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"And His mercy is from gen-
eration to generation to them
that fear Him." The Psalms.

to to 4?

GENERAL ARMSTRONG.

And though he died as a result
of overwork one of his sayings
was, "It pays to follow one's best
light. To put God and country
first; ourselves afterwards. Taps
is just sounded."

to to to

Don't tell your troubles to
others; they are looking for an
opportunity to tell theirs to you.

George Eliot.
to i$ to

The new Davies corner on
Queen is really beautiful the
curve. No other like it in the
town. It just suits the narrow
street, to our mind.

J to to

Secretary Wood has gone
straight on sawing wood, sawing
wood, hammering and driving
nail after nail ; and now, can
stand out in the street and espy
a solid strong building up of
many stories, stories (paper
stories!)

? to 5

Oh, go to Dimond's for your
cut glass; his cut glass shines
like di'monds.

to to ffft

Dey is times w'en tribulation
Seems to git de uppah ban',

An' to whip de weary trav'lah
'Twell he ain't got stren'th to

stan'
But des' keep on wid a

little bit o' song,
De mo'n is alius brightah w'en de

night's been long.
Paul Laurence Dunbar.

to to O

OF HA-

WAII.

Honolulu, July 29, 1909.

Editor Advertiser : The cor-

rect pronunciation of "Hawaii"
is Hah-wye-- ee or Hah-vye-e- e.

KAMEHAMEHA SCHOOL FOR UOY&

Manual Library Dcpt.
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There is a slight break after
the "wye" and the "ce." In some
parts of the Islands "w" is pro-
nounced "v," but the "w" pro-
nunciation largely predominates.

Yours truly,
C. H. Dickey.

to to to

J. W. Pratt, Real Estate and
Auctioneer, 125 Merchant.

to O to

WILL WRITTEN ON DI-

PLOMA.

Concordia, Kansas, July 14.
On July 1 Chester Dutton died
near here. Up to the time of his
death he was the oldest living
graduate of Yale. His will is
written on the back of his diplo-
ma, which was granted him in
1841. It is witnessed by E. S.
Ellis and George H. Palmer. Mr.
Dutton explained to his lawyer
that he wanted his family to
think as much of the parchment
as he did.

Mr. Dutton owned several
farms.

Born March 24, 1814. In the
St. Louis paper, July 15, 1909.

to to to

"OLD TRINITY."

Oh ! and Irish potato roast in the
ashes, brown,

Bring all best things but that will
take the crown.

A rich ham-bon- e with pickle,
spiced, coffee, biscuit and
cheese,

(A glass of wine) and one can't
dine? He's mighty hard to
please.

Oh ! an Irish potato roast in the
ashes, brown,

Bring all best things and it must
take the crown:

So mealy, white and fine, deli-
cious !

And after that just add, nutri-
tious.

$3.00 per annum
Slnele copies 25 cents

Oh! an Irish potato roast in the
ashes, brown,

Bring all best things, but that
will suit the town.

Atine M. Prescott.
to to to

Mrs. Kearns can pack a jam
surprise from Honolulu, to your
friend on the Mainland.

to to to

"At present sugar, of course, is
the mainstay," said the gentle-
man. "We even buy our fruits
from California. In fact, we buy
about everything from California
except sugar. Think how things
have changed. A few years ago
Hawaii supplied California with
nearly everything, and now the
rule is reversed.

"You see, our lands are so valu-
able for sugar that we can make
money by raising sugar and buy-
ing our food products from Cali-
fornia. Our land is too valuable
to grow anything but sugar and
tobacco. When we get the to-

bacco industry started we are go-

ing to be headquarters for sugar
and tobacco for the whole world.

"No. When you hear this war
talk of threats of Japan taking the
islands you may just laugh. We
are over there at the seat of the
situation and we are not uneasy.
We feel just as safe under the
flag there as we would feel in
Denver. You probably have got
to get on the outskirts of this
country before you appreciate its
strength."

(Oh, we laugh all right, mis-

ter.)
to to to

THE CONSULATE.

Mr. George Davies will assume
the duties of the British Minis-
ter, Mr. Ralph Forster, during
the latter's absence from this
Territory.

to to to

Doubtless, there are newspa-
pers that would offer the jail and
the prison as "safe investment,"
if paid for the space.

i
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(Now here endeth the 7th year
of The Honolulu Times.)

KAIMUKI.

"How perfectly lovely !" will be
the exclamation of all the girls
the day school begins in the new
Convent of the Sacred Hearts.

We have been all through and
through it; and as we walked
down the road to take the car,
we looked back and said, "Per-
fectly lovely."

(5 O O

(And now, Architect Kerr, will
you please subscribe for The
Times? Why should we notice
your work at all, pray? We are
under no obligations to heed thy
architecture, are we?)

5 t5

We had hardly done reviewing
the subject of "letter-writing- 1'

one day, for a minute or two, and
had thrown the waif down on the
floor of our mind so to speak, say-

ing, we would perhaps pick it up
in earnest one day and write an
article, when to our amazement,
and as if divining our thoughts,
a friend remarked abruptly:

"There's one thing I am in-

tending to let go, and that is writ-
ing so much ; it costs too much
in a year for postage and the re-

turns are often very unsatisfac-
tory; I'm losing all faith in so
much unimportant passing of
mail."

It really almost took our breath
away to hear the truth she re-

corded.
We are convinced that letter-writin- g

to indifferent acquaint-
ances, etc., is of very little value
to any one a sort of interchange
of nothings and of no real vital
import to sender or recipient.

If one can put out a good book,
really good sound and interesting,
and sell the same, then let all
friends interested in one buy
one and read. How much more
of value because even that money
not needed can go for "the poor."
"The poor ye have always with
you and whensoever you will you
can do them good."

We write a long epistle to a
friend, say, telling all the local
points of interest, etc., etc.

After, perhaps, a month or two,
or even many, comes in we will
say a reply running on something
like to this : "We were so glad to
hear of you and of your life and
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work, etc., etc. I have been
thinking of replying again and
again, but just as your dear let-
ter came, Billy, my eldest, was
unfortunate enough to fall off the
team and break his leg; we were
about getting into our new house
there (on C street you will recol-
lect) and one thing and another
seemed to drive all writing out of
our heads.

So, I know you-wil- l forgive me
and I will do better, etc., etc.
Now this is one sample only.

(And likely a "card" of some
sort !)

Whenever we do write letters
to friends now we make them
brief but sincere, very sincere but
short.

Very little in putting out let-
ters of length, excepting in real
importance to the receiver. Nine
times out of ten, and more, of no
real value. Fa'ct.

Of course, we are not now in-

cluding those who are bound up
with our life, whose loves and
joys and sorrows are our own,
and with whom we will follow
along, to the end of the journey;
nor of the elect few whose inter-
ests are ours, come prosperity,
come adversity oh no. True are
the "exceptions" Ave will make
and to whom we write always
what time we may not talk!

? fc3 iS

THE FAIRY ISLE OF
ISCHIA.

Wonderful is the beauty and
even more wonderful the history
of Ischia, which, rising out of the
blue Mediterranean waters to a
height of 2,600 feet, stands proud-
ly forth the most commanding
point of interest in the fair bay
of Naples.

Ischia is a volcanic island
which, by the help of numerous
earthquakes, has shaken itself
into public notice. It has been
said of this remarkable dot on the
surface of the ng sea
that it is "an epitome of the
globe," for its scenery embraces
almost everything that makes for
natural beauty, the fertility of its
soil yields abundantly of nearly
everything that grows, and its
thermal springs make it a much-soug- ht

health resort.
Ischia is a classic! Virgil has

sung its praises and Homer pays
it tribute.

Its native poetess, the gifted

Vittoria Colonna, helped to make
the little island famous and she
in turn was immortalized by

In the long ago the magnates of
Rome had their villas there and
Roman spears, Saracen sabers
and Spanish swords have been en-
gaged in its defense.

"Where Ischia smiles
O'er liquid miles,"

the purple-peake- d Epomeus looks
down upon valleys which blush
with roses which run riot, while
nightingales sing both by day and
night in the magnolia and citrus
groves that stretch from the hill-
sides down to the sea.

Ischia's vineyards yield some of
the most famous wines of Italy,
and though her area embraces
but 26 square miles, they are
among the most wonderful acres
that ever the sun shone upon.

Italy is proud of her Capri, with
its sapphire gates, but it is no
less proud of Ischia, the Mediter-
ranean fairyland.

i3 if J

BIRDS AND MILLINERY.

Editor Advertiser: You write
this morning of "Birds and Mil-
linery." Let me quote a few lines
from a recent Eastern paper. Un-
der the heading "Aigrette Plumes

The White Badge of Cruelty,"
I read as follows : "No form of
feather adornment has been, and
is more harmful in its effects,
than the wearing of 'aigrettes,' or
herons' plumes. These dainty,
graceful feathers, unlike the dis-
torted skin of humming bird or
warbler, carry with them no sug-
gestion of death, and many a wo-
man on whose bonnet they arc
placed is ignorant of the unspeak-
able cruelty the taking of these
feathers entails. If each plume
could tell its own sad history, ev-

ery humane woman in this land
would raise her voice in protest
against the fashion.

"Aigrette plumes constitute the
wedding dress of the several
species of white herons or egrets
and are worn only during the
nesting season. The
plume hunter, armed, preferably
with a small rifle, shoots the par-
ent birds as they return with food
for their young. The birds fall

and within a few days
most of the parents have been
killed, while the nestlings, lack-
ing their care, die of starvation."



The immersion of a living lobster
in boiling water to form a fit
meal for the epicure is perhaps
no worse than the treatment
awarded the young egrets.

Atavistic tendencies in these
days cannot be held as an excuse
for cruelty or for abetting or
countenancing it. Evolution is at
work, and there are many ways in
which whoso will can help and
assist nature in eradicating traits
of character that attach to us as a
part of the lives of those who liv-

ed in a long since past and whose
very existence, perhaps, depend-
ed in no small degree on a lack
of feeling quite foreign to all rea-
sonable requirements of our own
days and lives. Let women shun
aigrette plumes as a part of their
personal adornment. On the liv-

ing bird how exquisitely beauti-
ful. The faultless furnishing of
the Great Artist of the universe.
Plucked with heartless cruelty
from the bird to become a decora-
tion for a woman's hat, it is sim-
ply an incongruous impediment
to the realization of an outward
expression of beauty, courtesy
and grace. Be it not forgotten
forever, our inner thoughts, feel-
ings and lives will show forth.
How?

"When the soul declares itself,
to wit, By it's fruit; the thing it
does."

Charles F. Hart.
Honolulu, August 9, 1909.

(5 ? O

SUGAR! (QUERY.)

Say, do you know how to make
cane grow?

iWe can get over-ric- h you know,
Just by making fields of cane

grow !

Teaching school's all very well,
Hearing the children read and

spell ;

But, growing-can- e, oh, my! that
tells

Only to know to make cane grow,
And not to have it grow too

slow !

Do you know how to make cane
grow ?

Never mind Klondyke, we should
freeze,

At best grow a cold and sneeze-sneez- e,

But here there's always a warm
breeze ;
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Don't talk about those fields of
snow

If you know how to make cane
grow!

Do you know how to make cane
grow ?

Why there's a man has cover'd
the ground

For miles and miles the country
round,

'But he kens how to make cane
grow

And not to let it grow too slow
Great thing to know, to make

cane grow!
Say, do you know how to make

cane grow?

Where cane grows right, it grows
Avith speed,

And in time of need is giv'n feed ;

It must look thrifty, clean and
bright,

Gain a foot by day and by night;
And sure there's skill in it some-

where (Have yon been
there?)

Do you know how to make cane
grow ?

.We've watched cane it mustn't
grow slow,

But more than this we do not
know ;

Sugar-load- s must be sent away
Nearly every other day,
In running a mill no delays

(That wouldn't pay !)

Say, do you know the exact way?
(Pent etre).

There's very much the self-sam-e

rule
In raising cane as in keeping

school ;

Do you know how to make cane
grow ?

We shall get over rich, you know,
Simply making rows of cane

grow !

Queer eh ?

Anne M. Prescott.
v O v

The trustees of the Queen's
Hospital met yesterday morning
and elected the staff of surgeons
and physicians for the hospital
during the coming year. The
personnel of the staff is as fol-

lows:
Surgeons Dr. V. E. Collins,

Dr. Geo. Herbert, Dr. James R.
Judd and Dr. C. B. Wood.

Physicians Dr. C. B. Cooper,
Dr. A. G Hodgins, Dr. H. V.
Murrav and Dr. G. F. Straub.

Specialists Dr. W. L. Moore
and Dr. W. G. Rogers.

Immediately after the meeting,
Secretary George W: Smith sent
out letters to the different sur-
geons and physicians, notifying
them of their election,

o o o

A Welshman, who was in Lon-
don when extensive sewering op-

erations were in progress, lost his
watch. He reported the matter
to Scotland Yard, and the officials
said they would leave no stone
unturned to find the missing
time-keepe- r. Shortly afterward
Taffy again visited the metropo-
lis, and saw street after street
turned up. He was told, in all,
thirty-si- x miles of road were in
the same condition. Pie rushed
down to Scotland Yard, and ex-

claimed to the wondering inspec-
tor: "I didn't think I was giving
you all that trouble. If you don't
find the watch by Sunday, I
wouldn't break up any more
street." Selected.

& & &

Many of our old Hawaiian peo-
ple can give very interesting in-

formation on this subject of the
utility of Hawaiian plants: it is
a pitv some of them can not be,in-duce- d

to reduce their knowledge
into manuscript for publication.

Yours truly,
Byron O. Clark.

j& v v'
So long as the names of war

heroes are preferred for forts and
batteries, it is well that Hawaii's
one native born general officer of
the Civil War should be honored
in that way on the soil that gave
him birth. By order of the Sec-

retary of War a local seacoast
battery will be called Fort Arm-
strong a good name of itself for
such a structure and, in this case,
one honoring a worthy soldier of
the Union. The compliment to
him is one in which the Territory
shares.

fV IV (J

That cotton, without in any
way interfering with industries
already established in these is-

lands, can be made one of the
most valuable income-produce- rs

of Hawaii is the belief of Dr. E.
V. Wilcox, director of the Fed-

eral Experiment Station.
"The Sea Island cotton must

have been brought here as early
as 1830, for in the records of the
Rooke exploring expedition, men- -
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tion is made of a cotton mill at
Kailua, Kona, Hawaii, where a
good grade of cotton cloth was
actually being made. This was
in 1837. The wives of the mis-
sionaries taught the weaving of
cotton, and the records say that
their pupils soon surpassed them
in dexterity.

"And all of this cotton was
raised in small batches by indi-
viduals. Even under those con-
ditions the reports from Wash-
ington indicate that the cotton
erown here produced the very
finest grade of lint. The cotton
which we find growing here
about, and which is generally
called wild cotton, is in reality
the Sea Island cotton brought
here in the olden days.

"Sea Island cotton, of which
225 pounds is produced to the
acre on the mainland under the
most favorable conditions, we can
produce here at the rate of 400
pounds to the acre.

"There is no doubt but that our
conditions here are just about as
nearly ideal as possible for the
production of Sea Island cotton.

"Cotton is eminently the poor
man's crop, for it can be raised
with the minimum of expense and
brings the maximum returns.
The very ease with which they
can produce their cotton is the
ruination of the poor negroes of
the Southern States."

V 1&to 0&

The physician's affront: "So
you have decided to get another
physician?" "I have," answered
Airs. Cumrox; "the idea of his pre-
scribing flaxseed tea and mustard
plasters for people as rich as we
are !" Washington Star.

O fc5 5

AN OLD STAMP.

By Anne M. Prescott.

It is not at all to be wondered
at that when one once contracts
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the fever, stamp collecting, it has
often a long run and an exhaust-
ive. One will be reduced to ac-

tually beggary, if not induced to
steal, for the sake of one more
postage stamp to add to his pic-
torial museum, royal and re-

public.
It is astonishing. I have had

Hawaiian stamps taken off my
mail in the States in a house
where I could have left money
about with perfect safety. Fact.
Of course, it becomes a sort of
mania and is truly fascinating.
The historical and geographical
value of children making "collec-
tions" can hardly be measured, if
carried out and on for years, and
with due moderation. Take all
the United States issues, say
from the time of Daniel Web-
ster's Senatorial career. Take
Mexico, Central America, Spain
from the time of Queen Isabella,
take Italy, France from the time
of the First Empire, take Russia
and Germany for half a century
only. The best object lesson ever
dreamt of since "teaching us an
art" began! I have paid more,
in proportion, for an old stamp
than I would pay for a steel en-

graving. And have some good
ones. The Hawaiian monarchy
envelopes were really very pretty
and artistic. Take the little
brown Republic stamp and where
can you see a neater one? It is
intensely interesting to look over
a fine "collection" arranged with
thought and care.

The history of a country, of a
nation, is all there in a handful of
little letter stamps its wars, its
peace, its liberty, its tyranny, its
benefactors, its oppressors, its
rise, its downfall, its growth, its
ruin, its happiness or its misery

all there. Back of each queen
or king, or emperor, or president,
we see crowd after crowd of men
and women whose names are for-

ever recorded in that period of
history as the famous of the time

famed for good or famed for
evil. In one way or in another
thev certainly "made their mark"

a mark to copy or a mark to
shun, examples for posterity. Be-

hind each face, and how we re-

vere some of them, yes, many !

We feel as if we should rise
and salute them with a most pro-
found abeisance. Behind one

--jut..

face, I say, we see a great na-
tion protecting art and commerce,
building factories and schools
and hospitals, opening churches
and halls and lecture-room- s, libra-
ries and making discoveries,
building bridges, and engineering
roads and tunnels and passes.
We see the fields of grain, the
orchards laden with their rich
burden, the grapes ripe for the
vat a God-bless- ed thrice bless-
ed country.

And what do we see at a swift
glance of horror back of another,
perchance the very next? My
pen hesitates and dislikes to re-

peat, for youthful cars, the dread-
ful scenes instigated by that man
or woman, made in the image of
God, placed high in the land by
right of inheritance, and by their
evil influence, covering their rich
possessions' with mildew and
blight spoil for the locust, and
the robber! Wars, pestilence,
famine and hatred mark the curs-
ed reign. The gospel of peace.
The iniquity of war. But, col-

lecting "old stamps" in the Ha-
waiian Islands has to me a hu-mor- us

side. Very likely the
bump of the ludicrous (do you
believe in "bumps"?) covers at
least one point of my head, per-
haps the east.

One night, after having turned
all the keys and shoved all the
bolts I heard a great many feet
tramping, industriously, hither
and you on the veranda, and
earnest, business-lik- e raps on my
outside door. I sang out and
soon discovered some of my boy-
friends and the importance of
their errand was to them so great
that the bother of unlocking was
of no account at all. The spokes-
man came to the point at once,
and Avith a happy look on his face
said: "I've got a stamp; it's a
brown one !" "Oh ! that is fine,"
said I, not telling him I knew of
an envelopeful ; "and now boys,
as we're up for the night again,
may as well go to the kitchen and
see if we can find any cold coffee
and what goes with it. It makes
me hungry, I declare, so much
good news coming as a kind of
joyful surprise." And so I pack-
ed them off in great glee. It takes
so little to please "the boy" if you
know how ! If I only had a little
more "tact" I could manage a
streetful.
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THE OLD WATER WHEEL.

It lies beside the river, where its
marge

Is black with many an old and
oarless barge,

And yesty filth and leafage wild
and rank

Stagnate and batten by the
crumbling bank.

Once, slow revolving by the in-

dustrious mill,
It murmured only on the Sab-

bath still ;

And evening winds its pulse-lik- e

beating bore
Down the soft vale and by the

winding shore.

Sparkling around its orbed mo-
tion, flew,

With quick fresh fall, the drops
of dashing dew,

Through noontide heat that gen-

tle rain was flung,
And verdant, found, the summer

herbage sprung.

Now, dancing light and sounding
motion cease,

In these dark hours of cold con-

tinual peace;
Through its black bars the un-

broken moonlight flows,
And dry winds howl about its

long repose!

And moldering lichens creep, and
mosses gray,

Cling around its arms, in gradual
decay,

Amidst the hum of men which
doth not suit

That shadowy circle, motionless
and mute!

So, by the sleep of many a human
heart

The crowd of men may bear their
busy part,

Where withered, or forgotten, or
subdued,

Its noisy passions have left soli-

tude :

Ah ! little can they trace the hid-

den truth,
What waves have moved it in the

vale of youth !

And little can its broken chords
avow

How once they sounded. All is
silent, now !

John Ruskin.
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THE BEST BOOKS.

Much attention is being given
to a list, or partial list, prepared
bv Dr. Eliot, the recently retired
President of Harvard, of first
choices of books for a limited
library, sufficient, in the words of
Dr. Eliot himself, so that "the
faithful and considerate reading
of these books, with such reread-ing- s

and memorizing as indivi-
dual taste may prescribe, will
give any man the essentials of a
liberal education, even if he can
devote to them but fifteen min-

utes a day."
It is a striking feature of the

list that there is none of Shake-
speare in it. Here is the list:

"Autobiography of Benjamin
Franklin."

"Journal of John Woolman."
"Fruits of Solitude," by Wil-

liam Penn.
Bacon's "Essays" and "New

Atlantis."
Milton's "Areopagitica" and

"Tractate on Education."
Sir Thomas Browne's "Religio

Medici."
Plato's "Apologv," "Phaedo"

and "Crito."
"Golden Sayings," of Epicte-tu- s.

"Meditations of Marcus Aure-lius- ."

Emerson's "Essays."
Emerson's "English Traits."
The complete Poems of Milton.
Johnson's "Volpone."
Beaumont and Fletcher's "The

Maids' Tragedy."
Webster's "Duchess of Malfy."
Middleton's "The Changeling."
Dryden's "All for Love."
Shelley's "Cenci."
Browning's "Blot on the

Scutcheon."
Tennyson's "Becket."
Goethe's "Faust."
Marlowe's "Dr. Faustus."
Adam Smith's "Wealth of Na-

tions."
"Letters" of Cicero and Pliny.
Bunyan's "Pilgrim's Prog-

ress."
Burns' "Tarn O'Shanter."
Walton's "Complete Angler"

and "Lives" of Donne and Her-
bert.

"Autobiography of St. Augus-
tine."

Plutarch's "Lives."
Dryden's "Aeneid."
"Canterbury Tales."

"Imitation of Christ," by
Thomas A. Kempis.

Dante's "Divine Comedy."
Darwin's "Origin of Species."
"Arabian Nights."

i t

THE HOME OF CLEAN
SPORT.

On Monday afternoon an auto-
mobile of the hired variety, con-
taining three ladies and a man,
rolled in through the gates of
Oahu College grounds and cir-
cled round the curve of the road
above Alexander field, stopping
where there was a good view of
the field.

A baseball game was in prog-
ress. It was between teams from
Oahu and St. Louis colleges.
The people in the automobile
were wealthy tourists who were
on their way back to the mainland
after a trip through the Orient.
They had hired a machine and
told the chauffeur to show them
the sights. The driver had the
sense to know that Alexander
field is one of the finest playing
fields that was ever planned, and
he had the additional sense to
know that a game of baseball
would appeal to Americans on
their way back home.

The machine had stopped only
a few minutes when the occu-
pants began to take notice. They
saw that many of the players
were Hawaiians, and the man of
the party, who has evidently been
a follower of baseball and other
sports, suddenly became excited
over a remarkale double play. He
called to an Advertiser reporter
who was there and courteously
asked for information.

When he was told that the
teams represented two local col-

leges and that two other institu-
tions had just finished a ten-inni-

game with a final score of
five to four, and only three errors,
he gasped. And then he was told
something about the personnel of
the teams. How the catcher,
whose clever throw he had ad-

mired, was a Chinaman ; how the
first baseman who had caught the
ball and effected the double play
was a Hawaiian, and how the
teams were made up of a num-
ber of different nationalities, ev-

ery one of them as good an Amer-
ican as he himself.

"We had no idea," he said,
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"when we came out here that we
were going1 to see anything like
this. Here is a field such as any
big university might be proud of,
and they certainly are playing a
fine game of ball. And you say
that they play football, soccer and
all other games just as well? Let
me see that list of names you
have there." And he read the list
over several times, asking for in-

formation as to pronunciation,
chortling all the time.

Then he was told a few more
things to surprise him. He heard
of the Outrigger Club, of. the
yacht club, of the transpacific
yacht races, of the girls' rowing
clubs, of the Marathon races and
of many other events in the way
of sports and athletics that take
place here. Before the party left
the grounds they had realized in
a small way just how great a
country this is for open-ai- r sport,
and the Tenyo Maru carried away
one good sportsman who will tell
the people on the mainland some
truths about sport in Hawaii.

The recent visits of the Santa
Clara and Keio teams to Hono-
lulu have done untold good in pro-
motion work. There is no place
in the world where open-ai- r sport
has a better environment than on
these Islands, and there is prob-
ably no other place in the world
where sport is so clean or so un-
tainted by the touch of profes-
sionalism. To the athletic in-

structors of the various schools,
colleges and the Y. M. C. A. much
credit for the present clean and
high efficiency of sport and ath-
letics in the Hawaiian Islands is
due. They should be encourag-
ed in every way, for they have
been making a name for Hawaii
that is heard all over the world,
"The home of clean sport."
P. C. A.
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IMMIGRATION.
(One Dream.)

It not only has its comical side,
but it is amazing to see how fami-
lies are streaming into our Rain-
bow Land and how they settle
and are settled.

The names Mrs. Green and the
two Misses Green and Master
Green, for instance, appear on the
steamer's list. There's nothing,
certainly, very remarkable about
that either as to name or number.
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Mrs. Green is soon appointed to
a vacancy by the Board of Edu-
cation. The two Misses Green
are also accommodated. Shortly,
we note the name of a Mr.
Green; and presently learn that
Mrs. Green (not too green) and
her "better half" make a whole
grab-ba- g.

Now, Mr. Green, the tardy
pater, is something of an invalid,
but thinks he could "assist" a lit-
tle, and he is quickly assisted to
assist.

But he is no sooner disposed of
than, like a dissolving view, is
seen the name Daddy Jones on
the list, and he proves to be Mrs.
Green's father; he is able to buy
a small patch of coffee land not
far from the school, and he di-
rectly sends word for two sons to
come. They sell out their cows
and cans in Skowhcgan and start
for Paradise.

Next, pretty Mrs. Smiley's
name attracts our attention in an
idle moment of our busy life; en
passant, it's the workers who al-

ways can find a minute This
woman is a live graduate of
Cometah Seminary, a cousin-germa- n

of the Greens.
But, many other families do

not come in, one or two at a time,
like stars appearing on a dark
night, quietly; they make, as it
were, an exclamatory note, sound
the bugle, a sort of reveille.

You will notice on the passen-
ger list, if you take interest in
matters and things going on
about you, "Dr. and Mrs. Killem,
Miss Killem, Grace Killem, Mr.
Graham, St. John Killem, Betty
(er) Killem, and nurse, maid and
servant."

"Capt. and Mrs. Converse, Miss
Converse, Mary, Eliza, James,
Hugh and Sally Lunn Converse."
(No servant.) "Major Blarney
(no wife), Sergeant Blarney, late
at Santiago (no money), Mrs.
Blarney, Nora Blarney." The
Misses Blarney (3), coming in a
few weeks, applications for posi-
tions as teachers of singing, draw-
ing (free-hand- ), flute, harp, pia-
no, banjo, bangs, etc., already
filed.

And now we come to the "poor
white trash," north, south, cast
and west the Avorld over, who lit-

erally never kept a servant, maid
or valet, neither a slave, nor their
fathers before them, and who
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don't care which it is in eating
knives or forks or fingers.

"Hiram Bennett, wife and five
children ;" he wants a farm on the
instalment plan (five dollars a
month).

"James Small, wife and three
children," (ditto).

"Mr. Morse and tribe," (ditto).
"Mr. Barns and large family,"

(ditto).
"Mr. Lombar and family;"

wants a machine shop.
"Mr. Sneider;" wants a saloon

and eating house.
"Mr. Lowder," wants to be

postmaster.
"Rev. C. C. Parson," wants to

bring his family for a term of
three years. Free-wi- ll Baptist.

"Rev. Mrs. Screech," wants to
get her sons and daughters set-
tled somewhere here, and she will
assist as city missionary, etc.

And so the population is in-

creasing. Verily there is hope.
A. M. P.
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THE TESTING OF JUAN
ANDRES.

By the Rev. William Hughes.

Juan Andres was praised by
the new agent, Dewey, as the
"whitest Indian" he had ever
known. But Juan Andres, while
he lived, had one proud boast;
and that was, "I am a full-bloo- d

Indian." To tell the truth, Dewey
had known few Indians, and
never understood any; else he
would never have degraded Juan
Andres from the office of reserva-
tion police. Instead, he would
have tested his word of honor
again. Dewey had reason, how-
ever, to fear the short-sighte- d

criticism of higher government
officials: that if he retained Juan
Andres in office he would be brib-
ing the Indian to keep him sober.

That this .criticism was untrue,
Juan Andres proved by his heroic
life and death. For years before
his betrothal to Dolores of the
neighboring Cahuilla tribe, he had
been the scandal of the Soboba
reservation. He was almost al-

ways drunk, and, when drunk,
was quarrelsome and dangerous.
But Dolores believed in him, that
he could be as manly as he was
handsome. Tall, straight, mus-
cular, when sober he rode with
ease a horse that few cowboys or
Indians could conquer. But as to



men, so to horses: he was cruel
when drinking and kind when ab-

staining.
"If I can keep him from whis-

ky, I can keep him kind," said
Dolores to her mothei. The
daughter did not then know how
prophetic her name would yet
prove. Dolores, sorrows.

"Dolores, my darling," said the
mother, "if he will not be sober
when he is betrothed, neither will
he be when married to you. Test
him for one year."

Juan Andres accepted the test.
To the delight of Dolores and the
wonder of the small Indian and
white world in which he lived,
he stood it not for one only, but
for a second and even a third
year. I

At the end of the first year of
their happy married life, Juanito
was born, and the father's Indian
nature asserted itself in all its no-

bility in the love and care of the
child. But when Juanito was
only two years old, Juan Andres'
mother, whom Juan loved with
an Indian son's love, died. He
grieved as only an Indian grieves

deeply, silently. At this crit-
ical moment, some low whites of-

fered him whisky, "to drown his
sorrow," they said. But it was
only to hear him rant and quarrel
as he used to do years before.
This was the first fall of Juan An-

dres since the test placed upon
him by Dolores.

The failure of the test broke
the Indian wife's heart. She
mourned both the mother she
had lost by death and the husband
she was losing by drink. The In-

dian drank harder. He abused
her in word ; he even struck her.
The blow, though physically not
heavy, sank deeper than the flesh.
Her illness finally sobered Juan
Andres, but too late. Dolores
called him to her side, to where
she lay upon the floor before the
fireplace in their hut, and said :

"Juan dear, you stood the test
so nobly and so long; and how
happy we were then ! Will you
not promise me again? I shall
believe you. I know you lie not.
But I must go. Those Above
have called me. To you and them
I leave the care of our Juanito:
live for him ; leave whisky alone.
I will watch and pray and wait
up there where Padre Bernardo
promised me today I should go
up among the stars. While Ju
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anito lives, then, vou will not
drink?"

"So I swear by Those Above,"
replied Juan Andres simply,
solemnly.

"I believe. You lie not," she
said.

He raised her hand in his and
kissed it. He laid it down and
she was dead. Padre Bernardo
buried her from the poor little
whitewashed chapel where she
had been so happily married,
where she had prayed so earnest-
ly to the Blessed Virgin for Juan
Andres to persevere, and where
with such rare piety she had dedi-
cated Juanito in a special man-
ner to God. They laid her in the
Campo Santo of Soboda, among
the people whom, in life and
death, she had come to call her
own.

Sad but brave, Juan Andres
took up his duties once more.
From Don Manuel, Santa Cruz,
a Spaniard of the old California
line, who loved the Indians as
had his forefathers of the blessed
mission days, Juan Andres bor-

rowed seed to plant a garden for
himself and child. The garden
was such an earnest of his refor-
mation that Heintz, the agent,
chose him to be the reservation
policeman, or, rather, the In-

dians elected and the agent ac-

cepted him.
"The office will pay you each

month twenty dollars in cash and
ten in rations," said Heintz. "I
will trust you to keep sober. Do
you promise me on your honor?"

"I swear by Those Above while
Juanito lives I will not drink,"
said Juan Andres.

The year passed uneventfully
save that never was there better
order among the Indians, never
such absence of drunkenness.
Then Agent Heintz was promot-
ed to a better post. And one of
those unsympathetic, inefficient
creatures who are gradually be-

ing weecled out of the Indian ser-
vice took his place.

During Dewey's agency, Jua-
nito was taken seriously ill. The
Indians recognized it as the va-

riola! What a soft name the
Spanish give the cruel smallpox!
Juan Andres enlisted the aid of
Catalina, an old Indian nurse.
She had watched through three
epidemics which were only less
destructive than aguadiente,
fire-wate- r. Faithfully, almost

without ever closing his eyes in
sleep, Juan Andres watched,
watched till he overheard the
white doctor tell the nurse that
the child could not live. The
father did not hear Catalina say
to herself in her native tongue:
"The white medicine-ma- n lies."
But Juan Andres went out and
took his horse. It was a beauti-
ful animal, beneath whose beauty
lurked a broncho nature which
had claimed as a victim a Mexi-
can cowboy who had tried to
break it. Upon this horse Juan
Andres rode forth, and came back

drunk. Rather the horse came
in riderless.

They found the rider in the ar-ro- yo

seco, or dry river-be- d. There
the horse had resented

by rearing, falling and
breaking the drunken rider's leg.
The agent took from him his
police office and ordered him into,
quarantine. Catalina now watch-
ed over the father as well as the
son. And the dread reaper was
kinder than the agent. He left
Juan Andres unscathed and Jua-
nito cured of smallpox.

Juan Andres came out of quar-
antine degraded from office, but
hanpy in the possession of his
child. With Juanito's life Juan
Andres' determination was saved.
When able, the physician's work
having been well done and his
splendid strength assisting, he
went forth to work. He was em-

ployed by Don Manuel, to whom
he was still in debt for last sea-
son's seed, as well as for help in
his illness, if the Don would let
him reckon it. But the first
month's wages at two dollars per
day and board, would both set-
tle his indebtedness and leave him
as much for the care of Juanito
as did the police office. "Juan
Andres has always been worth as
much as the best white workman
on the ranch." So said Don
Manuel himself, who thought
Juan Andres nearly the equal of
his own strapping son, Tomas.
But now the Indian worked so
hard that he added, half in joke

Don Manuel's jokes were al-

ways half in earnest: "Don't
work so hard Juan, or I shall be
compelled to pay you two men's
wages."

But Juan Andres worked on as
before; till one day, down by the
railroad track, where the hay had
been half cut and lay in piles, a



spark from a passing locomotive
fell on the thick fox-ta- il grass. At
once the twenty workmen realiz-
ed the clanger that threatened
from the strong wind which was
blowing in the direction of the
hay-fiel- d. They hastened with
wet grain-sack- s to extinguish the
flames. But too late : already the
stubble had caught. The cut hay
was catching, the fire must soon
reach the standing grain. How
it crackled! How it roared and
rani None worked harder than
Juan Andres. Alone he fought
and nearly conquered a long line
of burning grass; meantime the
others had gone to start a back-
fire in order to cut a wide swath
which the main fire could not
leap.

While he was left alone, the In-

dian heard the sharp crack of a
rifle. It was the gun that Tomas
had left on a pile of hay to shoot
the rabbits started by the reapers.
Juan Andres now remembered
that Carlos little four-year-o- ld

Carlos, the youngest son of Don
Manuel, must still be sleeping
near by, where he had laid him,
when, weary from following the
horses round and round, the child
had lain down almost in his own
tracks. How tenderly he had
handled him ! As if he were his
own Juanito, as no man but a
widowed father can. And over
the child's head, to shield him
from the hot rays of the sun, he
had put his own coat hung upon
a pitchfork. Fire now surround-
ed the child on all sides; should
he waken in fear, into the flames
he must plunge.

"Jesus! Maria!" exclaimed the
Indian, dashing into the fiery vor-

tex. He grabbed up the child,
who was now fully awakened,
and standing bewildered by the
noise and the heat and the light.
Toward the circle of flame the In-

dian carried him ; the smoke was
stifling, blinding. ' On he went.
When, hark! A loud report was
heard by the fire-fighte- Look-
ing, they saw Juan Andres stag-
ger through the flame and fall.

They lifted him up quickly but
tenderly. Carlos was safe, but the
Indian" was mortally wounded.
Both barrels of a shotgun had
been exploded by the heat and
the charge had struck the brave
Indian in the back. Into the
shade of the old adobe barn they
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carried him; there, on the new-mow- n

hay, they laid him.
At once Padre Bernardo came.

He had come up from the desert
that very day to say Mass in the
chapel on the ranch. While the
priest ministered to him, the men
retired, instinctively doffing their
hats regardless of their belief.
Meantime Tomas had taken Juan
Andres' horse to ride for a doctor.
How he rode those five miles to
San Jacinto! The horse seemed
to understand when Tomas cried :

"Faster, for Juan's sake !" but to
no avail. Don Manuel went to
the chapel for the holy oils with
which Padre Bernardo would
anoint Juan. Juan Andres' con-
fession was brief: time was short
and he had received Holy Com-
munion when Dolores died. Now
the Indian committed to the
priest a secret which he had
guarded many days a legacy
from Dolores. The doctor came.

"What do you think, doctor?"
asked Juan, who, turning at once
to the priest, answered his own
question: "Father, I am going
very soon to my wife. But who
will care for my boy Juanito?"

"I will," said the priest unhesi-
tatingly.

"No : I!" pleaded Don Manuel.
Juan Andres smiled and an-

swered feebly : "You both, Father
dear and dear friend, one for the
body, the other for the soul. And
whispering: "Juanito, adios! Do-
lores, I am coming!" he seem-
ed to sigh but the Indian never
sighs, and he was dead.

They laid his body to rest be-

side that of Dolores in Soboda.
And for his soul even rough
ranchers dropped a tear and a
prayer. Juanito found a home
where he is companion and broth-
er to Carlos. Years have passed
since it was so, and Padre Ber-

nardo is happy and hopeful. He
dreams of Juanito as his successor
among the Indians with whom he
has labored forty long years. But
the priest guards the secret still,
even though Juanito, of his own
accord, has told it to him, too.
He watches and prays as did Do-
lores from the time when in So-

boda chapel she dedicated her
baby boy, and on her deathbed
she committed the secret as a
sacred legacy to Juan Andres.
Her prayer, which seems about
to be fulfilled, was that the boy's
soul might.be kept pure ; his body

uncursed by whisky, and his life
given to God as the first native
priest among his people, the
mountain Indians of California.
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SCHOOLGIRLS ABROAD.

By S. Marr.

Our first railway experience in
Italy was not altogether pleasant.
We did not travel in a train de
luxe; the train dispatcher, (with-
out much dispatch, however,)
rang a bell that sounded like a
school-bel- l, whereupon the en-
gine pulled itself off with almost
audible groans. There were fre-
quent and long stops, and it took
us between six and seven hours
to reach Rome. The weather
was torrid, and water not to be
had. Mary declared that "Sec
Naples and die" had a new mean-
ing to her, for she felt that she'd
never live to see Rome. But she
did, and so did the rest of us.
Despite the heat, we had to ad-
mire the lovely country through
which we were passing, where
every prominent crag held a
monastery or a castle, and every
inch of ground was cultivated.
Grape-vine- s, olive-tree- s and small
farms and gardens were close to
the railway route; while pictures-
que, rocky hills rose as a back-
ground, with, here and there, the
gleam of a lake like a it of blue
sky. Catherine's trouble was that
she couldn't see both sides at
once. Aunt Margaret told us all
about Monte Cassino, as we pass-
ed the little town at the foot of
the mountain which is crowned
with the great monastery found-
ed by St. Benedict, and Mary
quoted Longfellow's lines written
at Monte Cassino :

And there, uplifted, like a passing
cloud

That pauses on a mountain
summit high,

Monte Cassino's convent rears its
proud

And venerable walls against
the sky.

Well I remember how on foot I
climbed

The stony pathway leading to
its gate ;

Above, the convent bells for Ves-
pers chimed,

Below, the darkening town
grew desolate.
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Well T remember the low arch
and dark,

The courtyard with its well, the
terrace wide,

From which, far down, the valley
like a park,

Veiled in the evening mists,
was dim descried.

The day was dying, and with
feeble hands

Caressed the mountain-top- s ;

the vales between
Darkened; the river in the meado-

w-lands

Sheathed itself as a sword, and
was not seen.

The silence of the place was like
a sleep,

So full of rest it seemed; each
passing tread

Was a reverberation from the
deep

Recesses of the ages that are
dead.

For, more than thirteen centuries
ago,

Benedict fleeing from the gates
of Rome,

A youth disgusted with its vice
and woe,

Sought in these mountain soli-

tudes a home.

He founded here his convent and
his Rule

Of prayer and work, and count-
ed work as prayer,

The pen became a clarion, and his
school

Flamed like a beacon in the
midnight air.

At 9:30 we reached Rome, and
as we passed through the bril-

liantly lighted station to our car-

riage, it was all like a dream and
not a bit like what we had pic-

tured to ourselves. We were
very silent as we drove to our
hotel in the Via Frattini. I do
not know what the others were
thinking, but I kept saying to my-
self "Rome, Rome, Rome !"

We needed no one to call us
next morning, and bright and
early we were out looking for a
church. With more than three
hundred and sixty-fiv- e in the city,
we did not have to look far, and
in a few minutes we found our-

selves in the church of Sant' An-

drea dclle Fratte. We assisted at
Mass, which was being offered at
the Blessed Virgin's altar. A
tablet beside the altar told us that

THE HONOLULU TIMES

it was here Ratisbon was con-
verted. The absence of pews in
the churches and the going
around to the various altars at
will gives a certain homey feel-
ing, a certain familiarity, that
soon won us over, but at first it
seemed rather disorderly. When-
ever we visited a church, we first
sought out the chapel of the
Blessed Sacrament, and, having
paid our loving respects to the
Master of the house, we then ex-

amined the treasures at leisure,
or at as much leisure as we could
spare.

Our first formal sight-seein- g

began with St. Peter's, of course,
and continued and ended with

it, I might say, for we went there
every day of our stay in Rome,
and saw it last of all as we drove
to the station, when we said good-
bye to the City of the Soul, which,
read backward or forward, to the
Catholic always spells amor,
love. St. Peter's ! It has been
described a thousand times, and
yet who can explain its magic
charm? Aunt Margaret had se-

cured as guide Benezio, "a beauti-
ful Italian with a grand opera
air," as Catherine put it; and
when we stood in the Piazza di
San Pietro, and he began to name
the points of interest, we begged
him to be silent and let us look
and think and feel.

Before us was the great Piazza
with its enclosing colonnades,
four series of columns, three of
passages, the middle one large
enough for two carriages abreast ;

above them a balustrade with
statues of a hundred and sixty-tw- o

saints. In the center of the
piazza rose the obelisk, with its
associations Caligula, and the
Vatican circus, Sixtus V., and the
changing panorama that has
marked the great court of St.
Peter's since the oeblisk was
placed there in 1586. As we pass-
ed on without consulting our
Baedeker, Benezio could not re-

strain himself. So Mary had in
her notebook that evening a story
that we had not ; for she lingered
near one of the fountains while
the guide told her that the monu-
ment weighs 320 tons, and that,
when it was being set up, eight
hundred workmen were needed to
hold the ropes that were used in
raising it. Perfect silence had
been ordered under penalty of
death. Suddenly the ropes began

to give, when one of the men,
Bresca, a sailor, called out, "Pour
water on the ropes!" This was
done and the obelisk was drawn
into position. As a reward for
this act, the sailor's family has
ever since had the privilege of
providing the palm branches used
on Palm Sunday at St. Peter's.

The great cathedral, the center
of Christianity, is the embodi-
ment of centuries. Thirty years
after the martyrdom of St. Peter,
Anacletus, ordained by the Prince
of the Apostles, built an oratory
to mark the site of St. Peter's
grave. Over this oratory Con-stanti- ne

built a church, though
the bones of the first Bishop of
Rome had been taken for safe
keeping to the catacombs; but in
the days of Honorius the body
was brought back to the spot
where it still lies. It was to that
old St. Peter's that Charlemagne
came to be crowned. In the fif-

teenth century the plans for a
new St. Peter's were begun, and
no one visits the great basilica to-

day without thinking of Bra-man- te

and Michael Angelo, who
had most to do with designing
this wonderful house of Christian
worship.

Slowly and with full hearts, we
mounted the steps and entered
the portico, which is adorned
with stucco ornamentation and
enriched with mosaics. To our
right was the Porta Santa, open-
ed only in Jubilee years. Rais-
ing the heavy leathern curtain
(most of the churches have these
leather hangings at the doors,
thus keeping heat, dust and noise
out), we passed in, and we were
in a different world.

Standing on the slab of por-
phyry on which emperors former-
ly were crowned, we looked
around with awe and as if in a
dream. The nave stretches be-

tween massive pillars, bearing the
arching coffered and gilded ceil-

ing. Everything is vast, colossal.
Moving toward the center altar,
under the dome and over the
crypt of St. Peter, we turned to
our right and stopped to kiss the
foot of the statue of the Apostle,
which act symbolizes submission
to the commands of the Church,
as well as veneration of the saint ;

and then we knelt at the con-fessi- o,

or railing around the en-

trance to the crypt where reposes
the body of St. Peter. Over the
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high altar, at which the Pope
alone says Mass, is a wonderfully
beautiful bronze canopy, support-
ed by spiral columns, made of
metal taken from the Pantheon.
Ninety-fiv- e lamps are kept burn-
ing around the confessio, the
descent to which is by a flight- - of
marble steps. To the right of the
dome is a transept, larger than
most churches, where the (Ecu-
menical Council of 1870 held its
meetings. (In the left transept are
confessionals for ten different lan-
guages.)

It would take months to see and
understand all that St. Peter's
presents, with its chapels, relics,
tombs," statues, mosaics and in-

scriptions. (We counted twenty-nin- e

altars.) There is no stained
glass in St. Peter's and the light
filters down from above. Instead
of paintings on canvas, there are
great copies in mosaic of the
world's masterpieces of religious
art. Everything in and about St.
Peter's symbolizes that which is
enduring. There are no stations
in the churches in Rome, a visit
to the basilicas serving instead.
In St. Peter's, as in the other
places of worship, there are no
pews, and at every hour there are
crowds moving around in the vast

-- IJL'm J JU.UUtMIWWW

structure. One hears no definite
sound, but, listening intently,
there is a surge half feeling, half
sound as of the waves of time
breaking against the Rock that is
Peter. It rises and falls, till one's
heart catches the rhythm, and one
is very proud and very humble
to be a child of the Church. We
heard Mass in the Choir Chapel
one day, in the chapel of the
Blessed Sacrament another, and
at St. Peter's tomb in the Crypt,
a third. If St. Peter's is the heart
of the Christian world, it surely
is the soul of Rome.

Every day of our stay in the
Eternal City was a day of pil-
grimage. We visited many
churches, and every one had a
spiritual charm for us. The cha-
pel of the Children of Mary in
the church of St. Agnes appealed
to us all; adjoining it was the
small church of Santa Costanza,
dating back to the time of Con-stantin- e.

We knelt in Santa Ma-
ria Maggiore, the Church of Our
Lady of the Snows, and felt very-prou- d

as Benezio pointed to the
gilded ceiling which was enriched
with the first gold brought from
America ; in the confessio are pre-
served the relics of St. Matthew;
and here, too, are treasuied sev-
eral pieces of the true Manger of
Our Lord. When we reached
San Pietro in Vincoli we found
that the privilege awaited us of
kissing the chains of St. Peter, ex-

posed for veneration on August
1st. In the transept to our right
gleamed Michael Angelo.'s great
statue of Moses, to which we paid
admiring tribute before leaving
the church.

But who could enumerate the
treasures of Rome? We visited
Sant' Agostino, with its tomb of
St. Monica ; Santa Croce, with its
precious relics of the Passion ;

Santa Maria Sopra Minerva, that
beautiful monument of Christian
triumph over paganism, with its
relics of St. Catherine of Siena;
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St. John Lateran, really the cathe-
dral of Rome, a wonderful temple
as rich in traditions as in art and
religious treasures, and contain-
ing the tomb in which the ashes
of Leo XIII. will some day rest;
the church of Santa Prassede,
with its sacred relics ; and that of
St. Lorenzo, where repose the
mortal remains of the saintly Pius
IX. On the feast of St. Ignatius
we heard Mass in the church of
the Gesti, and received Holy
Communion at the altar over the
tomb of St. Aloysius. After
Mass, we were conducted through
the rooms once occupied by the
great founder of the Society of
Jesus. We found our way to
Santa Maria in Ara Cceli, which
is on the site of the Capitoline
temple of Juno ; it is reached by a
long flight of steps, and the ascent
on a warm day gives a. special
significance to the name of the
church. St. Helena's tomb is in
the left transept, and is known as
Cappella Santa.

(To be continued.)



E. W. QUINN
PLUMBER

214 Berotania St. Phone 444

THE

SMI 11 1

TALKING MACHINES
Fort Street : : : Honolulu

A LIVE TALKER
Telephone Main 321

pm &Go.

S3
in J

The Providers
The Leading House for General
Dry Goods, House
Dresses, Millinery, Etc. Etc.

AGENTS FOR

Principal Makers of
Sewing Mahines

LB.ptR&CO.JuTD.
Telephone Main 274

EMMELUTH & CO., LTD,

Superior and

Sheet Metal Work, Plumbing

Estimates given and Contracts under-

taken in our line.

JOBBING A SPECIALTY.

Tel. 211 - 145 Street

THE HONOLULU TIMES

Bl OF 111, 11 LUCAS BROS.
Incorporated under the Laws of the

Territory of Hawaii
Paid Capital 3600,000.00
Surplus 300,000.00

78,691.63

OFFICERS:.
Chas. M. Cooke
P. C. Jones
C. H. Cooke

and Manager
F. B. Damon Assistant Cashier
C. Hustaco, Jr Cashier
G. G. Fuller Assistant Cashier
F. C. Atherton Secretary
Z. K. Moyers Auditor

DIRECTORS:
Chas. M. Cooke, P. C. Jones, O. H.

Cooke, F. B. Damon, F. C. Atherton, F.
W. E. F. Bishop, E. D.
Tennoy, J. A. McCandlcss, C. H. Ather
ton, Geo. R. Carter.
COMMERCIAL- - AND SAVINGS DE-

PARTMENTS

Strict attention given to all branches
of Banking

Judd Building, Fort Street
Telephone Main 152.

P. O. Box 718, Tel. Main 137

& htenit. b. & co., ltd. F- -

People's

Furnishings,

Stoves Ranges,

Goods.

King

I
Undivided Profits

President

Assistant

Macfarlane,

DRY GOODS
IMPORTERS

Fancy Goods and all the Latest
Novelties received by every steamer

PlKilllWlllilll
COMPANT, LIMITED.

J Jl J

Are In the ma,-fee- t for the sala
of lots for a Country horn.

LAND FOR.

J

Lease or Exchange
for City Property

j j o

All aboard for Falolo

Contractors and Builders

Manufacturers of

Mouldings, Brackets, Window
Frames, Sashes, Doors, Blinds

and all kinds of

Wood Work, Finishing:, Turning
and Scroll Sawing:, Etc.

IX

HENRY MAY & CO., LTD.

Wholesale and Retail

GROCERS,
PROVISION MERCHANTS,

TEA AND COFFEE DEALERS

Telephones 22-9- 2 P. O. Box ttl
BOSTON BUILDING

Fort Street

Dr. Hutchinson

DENTIST

Boston Building,

3rd Floor

H. F. HILL
SOUVENIRS

Post Office Rotunda, Honolulu, T. H.

(FINE LITTLE DEN)

1 B
Made from

DISTILLED WATER

HAWAIIAN ELECTRIC CO.,
Limited

Phone 39b
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LEWERS & COOKE dr. augur ga$tle $ COOke
LIMITED LIMITED.

DEALERS IN
LUMBER

DOORS and SASH
HARDWARE

PAINTS and OILS
MATTINGS

WALL PAPERS
P. 0. BOX 448TEL. MAIN 20 - -

WE ARE ALWAYS IN LINE FOR

JUL AUftuSEjiSfcj
i ' w vi t ' r iir r

BEROSTROM MUSIC CO.

TEL. MAIN 321.

Oh CT

Sanford's For Finest Spectacies,
Boston Building, 2nd floor.

n h
Dr. Moore same floor, next door.

t
Dr. Sinclair, Hotel Street.

Miss Power's Hat Store, over
May's.

Manufacturers Shoe Co,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

DEALERS IN : I I I

Homoeopathic Practitioner
431 Beretanla Ave.

MM MIL

Furniture of All Descriptions

Upholstering and Repairing

v O V

Bureaus, Chiffoniers, Sideboards, Box
Couches, Mattresses, Etc.

O i3 w

Young Building
Tel. White 971.

Metropolitan Meat Co.,

Limited

King St., near Bethel.

SURVEYORS TO THE PUBLIC

All things to the Table.

You can market here by 'phone with
satisfaction that you do elsewhere in per-
son.

Ring Up 45

Stanley Stephenson

Agents for

NEW ENGLAND MUTUAL LIFE
INSURANCE CO., of BOSTON.

AETNA FIRE INSURANCE CO.
ALLIANCE ASSURANCE CO.

Telephone Main 23

For Hardware of Every Description
HOUSEHOLD GOODS,
PAINTS and OILS,
BRUSHES,

LAWN MOWERS,
RUBBER HOSE,
CUTLERY

of all kinds, and a hundred
Other Articles,

GO TO

. 0. Rail $f Son, Del.
Cor. Fort and King Streets

Telephone Main 17

Honge Sign aqd Cjeneil

PAINTING

I
BY

Iffl UM
SIGNOGRAPHIST
SCENIC ARTIST
AND DESIGNER

KSlim Sharp Sign Shop

TELEPHONE No. 397.

will Promote
Trade.

BOOTS AND SHOES

Painting Decorating
1051 FORT STREET

THAYER "PIANO CO,
Tel. Main 282P. O. Box 40$

Honolulu, T. H. 37 King Street Tel. Main 426 150 Hotel Street.


