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The manufacture of fine jewelry haso
been one cf our principal specialties
for more than forty years. We have
always stood at the head in this line
and today use more men, more ma-
chinery and more material than any
similar plant within some hundreds
of miles. Take the time and visit our
shop. We wi!l show you how we make
gocd jawelry.

All Hallows
=College=

SALT LAKE CITY

BOARDING AND DAY
SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Class begine Wednesday, September 8,
Classical, Scientific and Commercial
courses. Special department for little
boys, . under the care of a trained
teacher, Gymnasium and Military Drill
under the direction of special instructors,

For terms and information, apply te

Very Rev. J. J. Guinan, S. M.,

President.
PATENTS piy s

Send sketch and description of your lnvention.
Harry J. Robinson, Attorney at Law and Solicitor
of Patouts, 304-5 Judge Building, Salt Lake City
—_—

Sentence Sermons,

It I8 better to be regarded as a
prude than to rot as a mental garbage
can,

Where A man’s life does not preach
his preaching cannot live,

People who think they were horn
to regulate the world are always
afrald they will dle from being over-
righteous.

Cynicism is a pain due to attempt-
ing to eat all life's fruits too early in
the season.

Half of the business of IMing peo-
ple up is a matter of cheering them
up.

The prayer that rises in the heart
always works a way out to the feet
and the flingers,

The empty head Is casily wrinkled
into furrows that look like deep
thought.

He who misses the apirit of the law
always makes most of the letter.

It's an awful thing to be green, but
it's a good deal worse to be born
dried up.

Why One Drunken Man Died.

Head Keeper Snyder, of the Central
park zoo, was smillng over a newspa
per account of 4 monkey that had died
of love,

“It's a good story,” sald the head
keeper. "“This reporter has an origingl
turn of mind. He's like the western
jury. A westerner, you know, once
hanged himself to the bedpost by his
suspenders, and the verdiet of the cor
oner's jury ran:

“Decensed came to his death by
coming home full and mistaking him-
self for his pants —New York Times,

The teacher wns describing the doel
phin and Its habits,

“And, children,” she sald Impres.
eivelv, "n single dolphin will have two
thousand offspring."”

“Goodness!"” gasped a Hitle girl in
the back row, “And how about mar
ried ones?"'—Everybody’'s Magazine.

Coffee and Cigarettes Deadly,

No modern tropieal people perhaps,
except the Chillang, are outright
drunkards, People often talk of the
temperance of Medilerranean peoples,
As a matter of fact, many men in Lat-
in America die In middle life from
heart and circulation diseases—of a
type rarely seen here—from excessive
and continuous consumption of coffee
and cigarettes.

Practical Superstition,

“Are vou superstitious?"

“In & practical way.”

“How s that?”

“1 never walk under a ladder unloss
1 feel swie it won't fall on me, and |
always expect bad luok when pursued
by & mad bull across & lot _in which
there are just thirteen acres.”

The Honeyr—n_ox_)n _B;er::ial.

et B A A 1N i Jectlan.and my coni: |
Bﬂ({&v—‘n-s. there were six bridal he-day-was-periaciion T

parties on our train.
0ld Chum—Well!
me about that long,
through the mountains.
through salely?
Bride—Oh, yes, we just
through.—Chicago News.

Well!  And tell
narrow tunnel
Md vou goet
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SYNOPSIS. Edith's jewels reposing thereln for
— protection. He had protested agalnst |
Three girls — Eligabeth, Gabriclle and | our assuming ‘such a n'ﬂ]ml:ﬁ”rl"l\‘_]
Elige—started for Canmda to spend the . .
pommer there.  On bokrd  stenmer (hey | 8nd urged their Immediate return to

were frightened by an appirently dement-
ed ptronger, who, finding a bag belonging
1o one of them, took enjoyment In seru-
tinlzing a photo of the trio. Klse ahared
her atuteroom with o Mrs. Grahinm, also
boiind for Canada. The young women on
A sighisccing tour met Mre. Graham,
anslously awalting her husbhand, who had
n manin for salling, They were Intro
1 to Lord Wilfrid and Lady Edith,
ottage by the ocean f
the  trio. for the summer, Elis
Ienrped that a friend of her father's woas
to call Two men called, one of them
boing the quecr-acting stranger on the
stenmoer The girls were “‘not ot home,'
but discovered by the cards left that ons
it the men wis Eligabeth's father's

snil. The men proved to be John O,
v and Gordon Bennett, A winp of
vollow halr from Mr, Gralinm's pocket
fell Into the hands of Kilse, Mrs, Gra-
hnm's hair was black. Lady Edith told
girls of a robbory of jewels nt the
L Fearing for the safety of her own
» left them In o sife at th 0ot~
Mpr. Gordon Benneitl wam properly
expliined his queer lu-lhmT.
ri-
s dolngs of a year before connected
with the cottage, Exploting the cellar,
me of the girle found a sphinx cuff-but-
ton, the exnot counterpart of which hoth
Gordon Ber t and Lady Edith were
found to possces, also. Kilse, alone, ox-
plored the cellar, overhearing 8 conver-
ation there Metween Mory Anne and n
man He proved to be her son, charged
with murder, The young women agreesd
to Keep the secret, Lady Edith told a
slory of A jlost love in connection with
the sphink key. Else and Gordon HBen-
nett diseavered Lady Edith and Mr, Gra-
hiom, e latter displaying o marvelous
baritone volce, At a supper which was
neld en the rooks BElizabeth rather mys-
levionsly lost her ring, causing o search
by the entlre party. ~Mry, Graham told
Elias of her husband's manin for sailing
st all hours of the day and night, Gua-
brislle witnessed o stormy scene hetween
Ludy Edith and Lord Wilfrid, red romes
being the cuuse of the latter's anger.
Mury Anne brought back Ellzabeth's
cing.

n
Lge
Introduced,
returned the lost Dag and told of mys

CHAPTER Xl|.—Continued.

“It was Mary Anne,” she sald, In
answer to our questions, “Isn't she
the dearest old thing? To think of
her simply rooting round among the
rocks until she found it! And she
wouldn't take a penny of reward, |
think I really hurt her feelilngs when
I tried to insist on it. I never was so
glad to get anything in my life, for
you know how I valued that ring.”

“When did she find 1t?" 1 Inquired.
“I have fjust come back from the
rocks.” g

But
tails.

“It doesn’t matter when she found it
80 long as it i here she sald, “and
Ainner is ready. [ feel hungry enough
Yo eat the tablecloth.”

So we went to dinner and were
served by Mary Anne, whom we each
congratulated in turn, and [ Insisted
upon her describing the very spot
where she found the ring,

“Sure, Miss Elise,” she said, "It was
down on them rocks where | spread
yer supper last night. Between two
stones It was, and llke as not you
walked over it tlme and again. De
thankful now that it's "ere and don't
werrit yverself 'ow 1 ‘appened to plek
up them particular stones.”

“That's true philosophy,” agreed Ga-
brielle, “and anyhow let's talk about
something else. I want to tell Ellza-

Ellzabeth was above mere de.

beth about Lord WIilirld and the
roges "’
CHAPTER XII,
“Of course,” sald Gordon Bennett,

“vou know your own affairs best.”

“l1 am glad you have come to such
# senslble conclusion,” | replied, lean-
Ing over the edge of the boat and trall-
ing my hand In the water, although I
knew such an act {8 always frritating
to the one who manipulates the sail,

"And no doubt you think I'm a very
fresh sort of a chap,”

I preserved an ostentatious silence.

“I am answered,” he sald, with a
vexed laugh; “found guilty on my own ‘
indietment, But | hoped you would
not agree o unreservedly,”

I wiped my hand on my handker-
chief, spreading the latter to dry in
the sun, and looking out to sea with
apparent absorption in the horizon.

“One ear and one side of your fuvo]
are very red, Is It sunburn or wrath 7

“The sun (&8 hot,"” I replied, with alac.
rity, “Perhaps we had Dbetter go
home, Will you steer for the shore?"”

“Not on your lfe! I've got vou
out here now, and I intend to keep
you., You are powerless, madem-
olselle.’

| knew I was, and raged Inwardly,
We had been spending the morning
on the water, a not Infrequent ooours
rence of late, and until the introdoe
tion of a certaln unfortunate tople 1
had enjoyed myselfl Immensely; for

the
as well as

panion thoroughly understood
management of his boat,
the art of being agreeable.

The conversation had somehow
Irifted to the robbery at the hotel,
and | had thoughtlessly mentioned the

Latater. danced log

| thelr owner, which proposition | de-
clined to consider, and the argument
winxed hot, ending with an emphatic
assertion on his part that we ghould
not be allowed to leave home again
without a guardian. This had been
tho last straw, and | had replled with
an asperity which called for the re.
mark at the beginning of this ehapter,
“Look here,” he rosumed, firmly.
“I'm not going to back down on one
word | have sald, but I'm sorry Iif you
are angry about . 1 think you don't
| quite understand my motive.”
Let us talk of something else, Mr.

|
‘ Hennett.”

“But listen, Miss Ellse. By your own
admisslon, vou really know nothing
lwhawvor about . these people.”

“You forget that they are
friends than yourself, after all.”

“The general asked me to eall; oth-
erwise | should not have ventured to
intrude,”

His manner was decidedly stiff, and
he jerked the tiller resentfully; as we
changed our course in swift response,
a  smothered exclamation escapd

older

“Oh," 1 sald, with what 1 flattered
myself was fine Indiference, “I think

you must be mistaken. [ have not
lost anything.” 1
I was bareheaded, for I Hked to

feel the wind blow through my halr,
and as it curled naturally I wasg com-
fortably certain that my personil ap-
pearnnce would not be endangered by
g0 doing, 1 wished, however, that my
hat was fArmly pluped upon my head
as he leaned forward and looked at
me, his blue evex lnughing, and a
dimple in his cheek very apparent, 1
alwaye thought dimples so out of
place on a0 man—perhaps becanse |
have none myself and always wanted
them,

“Why aren’t your
mates?" he Inquired.

“Hecause [ like them best this way ;"

tried to speak carelessly, but his
langh was so spontaneous and merry

slde-combs

| that | gave up all effort at pretense

and joined in heartily

“When are you going to give it back
to me?" I asked,

“Not yer.” he sald, suddenly serious.
“I must return it In my own way, and
—1 do not think the time has come,
do you?"

But 1 did not answer, for 1 felt my
face grow suddenly hot, and some
times one has nothing to say when one
moat desires to speak.

“We must go home,” 1 said, slowly.
“The morning has quite gone, Take
me In, please.”

This time he made no objection, but
headed for the shore, and as we ap-
proached the lttle glip he tnrned with
an evident effort and addressed me
soberly,

“Miss Ellse,” he said, “at
of offending you again,
something more.”

“Don’t,” 1 entreated; “it's not worth
while-—don't gpoll the morning. You

the risk
I must say

Agiins. will, for the boat careened
alarmingly. :

“Don't be frightened,” he sald, for-!
getting his irritation. *I won't upset
you,”

“T"'m not frightened.”

“"And don't quarrel with me any
more. 1 won't have my morning
spolled by any confounded English
man.” '

I
“It was & woman,” T murmured, "not |

a man.”

We both laughed, and by common
consent let the matter drop for the
time being, for | was quite willing to
resume  the lazy, delightful, cama
raderie into which we had drifted, and
to banish unpleasant subjects which
might interfera with It

S0 we talked or were sillent as the
splrit moved, while the whlh.-.-(‘llp|rl':||

the sunlight  with
cool green shadows here and 1lu-rv,i
deep and unfathomable, as shadows
should be when the ocean lles bu-neuth|
them. |

“Do-you know,” he sald, at last, |
“that 1 have In my possession gome-

safe o our dinlng voom and Lady

thing belonging to you?”

waves lapped against the boat, and the L‘llil‘l and soft sllk tle,

— -

“We Must Go Home,” | Sald Slowly.

know you
do that.”

“Gilve back that box to her—Lady
Edith, If you do not, yvou will cer-
talnly regret it. But if you won't, In
spite of what 1 tell you, for heaven's

gsald you did not want to

sake don’t mention It to any one as
von did to me this mornlng—to the
Grahams, for Instance, or any one

at all”

“l am not likely to say anything,”
I returned, stifly. “I very much re-
gret having mentioned It to you. By
the way,” 1 continued, "I quite forgot
something Important. At least, it s
important to me, because | am cu-
vlons, Where did you get your scarf-
pin?”’

" UMy searf-pin?”

His hand involuntarily sought his
throat, but he was wearing a negligee
.Oh, | don’t mean - today. The
Sphinx's head, you know, in dull go.d.
Where did It come from?"

It was a slmple enough question,
anid one easlly nnswered, but Gordon
Hennett flushed deep red beneath his
tan and brought the boat up beslde
he sllp In sllence.

“Well

In retallation for his persisiencs in
the matter of the jewels, | was deter-
mined to press the question, now that
[ saw he wished to avoid a reply.

“My pin? Oh, yes, I remember, I'm
glnd you liked it.”

“I'm not sure I Uked 1t; It
ests me,”

“Why 2"

“Oh, beeanse L did. 1 would like
to know where you got it."

“"Well—I1 found it.”

“Whera

Agnin a panse, and again the blood
mounted to his face,

"Where did you find 1t?
really like to know."

“In the streets of New York."”

His eyes refused to meet mine, and
I knew intuitively that he lled; also
that he realized 1 knew It

I said no more, but stepped out on
the slip with an unpleasant tightening
of the muscles of my throat and a
curfous sensation that everything was
slipping away from me,

"Good-by,” 1 sald, dully, as | reached
the steps, and he raised his cap In sl
lence,

At the top I pansed and looked back,
for 1 thought 1 heard my name, He
sat bareheaded In the stern of his
boat, gazing after me, but made no
effort to attract my attention nor to
follow me ashore, so [ declded I was
mistaken and he had not called me. [
wished he had. | wanted to go back
and ask him to explain, but-pride for.
bade, and I resumed my walk to the
house with my head high.

[lzabeth called to me as | passed
the door of her room, where she was
reposing luxurionsly on her couch,
book In hand.

“Did yon have a good tlme?" she
inquired, with Interest.

"No," 1 returned, briefly:

“That's too bad.
your nose!
burned ?*

Elizabeth has a stralght little nose
which is my envy as well as my admi-
ration, and she 18 always very ecareful
to guard It from too Intimate an ace
quaintance with the sun, so 1 knew
her exclamation was occasioned by
gennine sympathy.,

“Did  Mr. Bennett say anything
about tonight?” she asked, as she
seated hersell on the foot of the bed.

“No; why should he?"

“You don’t mean to say you have
forgotten?"

“Forgotten what?"

“Elise, sometimes I think you must
be In love—or, rather, I should think
g0 were it any other girl. Don't you
know that we give a dinner to-night?
Our very first formal effort, to cele-
brate Lady Edith's birthday?"

I turned, brush in hand, and stared
at her. I had indeed forgotten, al-
though our menu for the oceasion had
been discussed and our tollets declded
upon that morning at breakfast.

“And that's why | was concerned
about your nose,” continued Elizabeth
cheerfully, “and your neck, too, for
that matter, for of course you must
wenr an evening gown, and we all
want to look well, You had really bet-
tep try the cold eream and other stuff.”

This time 1 did not refuse, for | had
a mental vision of my face, as the
glass reported it, rising from the del
leate Jace of my white frock, and the
pleture did not please me. 8o [ spent
the afternoon in ancinting my unfor-
tunate  countenance, and reflecting
upon the frailties of man—thinking of
him as a species rather than as a per
sonality, and determining to let him
severely alone In the abstract, even
while meditating upon a proper course
of discipline for the individual.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

inter.

1 would

“horrid."
And oh, look at
How did you ever get so

CAUSED BY LACK OF THOUGHT.

Cruelty Most Frequently Inflicted In
Carelessness.

Most of the eruelty of the world is
thoughtless cruelty. Very few people
would intentionally add to another's
load or make his burden in life
heavier or his path rougher, Most
of the great heart-wounds are inflleted
in & moment of anger, when, perhaps,
we were too proud to apologlze or to
try to heal the grievous wounds we had
nade.  Can anything be more cruel
than to discourage a soul who is
truggling to do the best he can, to
] hrow stumbling blocks In the path
of those who are trying to get on in
the world agalnst great odds? No life
is just the same after you have once
touched . Will you leavé a ray of
one of despalr, a flagh of
lght or a somber cloud across some
lark life each day? WIill you by
houghtless eruelty deepen the shadow
which hanga over the life, or will you
by kindness dispel it altogether? No
matter how you feel or what s dis.
turbing your peace of mind, never al
low yourself to send out a discourag
ing, a ecruel, or an unkind word or
thought.—8uccess Mugazine.

Her Fate, 3

ope  or

only cook., You know, they say the
best way to reach n man's heart, is
through his stomach,

Joss  (pessimistically)—Yes, it will
jngt bo my luck to reach It with heart.
mirn or some other phase of dyspep-
v Eibh

—Tess—You'll be all right if you can




