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“A man's past will cateh him sooner or later.”

They had bLeen five days over the
sen, the young man and the girl. He
bad forgottew whether this were the
Atlantle or the sea that sweeps the
shore of Elysium, Now, on the fifth
day, they were on deck and talking
somewhat in this way:

“You must walk with me,"” she called
from her chalr,

“It's a delightful punishment,”

“Thanks! 1 believe that's a compli-
ment."

“Truth’s a compliment, eh ¥ he sald,
smiling.

“The best compliments, | suppose,
are those that pretend to be truths, but
are lles.”

“l am afrald this Is getting rather
too fast for me,” he sald. “Walt until
I think about 1t."

“To earry out what you have begun
you should say to me, ‘I can't think
about it, for | have to think about
you.'"

*“Is it needful to say that?' he sald,
looking down at the girl. “How beau-
tiful you are!”

By the rules of conventional conver-
sation It was an utterly Inane remark,
and the girl's laughter rolled out, full
and delightful, but her voice was low.

“l am glad you think so."”

A deeper red tinged his bronzed
cheeks as he reallzed his temerity.

“You know [ do,” he said.

“Oh, do you? This Is the fifth day of
our acquaintance, Today we shall be
at Sandy Hook.”

He drew a long breath, and hls volce
was earnest. New York and work and
to see her no more!

Two elderly persons wrapped to thelr
ears were watching the two.

“What a remarkable girl Nell Wol-
verton 1s!"” one, gray and rosy and fat
and lmposing, was saying.

“She's certainly carrylng on a re
markable flirtation with that young
man. Who Is he?” sald the other, with
the severity of position galned by ef-
fort.

“Some sort of engineer In the employ
of the Winfleld company. Mary Win-
field Introduced him to Nell.”

“That girl would flirt with anybody.
She scems to find all men Infinitely
amusing. Isn't she handsome? Now
you would suppose she was somebody
or other. But the Wolvertons—oh, you
know!" quoth the other lady.

“Her mother was one of the most
pushing women | ever knew,” assented
her companlon.

“Of the dead, nihil nls! bonum,” sald
the imposing one. *“She was an ex-
traordinarily ambitious woman. With
pluck and ten milllons and a daughter
like that, an ambitious, clever woman
can do anything In New York. The
Wolverton money Is sald to be Indefl-
nite millions lnstead. And now they be-
long In Far Westchester., Obh, dear, how
many men have been after that girll
There were the Marquls dl Rodirl and
the little Duke of Sussex and Freddy
Van Brule and—she flirts and laughs
at 'em all, just as she does with that
young man."

Mary Winfleld was watching the two
with mueh the same thoughts. This
poor young man didn't understand so-
phisticated young women. It was
abominable of Nell Wolverton; she was
gorry she had Introduced them; she
might have known that Nell would
play with any man as she would with
a cat or a dog. Ob, dear, this Melville
was &0 out of it; so busy and ecapable
and such an efliclent servant of the
Winfleld company. But Nell was Nell,
and Mary ought to have known better.

If Nell were Nell, she was proving It
with a vengeance. She was making
Melville tell her of himself, and she
was giving him nothing of herself In
return,  They were seated now, look-
Ing out at the frothing white and green
In the ship's wake, She was glancing
at Lilm agaln and agaln with wmild, in-
terested eyes. e was forgetting him
gelf and was telling how his father
left him only money enough for school
and college, which be had increased
by some tutoring; of bow he had work-
ed and won a position In a machine
ghop of the Winfleld company; of how
be had progressed further apd now

“How beautiful you are!”
was near the head of his department
and had been sent to London on an m-
portant misslon and—

A young man came lightly across the
deck and bowed and exchanged some
remarks with Miss Wolverton and nod-
ded at Melville with a “who the devll
are you?' air and passed on after a
moment, Melville's confidences sud
denly chilled. This youngster repre
sented what he never had known. The
girl by his side understood.

“Don’t mind Bertle; he's Just Bertie.”

“Oh, you know,"” Melville began, “I'm
so out of that set.”

“It's the ar Westchester set yon
wenn.” she sald graclously, as If she
would fmply politely that there were
many others which he doubtless fre-
guented. “The men are very stupid in
It. It's all very stupld. It's Just sport
and gossip. For my part, give me men
that do things."”

“1 think,” sald the young man mak-
ing his way, “that 1 prefer other men
to do things and leave ‘em to me al-
ready done. Now, my father"—

He pauvscd, wondering whether he
had better tell her, and then it seemed
to him, now that be remembered It,
that this put Lim on a sort of equality
with Miss Wolverton, as though the in-
rquality that stood between them was

suddenly swept away by the thought
of this story. Bot had he a right to

“What did you say that man’s name s
he asked.

tell her? No; she wouldn't, couldn't
know; that was so long ago and for-
gotten.

“And your father?
terested.”

“He might have had the things, the
money, to have put me in your friend
Bertle's position If luck had been his
way and If bhe hadn't been cheated”—

“1 never can think of you as a mad
like Bertie,” Mlss Wolverton sald de-
clsively, with that ealm confidence In
her eyes. The eyes may have been
rather more expressive because this
was the last day of all and he would
slip out of her life so soon. She was
falr to look upon, elever, accomplished,
coarming. ‘This fence of the sexes
was her delight. She could no more
avold It than she could breathing. Our
unsophisticated young man falled to
understand her. Later common sense
was to reach out from the grim, matter
of fact depths of his nature and grasp
his sentimentality until it hurt him.

“Oh, It's a little story of what might
have been years ago In Red Nugget
guleh, Californin. My father was out
there after gold, like the rest, and he
fell in with a man with whom he made
a partnership In a general store. Some-
times in exchange for goods they took
clalms. At frst they made a lot of
money, and then they lost nearly every
penny In trylng to develop a clalm that
falled. Well, each blamed the other,
and they decided to separate.  They
conld deelde on no other way than to
cut the eards. 8o they sat down one
day and cut, and some things fell to
my father and some to his partner.
And the papers were drawn up and the
division made. A week after that a
claim which had gone to my father's
partner began to develop. It proved a

Go on; | am In-

find. My father's partner made the
beginning of a great fortune that
way."

“Well?* sald the glrl

“Now, the shanty that served for the
store had fallen to my father, not the
stock, which went to pay the firm’s
debts. Three weeks after this my fa-
ther sat talking with a mining expert,
who spoke of the big find on my fa-
ther’s former partner’s lucky claim,
and he stated boastfully, to show his
value as an expert probably, that he
had told my father's partner—we will
call bim Smith—that the claim was ex-
tremely valuable. This set my father
to thinking. Swith belleved the elalm
to be valuable. But my father could
but acknowledge that the man had giv-
en him a chance, even If he had dishon-
estly hidden hLis notion of the claim.
That day my father happened In the
abandoned store. On the table were
the two packs of dirty ecards Just as
they had been left the day of the divi-

slon. They had cut In the bare Inner
room, which bhadn't been disturbed
slnce, My father picked up these In-

struments of his bad luck, and he saw
that the pack Smith had used had been
marked.”

“How awful!" the listener sald. “And
you might have had money If It hadn't
been”—

“If It badp't been for Smith's dls-
honesty, yes, Miss Wolverton, But to
return to the story. My father went to
Smith, whom he aeccused, but Smith
looked him In the face and lnughed:
‘You are erazy, man. And you haven't
any proof. Who'd belleve you? "

“Was that the end of it?" the girl
asked gently.

“No: not the end of It. My father
ecould prove nothing Indeed. His affairs
went from bad to worse, He left Call-
fornia penniless., Later In the east he
accomulated the little money he was
able to leave me. But It was always a
hard struggle for him and my mother,
who died shortly after I was born."”

“And 8Smith? That's not the name.”

Melville hesitated.

“No; that's not the name. It's a well
known name, but we will let it remain
8mith. Everything Smith touched be-
eame money. e was accused of dis-
honesty many times In the course of
his eareer, but nothing ever was prov-
en. He succeeded and Is today one of
the powerful men of the country.”

They were silent, the girl grave.

“And that's the reason you think you
are not In the clags of Bertle Townley.
Well, T don't want you to be In that
class."”

“If you would eare that much,” gald
he half lightly, half earnestly.

“Oh, 1 llke you,” she sald cheerily, as

she might have sald she liked a fox ter-
rier.

“And the man's dishonesty was real-
Iy your blessing. It made you do things.
Oh, I know. [ know a lot of men, and
the men of the Far Westchester set are
50 tiresome."”

“Oh, thanks,” sald he lamely.

“But you mustn't be tiresome. Do
you see that lne there? That's Sandy
Hook. I know It. [ have seen It that
way a dozen times. And—I must be
going below. Oh, I have been so much
Interested.”

And she went away brightly smiling,
and he felt suddenly the least llke a
fool. The feeling was Inereased when
he found In the bustle of landing that
she had only a cool hand and a dlstant
“So glad to have met you" and no ac-
knowledgment of the fact that he had
asked to call, which she plainly had
evaded. He felt revengeful and a bit
of an anarchist. And the next morning
when he was reporting to Mr. Winfield
his success In London and belng com-
plimented by the company's head his
snecess seemed cheap. He had a ple-
ture before him of a bright, high bred
looking, exquisitely gowned young wo-
man surrounded by flippantly gay per-
sons whose world was not his and ney-

er could be, for when one s making his
way ploddingly, with no particular
ecapital, he can't reasonably expect that
way to be made before he may be gray
and all the deslre for pleasure, life's
good things, quite gone.

It may be supposed that Miss Wol-
verton put the young man of the At-
lantie out of her mind, Perhaps she
had some thoughts of him or else she
pever would have repeated the story he
had told her at n dinner where her fa-
ther was unusually her escort.
At a dinner one owes It as a duty to do
his part. Nell did not eare to be lack-
ing and wanted bher bonnet to be as
natty as another's and her story as
spirited.  For she waged a lttle strife
to make the world she knew hold her
Now she couldn't, try as she
woulil think of another story than the
e Melville bad told her,

“Mary Wintield introduced me to a
very entertalning man on the Lucania,
a man who does things, you know™

“What does be do, horses or yachts?”
sald Bertie Townley., *“Oh, 1 say, Nell,
vou dou't wean that serions faced chap

most

clivver

you ware mooning about with so
much ¥
“The very man” Miss Wolverton

sald without mruing color.

And she wold Melville's story.

“lHow extraordinary!” gasped Mrs
I'emberton.  *You do meet such strange
people at sea.”

“Business methods
dishonest,” sald Judge
pously. “Yet"

“Your story Isn't funny
eriticised Bertie Townley.

Samuel  Wolverton—1  should
“Sam.” the great Sam—held his
in his port,  He's o thin sharp featured,
sllent man, and looking at hlin one al-
ways wouders how he suceceded Ip
possessing such a daughter

Diriving home he sald to Nell:

“If 1 were you, 1 don't think I'd try
to tell stories at dinner.”

“Why. papa?”

“It's undigmled.”

“Do you think so?" she said petulant
ly. 8he usually had him well In hand.

“What dld you say that man's nawme
187" he asked after a moment.

“Burke Melville”

Suddenly she turned

“Papa, you were In California?”

are oftentlmes
Torbid pom-

enough,”

LHAY

I e

“Yes. What of t?"

“IMd you ever hear a story ke
that ¥

“1 have heard a lot of storles. Cali

fornia is full of 'em. Read DBret ITarte,
As for your acqualntance, he was prob
ably yarning.”

“No, no; he wasn't,"”

“What makes you think that?"

“He Isn't that kind of a man.”

“Nell, 1 think that you can take care
of yvoursell, but I don’t believe you can
judge men,”

“Oh, trust me for that,” she sald airily,
and at the moment she was indeed try-
Ing to judge no less a person than her
father. She had thought that she un
derstood him, Had she? e was fond
of her. He denled bher nothing, and she
loved him. But—there were depths she
could not fathom, and knew no
moere of his real life, even less, than an
outsider

But now a sudden fear possessed her.
She rushed ap stalrs to a little room
whieh shie used for her writing table
and her books, and eagerly ghe looked
for a paper In a certain Engllish magn-
wine, “American Milllonaires, No. X,
Samuel Wolverton,” Had she been
mistaken? And then she read: “The
beginoning of this extraordinary for
tune was in ‘66 in Red guleh, Califor

slie

nin Melville and  Wolverton woere
storekecpers who exehanged a sup
posedly bad delt for the now fomed

Bullfineh mine.  Wolverton bought out
hils partoer.'

For a minute
swim.

“Oh, If mamma were only here!”
glhrl gnid monulngly,

“It's true—trae, This Is all his and
not mine, every penny of It.  And he
knew when hie *old me, He kpew."

And she stole down to her father,

Bhe went toward him, the magazine
in hand and held it before him.  Wol
verton started.  [Te had never seen her
like thls, awl bher pallor frightened
him. And then he saw to what she
polnted.

“Was the story be told me true?

“What if It were?"

“What If It were?" she sald mocklog-
Iy. “You ecan’t understand ‘what Iif It
wire,” "

But the father sald quietly, with a
mastery of himself

“If It were true,
ouldn’t have soceeeded,

the room seemed to

that Melville
ITe hadn't It

In him. He would have falled at any-
thing. 1 eut loose from him.*
“But you haven't told me whether

the story Is troe”
“1 won't acknowledge or deny 1, he
gald at last, “What of it? You ought

not to find fault My wooey has made
you a position as fine as any o' ‘'em.”

“Good night,” sald the girl.

At the door he called to her;

“Nell, youn haven't kissed me good
night.”

“l ean't—tonight."

And she was gone,

“A woman can't
ness. S|he'll get over I
to sleep well that night. She was oot
at breakfast. Ile went to her room.
She was sleeping with a look that
frightened hilm. On his way down
town he stopped at his doctor's. “T am
troubled with that lnsomnia."

“Mr. Wolverton,” sald the practi-
tioner, “I have told you agaln and
agaln that you must let up on work
and worry.”

“1 know, 1 know,” said the great
man, “By the way, 1 wish you would
see Nell. I am worrled about her.”

He kept himself busied down town
until about 3 and then drove through
the park in the parade, a tired faced
man people pointed out,

As he eutered the house he heard
Nell's volee, e paused in the hall and
listened

“I amn glad to see you, Mr. Llelville,”
she was snying,

“1 had your note
promptly, I think.”

“Yes; promptly.”

“1 have passed you several times
but 1 don't believe you saw me," Mel
ville sald rather bitterly.,

He was thinking how charming she
appeared here I her own house. H:
was blaming hilms=elf for all that he
had thought of her, when her world, of
which he had that brlef glimpse, hae
been shut ont

“1 sent for you,” Nell went on, “t
nsk youn why you told me that stor
when—when you knew that your f:
ther's partner then—was—my father’

understand busi-
But he failed

"

and came here

The lstener started npa wmoved
ward the door and drew back

At last he heard

“Miss Wul
90, and 1 was a coward tot

“] am glad you told me” Nell sa

erton-—yes, It was o

humbly. for this was wo longer th
proud Miss Wolverton. She wondercd
At bherself. tears were o her eyves, ol
self control was far awa)

“1 don't know what made me

you, and yet I do kuow. | have led. |
do know now. You secmed so far oul
of wmy reach, and 1 wanted you to bhe |
my reach. Do you understand ¥

“I don't know that I understand,” the

girl said “l ean't seem to under
stamd.”

“*And Oh, you are crying. [ hav
hurt you. 1 wouldn't hurt yon for the
world."”

“Don't,” she sald. “Please don't.”

But he was saying:

“l know the reason now,
don't you see—-didu't you sce

After a moment the listener
Nell's volee: .

“It's best so. If you do, It rights it-
self. And-I see It clegrly. 1 know
now why 1 didn't want you to be of
Bertle Townley's eclass You are a
man who does things—and will-a man
for a woman to be proud of, and-—yes

It was

heard

“You hold the marked cards.”

I thought 1 was
But since that

—It's all clear to me
Just flirting with you.
night 1 know It was more.

Presently the portiere
aside.

Wolverton was possessed of a certain
grim humor, and Instinet for the man
agement of the quick erilsls was the
measure of his success In affalrs,

wins pushed

“1 am Samuel Wolverton, and you
are Burke Melville,” he sald, *“I lis
tened to your conversation. 1 won't
apologize. I am glad I did 1t. It seems

to me, Mpr, Melville, that your father's
son has It back at me now, It secews
to me that you hold the marked cards.”
e stopped and looked at the two and
then went on: “Mr. Melville, what's It
the ministers say? [ am not muech at
going to church. But don’t they say
that when a man has wronged another
the best amends he can make s con-
fesslon of his faunlt?”

But although a mowent after the
young man extended hils hand Wolver-
ton was conscious that his daughter,
whom he held his dearest possesslon,
pever would be the same to him, that
distrust lay between them, that at the
helght of bis success Melville's son had
turned the marked eards agalnst him,

Trouhle With a Telescope.

Continued observation with the tele-
scope of the Yerkes observatory re-
vealed the unpleasant exlstence of a
number of curions streaks of light run-
nlng horlzontally, whose appearance
had eertalnly never been notleed be-
fore and gave rise to redoubled un-
easiness. And yet everything seemed
fight with the glass viewed externally
and the most searching Investigation
*ould discover no cause.

At last In desperation the eyeplece
and was unserewed, and [Professor
Ellerman, the slimmest of the party,
wans bidden to crawl, as he well could
lo, along In the tube itself, and see If
he could discover aught amiss. He
srept along well enough, so wide Is the
tube, till he got beyond the center,
when the telescope began to turn over
with his weight, and he would have
slld down on the top of the glass had
a0t the other end been promptly selzed
ind held fast. Then he continued his
Journey, and In apotbher moment bad
discovered the unsuspected author of
the wischief, an overindustrious spider
and her equally hardworking progeny,
who had succeeded In filling up the
entire end of the tube with a mass of
crobwebs In the hope of catching what
must bave been wholly Imaginary flles,
The webs and thelr splders were care-
fully removed, and from that day to
this the bebavior of the Yerkes 40 inch
zlass has been all that heart could de-
ilre.—~Good Words.

Waaste, Rest and Exercine,

William M. Evarts was a marvel of
intellectual vitality to an advanced
age, and he used to explain It by say-
Ing that be slept late In the mornlng
and never took any exercise. ‘There
is no advantage In getting up early In
the morning If you need the sleep.
Many a man Is burning the candle at
both ends by getting up at an early
bour simply because hils housekeeping
Is adjusted to that programme, As to
physical exercise, Mr. Evarts had dis-
sovered for bimself what our physiolo-
are now begioning to  teach—
maely, that if & man consumes tissue
in bard iutellectunl work the way to
repadr the loss 1s by resting and not
by consuming more tissue in physical
exercise. To the majority of brain
workers oxygenization of the blood |s
far more Important than physieal exer-
clse, and there are two very good ways
to secure that: Sleep with your bed-
room window wide open o summer
and winter, and, If you ecan afford It,
keep a horse and drive in the open alr.
—DBoston Watchman,

Llsts

An Easy Matter,

“The reason some men don't get
along happlly,” sald Mr. Meckton, “ls
that they don’t know how to manage a
wife,”

“You know this?

was the skeptical

query.

“Certalnly. It Is the slmplest thing
In the world. All you have to do Is 10
say ‘yes’ whenever she wants any

thing and always let her bave bher own
way."-=Washingtoo Star,

BOLTON'S LAS

YEAR.
The Way lie S t paring For
Mis Den .

“Billy Dol I rg brew
er, was a very vl '
host of i 4
to the New Y . i
In Lansing!
ceris, and b it
all the salod

“One day al
slcians tol i
dizease and chat | , d not
live more thoan a I ¥ took 1 r
word for It and o
make the fur fy while I was lert
He had pever traveld il so he
decided to go around rld

“He took with lend
.Ihl II:I'lII_! I o | i tliey
went. They left a1 ]
¢s through all t J Faarope
and the queer awl IMinces af
Asla and 1 \

Tlil"l\ (A ne

with him the most macvelous «

of souvenirs and present that any
man not a professional colleetor ever
brought into this country I'he dutles
Aamounted to 85,000

“AN d Im Lansingburg, Billy bired
the town ball, sent | 1 ng boxes
tiled with these orle wnd Evropean
freasures ap to t hall and lind them
all taken out and p exhibition as
though for a church fal Upon each
artiele he marked the name of some
friend whom he wished to remember
with a gln I'here v v hundreds In
this eategory, but Billy had presents
for them ;

“On the day appolnted for the pres
entation he invited his army of feiends
to the town hall F'o each he turned
over the pr t seleeted for Libm, amd
nmkl the chevrs of his grateful and ad
miring fellow rtownsmen the hall was
stripped of 1ts beautiful things

“When the last present had been
placed In the hands of lts reciplent,
Billy went back to his home and Iny
down to dl Within the year his phy
slelans’ proplhieey came true, and the
town gave him the funeral that
any man ever had.'

“Why Don't It Bostt™

We quote from The Century an an
ecdote related as one of " A Woman's
Experiences Durlng the 8 I Vicks
buarg:"

speaking of fuses, the rector told us
one day a very Tfunny thing tbhat he
had seen duari one of his trips to
town, Every day, as lotng as the slege
countinued, he erossed that hosplital
Hdge and passed over the most expos
od streets on hils way to the chureh,
plways earrying with him his pocket
communion service, apparently staund-
ing an even chance of burying the
e comforting the dying or belug
blmsel? brought home wmalmed or cold
in h 11 leaving was n dally

1 to those whi watched him
vanish over the brow of the hill, One
eveuing, coming back In the dusk, he
Baw a burly wagoner slip off his horse
and get under it In a burry His head
nppeared, bobbing out first from one
side, then (rom the other Above him
In the ale, bobibing, toeo, amd with a
quick, uvneasy motion, was a luminous
spark After o full minute speut In
vigorous dodging the man came out to
prospect.  The suppesed fuse was still

there, burninug brilllantly, “Darn the
thilng,” he rauted, “why don't It
bust?’ 1le had been playing hide and
goek for OO0 s 1s with a fine specl-
® of our southerg Hgbtnlug bug, or
lirefy !
Golng Into n Safer Hosiness,
It was (as morning nas

Iv's tirst

newspaper carrle | 1 8lde to slde
of the avenue he Lareied, dropping the
moist shieets in vestibules and running
them in the pace between the door
and sill Finally he eame to a bhouse

that was separnted from the sldewalk

by an urn studded yanl  Cassldy open-

ed the iron gute and walked up the
Btone path e knelt in the vestibule
and started ruuning the paper under
the door. An upper window was ralsed,

called
You are awful

and a woman's vole
“Is that you. liarry?

late. I hear the milk carts rattling.”
Cassldy thought it best to remain
quiet. The volee continued
“You neecdn’t think I'm coming down
at such an hour! The Idea of you, n
married man, coming home at soch a

time! Lost your key, as usual? Well
cateh this one.”

A heavy plece of brass shot two sto
rles. There was a heavy fall, and the
vestibule resembled a pressroom

RBome one found Cassidy smokling his
pipe In the “accldent ward.”

“Golng back to the ecarrler route?
they asked

“Niver once more,” responded Cass)
dy. “OP'm goln back to war-ruk in th
quarry Thor's uo fallin knes thor;

only dynomited rocks.”—Chleago News

An Ahandoned Tenst.
Sir Hiram S, Muaxlino was once n vic

tim of one of the British war otlice’s
sudden  freaks When the Maxim
quick firlng gun was belng tested by
the Eovernmen with a view 1o la:--'lrnz
out Its weak poinis, s lnventor was
asked to have 10,000 rounds fired at the
|I'.;_‘|!!"-[ ||r-‘-~|'_|' ‘i"'l I'hae expert
went was suceessfully earried out, but
the chalrman of the commibttee of In
vestigntion was still unsatistied

“That's very well ns far as It goes
he exclalined, "but could you guaran
tee your gun to go on firlng automatie
ally at the same rate for, say, 24
hours

“l ean,” was the qulet reply, “and |
will—on one condition.”

“And than Is?

“That the governiment Ands and pava
for the ammunitlon.”

At st the commitieg
to close with the offer, but whoet
discovered that S4.000 ronnds won
be fired and that the cost of the exper
ment would be something Hie £5700
they dispensed with the trial

Wers clinel

It wna

The Cost of Mistaken ldentlis

A man wus liued at a loeal court the
other day for a queer assault, when In
get up a queerer defense e wns

charged with having slipped up at the
back of two women palavering In an
alleyway and knocked thelr heads to
gether His defonsg that he
thought In the dark one of the women
He had gone home, the
wns out, and so the

n and 1t

wne

was his wile
half

the balrna were greet

better
fire,
guUpper was not iely

was

o hecame al
hie pletupedd

bt

most tragleally eloquent as
a hungry an
the nssault was
had to pav np

1 angry nminn's 1
sihile
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¢ Hotels and Summer Resorts

>

aid are poor economy. Buy
Our goods win trade for you, and
spot cash
ORDER BY MAIL.,
onse No. 1 Moca

I'o be popular require s good table
from us, to be sure of the best!

Smith’s Cash Store,

25 Market St., San Francisco, Cal.

Cheap grocerles don't satisfy

2] YOu no mor =See open prices,;

Mention this paper.
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Anxious to De ilis Feiend,

“There are plenty [ wen lo thls
world,” sald the head of |
dressing the clerk | had noted
luto the private ollice 0 trace
thelr successes directly to what the)
at frst cousldered fallures. | koew a
man who 20 years ago wias a clerk In
a clothing store His « loyer dls
charged hlm for Incon t
hunted through all tl 14
In town trying to get another
couldn’t tind one, und at la [
starved, he got a place as a brakeman
on oue of the rallroads loday he is

if that road, draw
year and regards

practically the head

n salary of $25,000 ;

the wan who Jdischarged bim long ago
A% the best friend he ever had Now,
he Is only one of hundreds of men who
have hnd shinllar experlences. 5o vou
see what at trst seems a misfortune
may often Lbe a renl blessing In dis
Kulse.”

The young man hid a yawn belind
his hand and, thinking of the llve
brolled lobst he had the nlght belore

L certein soft eyed creature to

fro tl weene, languidly re

I know that has frequently
bLappened Mid you want to speak to
me about anything In particular this
morning, Mr. Yomsley ¥

“Oh, no; oothing of specinl lLnpor
tnnee,”  the old  geotleman  replied

“only I'm going to give you a chance

to look b some day and regard me
1@ your best friend. Goodby. 1 hope
you'll have all nds of success at
whatever yvou declde to go at."—Chl

cago Heralid

Ponles nnd Rellgloos Hookas,
There Is one kind of business, accord
Ing to & New York man prominent In

It, that does not enjoy easy lnancinl

condition: It Is that of publishing de
votional and rellglons Hteeature, This
publisher explained this anowmal
condition a= follows

“When  everybody Is  prosperons
there Is no very great demand for om
publieatio People are happy. and
| they do not go to chureh to any greot
lextent, Preachers will tell you that
chureh attendance I8 never 8o good In

progperous thmes as it is In periods of
finauelal stralts

“Let a panle however, At
first our business feels It as keenly as
any other line
buying
are obliged to have,

cothe on,

I"eople suddenly cense
except what they

As times fall to
lmprove, people take more to golng to

everyvthing

church,  Attendance  Increases  very
perceptibly. In a few weeks we can
tell it In our buslness. There s a |
|greatly Inereased  demand  for devo
tlonal books of all kinds, The bust |
ness lnereases, and at the very height |

of the financlal troubles we do the
largest business. As times get better
you can see our trade In this llne of
publleations gradually drop off uuntil,
when preosperity again comes round,
we settle down to a normal
quite diferent from the boom we had
New York Tihmes
Life Aboard an Arctle Bont,

The days and weeks pass without our
taking any account of them, We get
up at G:30 In the morning. At 7 we
At 8 we bave breakrast,

Then we work till
have supper, after
which we smoke and play cards or
chess till bedtime. [t 18 not at all cold
Rarely does the thermometer descend
below zero  Yesterday the sun shone
glorlously.  The lce reflected it with a
blinding glare and In brilllant colors

The ship has withstood all the as
saults of the lee. It is splendld to see
how It breaks up lee that |s sometimes
four feet thick At other
thuoes, when It 1s even thicker, the ship
is rusbed against 1t at full steam. The
thock splits and breaks It very often
for n distance of 40 or 50 yards, The
Duke of Abruzzi s always on the
bridge and loses no opportunity of get.
ting ahead Sometimes he does not
even come down to his meals. When-
ever we get the smallest opening, he
orders ns to go on, and we are glad of
I, because the more we advance at the
present time the less we shall have to
do next year.— Leslie’s Monthly

Iween enjoying.”

feed the dogs,
and at 12 we dine,
g0, when we

three or

Trapa In French.

A frequent trap In French for the an
wary s the difference of meaning In
sl For example, “falre
fen™ weans to fre a gun, while “faire
du feu” means to light a Are; *“tomber

lar phrases

par terre” conveys the 1dea of falling
to the ground from one's own helight,
whereas “tomber a terre” means to
fall fromm any height—In other words

to tumble down and to tumble off. In

the same way “traiter de fat” means
to call a man a fop and *“traiter en
rol” to treat him like a king The
English word “bore”™ may be expresaed
In two ways—"un raseur” gives the

Iden of an actlve bore and “une bassi
nolre” of a passive bore.~Academy

Most I nwholesome,
“1 think 'l have some of those crul
lers,” salil Joones at the lunebh counter
‘Don’t you want some 1

“No," repllad Smith. *“They doun't
agree with me.”

“That g0 ™'

“Yes; | couldn’t even eat the hole in

one withont getting dyspepsia.”—1hil
ndelpbia Record

A Gond Neginning.

He (passiouately)—~What difference
does It make where we go on a wed
ding trip?

She—But don’'t you think we should
speid enough money to keep up ap

pearances?- Dotrolt Free Fress

businesa |

lmporwers and Deaiers in
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| Writlng and
& IOWNt_ . CARD BTOCK

Werappling...
STRAW AND BINDERS' BOARD
BO=-OT="=it | Filrst St.
TEL. MAIN 199, 25 SAN FRANCISCO

BLAKE,
MOFFITT

CHAS. CAMM
For § years with
0. E. Whitoey & Co.

NEW COMMISSION HOUSE

MARTIN, CAMM & C0.

121=123 Davis St,, Ssan Franclsco,

General Commission and
Produce.
Specialty, Butter, Eggs and Cheese,

Yourjeonsignments sollelted

Most
Healthiul Coffee
In the World.

All the world knows that coffee in
excessive use is injurious.  And yet
the cotlee lover cannot stand taste-
less cereals,  There has to this time
been no happy medium between
Café Bland tills the void with the
best elements of both, It is richer
than straight cottee, and many will
not be easily convineed that it is
not all coflee, Wt we guarantee
that Café Bland contains less than
fifty per cent coflee, which is scien-
tittcally  blended with  nutritious
fruits and grains, thus not only
displacing over ifty per cent of the
callein, but neutralizing that which
remains and still retaining the rich
coflee lavor, To those who suffer
with the heart, to nl‘\'.-|'n-ll.1h-u and
to nervous people Café Bland s
especially recommended as a health-
ful and Celicious beverage, so satis-
fying that only the member of the
family miaking the change in the
coflee Knows there has been one,
More healthiful, richer and less ex-
pensive than straight coffee, Better
in every respect, 25 cents per Ib,
Yoar grocer will get it for you
Ask lor

|
|
| Pronounced eaf-fay—asccent on last syllable
|

Vestnl Virgines,
|  Ovid tells us that the trst temple of
| Vestn at Rome wos constructed of =at-
tled walls and roofed with thateh, Uke
the prim!tive huts of the inhabitants.
It was little othier than a elrcular cov-
ered [1|'1'[~l:r1'l' amnd was tended 1')’ the
anmareied girvls of the Infant commu-
nity It served us the public hearth
of Rome, and on It gll'l\\'\‘ll. unextin-
guished throughout the year, the sa-
cred fire which was supposed to have
been brought from Troy and the con-
tinuance of which was thought to be
llnked with the fortunes of the clty.
The name Vesta is belleved to be de
rived from the same root as the Sai
| skrit was, which means “‘t
Inhabit,” and shows that s!
goddess of home, and he
bearth as Its focus., At
| 18 but a large family, and o
mestle hearth was to the Lho. that
| the temple of the perpetual fire, L
| enme to the city. Every town had s
veeta, or common hearth, and the eol
onles derlved thelr fire from the moth-
er hearth

Bhould a vestal malden allov (he sa

dw

| ered fire to become extingul | sha
| was beaten by the grand ponti® till
| her blood flowed, and the 1ew fire wus
solemuly rekindled by rul bing togeth
l er of dry wood or by focusing of =un's
l rays The clreunlar form i domed

| roof of the temple of Vesta were sur
| ¥lvals of the prehlstorle huts of the

aborigines, which invariably
| round.—~Cornhill Magazine.

wore

Conldn’t Follow Him,

At a small country church in Eng-
land a newly married couple were just
recelving some advice from the elderly
vicar as to how they were to conduct
themselves and so always live bap-
pily.

“You must never both get cross at
once; It Is the Lhusband's duty to pro-
tect his wilfe whenever an occaslon
| arlses, and a wife must love, heonor
awnd obey ber husband and follow him
wherever e goes.”

“But, sir”— pleaded the young bride.

“l1 baven't yet finished,” remarked
| the clergyman, annoyed at the Inter-
ruption.

“She must”

“But, please, gir (In desperation),
can’t you alter that last part? My Lus-

band I8 golng to be a postman.”

A Queation,
Jack's father and mother were hav-

Ing a very heated discussion at the
| table one day. They entirely forgot
bim, and as the argument waxed

fiercer he looked from one to the other
with real concern on his chubby face.
I'resently during a lull he cleared the
- alr by asking, pointedly:

“Papa. did you marry mamma or did
| mamma warry you? —Brooklyn Life
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