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T H E L O W E L L

PATRONIZE
OUR

OUR MAIN SUPPORT
In the Publication of The Lowell

/ LEARN TO
I BUY YOUR

Clothing Requirements^
From us, and you will have learned one lesson

•
perfectly, which will save you many a dollar.;,

j)

Manhattan Shirts Stetson Hats
.yy

Open Saturday Evenings \

BROWN BROS. & CO.
Established 1867

664-670 MARKET STREET - - - ' - Opposite Palace Hotel

O. LEDERER
QUALITY HAT R STORE

1809 FILLMORE STREET Near Sutter

HAIR DRESSING, SHAMPOOING, DYEING BY ARTISTS ONLY

A large stock of Puffs, Switches, Transformation Curls. Etc., made from
the purest human hair only

Wig and Toupee making my specialty
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College Clothes
For Young Men

The colleges have opened. The styles in

young men's clothes have been determined.

You know just what you want—and so do

our designers.

You will find here all the swagger cuts—the

dashing patterns and designs—in fact, the very

same models that are popular this Fall at

Harvard, Yak, Cornell and other Eastern

universities.

Whether you are 10 or20 or any age between,

you will find the very -style, model and pattern

that you want.

Prices, $15.00 t

Hastings Clothing Co.
POST AND G R A NT WENUE
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Virginia
The fleeting moment." of the fierce Bonanza days dragged the people of

San Francisco from the quiet cycle of ordinary business to participation in a
mad carnival of gambling. Like the resistless gust of the tempest over the
monotonous calm of the deep, came the great Comstock-mine flurry. Stocks
ebbed and flowed, rose and fell. Then, after two years of wild upheaval, sane
and ordinary business life took the place of the mad. chaotic rush of the great
gamble—leaving in the lee of the storm, men ruined, men wealthy, happiness and
woe. T new city. The summer months of 1S75 came like the whizz of the ball
from tlie cannon's mouth—a kaleidoscopic phantasma of wealth, disaster and
enterprise.

Richard Burton was one of those who acted in the wild drama of*specula-
tion. The first definite intimation of the wonderful strikes at Virginia City came
to him through the newspaper. It was in the latter part of May. He dropped
the paper with a joyful exclamation.

"What is it, dear?" inquired the sweet-faced woman, who was pouring
coffee at the head of the table.

"The mines at Virginia City are striking it rich!" he excitedly replied.
"Stock values are rising. California, Gould anil Curry. Hale and Xorcross have
jumped from one dollar and twenty-five cents to two dollars and thirty cents!
Consolidated Virginia—my stock!—has risen to two dollars! I! "

"Your stock?" excitedly.
"Yes. dear: didn't you know? About four months ago I bought two hun-

dred and fifty shares of Consolidated Virginia at one dollar and twenty-five
cents. It: was a safe investment. Great Scott! It's doubled already!"

He jumped to his feet, upsetting a cup of coffee over the spotless linen of
the tablecloth in his amazed delight. For a fe\v moments there was great ex-
citement in that neat little house in South Park. Vn his quiet married life of four
vears. Burton had experienced no very disturbing incidents. Xow he was about
to pass through a great crisis in his own and the city's life. Hastily bidding
good-by i;o his wife, he rushed from the house.
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Third street was then the ''elite" of the residence district, in its dignity never

thinking that some day it was to be the home of toilers—the "South-of-Market-
street" "district. Kurton walked hastily up Third street to its junction with Mar-
ket street, wormed his way among the wagons and "trucks" across this lively
thoroughfare and into Montgomery street. He hastened over Montgomery to
Pine—the heart of the stock-gambling district. The streets were a seething mass
of bewildered humanity. The poor, hoping to abridge their poverty, swayed
with and jostled the rich, ever desirous on their part to become richer. The
laborers elbowed the merchant; the carpenters stopped on the shining boots of the
broker; "Tar Flat" sent its hordes of crazed men and women to the countless
brokers' offices; "Xob HUP sent its aristocracy to the Big Board. Here and
there a "curbstone" broker was offering shares to a small crowd surrounding
him: The two Hoards were unable to accommodate the vast horde of brokers
;md buyers. On doorsteps, on curbstones, on wagons and buggies—everywhere
the "callers" were shouting, gesticulating, chalking prices. The excited calls,
"Three hundred and fifty shares of Yellow Jacket at two and a half!" "I'll
take that!" "Selling California at three dollars!" "Three hundred shares!"
rent the air, the shrill, nervous cries bewildering the observer. One enterprising
broker's clerk was declaiming, standing up in a light b-tggy: a young mischief
tickled the horse. The buggy vanished down Pine street, with the clerk still
in the midst of a discourse on "Gould and Curry/'

Burton made his way to the Big Board, corner of California and Mont-
gomery streets. Pushing his way through the excited groups at the entrance
of the building, he entered the interior to witness a sight bordering upon the in-
describable. Chaotic pandemonium was loose. The "caller" at the desk was
vainly rapping for order—a thousand hands were raised, waving the stock
script, a thousand tongues were yelling names and prices. A man in shirt-
sleeves was marking prices on a blackboard behind the desk. Burton gave a
hurried glance at the chalked board. The figures there caused him to drink in
the madness of the howling crowd and he gave a yell of pleasure—Consolidated
Virginia was slated at five dollars and a half!

* * * * * * * * • *

That night Burton informed his wife that he was richer by eight hundred
dollars. To the humble clerk of the Bank of California, this unlooked-for boon
of Dame Fortune came as a distinctly pleasant surprise. The employee of the
great and benevolent Ralston was in the elusive and entangling meshes of that
great net—speculation, H$ talked with his neighbors on shares, margins, stocks,
till his wife compelled him to go to rest in the early hours of the morning.
Never in the minds of the oldest inhabitants had the people been so aroused.
Congested Montgomery street vied with its neighbor. Pine street, to make
and unmake men. Still the golden tide, the silver stream of wealth, rushed down
the Sierras from far Virginia City. Day after day the stocks rose. Day after
day the mines poured forth their treasures. At the end of two weeks, Consoli-
dated Virginia was listed on the blackboard behind the caller's desk at two hun-
dred dollars a share!
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worth exactly fifty thousand dollars. His desire to sell was given added im-
petus the next day when the stock dropped to one hundred and ninety-five dol-
lars. He left home, intending to give orders to his broker to sell at the afternoon
session of the Board. He took the omnibus on Third street. The short delay
at Market street, while the steam cars were passing, occasioned him no end of
anxiety in his nervous state of mind. The offices of his brokers, Helbing & Com-
pany, were situated on Montgomery street, between Pine and California, so
he got off the bus at Pine r.treet and started down Montgomery;

The crowd was very dense. Suddenly a hand descended on his back with
a hearty clap and a chcery.voicc said:

"Hello, Dick; where are you bound for?**
It was Emil Echler, a good friend of Burton's, employed by the brokerage

firm of Cartwright & Company.
"I am going to give my broker orders to sell some shares I have," Burton

answered, after he had shaken hands.
"What are the shares?" was the interested query.
"I have two hundred and fifty shares of Consolidated Virginia. If I sell

now I will clear almost fifty thousand dollars/'
Echler put his hand on Burton's shoulder.
"Dick," he said, "take advice from an old friend and one who understands

the situation—don't sel".. Hold on for two weeks longer and you will quadruple
your present winnings."

"But how do I know that the stock will not go down instead of up?" Bur-
ton protested.

"Let me tell you a secret," the other replied; ''Flood. Mackay and Fair
own almost all of the mines of Virginia City. They have control of the entire,
output of gold and silver at the present time. Old man Cartwright has just re-
turned from Virginia City, He had a conference with Fair, and he knows posi-
tively that the mines are good for billions of dollars yet. If you ".

"Arc you positive that this is no 'scalpers'•'crick?*" interrupted Burton.
"I am as sure of the truth of it as 1 know my name is Emil Echler. Take

my advice and bide your time. Good-by."
With a parting handshake, Echler disappeared in the crushing, whirling

crowd.
Dick Burton was decidedly puzzled.
The bustling crowd, the prevailing excitement overpowered him. The

fever had possession of him, body and soul. He returned home.
During the next three days. Consolidated Virginia, in four slumps, fell to

five dollars a share. With a despondent heart. Burton sold. The broker's fee,
combined with the loss occasioned by frequent absence from the bank, allowed
him no profit.

On that afternoon he met his wife at Hayes Park—a quiet spot after the
pervading intensity of the situation in the stock center.

"Don't worry, dear," she comforted him. "we will get along nicely without
the money. Look at the thousands of men that are totally ruined; the hundreds
of homesteads mortgaged.*'
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- Burton barely suppressed a sob. "To think that I iy(« within fifteen feet
of the brokerV office and my fifty thousand dollars." he groaned. ^ ,

He started to his feet with a suppressed oath: " I t ^ l l Echler s fault, yhe
cried, his despondency giving way to wrath. "Why did he tell me not to sell?

His wife soothed him. "It is not Echler s fault/' she said. "He advised
you for what he thought the best. Let us go home."

They walked to South Park in silence.
As thev were entering the door, a newsboy rushed by with a bundle of red-,

headlined papers. He was shouting. "Extra! Extra! The* Bank of California
has failed! Extra!" /' . .

Burton bought a paper. He was astounded. That great institution, the
bulwark of San Francisco's business, the impregnable storehouse of weajtli, had
failed! ,

Next day he read that the body of Ralston, the president of the bank—
Ralston, the friend of the poor man—had been found in the surf at Baker's
Beach These were the fleeting moments of the Bonanza days in San Francisco.
* * * - * * * /. * * *

Two weeks later, as Burton opened the morning paper, he jumped from his
chair with a cry of amazement, for written across the top of the sheet, in glaring
letters, were the words, "Consolidated Virginia has risen to fifteen hundred dollars
a share!" Thus was the second fitful period of the Great Gamble inaugurated.

Louis E. GOODMAN, '00.

Niece—Uncle., there are more marriages of blondes'than brunettes. Why

is it?

Av-J

Uncle (a confirmed bachelor)—A-hcm, the light-headed ones naturally go ^

first.

"On my bended knee I asked her for a kiss."
"What did she say?"
"She said to get up and be practical."

It was a dark night. A man was riding a bicycle with no lamp. He came/.,
to a cross-roads and did not know which way to turn. He climbed to the to^/
of a nearby pole and lit a match, to see what the sign said. In the ensuing
glimmer he read, "Wet Paint." / /

_ _ _ — > -I
j i

He—Don't you think my moustache becoming? /
She—It may be coming, but it certainly hasn't arrived yet. ji

Irishman (looking into a storewindow where a card bearing the following
inscription was displayed: "Dickens* works all this week for $4")—He does, does
he, the dirty scab! ;
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No Arttat (Eatt
i.

Picture 1 Jas>anio wearing a wig.
Ham and the Ghost a-dancing the jig!
Picture sweet Portia neither learned nor \vuise.
Bloody Macbeth catching baseball flies. >.
Picture brave Gesar playing the flute-*-
Sentimental Romeo polishing his boots.
Revengeful old Shylock a-shootin" the chutes—
They arc pictures no artist can paint!

Picture fair Katharine meek as a lanib,
Jolly Sir Falstaff like "Peter Pan."
Picture Mark Antony unwilling to "spiel,"
Dainty Ophelia riding a wheel.
Picture Othello nice and sweet. <:
Small Juliet with monstrous feet!
Picture Nerissa on Fillmore Street,—
They arc pictures no artist can paint!

in.
Picture Cleopatra looping the loop,
Poor Ocsclemona making noodle soup!
Picture Titania as big as Taft,
Lady Macbeth"a-teaching witchcraft!
Picture clear Rosalind a regular guy,
Unfortunate Duncan unready to die,
Picture the whole crowd at our Lowell lligh-
Oh, they're pictures no artist can paint!
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