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 ‘1 All My Old Patrons | Extend a Cordial Invitation to Cali and See the

asses and

pleased to Open an Account wnth youl. Come up and See my Stock. We will talk thmgs over an

Perhaps MAKE A DEAL.

Marble Entrance.
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JAMES M. NOLAN,

146 East Main-st {upP-sTAIRS} Over Carroll, Beadle & Cos

WHAT. SHE SAID ABOUT IT.

Lyrics to Inez and J ane,

Dolores and Ethel and May;
Senoritas distant as Spain, .
- And damae!s just over the way!

It is not that I'm jealous, not that.
Of either Dofores or June,
- Of some girl in an opposite flat,
-Qr in one of his castles in Spain,

But it is that, salable prose
Put aside for this profitless strain,
X sit the day durning Lis hose, °
And he sings of Dolores and Jane,

' Though the winged horse we know must ba
{free
*To “spurn (for the pretty) the plain®
Sheuld the team: work fall wholly on me

While he. soars with Dolores and Jane?

X am neither Dolores nor Jane, ’
But to lighten a little my life,
» Might the poet not spare me a strain—
Although I am oaly his wife?

~Charles H. Webb in Century,

A TRANSFER TICKET.

It was 7 o’clock and Marjeval hadn't

come in yet. Naturally  madame, his
._+ Wwife, a spirited little blond of six and
twenty years, was in a very bad humor,

a8 was also Toinette, the bonne, who had
Jooked in three times already to an-
nounce that the dinner would be done to

s & chip. .

" ,. What in the world bad happened to
him? Some accident of course, for, ac-
~.customed to leave the office at an estab-

- _:Hshed hour, Phillipe's arrival could

e " usnally be foretold to the minute. Real-

f " 3y it was frightfull Phillipe had surely

* _ been run aver! That Montmurtre cross-

- ing doubtless! He was so reckless al-

. ways, with an absolute mania for cross.
\ing & street when it was filled with a

k of velnclw! Hark! no, a key grates

* in the lockt < : "

. “Toinette! monsienr comes. quick,

T@bru’:g in dinner!” :

-+~ The,_door opened Mar;eval entered;
- Hds-wife flewto him.
.~ ““There was an accident then, Phillipe?
Yo are hurt, crushed at last! 1 knew
- it; I told you so! It doesn'’t astonish me
{he least i the world!”
i “Hurt? Crushed? What the deuce.

' Feannette, are you talking about? How
. tould 1 be ‘crushed,’ I'd like to know?”

~ “But—such a late return!l”

+(h, I see: but come, let us have dm—
~ner; I'm dying of hunger, ['ll tell you
about it at table.”

. *Ag you please, but everythmg’s dneé
" up now. Nomatter, though, since you've
T nobones broken.”

e 1o ARG While his wife placed me screen,

L ned up the gis and ran her eye over
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- “ghe silver fo:see. that nothing was. lack:
B ing, M‘a:geml drew Off his’ topcuat md»

, un olci fnend

‘‘some one” was no other than Frouaine.
Madame tiptilted lier nose with an air
that said plainly:
*“And who, pray, is Proudine?”
“Proudine, you know,” continued

her husband, ‘““whoni#l've told you of a .

thousand times, and whom I met at
Vincennes. A regular character, that
fellow—a journalist, pFactical joker and
out and out Bohemian! [t’s five years
since | saw him; judge then of my
amazement and pleasure, for Proudine
and I were always great chums, Brief-
ly, we entered Beron's to take an ab-

“sinthe together: Proudine was joking

and talking and time passed before 1
knew it.”

And dinner finished Marjeval got up,
whistling cheerfully, and passed to his
room t6 don his slippers and smoking
Jacket. )

Meanwhile his wife assisted Toinette
to clear the table; they sat in the salle-a-
manger instead of the salon—because it
was warmer and made it necessary to
keep but one fire going. In stooping to
pick up a napkin, she suddenly per-
ceived the *‘transfer” on the carpet, and
mentally asked herself, “*How did that
scrap of pastebvard come there?’ add-
ing, natura.lly enough “Phﬂhpe dropped
it of course,™ !

Marjeval just then returned with the
last new novel.

“You walked home, I think you told
me, Phillipe, did you not? Jeannette
asked carelessly, as he came in, “Or
did you take an omuibus?”

“No, 1 walked, as I said.”

“You are sure you walked? Think
welll”

“Certainly, I'm sare; and whatshould
1 think abont? The office is only some
twenty minutes from here!”

“You are positive then, Phillipe, you
did not"——

“See here, Jeannette, this is a bore!
Why should 1 say I'd walked if I'd
taken a bus? And why do you ask this?”

“Why? Oh, only to know whether
you-are fatigued.”

“What an ideal™

And Marjeval installed lumself in an
easy chair by the fire, book on his knee
and paper knifée in hand, while Jean-
nette toock her seat opposite. Mme.
Marjeval, however, closely watching
him, was meutﬁly‘ discoursing with her-
self,

“There's somethmw under all this,”

{ thought she, “I haven t been out of the

house today: mo more has Toinette.

This transfer couldn’t -have got here
alone, therefore my husband brought it.

" day long?

|

|

Bomething was wrong with it; it refused
to draw, clogged and went out. Phillipe
rose impatxently for another match, and
groping on the mantel for the box his
eye alighted on the transfer ticket.

‘‘Halloo!” he exclaimed, *‘Jeannette’s
been out today. The Bon Marche again,
of course, though she says she never
goes there”— Jeannertte just then re-
turned, embroidery in hand, and Phillipe
said carelessly:

*“You have been out 1 see, dehrest, to-
day in all this bad weather.”

“I? No,indeed! Such weather as this
would give a.cat cold to venture out in."

‘“You have staid at home, then, all

“Of (.ourse, and it isn’t the first time
either!”

*“No-0,” said Phillipe, ‘not the first
time—and to finish the subject, let as
read again.”

But if Phillipe demanded silence of
his wife in order to return to his book it
was not to enjoy more at his ease the
prose of the romancer, but simply to be
undisturbed while thinking over this
discovery of his wife’s untruthfulness.

*‘Something is hidden from me here,*
he told himself, “I haven’t been in an
omnibus today; Toinette never goes out
except on Sunday; this transfer ticket
didn't come here alone, and no one but
m) wife could have brought it, She has
been out, and she wouldn’t admit it tu
me because she-had been somewhere that
she didn’t want me to know. Yes, it’s
plain as a pipe stem—Jeannette deceives
me: that much, at least, I know!”

And resuming his book Phillipe
s0d%ht to take up the interrupted thread
of his story. Pains thrown away. His
eyes were firmly fixed npon the printed
text, but his thoughts were flying else-
where; he simply could not.read; he
closed the covers brusquely and slammed
the book on the table.

Jeannette jumped with a little scream,

“‘Heavens!” she cried, “have you lost
%rltl);u;' senses, Phillipe, to startle me like

t 'y

you did go out today, did you not?”

“Go—out—to-day? Look here, Phil
lipe,” returned Jeannette angrily, “this
is a little too much? Why, hers for ten
minutes past I've been sending the needls
into my finger instead of my work, ab-
sorbed by the thought that you b.ad
taken a 'bus to-day and would not tell
me!”

“Yes, yes; I know; that may be, but
you say this now only to'turn me from
the matter in hand. [ beg of you, Jean-

He has taken ap omnibys toduy and did * yegte 1 gnawer. my question~-you did

got wish me tg know it therefore h
! been in_soriie pla“ce that he
‘ouceal fronime.’ Hig delay at dinne:gr,
 too—ah-ht - Ibégén ﬁha taleof
‘t@g S

;:ly Mtoﬁohod huf

. g0 out today, did yon not?”

“No, 1 did not; and' as it was I that

asked you & question first I demnand to be,
answered fitst,” And-both-of thein cried

g out at one. a.nd the same time;

. ¥Did you, or dxd y'ou not, an om-
nibus today?..

me this there man*ominmpu

Y | Mune,” Mmaul‘ f‘dmmm of ridding ber-’ !

v{‘bnmness cnueems,mar” ;
“Very weu,"s;ﬂ’ Marjeﬁﬂ* "bneﬂm \
cs;m' yourself,” | :

oms, and ‘whom-the serv:

) ant’s oomiug and going in ‘the: aalla.’
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greatly annoyed, mrnea Ip-

*“Tell me the truth, then, Jeannette—:

8N0d Ccoal 1n the corner and then you are
free to go to see your sister.”

The door had scarcely closed upon her
when Phillipe, who had restrained his
rage only by drumming upon the table,
burst out furiously:

“There is no use denying it longer,
Jeannette: you've told me a story, and
told it to me becanse you were afraid to
tell me the truth! The fact is, and you
know it well, all these comings and go-
ings to the shops—the Louvre, Bon
Marche, ete.—are pretexts pure and sim
ple, just as the ba.th—every three days a
bath—I see it all now—is a pretext like
all the rest! Fool that I've been to have
suspected nothing! To have seen how
strange these bathing excuses were! It
is always so when one has confidence!”

*“Eh? What’s that you are maying?”
cried Mme. Marjeval, whom very nat-
urally, we mmst admit,  this -suspicion
deeply wounded. *‘If either of us has
aught with which to reproach one’s self,
that one is not I! These coustant de-
lays, these flimsy excuses—sownetimes
oue thing, sometimes another—a friend
at the cafe, overwork at the ofice—in
plain words are tales sewed with white
thread! It isnot the first time either
that I've thought the same. Mme. Adel-
berg, your sous-chef’s wife” —

“There! 1 knew it! | knew that name
would come up before you were done.
Now look you, Jeannette, and mind

what I say. If ever you speak that

name to me again”—

**‘Threats, monsieur, threats to mel
Well, this is perfect! I'll go, sir—go at
once back to my mother, poor soul!
Shell not be surprised”——

*“Go; go by all means, and if you stay
till 1 come for you, you'll stay a long
while!”

And one word brought on another in
this bitter sweet dialogue—which, from
the expressive pantomime that accom-
panied it, was rapidly approaching u
crisis—when suddeuly a turbulent stir
on the staircase was heard, the passage
door flew back, and Toinette red as an
overripe tomato, her eyes bloodshot, her

dress disordered, and followed by two
sergents-de-ville and & much bemedaled

little old man, burst breathlessly into
the salle-a~-manger.

“Ah, mon Dien! mon Dien! What's

the matter, what's happened? Toinette,
Toinette,” cried Mme. Marjeval alarmed,

quick, tell us what's happened?”

Toinette, the old gentleman and both
sergents-de-ville all responded, and kepyt
on responding in excited chorus; in the
avalanche of aou:nd only the words
“tramway,” *“prison,” *‘conductor,”
“‘ticket” and **honest girl” made tnem-
selves heard. Marjeval threw up his
hands to heaven,

“lf you all talk at. once, like this”
cried he desperately, ““no’one can under-

stand. . Stop, beqmet, 'you, speak, inon- -
| sieur, please addres;mg tha bemedaled

.oldparty

“No, monmenr, no.”’ Toinet&cﬁed.

! as Dve told you, in the Rue Pon!et junt

" off the Boulevard Ornano, and to reack
ber house, as madam gave me permis.
sion, I took the 8:30 tramway that passes
below and demanded a transfer. At
the Gare de I’Est I got out, ran for the
St. Ouen tramway,. just that minute
about to start, got on and gave the trans.
fer to the conductor. Butthe conductor
refused it. I was no good, he said, and
I must pay over again.

“‘What? said I. ‘Why, it isn’t thres
minutes since they gave it to me! See,
yonder's the car on which I ef

¢ +Yes, yes, I know,’ said the coaduc-
tor, ‘it’s no good, I tell you; you must
pay, 1 say, or foot it, my dear.’

‘“‘But I tell you,’I cried, ‘1 tell you,
Sir'——

‘“ ‘A He, young woman; pay up at once
or off you go!’ -

¢« +1 tell you a lie, sir—I?

“This was too much! Bang! and such
a thump as I gave him! The conductor
was going to slap me in return, when the
gentleman here, who had seen it all, in.
terposed. The car was all in a commo-
tion. A policeman came and pulled me
outside. 1 begged monsieur, who had
seen it all, to come along too, and then
demanded that the agents bnng me here
first, to the house of my master, whr
would tell them that I am an honest girl,
and did not seek to cheat the company
as that fool conductor said!”

“Maybe, miss,” suggested an agent
smoothly, *“‘you had another ticket ir
your pocket?”

*No, sir, only this,” answered Toinette,
bezinning to rummmage vigorously; “how
could I? lhadjustgotoﬁthocax
and”—

She stogped snddenly, drew out he:
hand, and there in the palm lay the
duplicate of transfer number one.

“Welll” said she staring stupidly.
“where did 1 get the bad one that I gave
the conductor?’

Mme, Marjeval meanwhile had been
examining the two bits of pasteboard
that Toinette held in her hand,

4Qae,Y said she snddenly, **where did
You get this one?

“How should I know, madame—ah,

yes, now 1 see it all.”

*“Well, well, quick, go on—where?”

“] am, madame, I am gomg on.
Madame recalls that before going out '}
put the dining room to rights, and as
this transfer ticket was thrown upon the
mantel 1 hed it into my apron in-
tending later to put it into the fire’e-

“That rame transfer again!” the eyed |
of M. and Mme. Marjeval said plainly
as they glanced at each other. ,

At the same instant there was & swift,
rush in the corvidorand the spartment}
bell pealed furiously. Everyonojnmped.

- Toinette flew to opei the doors s gentle-
G, whom iho bad neveuean hefor
i:eroom h‘ke 3 metaeor and fel!
.euly into a- cluir '
Proudine?

PRSI STy o

it eagerly.
it! Such a chase as I've had!”

comes from that devilish mania of mine
for practical joking! I put the ticket in
your pocket at the cafe, without reflect-
ing that I had written on the back of it
the address of a friend—a friend who

expected me to dinner this evening, and
whom 1 must find to explain,”

were not for our old friendship, Prond—

ine— However, let it go this tnne° only
all 1'have to say is that when you next

try your jokes on any one it had better

not be on me?”

but forced to go; to go at once, too, on
the jump. He was booked for 7; ’twas
now 9,

old boy, au revoir, au revoir!”

sentative of the law.

Adelberg.”

L Byﬂ.
i vad "neither em,plcyed qnor “unem!

Y

turned wonderingly, pomtng to the ona

in Toinette’s hand. :

A honsewifs whose table Hine

““Exactly!” shouted Proudine, seizing does ber good service mends it

“Heavens]! I'm glad to find
“But look here, Proudine, what does

all this mean, and how the dickens did
that ticket get into my pocket?”

*“The easiest thing in the world. It

““Well,” said Marjeval grimly, “if it

*What makes you look go serious,

Phillipe?’

¢No matter what; as I 8ay, let it go;

i¥'s too long to tell, but, thanks to your

charming pleasantry, I’ve had a quarrel
with my wife and Toinette has come each one into beaten egg, and roil
within an ace of spending the nightina ture

police station.”

Proudine was desolate, heart broken,

“Madame, Messieur, Phillipe,

*“Monsieur,” said a policeman, to the gy

bemedaled and patient old party, “it’s
time we were moving.

Come, please,

And the door closed upon the repre.

“Phillipe!”

“Jeannette!”

“Will you take back the—the b&th?’
“With all my heart, dearest,” -

“Very well, then, I'll withdraw Mme

And the transfer ticket being safe

now in Proudine’s pocket, they fell into
each otlier’s arms,—Translated from the

French of Galipaux by B.C. nggener

for Short Stories.

Blood Red Snow. ;
At the head of Holy Cross creek near |

Leadville, Colo., and at another placein '
the almost inaccessible defiles of Monnt
Shasta, Cal., there are hundreds of ..
square feet of ground continis
ered with snow that is as red as ‘blood.
These two

How the little

: No sensible person will bver weur P Wﬂn of & gard
n{ng!e eyeglass unless he is blind of oue-

18’ Tise ‘eans that.- "0ne eye is

honglnm doubt
ch a8 its

"allusions to strawberries.

a'lfy covs bo "

embroidery cotton of a number

spond with thequality of the cloth, Unde
the raggred edges of the tear she N
piece of stiff paper and makes a ne

of fine stitches back and forth ova
edges, carrylng the stitchesabout ¢

beyond the edges of the cut. Thin pi

and-breaks in Jinen may be run with ¢

fiax or embroidery floss, and towels shou
be mended in the same way. o

Candled Orange chips.

Cut'some oranges in half, squeeze ﬁis
juice through a sieve; moak the peel-ini

water; next day boil it in the same unt

soft, drainit and slice the peels, put them: = s
to the julce, weigh an equal quantity of
sugar and put all together into an earthe
dish; place near the fire, stirring often u

til the chips candy. Set them in a.cool
i place todry for about three weeks. .

‘Potato onm.

shape of olives; drop into beiling salted s |

water and.cook until tender, but guite un-
broken. Drain them carefully, then dip

composed of ‘fine breadcrumbs, half
the ynantity of grated cheese, a liftls
minced parsiey, and salt and pepper. Fry
in deep fat, drain and serve hot. ‘

‘ umon ‘Jumbles, .
Mix intoa stiff paste one egg, onetesic
ful of sugar, Lt
three teaspoonfuls of milk, one of eream’
tartar, balf a teaspoonful of seda, the jui

of twosmali lemons and the grated rfind ,éy;
As for you, my girl, another time no of one: when she dough is ready, roli - ont¥
more slaps, remember,”

rather thin, cut inte shapes, bake. in- s

quick oven, baving peeviously sifted BOg
over them, or not, as desired.
Shakupme'; Allusions to St rawbnm-i 3

Thongh history and story are. sliké .

silent as'to the, cultivation of the.straws
| berry in early.times, we kiiow that fli¢
| truit was well known in Englandin #1

Fifteenthcentury.: Sha.kespea;e h%ga
n

‘¥ the Bishop of Ely, in illustrs

-the'good gualities which the young k

‘posseased, in spite of his wild habits

objectionable eompmnons. says:

%M\Vbﬁm

ws underneath the natflé; o

wholmma%:rﬂee thrive and ripan bé
“by h'u!t. et baser quality. - . -

Theref :
mld berry. Bnt in the play of “Rw

or str&wbemesarespoken of asg
ydtithe

W “#Gﬂﬁlvated mth consi

places are the only onesin « ablect
the United States where redygnow‘ i m ‘BN earlym the latter part of

known. The phenomenon is dngo ﬂ;g i 1 #lo

presence of minute: animale
snow,

 $0.get ip:o mﬁ high i
hovm-—

Eifteenthcentury; thongh Haydn’s
Al .:_;ot Disies” asserts that the

9| 15 18 enrioas to note that 100 seie
. ] dter the cratty Richard begged some
"~ {the bishop's tarawberries, we find a_fie

en at Holborn, f]
‘of the rich - barber

Gexard; whexein four kinds of &tta

great vanety for the time-

mployed, but” guocnaflly  culivated, The
mﬂm
1n ‘reference. to the ill fated handkere

allusion to this fmi 8
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