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A CHANCE WOBD<

Myra Sydney waa sitting in the win
dow of bar little parlor watching the 
alow rising of a storm over the opposite 
aky. Even city streets have their oppor- 
tnnitiea. This street in whioh Miss Syd
ney dwelt waa in the outskirts of a sob 
urb, where building plots were still 
generously measured. It ran along the

Z r/  urb, where building plots were still

af a slope, and Mias Sydney's 
> i<a4 the further advantage of

rid«« « f  
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opposite a group of ««cant lots 
beyOnoNIhioh, above thPtOofS ..rijcluic 
neys ou E*e lower streets, a ltae ui blue
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«M stores. some nature« tier- are both 
UMapenionSlUo aialj cuni|<|j*auoi; ,u 1‘*« 
obangeful aspoots <n nstuta.’  Myra was 
one of theae. Slio would not tiave i t  
changed her little house \vifb its wide 
view for any other, however magnificat, 
whose boundaries were bnok walls alone; 

. „  . and sky, and sun, and hill made for tbe 
leisure moments of her busy life a per- 
gmtual and unwearying feast.

' , g The room in which Miss Sydney sat 
- expressed its owner, as rooms will, 
whether meant to do so or not. Ia no 
respect of size or shape did it differ from 
No. 11 on one side, or No. IS on the oth
er, yet its aspect was anything rather 
than oommonplaoe. The prevailing tint 
on the wall and floor was s soft olive, 
which made a background for brighter- 
oolored things; for the old Indian shuwl, 
which did duty as a portiere; for a couple 
of deep-bued eastern rugs; for pictures 
of various kinds and values,and a sprink
ling of brie a brae, odd ratber than val
uable, but bo oboaen aa to bo in thorongb 
harmony with ita surroundings.

Everything hud a use. No pitfalls 
yawned for unwary guests in the shape 
of minute tables, Queen Anne or other
wise, lsden with trumpery biscuit or 
Sevres, and ready to upset with a touch. 
A oonple of short, old-fashioned Bofss 
flanked the flre-plaoe on either aide, two 
or three easy-ohaira, and a firm set, low 
table, laden with books and periodicals, 
oompleted a sort of oircle, where ten or 
a dozen persons oonld gronp themselves 
aronnd the blaze. Miss Sydney herself, 
slight, vivid, and very simply dressed, 
but without an ungraceful point or fold, 
was in aooordanoe with her room.

The olook struck seven. The black 
elond had crept to the zenith, and now a 
strong gust of wind swept from beneath 
it, bringing on its wings the first drop of 
rain. Mrs. Sydney rose and shot tbo 
window. At that moment tba door bell

" " f t“ It's two girls with a parcel. Miss 
Myra,”  said Esther, tbe parlor maid. 
* They’d like to speak with you, they 
say.-’

Miss Sydney went out into her little 
entry. The girls, about the same age, 
wore of the nmdistakablesbop-girl type. 
“ You are from Snow A Asher's, I 
thiuk?” she said in her oourteons voice.

"Yea'm. Mr. Snow said he wasn't 
sure whioh of the nnder-wsists it was 
that you took, ao he sent both kinds, and 
will you try ’em on, please?”
. “ Certainly. Are you to wait for 

them?”
“ Yee'm.”
Miss Sydney made what haste she 

could, but before she returned the rain 
was falling in torrents. “ You must 
wait till it slackens,”  she said. "Yon'U 
be very wet if you don’t. Have you far 
to go?”

“ She hae,”  replied one of the girls, 
with an embarrassed giggle. “ I’m 
pretty near by, and tbe horse-ear runs 
just in front of the door. But Cary has 
to walk quite a long way, and her shoes 
is thin, too. She'd better wait, I guess, 
bnt I must go, anyway.”

Miss Sydney glanced at the shoes— 
cheap, paper-soled boots, with a dusty 
velvet bow sewed on the toe of eaoli, 
an i she, too, oonoluded that by all 
means, “ Cary”  mast wait.

“ Come in here," she said, leading the 
way into tbe parlor. Esther had now 
lighted the lamp. A little Are sparkled 
on the hearth. Myra drew an easy 
ehalr close to it. “ Sit down and have a 
thorough warming,”  she said. “ It's a 
chilly evening.”

••Yee’m.”
Tbe girl tbrnst the velvet bowed shoos 

whioh gapped for look of buttons, ont to 
the Are, and, half from embarrassment, 
held np a hand to shade her faoe. It waa 
n small hand, with an ambiguous red 
gem on the forefinger. The nsile were 
all bitten to the quiok, Mies Sydney

r
I

The face shaded by the band was not 
nnpretty. The brown eyea bad a straight
forward, honest glance, the month waa 
rather sweet, there was that delicacy of 
modeling, jnst bordering on fragility, 
whioh givea to theearly youth of so many 
American women a fleeting charm, it 
waa a faoe whioh softly-banded hair and 
a low knot would suit; bat with tbe bad 
teste af her class “ Cary”  had adopted the 
stole of eoiffnre whioh become her least. 
All the front hair wee an unkempt tangle 
of “ bang.”  At tbo book wee a mass of 
jate switches, braided end surmounted 
with i  gilt eemb, aad on tbe lop of the 

' l l  straw bat lined 
3 ted with a bed rag

k's tail. Tba drees, of eheaD 
I blue also, and waa frilled 

I into a senoatnre of the ore- 
A ruffle of soiled lace 

the girl's nook, beneath 
r a not over-clean muslin tie, 
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“ Yes,”  admitted lha girl, in rather an 
nnwilling tone. “ Bnt the only ouu I've 
got is purple, and it look# horrid with 
this blue." Noting dissent in ber com 
panion’» faoe, aha added; “ Wepoor girls 
can't have n wrap for every dress, like 
rich ladies do.”

“ No,”  said Mias Sydney, gently, “ I 
know it. I never attempt to have a diff
erent wrap for each dreaa I wear. I can
not afford it.”

"Cary”  stared. “ How queer!”  she 
began, then ohanged it to “ But you and 
us are quite different ma'am.”

There was something wistful in the 
faoe whioh touobed Myra Sydney. “ It 
will be time wasted, I dare say,’ ’ she 
said to herself, “ still I should like, just 
for onoe, to argue the dress question 
with a girl like this. She is one of a 
great class, and, poor things, they are so 
dreadfully foolish and ignorant.’ ’ She 
made no immediate reply to her com
panion, but rose and rang the bell.

“ I  am going to give you a cop of tea,’ ’ 
she said. “ Hark, how it rains! You 
nan't go yet, aud you will be less likely 
to take cold when yon go, if you start 
well warmed. B»><des. I  want to have 
you stay. I should like to have a little 
talk over this question of dress, whioh is 
so interesting to all of us women.” She 
smiled brigbtiy at her guest, who, aa if 
dazzled, watched the eutranoe of the 
tray with its babbling kettle, its plates 
of thin bread and butter, aud crisp, 
dainty ca tea; watched Myra measure the 
tea, warm the pot of gey Japanese ware, 
anil when the brew was ready, HU the 
thin-lipped cups, and drop in sugar aud 
cream.

“ How nicel”  she said, with a sigh of 
satisfaction. Her heart opened under 
tbe new unw-nted kindues»aud comfort, 
aud Miss Sydney had little difficulty iu 
learning what she wished to koow. 
Cary Thomas was the girl's name. She 
had lived “ at home" till two years ago. 
Did she like the city? Yes, she liked it 
well enough, but it was uot macli like 
home to board. She aud another girl 
th*t worked at Snow & Asher's had a 
room toirctl.sr ont Farewell street. 
They bail pretty goe>l times wheu they 
were uot too full of work, but iu the 
busy Season tije.v stayed So late at tbe 
store that they didn't waiit anything 
when they got home, except to go 
straight to bed. Thy got- seven dollars 
A «an ij'WO wiieu there was extra
work to do!

‘ 'Can yon lay UJ> anything ent of that?” 
askt'd Miss Sydney. t ■

“ No, ma'am, not a urntpnt least { 
don’t. There are some gu Is in t|ic store 
that do, but they've got sick friends to 
save for.”

“ Now," said Miss Sydney, having 
thus felt her way, “ to go hack to i*c 
jacket question. As I told you. I can't 
at all afford to have oue for ever, dress."

“ Can’t you, ma’am; and what do yon 
do then?”

“ I buy oue jacket whioh will do with 
everything I wear.”

“ But that isn't a suit,” said Cary, 
doubtfully.

“ No; but is it absolutely necessary 
that everything should be a suit?"

“ The girls at our Btnre think so much 
of suits,” she said in a puzzled tone of 
self-defense.

“ I know some |ieople haveu fancy for 
them, and they are very pretty some
times. But dou't you see that they must 
oost a great deal of money, and that 
working jieoule, you and myself for iu- 
stunce, ought to manage more care
fully ?”

“ So you work, ma'am?”
“ To be sure I lo. You look sur

prised. Ah, you thiuk that because I 
bave a little home of my own, and Live 
in a pretty room, I must be a tine lady 
with nothing to do. That’s a mistake of 
yonrs. I work Dearly as many hours as 
you do, and eurn the greater part of my 
own income, and I have to consult 
economy to keep my home and make it 
pluasuul, and uuioug the things whioh I 
can't afford to have are suits.”

“ I wish you would tell me how yon 
do, ma'um."

“ I will, though 1 am not in tbe habit 
of talking quite so freely about my af
fairs, but I'll tell you because it may 
give you an idea of bow to manage bet
ter for yonrself. In tho first place I 
keep to two or three colors. I have a 
black gown or two, and an olive brown, 
and this yellowish green that you see, 
and some lighter ones, white or pale yel
low. Now, with any of these the same 
bonnet will do. Ths one I am wearing 
now is black, with a little jet and pale 
yellow, and it does peifectly well with 
all my dresses, and so does my bluok 
cashmere jaeket, and my parasol aud 
gloves, which aro yellow also. Don't 
you see that there is an economy in this, 
and if I had a purple dress, aud a blue 
one and a brown, l should want a dif 
ferent bonnet for each, and different 
gloves and a different parasol?”

“ Why, yes, it docs seem so,” said Cary, 
drawing a long breath. “ I'd like to do 
something different myself, bnt I don’t
suppose I ’d know how----- ”

“ Would yon mind if I told you what 
I think?" asked Mvrs, gently.

“ No'rn, I'd thank von.”
“ It seems to me that the chief trouble 

with girls who work in stores, is that 
they care more for what they call being 
‘alyliah’ than for being either neat or 
prett. A young girl oan look her best in 
a simple dreis, if it is well put on and be
coming."

“ That’s what mother used to say, and 
Mark, he always liked me bestiu a white 
bib apron. To ba sure, be never saw me
in city clothes----- "

“ Is Mark your brother?” asked Myra, 
then abe smiled at ber own stupidity, for 
■nah a deep flush as mantled in Cary’s 
obeek is seldom evoked by tbe mention 
of a brother.

“ No'rn, be's jnst a—friend. His folks 
and mine live opposite."

"In  (lilmanton, and is he a farmer?" 
“ Hie father farms, and Mark works 

for him, bnt bis time is out in the spring 
end then be oalonlatea to set up for him
self.”

“ Does he ever oome to tbe city?”
"No, not onoe eiooe I was here, lint 

he speaks some of coming down along 
towards spring, and that’s one reason I 
like to look aa stylish as I can, so a not 
to be different from tho rest when Mark 
comes.’

" I  think in his plane I should prefer 
yon to be different,” said Miss Sydney, 
decidedly. “ Now,Cary, don't be offend
ed, bnt wbet yon girls eim et is to look 
like tbe ladies who come to tbe shop, 
isn’t it?—'stylish,' as yon wonld say?” 

“ Yes, I snppoae it is," admitted Cary. 
“ Weil, then, I must tell you the plain 

truth; you utterly fail in yonr attempt. 
No one wonld mistake a girl, dressed aa 
von are at this moment, for a lady; no
body I—bnt,” dian irding the deep flash 
on her compenii i'j cheeks, “ if I went 
into a shop, and ■* there a young lady 
aa pretty and aa delicately made es you 
are, Cary, with hair aa smooth aa satin, 
and a aimple gown that fitted 
exactly, and a oollar and cuffs 
as wni’e as enow, and perhaps 
a black silk apron or a white one, and 
with Beat shoes and nioe stockings, If I 
aaw a girl dressed like that, with noth 
iag costly, nothing that any girl nannot 
have, bnt everything fresh, and neat, 
and pretty, I should say to myself, 
‘There is s shop girl with the trne in
stincts of a lady.’ Ami, Cary—don’t 
think me impertinent—if Mark came to 
town and saw a girl Ilka in t  among tba 
•twwd of an tidy, overdressed ones at 
Baow A Asher's, I think the contrast 
WMM strike Mb  aa 11 woald me agree-

Eydaey passed, M r  frightened 
» r  own daring Cary looked steadily 
> the Are without h -caking. The rain 

Md. Mvrapases ,i threw bask 
, reveal g the w

through thin ylges of stood. Cary fol
lowed .her to the window. Her cheeks 
were It deep red, but there waa a frank 
aud grateful look in her eyea as sue 
•aid:

“ 1 mast be going now, ma'am. You've 
been ever ao kind to let me stuy. I 
■han't forget it, and—I guess you’re about 
right.”

“ I wonder if I said the right thing, or 
bavo done the least good?” queried Miss 
Sydney, as abe watched ber guest de
part.

It waa soma weeks before she had oc
casion again to visit Snow A Asher's, 
and she bail half forgotten the little iuoi- 
dant, when one day, entering the shop 
in quest of something, her attention was 
attracted by a face wbieh beamed with 

' sodden smiles at the sight of her. It 
| waa indeed Cary, but such a different 

Cary from the draggled vision of tbe wet 
evening! She still wore tbe blue dress, 
but the flounces bail been ripped off, and 
the front was hidden by a black silk 
apron. The tangle of hair was smoothed 
like ordinary waves; a white oollar with 
a knot of bine ribbon was round her 
ueuk; one of the objectionable rings bad 
disappeared, and so bail the yellow 
locket. So ohauged and so much pret
tier waa tbe little maiden that Miss Syd
ney scarcely knew her, till blush and 
smile pointed her ont.

She w. ited on her customer with as
siduity, and nuder cover of a box of 
rutiles they exchanged confidences. Did 
Miss Sydney think she looked better? 
Sbe was so glad. Tbe girls had 
laughed at her at first, but not so 
much now, and her room mate, Ellen 
Morris, had got heruelf an apron like 
hers. Miss Sydney left the shop with a 
pleasod amusement at her heart. She 
meant to go often, to keep a little hold 
on Cary, bnt cirenmstances took hor off 
to Florida soon afterward, and it was late 
in April when she returned.

“ That girl from Sue w k Asher's was 
here to see you about a week ago, 
ma’am,” said Esther the evening after 
her arrival. “ I told her yon was ex
pected Tuesday, aud she said she wonld 
come again to day, for sho wanted to 
speak to you particnlor, and she was go
ing away. There she is, now.”

Cary indeed it was, with a steady, 
manly-looking yonug fellow by her side.

" I t ’s Mark, Miss Sydney,” she said,by 
way of lotteductiou. Later, when Mark 
Lad walked over to the window to see 
the view, she explained further in a 
rapid undertone; “ lie came down two 
inouCLy ago, while you were awa.v, 

I nn' .iui, 1 came out to tell you, but you 
' was gone, him  —■ d¡¿J after to morrow I’m 
| goin g hack with him to Gilteioton. I 
. sold him he mast ?>ripg me cut to-night, 
f :—for 1 couldn't leave here without »UJ- 

fcg good bye to yon.”
“ You ura going to bo marrieflf"
“ Yes,”—with a happy look—"to  mor

row morning. And oh, Miss Sydney, 
what dy you think Mark says? Hu says 
if he'd found me looking like the rest of 
the girls at the Btoro, with false hair, and 
jewelry and all that, he’d never in the 
world have asked me at all. And I did 
l'ok  just that, you know. It was what 
vou said that rainy night that made me 
change, and except for that nothing 
would hare happened that has, and l 
shouldn’t be tho girl that I am.”

“ Bread on the waters,” though Myra, 
as u little later she watched the lovers 
walk down the Btreet. “ Such a little 
crumb, and snoli wide waters, yet it has 
come back! How impossible it seems, or 
would Beem, tf one did uot iiuve to be
lieve that what wn call chanoc and ac
cidents are Qod’s opportnuities by 
which He allows us to lend a helping 
hand in His work, not qnite understand
ing what we do, bnt knowing that 
guided by Him the smallest things end 
sometimes in great results.”

The Habit of Hurrying.

A medic d contemporary publishes 
some sensible, and yet, we fear, oppor
tune observations on what it calls the 
“ habit of harry” in modern business 
life. Tbe modern man of business 
dresses in a hurry; he breakfasts in a 
hurry; ho is in a liuny to catch histruin; 
he is in a hurry to get out of it. It is 
with hurry that he proceeds to his office, 
in a hurry that he ruadB his letters, that 
he answers them, that he passes his day, 
and that he returns to the station to 
catch his homeward-bound train. All 
this precipitation, this constant, daily, 
perpetual being in a hurry is altogether 
gratuitous, aud that it is the mero result 
ot a bail habit. Business men cannot 
afford not to seem to be in a burry. If 
one of them were to walk at a leisurely 
and deliberate pace to bia morning train, 
and saunter through the duy at the same 
rate, people would conclude that bo had 
either very little business to transact, or 
that he was remiss and lethargic in 
transacting it. Hence, he begins by as
suming a necessity for haste when 
none really exista; and, by degrees, 
habit becomes a second nature. That 
there is a good deal of truth in all this 
nobody who has observantly watched 
modern ways of life would dream of de
nying. Butin truth the habit of bustle, 
which is so marked a characteristic of

up by i 
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tions over whioh men have little or no 
oontrol. In the case of men of business 
there are necessarily certain days of the 
year—“ mail” days, for instance, or "bal
ancing" days—wheu there really does ex
ist a greater pressure of work than at 
other times. In those cases a “ push" 
has to lie made, and everybody con
cerned in getting the work done com
municates his own feverishness to his 
neighbors. But snob is the constitution 
of the human frame, snch the mechan
ism of the human temperament, that 
what is done frequently has a tendency 
to establish itself as a something that is 
always done. It even becomes a pleas
ure to some men at last, as well as a ne
cessity, to do things quickly. More
over, on the supposition that a man of 
business lives in the conntry, or in a 
semi rural suburb—which is the case 
with tbe majority—it is only natural that 
he should linger among his household 
gods till the last possible minute. It is 
so much pleasanter to go round to tbe 
btable to see how the azdeas are getting 
on, to count the ooming rosebuds, to 
linger on the dewy gravel path than to be 
in the noisy, dirty, steaming city. Then 
suddenly the watch is taken ont of the 
pocket to see what time it is, aud in or
der to catch the city train he “ mnst 
make a ran for it." Tbe day beguu in 
in that fashion probably is continued in 
that fashion. The train arrives at the 
tilace of departure five, ten, litteen min
utes late. The traveler begins to fidget 
and worry. He lias an appointment, 
and he fears he will be late for it. Pos
sibly he it. Thereby everything is 
thrown out of gear, and for the rest of 
the day he ia in the plight of Macanlay's 
Duke of Newcastle, whom the historian 
described aa losing half an hour in the 
morning and spending all the rest of the 

I day in a fntile attempt to oatoh it up. 
It ia easy enough to see bow if ia that the 
“ habit ot burry” ia set np, bnt much 
more difficult to perceive bow the setting 
np ot it ie to be avoided under tbs con
ditions of modern life, or how, when 
onoe set np. it is to be remedied. There 
is, however, this oomfort whioh men of 
business and tbe working bees of society 
may take to themselves, that moderu life 
very often aeema to spare tbe drones no 
leas. Certainly during the height of the 
London season ao persons aeqnire habits 
of harry More completely than people of 
fashion, ia  order to ooesame all the 
aaoaat of “ enjoyment”  that ia placed et 
their disposal they mast perpetually he 
in e hurry. How to be in the Row—in 
time; how to be beek for leach eon—In 
time; how to drew for diaavr—ia time; 
how to reaeh the thsster or the opera—

in time, these are problems of daily, of 
hourly oocurrenoe in tbe West End. The 
whole of modern life, whether la the 
centers of pleasure, or tho cen 
ter a of business ia domiua
ted by the desire to do too much, 
apd the consequent necessity of doing it 
with precipitation. It ia a horrible babit 
— a detrimental habit; we hail almost 
said a vulgar babit. The whole world is 
in a conspiracy to double, to treble tbe 
pace. And what is gained by it? Loss 
of temper, deterioration of manners, in 
jnrj to digestiou, increase of nervons 
diseases—these are the natural and in
evitable results of that high pressure to 
which we nearly all expose ourselves and 
subject each other. Who is made hap
pier by it, who wiser, who even richer?
Everything ia relative in this world, and

if everybody gallops nobody is better off 
than if everybody walked. But who will 
conseut to alter it? It would requiro a
universal consensus, and this is not at 
tainable.—Loudon Standard.

Discovery of Lithographic Stone.

An important and valuable diaoovery
has recently been made by a well known 
California artist. He waa ont on a 
sketching tour in Kern county, near Te- 
hachapi Pass, and becoming absorbed 
by tbe wild uml magnificent soenery, be 
wandered on from bill to hill, from peak 
to peak, until tie found himself com
pletely lost. His artistio eye was at
tracted by a bold, white cliff of rook 
standing ont boldly and sharply against 
the blue sky. He made a sketch of it 
•ml decided to take a nearer view. On 
oloser examination it proved to be com
posed of a stone with whioh be was quite 
familiar, and bad often had occasion to 
use in tbe pursuit of bis calling. This 
stone is only found, so far as known, in 
the celebrated quarries of Solenbofen in 
Batavia, not far from Munich.

He tested it with his knife and found 
it to have tile requisite hardness, of the 
same color and fineness, in fact a genu
ine lithographic stone for which France 
had offered so large a reward to anyone 
wtifi would discover a substitute. He at 
once.recognizod the value of his find— 
thero beiug but one other known quarry 
in the world of this peculiar stone. He 
came to the conclusion that though he 
hail lost himself he had found a valuable 
mine.

He selected pieces of the several varie
ties and soon found his way to camp. 
He came to San Francieoo, thoroughly 
tested the stone and found it tbe genuine 
article, aud then returned to his quirry 
and located the lnnd in conformity with 
the laws of the United States. On bis 
return he brought slabs wbicb have been 
tested by cumpeteot men. Both the 
atofie impressions (lithrographs) and 
sketches oaB fce seen at the ofli;-3 o{ J. A. 
Uoliiuson, 609 Montgomery street. The 
writer of this article, thinking it a find 
of great economic importance, consulted 
proper authorities and ascertain'd that 
the yearly consumption of this stone in 
San Francisoo alone (at fiom seven to 
sixty cents per pound, the price regulated 
by the size of the slab), was about Iwo 
thousand dollars, and that tbe Soleuho- 
fen quarry produced annually on an av
erage 13,000 cubic yards of lithrogrnphio 
sione, at a cost of 31,000,000, which sells 
for 810,000,000 Elisee Beclus, our au
thority, The importation and consump
tion of the United States for the year 
1830 was an average of 13\ tons per day. 
A protective tariff would protect this 
home industry, should the find prove of 
as much importance as it appears to be.

This quarry is extensive enough to 
more than supply tbe United States and 
add another important link to our indus
trial resources.

The Romance of a Pardon.

James MoDougall, who was sentenced 
to imprisonment in the Aubnrn, N. Y., 
prison for ten years in Oetober, 1877, 
for burglary in tbe first degree, has been 
pardoned. Tbe governor gives tbe fol
lowing excellent reasons for bis action:

“ The wife of the oonvict left him and 
for some time he could cot disoover her 
whereabouts. He learned that she was 
living with unother man, ostensibly as a 
domestic, but, as it now seems to be 
conceded, actually in a very different re 
lotion. The husband’s repeated requests 
that she'Bhould return toiiim aud restore 
his ohild, which she had taken with her, 
and his efforts in that direction were re
sented by the man with whom she was 
living. The crime of whioh the prisouer 
was oonvioted consisted in his bursting 
into tbe bouse where bis wife had taken 
up her abode, in tbe nigbt, apparently 
with the idea of reclaiming her and his 
child. He was confronted by tuo rusu 
who had alienated his wife and was bar 
boring ber and was shot by him and 
nearly killed. As soon as be had suffi
ciently recovered of his wounds to up- 
pear in court he was convicted of bur
glary in the first degree and sentenced to 
prison for ten years. I Nearly six years of 
his term of imprisonment having expired 
had but little difficulty in agreeing with 
the judge who sentenced him and the 
attorney who prosecuted the indictment, 
that he should be released.”

The Superstition About Thirteen.

A menu shaped like a coffin lid and a 
wine list in tho Bemblance of a ooffin 
rested beside the piste of each guest at 
last night's dinner of the Thirteen olub. 
Jndge David McAdam, of the city court, 
responded to the toast, "The Thirteen 
Club aud its Anti-Superstitions.” “ I'm 
not going to say anything funny,” began 
his honor, “ but I shall consider tbe sub
ject of superstition in a serious light 
(here he glanced at his waning taper) 
and in wht.t I shall say no offense is 
meant to any one present. The super
stition concerning the number thirteen 
is absurd and contrary to religion. I 
have a wife and eleven children; must I 
kill one of them every time I eat or else 
call in my mother-in-lawor the plumber? 
If fourteen people sit down to dine all 
mnst live the year out, or the force of 
theobjectiou to thirteen is broken. Will 
any reputable doctor oertify that bis vic
tims died of too muoh thirteen? Away 
with the vulgar superstition! There 
were thirteen cars on the pa-senger 
train at the Spnyten Dnyvil disaster, yet 
who held that fact accountable for tbe 
catastrophe? Every judge is president 
of a thirteen olub when there it a jury 
before him.—N. Y. World.————— ' # - —

The "  Ellen M. Gifford Sheltering 
Home for Animala” is soon to be built in 
the Brighton district of Boston. The 
lady whose name it will bear gave $'10,000 
for this humane purpose. A bonse will 
lie open on the first of Jnly to serve till 

I the permanent home is reedy. Small 
dogs will be boarded for seventy-five 
cents a week, cats for fifty and birds for 
thirty five. Poor pnsaies belonging to 
families that shut up the house and go 
away for vacation need not be turned 
into the street to live or die, any more. 
If papa and mamma forget to provide 
for her when pecking the trunks, the 
children will say, “ Kitty moat be taken 
to tbe Sheltering Honae.”—Watchman.

The Lee association of Mobile, Ala., ia 
making an earnest endeavor to obtain 
■nfficient fnnds for tbe erection of a suit
able monument or atatne to the memory 
at the late Admiral Raphael Homines, 
whose r. mains lie buried in that city. It' 
baa already raised for the purpose 
$333.33. to which has boon added a snb- 
arription of $100 by a gentleman from 
Oteagow, Scotland. The monumental 
committee of the Association has ad
dressed a circular to the people of the 
oonatry, from which it ia {earned that a 
sum of not leu than $10,000 or $1$ 000 
will be required for the work ia hand.

I AM NOW PREPARED
To say to my customers that I have one of the

MOST COMPLETE FALL A 
WINTER STOCKS 

OF GOODS
4

That ha» been placed on the market of Dallas.

Y ou  w ill find all the staple goods constantly on hand, and at prices 
leaving very small margins for profit.

Y ou  w ill find our stock o f  Boots and Shoes complete in quantity and 
quality, and at prices defying competition. Better goods and lower 
prices than can be had elsewhere, TH E BOSS BOOT BEIN G  A SPE
C IA L T Y .

It is a conceded faot that our Clothing and Furnishing Goods are 
cheaper than ever offered before in this market, and we only soil the 
beet. OREGON C IT Y  CLO TH IN G  A SPECIALTY.

Dress Goods, Velveteens, Silks and Satins, Laces and Ribbons, La
dies’ Fancy CoUarettes and Fichus, Kid and Cashmere Gloves, and all 
manner o f  Fancy Goods will be found especially cheap bargains. Our 
goods are up in tho latest styles in this department, and w e shall en
deavor to keep them so. AN D  D ON 'T FORGET TH E EM BROID
ERY.

Y ou  wiU be astonished at the prices being so low, after prioing goods 
elsewhere.

In  an ad. it is not possible to name all the goods in stook, put you 
will find nearly everything that is usually kept in a general store.

Please give us an opportunity to show our goods and name prioes to 
you when you desire to mako purchases.

M . M. ELLIS,
Red Brick, Main 8t., Dallas, Or. Successor to W . C. Brown-

STILL A T THE HEAD!!
J. D. LEE, TEE PIONEER

OF

Low Prices £  Good Goods,
Is still at his old stand, in

THE WHITE BRICK,
With an unusually

Large Stock of the Most 
Attractive Goods and 

Novelties,
Consisting of

Ottoman and Brocaded Silks and Ribbons, Ser
vian Suitings, English Checked Worsted, Satin 
Damasse, Armures, Moires |) Ottoman Cash
meres, Fancy and Staple

™ D R Y  GO O D S,- =
A full line of Men’s and 

Boys’ Clothing, Boots 
and Shoes of all 

grades,
HARDWARE, GROCERIES &  CROCKERY.

I will continue my regular importations o f 4

Poster’s Kid Gloves,
Sailer Lewin Co.’s Philadelphia Pine 

Shoes, Giant Steam Boots, 
and my own brand

Basket Fired Natural Leaf Tea.
“BED R O C K  PR IC ES.”

- T  I '  ! » -  J f e l  *

Main Street, - - DALLAS, OREGON. ̂

J. N. SMITH. GEO. E. GOOD.

S M IT H  & GOOD,
(Successors to E. S. Hubbell.)

Druggists^ Apothecaries,
Moore's Block, Commercial St., Salem, Or.

Always on hand, a full line of

Pure and Fresh Diugs,
TOZXJET AR T IC LE S ,

Perfumery, and everything usually found in a first- 
class Retail Drug Store.

P r e s c r ip t io n s  C a r e fu lly  C o m p o u n d ed  b y  e x p e r ie n e s d
<rwi|In«.

DALLAS PHARMACY.
B. M. SMITH,

Succeitor lo J. X. HYDE.

C o r .  Main & Mill Sts., - Dallas, Oregon.
■O '■ —

Having purchased tho well-known ooruer Drug Store, I  have replaced 
the old stock with a new and

C O M P L E T E  A S S O R T M E N T

-----OF-----

Drugs, Chemicals, Patent Medicines,
TOILET ARTICLES, Etc., Etc.

Also, a full Assortment o f

P A I N T S ,  O IL S , B R U S H E S ,
And everything portnining to a FIRST-CLASS DRUG STORE.

X have also secured the services o f  a competent 
aud experienced PHARMACIST from the East, 

who will be found at the Store at all 
hours, DAY OR NIGH T.

W e m ake a Specialty o f  filling Prescriptions aud 
Family Recipes with the best o f Drugs, 

aud ut reasonable rates.

G I V E  I T S  -A. 0 - A _ I j X j !

H. W . LYONS. C. P. SU LLIVA N .

LYONS 4  SULLIVAN, _

REAL ESTATE AGENTS,
DALLAS, POLK COUNTY, OR.

We have for sale on easy terms, farms of all 
sizes from forty acres upward. Also,

GOVERNMENT AND RAILROAD LAND, 
TIMBER LANDS, STOCK RANCHES, 

TOWN PROPERTY, SAW MILLS,
ETC., ETC., ETC.

Parties wishing to Bny or Sell should call and see us.
1ST ALL INQUIRIES CONCERNING LAND PROMPTLY ANSWERED.

L Y O N S  &  S U L L I V A N ,

Office on Main Street, two doors North of Post Office.

JOHNSON, LUNN & CO.,
D E A L E R S  IN

D ry Goods, Clothing, H ats, Caps, Boots 
and Sh.oes,

A fu l l  lin e o f  Furnitthiny Goode and Staple G roceries  
which we are prep ared  to sell A T  T H E  V E R Y  LO W EST  
RA TES.

All Kinds of Farm Produce taken in Exchange for Goods. 

JOHNSON, LUNN & CO., Commercial Street, Salem

Closing Out Sale!
$15,000

STO C K  O F G O O D S!
To be Slaughtered in the next Ninety

Days, as wc desire? t£ Retire _ 
from Business.

Those wishing to purchase will do well to call 
upon us before making their selections.

To our line of LADIES’ DRESS GOODS, BOOTS, 
SHOES, and GENTLEMEN’S CLOTHING we call
your special attention.

N. B.—Those indebted to us MUST SETTLE 
before the 15th of November.

BETTMAN & ROSENBLATT,
M ain St., Dallas, Oregon.

JA SP E R  R. M IL L E R ,
(.IFfC A ’M O R TO t tm O B  <* M I L L k R  )

DRUGGIST &  APOTHECARY,
DKCAI.F.I* IN

DZVC7CS, C H E M IC A L S , P E R T U M E R Y , 
Stationary, Toilet Articles, Xto., Bto.

' A L W A Y S  OK H AK D  A FIN E  L IK E  OF

; MEERSCHAUM PIPES, CIGARS, TOBACCO. El$.
| Mill Street, Dallas, Oregon.


