-dians, sole survivors of the thousands who
o:.ce swarmed about tho Mission. Their
Queen died a year or so ago, ana Itlooks as

though tlie whole settlement would soon
follow her. Tbere are only six or eight
little wickiups, sapling and mud bouses, and
a temescal or sweathouse. Tnis is the great
panacea for all the ills that Digger flesh
Is heir to. Seen from the outside it looks
like a low, oval mound, w.th a sort of trap-
door In the top. Atone end is an entrance
big enough for a maa to crawl through on
hands and Knees. Inside It is space for a
score or more people to stand upright. A
fire is built in the center of the itei -rand
into the place as many naked IndiansleeK as can find room to stand. Then they
dance aboat tne fire until the heat, smoke,
stench and steam from their sweating
bodies drives them forth to plunge into the
cold water of the stream near by. The
remedy has one merit, it is either killor
cure, and has doubtless made as ninny
g> od Indians as the white man's rifle.

As you approach the wickiups you see
sitting in a doorway a venerable squaw.
Your mind runs back to the early days of
the Mission, when, doubtless, "she was
young and all the romance of that 10-
--mantic time seems to permeate the air.
Perhaps she, too, is of royal blood. like the
laad queen; suppose you speak to ber and
sense the feeling of addressing royalty.
You draw near and venture a civil saluta-
tion, which is acknowledged with a grunt,
true Indian fashion. "Warm, isn't it?"
you say pleasantly. She gazes at you iv
royal hauteur, then the dusky face relaxes,
the noble lips part-

"Bet ye what," she says, and you pass on.
Dinner Is just ready as you reach the

hotel at Pleas ant. ii, and having seen your
trusty companion cared for you are soou en-
joying it to tbe utmost.

The Livermore Valley is wilder aud more
sparsely settled ihiin the region you haveleft, but itIs one of the most picturesque
and beautiful districts within a hundred
mile-, of the bay, and willtake you a week
to even casually explore it. You do this
before you return, making Pieasanton your
headquarters, and come to the conclusion
wben your vacation is over that San Fran-
ciscans bave no need to waste lime in long
journeys to reach a summer-outing place.
Yourealize thai no account you can write
can give any just idea of the dekghts of
such a trip as yours, but. having tried it,
you have no hesitation in saving to every
woman who can compass it, "Go thou and
do likewise." Mis,Russkll.

Cresting the stream sbe was surrounded by batters.

DORSE AND RIDER DRANK FROM TUE REFRESHING WATERS.

MAKING A RAISE.
An Eight-Veer-o:,i Urchin* CouQdence

Operation*.

Anurchin not yet 8 years of ago is going
about playing a very "slick" confidence
game upon those of bis elders who are
touched by the spectacle of a small but
ragged boy's efforts to fight tho battle of life
single handed.

Yesterday he happened Into tho office of
the Assistant Postmaster on Washington
street.

"Want any errands done, sir?"
Tin* man at the desk turned antl looked

over his spectacles at the greasy cap cover-
ing a shocky little bead, which barely
reached the railing. He saw a smutty little
face, and, as he looked closer at the
juvenile, he saw that his jacket was several
sizes too large for him, and that his knee-
breeches bung Intatters.

"What can you do, my little man?" in-
quired the official in a kindly voice as ho
looked over him again with sympathetic
glances.

"Oh, Ican run errands, sir; 1 want a
job." spoke un the visitor.

"What's your name?"
"Lester Mason, sir."
"And wbero do you live7"
"Leinine see," and the little fellow put

two fingers of his right hand together and
surveyed them a moment; "that's two,
isn't it, sir?"

"Yes
-"

"Well.Iliveat Second street and How-
ard—at the corner."

"Wbat do you want to run errands for?"
"1want to raise fiftycents to ao and buy

some papers and sell 'em on the 6treet like
th»» other boys."

By this time a crowd of employes in the
office had gathered about the little fellow.
They asked him several questions abouthimself, all of which he answered straight.
A collection was lakt-n up. and when thedimes and nickel.-, were counted they
amounted to half a dollar. While the money
wa-- being raised and SO cents were lv the
pot Lester Masou said be would come back
next day at 11o'clock and pay Itbaok sure.
Struck bythobov's apparent lionestsiinplic-
ity—those who had hesitated went down
into their pockets and threw in their con-
tributions. The little fellow left the office
inquite a gleeful mood.

Atnoon yesterday the boy had not re-turned, but long before that time he had
been given up. The painful discovery was
made early la the morning that the good-'
hearted officials had been victimized. It
was ascertained that tbe urchin had been
playing the same game quite extensively
among the downtown merchants, several of
whom related their experience inproviding
him with business capital. !~.--r'-V-

THE PATTISON INVESTIGATION.
The Testimony In the Case to Ue For-

warded to Washington.

The testimony taken before Commissioner
Heacock in the matter of the investigation
of Inspector Pa son willnot be transcribed
for several days. Itis understood that Mr.
Heacock willnot attempt to formulate any
conclusions in regnid to the evidence, btit
will transmit tbe whole record to the Col-
lector. Mr. Phelps, wnen asked yesterday
in regard to his intentions, replied that he
would forward the record to the Secretary
ofthe Treasury for the action of the au-
thorities in Washington.

Against the Divas.
The Citizens' League, having for Its pur-

pose the closing; of the dives in this city,
willbold its eighth Heeling in Metropolitan
Temple this afternoon at 3 o'clock. One of
the speakers willbe Rev. Father Montgom-
ery. There will he other good »peuke--«,
ringing aud good music.

LITE WASHINGTON TOPICS.

Some Aiyafltajjs of tie Capital City in
July.

Delightful Evenings Along the Tree-Lined
Avenues— Mrs. Harrison's

Health.

Correspondence of The Morning Call.

ff-^-—^ \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0:\u25a0;\u25a0\u25a0::\u25a0'
Despite the hot weather of last month

more Congressional families are remaining
here until tbe end of the session than for a
long time. One meets all the worldon an
evening drive, arid all are pleased to see
how many people are still in town. Un-
fortunately for the capital, Insome respects,
there are no good summer resorts nearer
than a five-hour journey where one can find
an entire change frmn the conditions here.
Oakland and Deer Park, the two summer
resorts on the summit of the Blue Ridge,
are six hours away, and it Is nearly the
same time to Cape May or Atlantic City.
Hence many prefer to remain quietly at the
one place all the time, making the most of
the cool waves and enjoying the creature
comforts more easily obtained in a large
city than at the smaller resorts on the
Chesapeake.

Every one dresses in the thinnest of sum-
mer clothes. Men and women wear white
clothes on the street and all the time, as
they do not do in New York and other
cities where it is just as hot, and tho whole
population turns out of doors at sundown,
as in far Southern cities. One sees door-
step groups all up and dowu the tree-lined
avenues these moonlight nights. Often the
voices tell that idle chatter is eoing on, and
often the make-up of the croup tells that
the very machinery of government is being
set and oiled. Only the other evening those
who drove around the •monument -rounds
could see three or four black dots on that
portico where the President smokes his
after-dinner cigar. At the other end of
town Senator Sawyer's doorstep was occu-
pied by a half-dozen men foremost in Re-
publican councils, and every one who drove
by remarked that something was up. A
tinkle of the telephone moved Senator
Sawyer's doorstep group to the White House
portico, and the next day itwas known that
Senator Sawyer would not manage th« com-
ing campaign for the President, but that
Commissioner Carter would. Itwas all ar-
ranged in the cool of the evening in theopen air of a moonlight night, and muchmore of the same work goes on on Wash-
ington doorsteps. \u25a0;\u25a0•-.

AX ABSURD CUSTOM.
Could anything be more absurd than theway in which candidates are informed of

their election by a national convention. As
things go in this telegraphic age, the com-
mittee ought to make a break from the con-
vention hall and reach the nominee as fast
as steam could carry them. When one con-siders that itall amounts to a five-minutespeech from one man and a response of thesame length from another, it would seem as
though they might write out their remarks
within a week at the utmost. In recenttimes, Lincoln, Grant and Harrison were
notified of their renumiuations in the WhiteHouse, other the committee has met the
candidate in his own home and apprised
him of the people's choice before a small
selected audience of those friends standing
nearest politically to the nominee. But
we have Mr. Cleveland coming down from
Buzzards Bay and Mr. Stevenson crossing
balf a continent to figure in the arena of
Madison-square Garden, sacred to Barnum,
the horse snow and kindred entertainments.

MUS. HARBISON.
Most alarming rumors havo prevailed all

this week concerning Mrs. Harrison'shealth, and the private secretary of
the President has been a little worn
with denying Urn reports. It first ran
around town that Mrs. Harrison was i
dying of cancer, and next that she was
going rapidly with quick consumption, and
each statement had detailed accounts of theprogress aud preseut stage of the malady.
Alter grip, rheumatism -.nd a low fever,
nervous prostration finished the list, and it
Is from the exhaustion and weakness of the
latter that Mrs. Harrlsou Is now suffering.
The doctor has written most reassuring
letters back ever since tbo family became
established at Loon Lake, and Is more than
pleased with the progress bis patient is
Baking. He takes his own vacation at thetime, and besides remaining with Mr". Har-
rison to see that everything goes as he had
expected, he thinks it best to stay near to
bis patient, since there happens to be no
doctor within BO miles. The President has
gone to Cape May to spend his Suuday by
the sea, but if Congress actually adjourns on
the 23th he willhasten to the

'
North woods

for a fortnight's rest. There will be the
whole month of August for a breathing
space before the campaign sots in with full
fury, and now that il.e National Committee
at iast has a head things willbegin to move.

not A_.TOGJ.THEB HAPPY
Senator Stewart is not altogether happy

r.t the chloroforming of his silver bill, but
he willonly rest for a wliile and gin next
December with the more vigor and insist
upon an honest expression of opinion when
the embarrassments of the campaign are
over. Mrs. Jones and her Harvard M. A.-
Mr. Roy Jones, returned from the Cam-
bridge commencement by way of New Lon-
don, and have Joined Senator Jones and
Mr. Sun Jones at the Arlington. The
party wlll remain here until Congress ad-
journs. With Russia's acceptance this week
all the European Governments are ready to
Consult about remonetizing silver, and the
President willname tho Commissioners dur-ing the week. It is accepted that one of
tbe Nevada Senators willhe named for this
commission, and outsiders have quite set-
tled itthat 11 willbe Senator Jones. M.

Washington, July l".
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tRADEMARK.

SPECIAL SALE
IN OIR

GLOVE DEPARTMENT!
ox

Monday and Tuesday, July 25, 26
WE WILL HAVE ON SALE

200 DOZEN

Ladies' 4-Batten Real Kift Gloves!
BLACK AND COLORS,

AT '^L 2

®5c Per Pair »
Ue-ular Price 51.25 Per Pair.

Every Pair Guaranteed and Fitted.

NEWMAN &LEVINSON
125 to 131 Kearny Straat

and 209 Salter Street.-
JJ -4 Su tt

NOTICE

OF TIIE F.ILINO OF THK REPORT OF COM-
mhslouers for the opening and extending of

Twentieth. Twenty-
first. Twenty -second andTwenty-third streets westerly to Corbett road: ai«>»

the or emu?, wideningand extending ot Mneteemi
atreet westerly to the Corbett road.

CLKKK'S I'Kllli:.BOAKDOV SC PEK VISORS,")fffy cityasd Coram op San- Fxajccxaoo, *•
July 19, 1892. )

Incompliance with taw and the direction of tbs
Hoard or Supervisors of said city and couuty, pub-'
lienotice is hereliy given that the Commlsslouers
heretofore appointed rer the opening and extending
of Twentieth, Twenty-first, Twenty-second and
Twenty-third streets Troin their preient respective
terminations westerly to the Corbett road: also tho
opening, widening and extending of Nineteenth
street westerly to ths Corbett road, filed In
this <flice on July 18, 1892. tiier report of tba
assessment made for benefits and damages la
the opening and extending, also widening of
the streets heieln named, accompanied by plat. _
map. plan and diagram of the assessment distr ex,
showing the land taicen or to be taken for said
opening and extending of said streets and the
lands assessed therefor. Also that said report and
plans, etc., are ad will be open for inspection la
this ollice,and a.l persons Interested are nereby re-
quired to show cause on or before August '20. 18911,
Ifany, whysucb report should not ic confirmed by
the Hoard or Supervisors of said city and county.
Allobjections to the confirmation of said report,
etc., must be m.i in writing snd filed with the
Cleric of said board on or before th:' 20tb day of
August, 189-2. fl9 IQt]J V.A. XlBSELI..Cleric.

pn EKSI 65253 WS3BB KS3 GSSS3

BTO EVERY MAnI
1 -mm YOUBSELF= i

*\u25a0 /ilk _tSß^~\ V!'- waste time,moneyI
£lt»-M »»<a\ Rnrt 11 ""Ith"dw

H j^jVa _5^ tors,"wonderful*"-cnre-
S kM. X^J3'' »Ns," spccißcs. eta, R
*j| £&&. jf\h*3>\ "when fora two-cent B

>
' /^^AfeJifitS^ stamp 1 will sends

n I^MlM^^k* K̂Kfe tbe PrcscrlP-
H r^v^^'/S?^V« t

'
orl ct 5 I,*pw and

-
H (pSs^!*»*J''i^'g«^P oslllvt" remedy forS
U __ft^j|E___H_R >-3lhe -prompt I.AST-B

R K&WimGm!ssio<_2 Lack of\u25a0

flBfcdSiSSl SgeSr^iS * antl9*--liB^SfSl VtA***£'!,'iossei ;varicocele,
*i?7*7* "^,

'
"etamed develop- 1*

«U.MrUKt. Ai'TER. lllont. from early or
plater e.Tcesses or nse of tobacco ami rtimn-fl
ljhints, lack,of vigor in old or young uienH
"quickly restored. Isend this prescrlp- 8

tion FUEK of charge,' and there Is no
iiumbii-r or adverUsing catch about IL Any_

Hgood 'druggist or physician « .»„ put itup for[iyou, as everything "is plain and simple. IB
cannot allor,lto advertise and give away thisI

MBplendldremedy unless you do rue the favor
fjofbuying a small quantity from roe direct or-**ofbuying a small quantity from nic direct ora
Ijadvise your friends todo bo. But you can do M

*

Wns you please nl-oi-.t this. You willnever H
regret havingwritten me as it willcure where \u25a0

Ball else has failed. Write at once, as this ad-
\u25a0 vertisementrnny not appear again. AddresaH
|j,J. D. HOUBJB, liox300. Albion, Alich.1
tmm^Bil IZ-a.*JI xt,\__Z 53 PCSSB C5353 BSS7SI3-
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OAKLAND OFFICE
...«»r iitK...

®CALL®
902 BEO ADWAY.

7 Subscriptions and advertiseni9a*:i
received for, the San Francisaa J*il/

and Weekiv CALL
K. A. COLEMAN. Manager.

802 Broiiwxr.

WILL &FINCH
BAZAAR.

HOUSEKEEPERS, ATTENTION!
WE ARE 511K1XGI(LEW SWEEP.

Slssell's Famous "Crown Jewel" Carpet Sweeper,
•hard rubber wheels, allthe latest improvements,
regular price $.! 75.. .....oar price $108

*~&y -a"*3si?
Metropolitan Ctotheg Wringer, vulcanized rubber

rollers, adjustable screws, hardwood frame.
14i... ln-hes high, 101 inches wide, r.'tfiilarprice f375 our price $; 90

Square Tainted Bird Cage, wire bottom, prevent-
ingbird from scattering seeds, 9xl'I\_, 10 Inches
hl*rh. regular price 91 '.our price 050

Squire Brass Cage (same a- cuti,l*sll
'.-. 9Mj

Inches high, regular price $125......0ur ptlce 90c"

FANCY JAPANESE TRAYS
AT ONK-HALf ricn'KS. .777 7

OvalIacquered Fancy Tray, 12 inches tone, regu-
lar prico 25fl our price 10c

Round Lacquered Km*:/ Tray, 11 inches wide,
regular price SOc ......our price -Oc

Square Lacquered Fancy Tray, 14' inches long.
regular price 50c our price *00

Oval Lacquered Fancy Tray, it>l3 lncbrs lone<
regular price 75" onr price 35c

Square Lacquered Fancy Tray, 20 inches long.
regular price Sl 15 .our price 600

Wood Knife and Fork Boxe;. regular price 86*..,
....our price 15c

Hundreds of Useful Articles at Lowest Prices.
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

THE LEADING CUTLERS,
818 and 820 Market St.,

I'HKI.AN BLOCK.
Jyl7 Suiu 1

i/rriryinstitute,
IXLLLIILosGatos, Cal.

O. N. RAMSEY, Manager.

THE ONLYAUTHORIZED BRANCH IN CALt-
fornta of the world-renowned Keeley Institute

of U'Hight. 111., tor the treatment ot Liquor.Opiate,
Tobacco and certain Nervoiu Diseases. Parties i.»
Ban Francisco and vicinitycan obtain all Inforina-
tieo by calling on or addressing FKEH TIFFANY,
cityagent, room 37, Academy of Sciences building,
819 Market street. mi.'b ThSuTu tt

R. LIDDLE&GO., JL-
-538 Wasbingtoa St, S. F. -^T

WHOLESALE and HE FAILDEALER ||««,
....1N.... J V.QH

Guns, Rifles, Pistols, Ammumtta.l, Ets
43* Vend throe-, stamp for CaU!ogu*k [dll.C

"THE CALIFORNIA HOTEL.7
Bush Street, Near Kearny.

ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF.
Central to alt points ot Interest, principal sf»rii

•nd places of amusement * Select luiuiola rd«.,j-
rant every evenin-; betweea tiaudi. \u25a0

A.F. KINZLER Mana«ar.
Ec 4M

-,-,,-«-„-. \u0084,;.„___ ___, DRY goods.

GRAND WIND-UP
<_>__?*

—

Our Great Clearance Sale !
The successful accomplishment of our determination to clear out every

dollar's worth of surplus stock before the close of our Great Semi-AnnualClearance Sale is practically assured by the MERELYNOMINALPRICES thatwe quote inall departments for this the LAST WEEK of the sale, and in in-
viting all to CALL BEFORE IT IS TOO LATE and profit by this GRAND
OPPORTUNITY TO REPLENISH SUPPLIES we present a few items thatembody some of**THE SHARPEST REDUCTIONS EVER QUOTED.^-

Reduced to So a Yard.50,000 yards FINE FLANNELETTES, dark and medium colors, that were 10c.
Reduced to Qiao a Yard.

25,000 yards SWANSDOWN TENNIS FLANNELS, fine quality aud elegant stylet .that were 12]&e and 15c. ,-:\u25a0\u25a0;

Reduced to e'vio a "Yard.
5 cases SERGE SUITINGS, 32 inches wide, iv new figures and plaids, that were 1214*

Reduced to SV'so a Yard*
75,000 yards BEST GRADE TURKEY-RED PERCALES, figures and stripes, color*all warranted, that were 12!_-.

Reduced to sac a Yard.
10 ca«es EXTRA GRADE XX BLEACHED SHEETING. 90 inches wide, that was27?_c.

Reduced to 100 a Yard.
2 casea BLEACHED PILLOWCASE MUSLIN,43 inches wide, that was 12^-j.

Reduced to 85e a Fair.
150 pairs NOTTINGHAMCURTAINS, taped edges, 3 yards long, that were $1 25,

Reduced to ffi3 a -Pair.
75 pairs BAY-WINDOW GUIPURE CURTAINS. 72 inches wide, that were 84 75.

Reduced to 41.10 a -Pair.
200 rairs NOTTINGHAM CURTAINS, taped edges, 3% yard, ions, that were $1 50.

Reduced to 51.75 a Dozen.
200 dozen SUPERIOR-GRADE DINNER NAPKINS, edges woven last, good designs

and very serviceable, 24 inches square, that were §2 50.

Reduced to il.ioa Dozen,
200 dozen PURE LINENHUCK TOWELS, size ltix3o inches, undressed and ready foeuse, that were $1.35.

EXTRA SPEOIAL!
Reduced to lai-ic a Yard.

1300 pieces GENUINE SCOTCH GINGHAMS. 32 inches wide, in fancy and plain color-ing-, that wera 203 and 20c.

fff/W^^ MURPHY BUILDING, /
(/(/ Met Street, corner of Jones, /

MNETIIEHAItKISOI \u25a0

80 YEARS OLD,
AND SKIN LIKE

THE TINT OF
THE SEA SHELL

TO HAVEBEAUTIFUL COMPLEXIONS AND
1 look like our lti-year-old daughters with skin

like the tint of the sea shell and without a wrinkle
Is the pr.-» nt KAD.and LOLA M .NIK/, CKI-.MI-',
the SKIN POOD, willdoit:send and set a sample.
It ls wonderful: there linothin*; lv the world like -
it. Don't go on wearing that same old sallow,
sunken complexion you wore last year, Itis out of
stylelThere is no expression mlt! It Isa dead
look, Ican make Itall over new. Ican make your
face to mat that rose-hued bonnet you are wear-
ing. Icm do more. 1 can make you Just as pretty
as your friend around in the other street. She
us d MKS. HARRISON'S PREPARATIONS, but
she won't tell you because she knows tbey wlllgive
yon jusi as food a rnmpiexlou as they gave her.
She keeps it a secret because she does uot want to

Invito competition. More truth than poetry In
this.

Read Tbis List of Wbat You Don't Want:
Freckles. Red Nose,
Moth Patches, Blood Diseases,
Pimples, Red Veins,
Black Heads, Flesh Worms,
Moles. Eczema,
Warts. Rlemlshes,
Surcrllnous Halr, Sunken Look,

.Wrinkles, Falling Hair,
Thin Eyehrows, Dandruff,
Pustules, Hollow Cheeks,
Disfigurements, Yellow Skin,
Fittings, Rough skirt.

WHAT YOU DO WANT 13

Lola Montez Cram}, the Skin Food.
.V"

" - -7 '7 7
'

'V,***-

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR
Removed by tho Electric Needle,

GUARANTEED PERMANENTLY.
Ladles at a distance treated by correspondence

forall blemishes or Derects of Face or Figure.

MRS. NETTIE; HARRISON,
(AMKKICA'S BEAUTY- DOCTOR)

26 WEARY STREET, SAXFRAKCISCO, CAL.
Ladies out uftivnaondlnsr this ad with

IO oents In \u25a0 Stamps will receive book of
Inwtructlona limit box of .*>klu Food and. I*'h«*«- l'nwilrr'fr'-s.

Ask your dm •?_ to order it for you. If tie should,not have it Instocs, or Ifmore convenient, send M
75c and we willsend you a pot, express prepaid, to
auy part of tM Unite,*! State* Nev.r let a sales-
in<ii persuade you to try something else, said tobe
Just as good.

MISCELLANEOUS.
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