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New Spring Stvles

Correct Furnishings, Stylish Hats

and Smart Clothing from the

Worlds Best Makers
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No
Use
Telling

Our Suits Range in Price from

$10.00

W hat
todo

and
along
to

$35.00

(Always in Earnest)

- TOGGERY BILL
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JACK’S EASTER.

IKE the domes and plnnacles of
a ity celestial glitterad the oy
rmange of the Sangre de Crisio.
The valley was spriokled with
Bris and columbine.

The breath of spring softly stirred
Rhe pines In the canyon. Brimstone
Guich awoke to Easter mornlng—
awuke with bloodshot eyes and shaky
§ T

There had been a bhot time the night
Defore at Sandy Pete’'s saloon. But
Shis morning Sandy Pete, with his
sohiorss, was busily employed 1o sbek-
g up. for there were to be Baster
services bheld o the place for the fArst
Hme io the history of Brimstone Gulch

This was the way of it:

The youug wife of the superintend
ot of the Love Star mine,
SVYery man, wolnnn,
whild apnd dog v the
wenup adored. had
faken wmatters into
her own pretty |
Bands ;

She had lwported [y
a gospel sharp from P |
DPenver and bad
formed the chlidren
\d the cawmp Into &
choras and ught
them, the sougs for §
the day, Bhe Lad,
muoreover, the nlght
Defore lovited the
boywx lncluding
many of the tough-
&l sind most prom.
et eltlzens  of
Brimstone Gulch,
oy W ber coltage
#o0 benr the rebearsal of the
suuslc.

It all emame back to Huerfane Jack
& he lny under the pioes this morn-
fug. the scene of the nlght before—the
sweet, daioty ludy 1o her white gown,
the sound of the plano, the suft lamp-
Mght nud the happy volces of the chil
dren rvinglng out o the hymo;

Fve found » friend in Jesus
Hae's everyvihing to me;
Be's the falrest of ten thousand 1o my saul
The Lily of the Valley,
In him wlone | see

AN | nend Lo cleanse and make me fully
whole,

The words were set to swinging
wmusle, and all the boys had whistled
the tone ap they came down the trall
#rom the superivtendent's cottage to
vahe saloon.

They rang now in Huerfano Jack's
‘head.  Cattle thief, desperado, mur
derer a8 be was, he was (rylng to hum

"JACE, NUMP YOUR
L™

Easter

~them:

He's the Lily of the Valley,
The bright and morning star,
@v's the falrest of ten thousand to my soul
The Lily of the Valley—she had the
‘oo full of the Bowers the might be-

| ¥ere; sbe wore thew o her breast; sbe
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whom |

gave a spray to each one of the boys
a8 they eame away. Huerfano Juck
turned suddenly and pressed Lis flerce,
scarred face against a withered clus
ter of the tiny white bells pinned on
his rough corduroy jacket

A rustie (o the ploes; a pallid, ter
rified face peering down at him  “For
God's sake, Jack, huwmp yourself!™
whispered Monte Jim. “Bill Wilcox,
the sheriff from Pueblo, and two of
his deputies are after you for that
business In Trinidad. Get across the
guleh if you can and lose yourself om
the other side of the range. Run like
mad!™

- L L] . L] L]

It was just at the moment that the
superintendent and his wife walked
townrd the open
door of the saloon,
with thelr clerieal
guest from Deaover,
that Bl Wilcox
firedd at the skulk-
ing figure in the
pinea close by.

Huerfano Jack
ran forward s few
steps, threw up his
bands, turned
arcund and fell at
the feet of the
lady.

She screamed
, once aod then sank
oo her kneeas be-
gide him, taking
bis head on her
arm and trying in
vain o stunch the
blood from the great hole in his breast
with her dainty bandkerchief

“0Oh, poor man—poor wan!" she sob-
hed. “Oh, why did you kill him? she
usked as Bl Wieox came up, his
revolver yet smoking aud his bulldog
fuce white and stern

Hut before the sheriff could answer

WITH DIVINE FITY.

! Huerfano Jack spoke In a singularly

clear nnd farreaching volee: " Because
| am a thief snd murderer. Dut, mis
erable dog that | am, you, lady, have
given me the only bappiness [ bave
ever knowny "

His glazluy eyes sought the lovely

face OHed with divine pity bending
over him. Perbaps she read the petl-
tlon In those dylng eyoes,

she unfastened the lilles Iu bher gown
and gently lnld them over his bleeding
hireast,

The volces of the children rang out

fromn thelr finul Easter rehearsal 1o
the saloun;
He's the Lily of the Vallay,
The bright and morning star-
Huerfuno Juck smiled, “The Hiy—

of —the—valley.,” bhe murmured,
Hisx bands suddenly closed tensely
over the dowers on his heart.

He's the LAY of the Valley,
in him slone 1 seo
All | nead to cleanse and make me fully
whole,

camwe the sweet, chlldish volces from |
tn:]‘mﬂ& . }

Simplicity is, of all thiags, the bard-
est 10 be copled.—Btesls,

|
I

HE Wly s regarded as a salnt
amwong flowers, und the reason
lilles are so largely used in the
decoration of cburches ls oot

only becnuse they are the most perfect
of Boral wypes. but because of their
symbolle meaning

One beautiful old bellef about the
Hly relates that the candidates for the
Virgin Mnary's band after baving
sought the Lord's bDlessing each left
his own staff in the temple o the
evenlng. The next morulug the dry
rod of Joseph was found green and
blossomed with llly Sowers.

Another pretty legend |s that Mary
on her way to the temple plucked a
Iy, and vpon pressing it to her breast
it became white. “Lily of the Virgin™
“Madonna flower” and several other
mystienl pames were giveu to the Wy
and have reference o this legend.

A German bellef points to the Harz
mountaios ns the birthplace of the
white lly. A beautiful girl oamed
Allce was carried off by a wicked
jord Just as he reached his castle
the guardiap spirit of the place wrest
o1 the girl from his arms. Oup the place
touched by the feet of this lunocent
mald sprang the white Uy
is belleved Ly the peasanpts of the
Harz mouotaios. and every year bup
dreds of them muke a pligrimage to

This story |

the castle to bebold the dazzling beau. |

ty of the flower that flourishes there.

Another German legend runs this
way and relates to the “red” WUly:
Once the garden of Gethsemane Was

full of Bowers of all kinds and among

them none so lovely as the splendid
lly, with her clostering bells proudly
ppright. 1t was evenlng. apd the
Lord came to walk in his garden. As
he passed along each fower bowed
before bhim, but when be came o the
Hly ber haughty head remaloed erect
definnt 1o ber consclous besuty. The
Lord paused and locked at her for a
second She braved the mild eye of
reproof, then slowly bent her bead,
while blushes swept over ber. St
the Lord's gaze rested on her. Lower
sauk ber head, deeper burned ber
erimson, theu tear after tear welled
up o ber Uy cups. At this the
Lord passed on. When morulug came
all the fowers lifted thelr bheads—all
but the Wy, that once was white
quesn among them, Her bead remaln.

' services were over—the French army

ed bowed In shame. To this day she |

blushes over Ler sin of vanity, and
the clear crysini tears of repentance
stlll sway In the cups of the fower
that refused to bend before the Lord

An Eastear Miracle.

It was In the year L7600, when the ' They pad and wear cheap bangs and curls

armies of Napoleon were passiug over

You nesdn't laugh | boldly
the contunent of Europe and conguer And stake my honor on u—-m

ing all that came o thelr way,

It was Easter morning, and the sus Witk my new dress

4
|
|

shone brightly oo Feldkirch, a muel
town situated o the Il river, Just |
within the borders of Austria. Thr|
I} dows into the Hhine |

Quite early oo this morning there
suddenly appearsd on the helghta
above the town to the west the glit-
tering wenpous of 18,000 French sol
diers, the division onder the command
of Uenernl Massena,

There was s hasty assembling of
the town council, and it was decided
that a deputation be sent to Massena
with the keys of the town and a pets-
ton for mercy.

lo the midst of all the counfusion of
the burrylog to and fro and the anx-
lous consuitation the old dean of the
cburch stood up serene as wan the
morning. with no thought of fear ln[
his brave Christian heart

“It 4 Easter day,” he sald. “Wo
bave been reckoning onm our own
strevgth, and it Is put weakness, Let
us ring the bells and bhave service as
usoal. We will leave our troubles in
the bands of the Higher Power.”

Soon from all the church spires of
Feldkirch the bells eang out Joyously
The swreets became thronged with wor-
shipers on thelr way to church. Loud-
er and wore trinmphant pealed the
bells as they rong out the glad wmes
sage. and the bills, putting on thelr
new green, ochoed back: “Christ Is
risen, He I8 risen from the dead.”

The Freuch army bheard the sounds
of rejolcing. and Massena concloded
there couid be but ope reason for It
He was sure thut the Austrian army
had arrived In 1he night

He ordered hls men to break up
camp, and almost pefore the bells had
ceased ringing—iong before Easter

was In orderly retreat

By noon not a tent, not a soldier,
not o glittering bayonet. was to be
seen on the helghts above Feldkireh.—
Boston Globe,

“I'm glad that Easter Sunday’s here,"
Bald Mre. Henry Gray. X
“My bonnet new and other gear
I'll wear to enurch today.
A vein of glory will pervade
My aymn of praise and prayer,
For when my tollet 19 dispiayed
Huw Mrs UHilas will stare!

“1 Late that harrid Mrs, Brown,
With all her quirks and smiles,

Of wil the womaen in the town
Hhe apes the coarsvst styles.

Bhe Lought her hunnet way last spring
And wWwiars It now for pew,

And us for that old Thompson thing,
1 vow | hate ber tool

“I hear Miss Jones, the cross eyed cat.
Has bought & new pakay

And terra cotta Faris hat
To wear W churoh 1044y,

And Helen White nan got & dress
They say s just divise.

Come, Mr., Uray, and do you guess
It's balf as swset au mine?

“Theve g0 thowe awlful Blllings giris
They paint and powder too.

They do—I kvow they deol

Fll paralyse them all

oy S
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ALLOW US TO FURNISH YOU

ESTIMATES & PLANS

We can furnish you with the nost perfect plans—give von
gaving estimates and specifications and will
promptly and satisfactorily.

Best of S eattle

n'(lllilill‘f
reforences,

correct PHIGTIL 4
n]:l'l'.‘[ll- i
operations

building
Oy

amounted to over #300,000 last vear,

Architects and Builders
In Every Meaning of the Word

OHNS & TURNLER

« ¢ | 44 OFFICE OVER NICHOLSON HARDWARE COMPANY.
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Pinched Pluma,

The mistroas of the unthemationl
Cluxs was muthematizing for ber wmth
einrlen) puplls, whibhe Ree ot baernt
lead pupils were lwardly oot hvioath
g ws thena L ies,

LT T T 1 R TR T B TR
I bhod w pound of ploms’”

At which polut 0 ol e by
bow wuch better sbe vould st
bher example to ber youthfol b
If she renlly Bod o poatad of pann
:‘I'!

“Mary," she sald o o il of elehie

bere's wltpenge. Go out amd get o
# ponnd of plums.  And as P'w @l
to give them o the end to the g
who gets the som elghit frst be s
M4uﬂ°yuH|HU'IMﬂH_lepnhh LTI
ur two ]Ilnl 1o wee thnot they nre whob
Bore'”

A few minotes nnd Mary bhad retorm
ed. With fushed face and telvmphini!
eyes she appronchied the teachor's dosh
AR one worthy of commendntion il
plumped down a bag of plums and the
slxpence.

“There, mum!” she snld, =1 ploched
one or two, as you told me, and when
the man wasn't looklng | plnched the
blessed lot!"—London Answers,

Musle Writing Made Easy.
Mlle. Balle was In the elghteenth
century the most accompllshed and
fascloating ballgteuse at the famous
hmh?pon In _uddl.uon .to h!r oth-

with extruordiniry artistic wkill ap’ | Wence In the style of Bcotl In thrée

depth of expression. Bhe onee ool
fided to Rainean,
that her ardont wish was to e abile to
compose and asked him to give her o
fow lessons lu the art. "Nothiug eias
jler in the worll,” Romeau gailantiy
repled. Fle hnuded her o shieet of

per raled for mnsle and asked bher 1)
ke her volunable breastpin nud prich
holes In the Hoes wherever shie th gl
proper. After the Indy hed complened
her taxk Rumean took the shest of
per, turped sach pupcture luto a note
deteriloned s length, selected o suitn
ble Koy, i the thing was done. “Thi

reipurkable composition tarned out o
|f|"l'|_\' e of dnoee wasle, whicl
| wins nfterwurd sntitled *Los Banvoge

s les Galontes” amd wis
J popilar in Fravnce for s great pumber
[ of yeurs

Macaulay as & Child.

Thomas Bablngton Macaulny should
perhaps have ruuked with the unl
versal genluses, but It §s true that his
precoclous gift was largely o the di-
rection of lternture, He read lnees-
sanutly from the nge of three, At sevin
he had composed a very fale cow-
pondium of unlversal history from the
creatlon to 1800, At elght he had
written u tréatise destined to convert
the natives of Mulabar to Christinnlty
A u recreation from this welghty
work he wrote ln the same yeur a ro

Indion

the poter musicinn. |

cantow, entitled “The Battle of Chovs
lot” A lttle lator came a loug poem
on the history of Olaf Maguus and o
Vit plie of blank verse ontitled “Fin-
gul=A 'oem In Twolve Books" But
be disliked mathematles and Ad not
pass his exnmiontions in that subject,
thus standing out among all eblid
prodigles,  His memory was such that
he Herally never could forget any-
thlug nnd afver twenty years could
repent blts of poctry rend only once,
Her Ona Wish,

woniering peddler stopped at
southern cubin and opened his

The
the
ek

"Mumwmy, et e show you some self
rolsing vmbrellns,” he begin,

“No ouse, wan, oo use, Interrupted
the old colored woman as she busied

herself about the pot of clothe
“Cynot use nuflio lak dat.” .
"How about self rulslog window
shades?"

“No good heah, kase deh aln't vo
windows wuth talkin' about.”

“Helf ralning buckwheat 7

“No good fo me—we et cohn pone.
But, wister!"

“Well, mummy " ‘

“If yo'll tell me how to tubn dese
heab rfohteen bad chillun into self
ralslng plekaninnles AB'I be yo' friend
foh Mfe, dat Al will, sah."—QOllcago

Nows, 7




