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something that nobody else could see.
At laBt the woman could stand it no

longer. "I have done my best,"ehe
thought. "I have given him bis chance,
but he doeB not want it he is tired, too,

already, and I I am soul-si- ck for him
and rest.
So, one night, she and Death, stooped

together by the little crib and she held
the fluttering hands while the blessed
Angel of Rest, whom mistaken mortals
call the Destroyer, softly kisBed the pale
lips and they turned and left together.
The baby cried never again.

In a day or two they opened the
mother's grave and even her casket,
and laid the baby on her breast, and
some said they saw the woman smile.

I know not, but 1 think it. might have
been. Frances Porcher, in The Mirror.

WHOM TI1E GODS LOVE

"Whom the gods love die young?"
Nay rather say

With bated breat- h-
"Whom. the gods love die old."

Shall the morn pale
ere it has coined its gold ?

The sun go down
while it is yet full day ?

The statue sleep unmolded
in the clay?

The parchment crumble
ere it is unrolled?

The story end with
half the tale untold?

The song drop mute and
breathless by the way?

Oh, weep for Adonais
when he dies

"with all youth's lofty
promise unfulfilled,

Its splendor lost
in sudden, dear eclipse !

With love unlived, and
dreams half dreamed he lies

All the red wine from life's
gold chalire spilled

Ere its bright brim has touched
his eager lips !

n.
Whom the gods love die old !

O, life, dear life,
Let the old sing thy praises,

for they know
Bow year by year the summers

come and go,
Each with its own abounding

sweetness ripe!
They know though frosts be cruel

as the knife
Yet with each June

the perfect rose shall blow
And daisies bloom and

the green grass grow
Triumphant still, unvexed by

storm or strife.
They know that night

more splendid is than day;
That tunset skies flame

in the gathering dark.
And the deep waters change

to molten gold ;

They know autumn
richer k than May,

They hear the night-bird- s

singing like the lark
Ah, life, sweet life,

'whom the gods love die old 1

Julia C. R. Dorr, in the
Fiction Number of Scribner's.

If we get a slice ol China, our ethno-
logical collection will be the most com-

plete in the world. The Saturday
Post.

A Definition A satirist is a man who
discovers things about himself, and then
says them about some one else. Life.

THE BILLIARD MATCH.

(Translated trcm the "Contes du Lundl," of
Alphonsc Daudet, by Katharine Melick. I

When there has been two days of

fighting, and when the nights havo
drenched knapsack and shoulder with a
deluvian torre'nt, soldiers are weary.
Yet these three mortal hours they had
been left, with idle weapons, to cool

their toes in the puddles of the great
roads, in the mire of the distempered
fields.

Heavy with fatigue, with the drag-

ging nights, the monotonous flats of
water, they crowded one upon another
for warmth, for Bupport.- - There were

those who slept, standing, leaned against
the knapsack of a neighbor, and the
weariness, the privations, looked more
plainly from those relaxed features,
abandoned in slumber. Rain, mud, no
fire, no food, skies low and black, the
enemy whom one feels all about him,
it is dismal.

What are they doing there? What is

going on?
The cannon, the ensigns, turned to-

ward the wood, have the air of watch-
ing something. The concealed mitrail-

leuse intently watch the horizon. All
seems ready for an attack. Why not
attack? What are they waiting?

They are waiting orders, and head-
quarters has not sent.

Yet headquarters is not far. It is

that noble chateau, Louis XIII., whose
red bricks, washed by the rain, glisten
half way up between the clumps of trees.
A true princely domain, well worthy to
bear the pennon of a marshal of France.
Behind a great ditch and a rampart of
stone which separates them from the
road, lawns rise straight to the steps,
uniform, green, bordered with vases of
flowers. On the other side, in the pri-

vate grounds of the mansion, hedges
make luminous lines, a sheet of water
where swans sail, shows like a mirror,
and under the roof, in the pagoda
of an immense aviary, piercing the
foliage with shrill cries, fan-ta- il pigeons
and golden pheasants beat their wings
and circle. Though the masters are
departed, one does not feel there the de-

sertion, the great abandonment of war.
The oriflame of a commander-in-chi- ef

has preserved even the least flowerets
of the lawn, and it is something start-
ling to find, bo close to the field of bat-ti- e,

this opulent calm which comes of
ordered arrangement, of correct lines of
masonry, of profound Btillness of ave-

nues.
The rain which thickens the wretched

mud down there on the roads and deep-

ens the bottomless ditches, is here
nothing more than an elegant undula-
tion, artistocratic, vivifying the red of
the bricks, the green o! the lawns, gloss-

ing the leaves of the orange trees, the
white plumes of the swans. All shim-

mers, all is peaceful. Truly, without
the flag which floats at the crest of the
roof, without the two soldier J on guard
before the balustrade, one would never
believe this headquarters. The horses
rest in their stalls. Here and there one
encounters servants, or orderlies in un-

dress uniform, lounging about the
kitchen entrances, or some gardener in
red pantaloons, tranquilly drawing his
rake through the gravel of the great
court.

The dining hall, where open windows
command the view of the stone stair-
case, show a table half cleared, battles
uncorked, glasses tarnished and empty,
dull against the crumpled damask, all
the end of a repast, a convivial party.
From one Bide come bursts of voices, of
laughter, of rolling balls, of clinking
glasses. The marshal gives his party
and the army waits orders. When the
marshal has begun his party, the heav-

ens may fall. Nothing in the world
shall prevent him from finishing it.

Billiarde!
This is the weakness of a great sol- -
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SPECIAL
SEALING

(Xta(l

(f)f. Suitable Summer Jecds.

At really less than July Clearing- - Sale Prices. It's a
good time to buy your future requirements in

Ready-to-We- ar Summer Apparel.

GREAT CLOSING OP PINE SHIRT WAISTS.
All of our $1.00, $1.25 and $1.50 qualities in white

and colored Shirt Waists, your choice 50c
All of our $2.00 and $2.50 white and colored Shirt

Waists, your choice $1.00

NEW TAILOR MADE SUITS.
We have divided our suit stock into three prices.

Suits that we guarantee to be the most stylish on the
market, and suits that we will guarantee you a fit in.
We have no old suits in the house. None so old and
shop-wor- n that we can afford to sell for $2.00 or $3.00

a price suspicious in itself. We ask you to come and
look our values over. Three prices only.

6.50, flO.OO, il2.SO.
UNDERWEAR AND HOSIERY.

300 dozen lot of Ladies' full seamless, extra length,
Past Black Hose, worth 10c, per pair 5c

Ladies' Past Black Dropstitch Hose, worth 15c,
per pair 10c

Ladies' Fine Fast Black Hose, worth 25c, per pair.. 17c
Ladies' Fine Fast Black Hose, values to 50c, pair. .25c
Men's Fast Black, Tan and Brown Sox, extra fine

quality, per pair 10c
Men's 25c grade of Fine Hose, per pair 17c
Boys' Bicycle Hose, extra quality, per pair 12jc
Misses' Light Weight Hose, fast black, per air..l2c
Ladies' Jersey Vests, special 3c and 5c
Ladies' Long Sleeve, med. weight. Ribbed Vest 15c
Ladies' 50c, 75c and 98c Silk Vests 39c

PARASOLS-THR- EE 8PECIALS.
Fast Black Satine. Fast Black Gloria. Fine Silk.

50c 75c 98c.
All 26-i-n. lengths, steel rods, steirames, nice handles

A Very Special PriclTTgjJTpMnen Dress Sirtrts.
tJrash Dress fckirts, wogtfc'tl.OU, a big lot while

they last -- .V 75c I
Denim and Duck Qress Skirts, worth $2.00 98c I
A11 Linen Skirts, nlain or satin strines. etc... wnrfh " I

$4.50, $4.00 and $5,00 $1.98

$2.50 SAILOR HATS FOR SSc.
To close out our remaining stock of this season's

Sailors we offer you choice of our entire stock,
values to $2.50, for , 25c

A NEW PELT GOLF HAT.
All the latest shapes and styles, a beautiful line, 50c,
$1.00, $1.50, $2.00.

SUMMER CORSETS.
Extra fine, long and shoit lengths, values to $1.00. .50c

Patent leather, silk and suede pulley Belts, worth to
$1.00, none less than 50c, for, 25c

Ladies' Handkerchiefs, 25c Swiss embroidered.. ..124c
Ladies' Handkerchiefs, pure Irish linen, hand em-

broidered, worth to 50c 25c
Satin back Velvet Ribbon, No. 16, 2 in. wide spc'l, 35c
Rubber Button Hose Supporters, black and all col-

ors, ladies', misses' and children's, worth 25c . 10c

WHITE GOODS SALe!
All fine white lawns, India linens, Swiss mulls, etc.,

worth to 50c 25c
All 25c India linens 18c
All 20c India linens 12c
All 15c India linens 10c
All lie India linens 7j4c
All 8K India linens . . --. 6c
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