P. MILLER...

PROPRIETON

we .

W. L. APLIN
FURNITURE

PRICES TO SUIT.

Goods sold at a small margin on
Los Angeles prices,

Location in large frame building at
corner of Fremont and Second St.

NEVADA |

C. CHAMBERLAIN

¢ ARCHITECT ‘<

Specifications and Superin,
tendence. Cement Block Con-

struction a Specialty.
Office X Hotel Las Vegas

A. D. BISHOP

Live and
Saddle Horses

LAS VEGAS - - NEVADA

C. L. HORSEY

ATTORNLEY AND COUNSELLOR
AT LAW

LAS VEGAS -

ar. 0. b. HICKS

BOGGS @ CO.

Next Door 1o State Baak on Firat Sérees
LAS VEGAS - - NEVADA

.BARBER SHOP...

First Class Work.
in Arcade Saloon, on First Btrest.
= s

R. B, LAKE, Proprietor.
Las Vegas, Neveda.

Laravey & Manvel

|
|
THE FAMOUS . }
1
|

HORSE SHOERS

SRR s MO RS

ELACKSMITHS

We buy our stock at wholesale, pay
eash and give our patrons the bemefit
'of same.

fhop on First Btreet, opposite lce
Plant.

DAN V. NOLAND

ATTORNEY AND
COUNSELLOR AT LAW

Agent 5. P, 0. L. & .. A. K. E. Ce.
::mmn—-uuaw“u

~ ALBERT SIMMONS & SON

“SDRVALKS AND FLOBRS A SPEGIALTY.

 LASVEGAS =+ = NEVADA

¥ L

|FIRST cLAés
: L.IAIJHBHEIE!\{

ON FIRST STREET
NEXT TO GANANL LUMBER OO.

SMITH @ HECKER |

===A88AYERS=S==

WeRaaBveryDy" X X X X |

®Block 4, Las Vegas, Nevaadw

The Nevada Transfer company will
do your heavy and light hauling
Leave orders at Boggs' Ice Cream and

~ Confectionery parlor, or at the Gem

Furniture store on Main street. tr

The morning he had dropped down
beside her, as she sat aloof from the
bospital inmates in her special corner
of the portico, he was awalting direc-

tions for his days tramp.
She had suddenly felt

this vivid, easger eyed,
¥Young woodsman.

His eyes had paid irresistible tribute
to the wistful gitnce from her eyes,
and when he%elt, the violets that he
held in his hand as he waited, toying
with them idly, iay on the chair be-
Vaguely moved and feeling
that something in each had crossed

side her.

herself a
ghost chalned to a walking cough, but
with strength stil! left to creep into
the sunshine and watch the passing of
sun-browned

!
g:l

g

for theories—and he kept h
the background. lle asked
the girl. He—"
“He blundered'” she cried. “Su
pose the woman Lad never had &
lover, suppose Lhe sweep of her life
had been away [rom men, that she
rad been so busy that she had never
thought of one until she got thoss
letiers.” :
“Child!" The idoctor spoke sharply
“Suppose through the whole long
wonderful summer-time she had reared
her Joy castle, at Brst afraid it would
vanish like the bubbles she had blown
in childhood, untuil she had come to
believe In the writer of those letters
with the same terrible, childlike faith
she gave to her God—"
“Child, child,” the doctor implored

the bar of sunlight that lay on the| her.
floor between them and touched in With a little nnsteady laugh Miss
greeting, she had lifted the frail| Carleton got to her feet. “How that

woodland violets and pinned them on | big moon stares,” she said.

her gown.

Impeiled by he hardly knew what|a land of
impulse, the doctor of the mountaiu-
top hospital had reen watching Miss
For
a month he had been watching her.
Women were not much in his line—he
hated the symptoms they poured over
him and fled from them, and their lo-
quacity—but the silence of this wo-
man who asked no questions but sat
day after day, her listless hands fold-
shining
ranges that lost themselves in the sky,

Carleton as she read a letter.

ed, her listless eyes on the

frritated him.

Miss Carleton laughed—a low little

laugh.

The doctor looked at her dumbly.
He hadn't heard her laugh before, and
he wanted to say that he had been
feeling old; that the gray hairs thick-
ening in his dark thatch had depressed
bnz that it was all a
was delirfously
young, bubbling with youth and buoy-
moment before

bim vaguely;
mistake; that bhe

ancy since—since a
when she had laughed.
“Violets,” the woctor
two weeks later.
ing pretty often?
say you get them every day.
—anything is belter for them

embroider.”

“To wear in heaven,” Miss Carleton | ¢ortune for dinner,

flung in saucily.
“And it relieves me from

talking cough.

emell violets—"
But Miss Carleton was gone.

sald maybe
“Aren't they com-
The women here
I'm
glad they're inter=sted in your affairs
than
bending over those eternal walists they | ynd toast for

“Wouldn't
| sou like to climb on its chin and sail
| to your Heart's-Desire® Haven't you
Heart's Desire, doctor?”
fhe leaned and looked deep into the
moon-fllled, sleeping valleys as she
spoke.

The doctor trisdq to answer. He
arew back into the shadows as she
caid good-night. He had seen a wWo-
man's soul, and the sight had shaken
him.

Not many days later a fairy-tale
happening came to Mary Carleton in
the shape of a telegram that told her
of the death of an old great-aunt and
the arrival of a fortune, all in a breath

The doctor came back from the
valley settlement, where he had been
visiting a patient, to hear the story
and slip away from everybody. In
the quiet of his den, with the little
fire on the hearth fighting the grow-
ing dusk, he tried to realize what life
would be with the glory gone out of it
A log broke and fell, shattering hla
reverie. The fire leaped, and she
came swiftly down the room to drop
into a chair beside him and nestle
there as if she weant to stay indefi-
nitely.

“It has been a discipline—walting
for that fortune,” she said cheerfully,
“Many’s the time Vve defied fate with
it when I've been so hungry. Cocos
hieakfast, toast and
and my great-aunt’s
How the mone)
has changed things,” in sudden gaiety

!cocoa for lunch

talking | - 'm not going to ride on the moon’t
cough to them—] get mighty tired of | .pip,

It wouldn't be dignified for an

I'd rather hear about | pairess.”
letters that come every day; rather)

“Don’t you ever mean to grow up?
The doctor's lips twitched in a way

|
that would have gone straight to §

“You're laughing,” she complained| yoman's heart if she had loved him.

tc the violets, baving reached

“SENDING ME BACK?"

safety of her own room. *I[

lcnely. But I couldn't resist you.

bad to write a wee note when you
came—and then— You may put your
paughty faces together and laugh if
It's just that I'm lonely,” she

“It's unbearable, the lone-
liness—since I no longer have my work.

you like,
whispered.

I wonder?”

June came and drifted away; July
wasg ushered in; the summer rested on
the mountain-top like a full tide that
| has no ebb, and, as day followed day,
wheeling on, more than one mountain-
top dweller saw the change in Miss

Carleton.
“How strong sih+ Is growing;
beautiful!"”

woman you idealized, Dr. Herbert?”

“In my Lochinvar days, Miss Carle-

ton,” the doctor said.

“And did somathing come between
Is that
why you left a big city practice and
came 5,000 feet up to minister to ugly

you? And did it hurt so?

coughs 7"

enough for my be'ng here?”

the

never
meant to do it. [ didn’t care, really 1
didn't, if the valiey brimmed over
with men who wanted to make me less

how
they would say as she
passed. And it was true. Under the
influence of the letters that were laid
at her plate morning after morning,
from a man whose very name was
unknown to her, ior he signed himself
simply, “The Man in the Valley,” her
nature was sweetening, seeding at its
4 core for larger, dcarer life,
“Did you ever write letters to a

“I'm grown up,” contentedly. “I'm

"

“And I'm not 'éss than 15
miserably.

“Are you?” palitely, “I could never
do arithmetic.” The langhing shaft of
Fer dark eves struck straight into the
middle of a heart that wasn't aging
and the blood that wasn't jaded

more,’

although the doctor had tried so hard
4 —|-tothink—so,—ponnded—and-leaped,—hot-
and strong.

The doctor canght her hand in a
grasp that hurt ber.

“I've been a brute,”” he cried. *“I]
gaw that fellow 'save the violeta there
and it came to me to try the experi-
ment. | believed to interest you i¢ |

| enything, anybady, was to save yon
l'I'hll'l'(! was no olher way to woo vot
back to life. 1 =aw no other way
Child, child, 1 never meant to hun

you! That first little letter—heart-
broken that you'd had to let go an
come away from vour work—touchec

me. You know the rest, ['ve tried t«c
tell you—a hundred times. As ft wm
I felt that I had struck you—hac

struck a little, trusting child."

He flung out hle hands in tortureé
helplessness. “Say something! Com-
tort me—if comfort s left in the
world!" A
1 But there was silence in the room
the twilight had claimed.

The doctor’'s head went down. Has
had a new strange sense of utter
desolation.

“Don’'t you understand yet? There's
no man in the valley, There never

was. [ wrote those letters, 1 sent
those violets. Tn save your very
life.”

A low little lauch had shattered the
room’s tense stillness and rippled over
him.

“Byt,” _her voiee, very small and
gshamed and golden with econtent
whispered, as she came close, close
till the marvelous softness of hel
cheek brushed his, “but—since yester
day I've known—there's one—on the
mountain-top.”

Not All Dead.

“Dead little town you've got here,
jsn’t 117" sald the passenger with the
heavy waich chain, as he ordered s
cup of coffee and a sandwich at the lit
tle eating house pear the rallway sta-
tion,

“Yes, sir,”” answered the man behind
the lunch counter, “Nobody eve:
comes here but body snatchers or poo:
relations of the deceased. Which ars
_you?"—Chicago Tribune.

mnm.h.‘

At Utlea, N. Y., a young man dropped
dead in a restaurant just after giving
his corder. If he had fallem a corpse
after getiing the check it would have
been easily understood.

Mrs. Vanderbilt’s Thimble.
Mrs. W. K. Vanderbiit rejolces in
the possession of a veritable thimble

§
£
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T0 THE SCHODLEIRLS
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GIVE THE UNPOPULAR TEACHER

Schoolgirls Often Prejudice Them-
selves Unreasonably Against a

and Shyness of Some Teachers
Make Them Appear Stiff and
Stern — Unprepossessing Teachers
Often Heroines—@irls Have a Way
of Worshiping the Teacher with
the Lovely Eyes—Charm Is Capital
=—@Give a New Teacher Your Confl-
dence,

BY MARGARET E. BANGETER.

Two bright heads were bent together
over the same book. As they reached
the last page Susan looked at Penelope
and sighed.

“There,” she sald, "that Is ended.
We shall recite to-morrow to dear Mis3
M., and then next week will see us
fn Miss B.'s classroom, and good-
by to good times for slx months. Every
girl who has ever been with Miss B.|
fairly hates her, unless she happens to
be one of her pets. She has pets,
and they may do anything, but the|
rest of the class are always getting de- |
merits and being scolded and made to
do extra work. | wieh | could be Rip
VYan Winkle and sleep straight through
the next grade. Miss W., who has
the class higher than Miss B, is a
darling. But one can't reach her with-
put having to undergo the misery of |
the class below.”

“Aren't you exaggerating?” asked
Penelope. 1 have seen Miss B. a num-
ber of times, and she looks harm-
less. [ cannot understand why she 13
#o unpopular. The teachers appear td
find her pleasant.”

“Oh, she Is pleasant enough with
them and with visiting parents,” ex-
glaimed Sue. "It ¥s oaly her own|
girls to whom she is a tyrant. You‘
bave not lived here very long, but I
have gone through this school, from |
the kindergarten up, and so have my |
pisters. Lucy and Mlildred and their|
friends have the same opinion that 1
have. Everybody dreads Miss B.”

Penelope's dark eyes grew thought-
ful. “Well, Sue,” she sald, “my fa-
ther has always taught me to value
fair play, and it does not look to me
like fair play to begin In a new class
with one’'s mind made up that she is
going to diclike the teacher. That cre-
Ates a false situatfon at the outset. Why
should we blindly accept what other
people say without waiting to see for
ourselves where the truth of the mat-
ter lies? Poor Miss B. has a harl
road to travel, if the girls do not trusi
her before they. have given her tho
slightest trial. I, for one, shall do my
work in the best way | cam, and |
shall try to love Miss B. and to maka
hre love me.”

Susan gave her head a toss. I pre-r
dicet, Penelope, that you will be a fa-

vorite,” she sald, scornfully.
*Not at all, but 1 have a conscience,
and | am going to give my teacher the |

banefit of a chance. 1 wish you woulidl

Joln me. Perha)s if you and [ take
the tead, nome o (hié ohers will (0i- |
low, and Miss H. for once may have
the pleasure of teaching a class who
are not determined to misunderstand
her intentions ard who ere not doing |
what they can to make ner work hart. |
1 believe in maling my teacher's end |
| sasy, if 1 can. Mother was a teacher |
before her marriage, and she has told |
me a good deal about the seamy side
of a teacher's Ilife”
. . " . .,
Penelope had in her girlish wisdom ;
caught the thread of a clew that had
tangled itself and led far back into |
the years during which the unpopular
teacher had occupied her chair. Miss

B. was exceptionally well equipped,
& student painstaking and profound,
the graduate of one co!lege and fha
successtul prize-winner in post-gradu-
ate work in another, she lacked the
magnetism which in itself makes some
women adorable and adored. In truth,
she was more and more afraid of the
girls she taught; her nauve diffidence |
and shyness made her seem stiff and |
stern; she encrusted herself as diffi-
dent people often do in a chain-armos
of reserve. She recoiled from the
unspoken criticism of the girls who
sat before her, and though she hon
estly trled she was seldom able o
make them feel that she cared fo:
them personally. They cupposed that
in her view they were so many pegs
in & row or pawns on a chmbonr!.|
and they resented the impersonality |
of her near-sighted gaze. Girls arel
sometimes very heartless, and Inltu'li
of - feeling pitiful when occasionally |
they saw a quiver of pain cross Miss
B.'s countenance, such a token of sen-
sitiveness on her part only made them
dislike ‘her the more. In her endeavor
to be just and to exact the best worit
of which the class was capable, she
often went too far and marked too se-
verely any fallure. If right relations
are not existent between teacher and
scholars it is very difficult for either
to accomplish much. Ofwen it would |
be for the benefit of all concerned were
the teacher to be transplanted to =&
new environment where she could be-
gin unhampered by unfriendly tradi-
tions.

If a teacher in the depths of her
own soul is aware that she is no dis-

| “Peacher — The Native Diffidencs |

| terial,

' hook over to the left,

night's rest in sitting up with and
ministering to an invalid sister. There
wif no one else to take her place
and in consequence she brought with
her to school an atmosphere of fa-
tigue which made itself felt withoul
her knowledge. Irritabllity is often
born of weariness.

Girls are by the way of worship-
ing teachers because of little externals
that have not very much to do with
the teacher’'s eficiency. A feacher who
has lovely eyes and beautiful hair, and
the suspicion of a dimple when she
smiles, or who wears pretty things
and Is very attractive as to walsts and
stocks, has a great advantage over her
plilner associate, who is Iindifferent to
dress,

On the whole, 1 sympathize with
girls in admiring the teacher who is
Invariably immacunlate and tidy, an?
who has about her the bright attract-
iveness of perfect health and the
beauty that is typleal of womanly
goodness. [t is our duty whether we
are girls in our teens or women be-
yond them always to look as charm-
ing and to behave as amiable as wa
can. When the unpopular teacher for-
gets this fact or ignores it, wheh
she is willfully eccentric or lapses int)
mannerisms that are awkward and un~
gainly, she sacrifices part of her cap-
ital and makes it a foregone conclu-
sion that she will not succeed as sho
ought.

But I put it to every one of you. 1Is
it falr to start new work with a new
teacher without being a* least willing
to give her your confidence? Or It
you are already In a class and do
not ke your teacher, is it never worth
while to be honest and candid and in-
quire if you are not just a little bit
to blame for the state of things your-
selves? In this world a lot of trouble
gprings from misunderstandings that
might as well never rome to th4

front, and people who should be gool A hole efght inches in diamoter is cut™

friends stand aloof and never get ac-
quainted because they let a trifiing and
non-eseential thing keep them apart.
A very thoughtful writer has sal\
that in every human soul there is an
innermost room, and that if we could
discover it we should learn secrels
that we never find out when we are
only in the outer courts. This may
be too philosophiecal for you, dear
girls, but 1 want you to belleve that
there is something very sweet abou'
the most unpopular teacher you have

ever had, if~“you will take pains to|

search for It.

“There's 80 much good in the wors: !

of us,
And so much bad in the best of us,
That it 11l behooves any of us
To talk about the rest of us."
(Copyright, 1906, by Joseph B. Bowles.)

A SIMPLE PRETTY BODICE.

Full Directions for Making and About
the Kinds and Quantity of
Materials Required.

Here is a simple and pretty bodlce
for making to a dress of woolen ma-
It has a tight-fitting linlng,
fastening down the center front; to
this the lace vest is attached. It is
sewn to the right front and made to
The material
back Is tucked three times down the

BODICE FOR AFTERNOON DRESS

center before being set to the lining;
the fronts are also tucked from the
shoulders to the bust. The left front

wraps the right, and is ornamented
with tiny velvet buttons. The collar
is faged with velvet, and fans of

cream soft lace fall from -
ends in fromt. Leg-of-mutton
with velvet cuffs, above w

i

| As a general rule it js best $0 buy
| such articles as brooders
who manufacture them and guarantee
| them to work. Im ‘con-
Eu'ivueuyuumltmm own
' risk; but many have succeeded Wwith

ben
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HOME-MADE BROODER.

old packing case, whichk will
modate 50 chicks. The details of the
construction are shown in
trations. The lower section of Fig. 2,
where the lamp for heating is

s a box three feet square,
ten-inch boards, and covered
or galvanized iron. Above this cover,
around the edges of the lamp box,
one-inch strips are nailed. Two one
Inch holes are bored through
strips on each side of the box for the

SECTIONAL VIEW OF EROODER.

purpose of ventilation. A floor of
matched’ boards is lald on the

| In the center of this floor and over it
| is reversed an old tin pan, ten
in diameter, the sides of the
| ing punched full of holes to allow
free circulation of heat. Over this
placed a table two feet six
square, with legs 4% Inches
| Around the sides of this
| tacked a curtain of felt cut
| to bottom at Mutervals of five er
| inches to allow the chicks to
and out at will, the whole
| rounded by boards four inches high
and three feet long nailed together at
the corners and resting on the fSoor of
the brooder. When the chicks are

:

F

:
:

' hover to the floor of the room. 1560
| Figl)

AN IDEA IN HEN HOUSES.

| Plan of Nests Which Will Prove Con-
venient Both for Laying and
Setting Heuns,

1 have a good and simple way of
( making hens' nests which I will give
| to others, says a writer In Prairis
{ Farmer. My way is to take boards
isI: inches wide and 12 feet long and
| have them sawed up into 12-inch
{ lengths. Ome board will make three
nests 12 inches square. Some thin
boards can be used for the bottom.
| Now make a platform three feet wide
across a portion of the ho at the
desired height from the floor.
| the nests on this in an even row
together at the edge of the
| next to the roosts. Now make &
tition of woven wire or boards from
' the top of the nests, and middle ot
| plattorm, to the roof of the house.
When a hen wants to set, and
' no use for her for that
can be placed on the other side of
! partition and be inclosed by the
!of the nesis and the wire
where she will be away from
ing hens. Nests made in this
ner can be easily cleaned amnd
| from insects.

;
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BEES AND POULTRY.

queens,
Put another -window in the old,

Lard alone is a good Insesticide.
It does not need kerosene to make it
effective. 2 SINCE

We have yet to héar of the first poul-
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