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the side of @
back as though
tes the ravine below;
s ander the brow of a rock

\ enlin sou |Ilm|_: on

PPN T

ws 30 hidinse fr.:m 2 ecow that stood in |
the hallow, zing her bell; o hawk
suiling round and round, darting his

covelus, hungry glarse at a pig sty
whercunder o hen had taken refuge;
the grurgle of water pouring over a
sholf-lilie ledge of slate stone; a boy
and n girl stunding under a tree,
drcmmh‘ razing into a blue pool. The
wonth wis June. the scene, the back-
woods of Kentucky.

“If 1 was that bass down there,”

said the boy; “and you.was that perch, |

I wouldn’t let them common fish come
a nigh you."

She laughed. “Oh, you'd want to
eat me ull by vourself."”

He gave her a look of troubled re-
proach. She laughed merrily. “You
can’t take a joke yet, can you?” she
asked.

“*Why vet?” he replied.

“Becuuse you've ot to be so well ae-
quainted with me.” she rejoined.

**Is that a reason why Toughtto take
a joke?”

“Yes: for |
joke."

*“Well then.” he said, *'I can take a
joke—I could take you.”

*0h. eould you? But that wouldn’t
be a joke. It would beawful serious
tome.”

“Nell, don’t talk to me
You know why I am stayin® here—you
know that if it wan't for you I'd go
away somewhere and be a poet. You
know the school-teacher said he
couldn’t learn me any more, and 1 take
it that when Bill Jimison can't learn
anybody anything he's goin' to be a
poet. Jimison told me that I ought to

ain’t nothin® more than a

goaway somewhere—said there never

wonld be any chanece for me here.. And
do you reckon I'd plow over yonder in
that blazin' field if it wan't for you?

*on, QUIT!” SHE CRIED.

me to dig.out—my fortune and my
fame are in the air and the woods.™

*Dh, shocks. Sam, why don’t you
grabble all that foolishness cut of your
head and go to work. I reckon I've

ne to schoel as muech as you have,
and I never have thought about bein’ a
poet.™

“Maybé it is because you never have
been in love.” he replied. half piti-
fully.

“Maybe so0,” she rejecined. and then
in excitement cried: “'Look there! the
bass has exoght the pereh!” And she
had not more than said this when he
seized her in hisarms and passionately,
violently kissed her.

“0Oh. quit!” she eried. “Don’'t T tell
vou! Mother is in the door and will
see you. Goaway, you—you fool!”

He released her and stood gazing at
her. *“I despise you.” she said.

=Ah, | have soueezed Loe
of you, have 177

“If yun have you put yourself 1o yn-
pecessary  trouble—you might have
known it before.”

“Yes, I might, for the poetalways
has been despised.™

*“Oh. has he?
you ought to be loved.”

“Nell, you'll force me to hate youn.”

*I will? But why should you want
to make me so happy?” She took up
her sunbonnet, which had fallen to the
ground, and, holding it by the strings,
stood swinging it like a pendulum.

“Do yon mean that?" he asked.

“Of course. Why shouldn’t I, Sam;
you have made me miserable all my
life. Yes, you have, now. All the
time at school. whenever nobody was
lookin' you'd all the time try to kiss
me, and I hate to be kissed all the time.
Why, you don’t know how tiresome it
is. There, mother’s callin® me, and I
just know she’s goin® to give me an aw-
ful goin® over for standin’ round here
foolin' with you. Good-by, and I hope
1'll pever see you again—all the time
tryin’ to kiss me. Yes-um!" she cried,
“I'm comin'."

She ran up the hill, striking at the
trees with her bonnet. A woman, flushed
and angry-looking, met her mear the
door, and pointing to achurn standing
in the shade near the cormer of the
house, said:

*“Thar's that thing standin' thar all
the mornin' and you a foolin' round
down thar on the branch. You air gest
a gittin’ 50 ¥0' ain't no manner aegount
on the face of the earth. Who was

that down thar a scrappin’ with you?
But you neenter tell me—I know. It
was that good-for-nothin' Sam Foster.
A triflin’er wreteh never lived on the
| face of the earth.”

“Fle's goin' to be a poet,” the girl re-
plied, taking an apron off a lilac bush
and tying the strings about her waist.
“and what's that, for goodness' sake?”

woman exclaimed. *'He'd better
thinkin® about eunttin' them sprouts

aten that pore old hill-side fleld that

truta ow
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that way. '

| we,

| 3 poet I nover sill come back

| that is the anly way I can learn to tell yoa

Butif that's the case

he's afireted Wit Cousclenee alive, |
pity the woman he nuvies.™
I dun’t rechon he'sold enongh
| to think sbout maeeyin anybody,” the
rirl reflicd.  Having tucked up her
skirts she had begun to ply the churn
dasher.
Not

vet

old  enough,” the  womuan
| smapped. My sakes, alive, Ud like to
a fool too young to think abomt
gittin’ mareied these heve days. Al 1
warrant you that thar air oals fool
cnouph o marry hin, Ob you neenter
jerk that dasher around, for you kaow
et Tdo beliove you'd be fool
wuzh yourself.,”

The vl was silont. She had  ceased
to ply the churn dasher, she stomd mo-
tionless, razing down the slope toward
the pool where she and the young fel-
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low hand watched the bass and the
perch.
“Yes,” the woman repeated, “I do

believe that you'd be fool emough to
marry him yourself.”

“Well, if T was to, I might not have
to churn all the time,"” the girl n'phud
resuming her work.
| “That'sa fact,” the woman quickly |
agreed. *Yes. that's a fact, for you
wouldn’t have nothin’ to churn.”™

“Well, I'd rather not have nothin® to
churn. I wish there wasn't @ cow no-
where. I hate’em. All the time goin’
a.bout cafisin’ folks to churn. If 1 was
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THE GIRL STOOD IN THE DOOR.

to marry 1 man 1'd see that he didn’t
have a cow.”™

“You can safely marry Sam, then.
He'll never have one—he'll never have
anything.”

“He'll have a wife if he marries, 1
reckon.”

“Don’t youn sass me, Nell
have it.”

1 wonldn’t sass you, mammy. Yon
know 1 wonldn’t: bat he wwonld have a
wife if e marricid, wonldn't he? If he
didn’t there wonlin't uny wse in
marryin. wonld tire?”

“Hush sich foolihiness. It wonld de-
pend altogether on the woman he got.™

“Suppoese he rot me?”

*Look here. Nell. You sin’t thinkin'
about marryin’ him, air you!

I won't

“Lowed 1 mi;:ht. as he = Fot a
cow, and that's afeut a1l I'd ask of
him. Bat, mammy. suppose | was to

tel you that I love him?” !
“1 would think you had lost your |

senses.”

then, I reckon I have, for 1

{ do love him. Yes, 1 love him so much
that 1 despise him and I eould knock

| him down.™

There ain't nothin' in the and fo r‘f “(iracious alive!” the woman eried.

“You've upset the churn and all the
milk’s gone. Come back here to me.
You'll break vour neck o mnnin® off
down thar. You are the fetchtakedest
crecter I ever seed.”

The pirl came back. langhing an
apology for the mwischief whish she had
wrowyrrht, and the woman was seolding
her. though with lessening harshness
when the marthiul apolos: i '.!'u
reprimand were put to oo e

sudden appearance of a o whao
Inzily tu a bend'in the peth that
ran TN wner of the hous<e, came
slouehing toward the woman., Ile held
up @ picee of [u-‘q.. fluttered it, and
draswl e ¥

“Got this :ol’l—‘.' fer Miss NellL™
“For me?” the girl eried. running to-
ward him. She snutehed the piece of
paper. rad away o short
halted, and read the folloy
Now that I have Jo -.:nl out
Ton L want ta e Rissed
away 1o bes poet, and when
sou will love ine some and wi
# part of the time at least.

distanes, |

for
N
much i love oo, nnd when I have dono that
you can’t help lovin® me. for then you will sve
my soul all blazin® foryou Idon't reckonld
can get to be s poct before Chiristmas, but 1
am =ure I will by then, so You may look lor me
Cohristmas: and if by any stranze possibility |
don’t get Lo be a poct In time o reach bome by
Christmas, you just keep on o despisin me os
much as you please. but you must Kecpona
waitin'. nnd don’t let anybody clse grab you up
Iike the bass done the pearch, foras I tell sou
11l be back.
“Yours, Sax

A change came with the reading of
the note. The noon in her eves so-
bered into a twilight, For the first
time in herlife she was serious. She
turned to her mother and said:

*1 am awful sorry I turned over that
churn.”

The woman was surprised. “What's
the matter, dear? Never mind about
the churn. What's in the note, Nellie?”

“Nothin'; only Sam has gone away
and won’t come back tell he's a poet
and I'm afraid he won't be one befure
Christmas and I want him now."”

“But maybe he ean git the job before
then. It's a good while till Christmas,
and a good many things meut turn up
twixt now and then. Don't fret none.”

But she did fret. She fretted for
weeks at a time; at morning when she
saw the dew on the trumpet vine, at
noon when she stood, gazing into the
blue pool, at evening when the whip-
poorwill sang his snd song. The senson
rlancd the grain was reaped, the
léaves had fallen—Christmas was ap-
proaching, coming slowly down, it
seemed, from the browning hills,

Christmas Eve, Christmas night. The
girl stood in the door, listening. No
sounds except the faimnt hack, hack,
hack of an evening's woodehopper, far
away, and the lowing of & cold and des-
olate cow in the ‘ravine. He did not
come.

The grass was green again, the
leaves came out, the blackberry brian .

pewet is. the only way Iean win your love
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the sheli’ of slate stvaele o swveeter, sul-
der naie, Ui e, alnee o long
xSy pth . o’ i BY FRANK It WELCH.
[Tt s Chr 1y L girl
. " A A | Pre - * o .
Ataodanetos dints STHE Vsl ih\ nTnna_v; Mr. [Jllll.l_\ wis in oo '\\.nrri\.
{ > hned e ristbings presen
clionpors hiaek, s It.l\. liack wiss T 1 ) 2 i i
. b e by, rnd) swhatl to et was awhat wope
ame eold cow was lowing in| . ° .
3 FR T ol 2ol foremost. W
e e i Wi i e L
o z 3 A e K G L ELIN Y HTR Wt 18] -
Sliracions alive, is thisyon, Sam? r Sl o
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Y Die said, sl spaeslinge hack 5 X
from her.  Thi fivebzlie (e upon : i AT iR, :;L AL o
lim shosved thet Tee v H dreesed |5 ! ""I', Fen ithere wivy his
AV VO ML T, - . I and constant comni
Vor't vow come i, Bt b el gt
“No for you'll still have o despise ".h'l had i
5 him v sisilrstion  tmes 1ot
S pumber—liim e eould not  forget.

v, Fadley started ot

Beeause I'm not a ;mt‘

“Whatt are yon, Sam?

“l am an agent for a p.m-n& churn
dasher.

She sprang forward and threw her
arms about hinfl,  “Oh, I om so glad™
she eried.  “And you may kiss me all
the time.™

A CONSIDERATE LOTHARIO.

LER o o
Ll the
by Christmns

leading shops
Eve hud col-
it wasa pretty

s for sn amateur
s Lo ret tagrether.  For the
'hl!l\'l‘ he hatd achandsome
sombs, brushes, powder
puilsin %, manicurs implvmv::t-.
hand = woand no end of other ele-
gant articlos for feminine use.  These

Santn
Laadly

toilet vnt

were all inelosed inan elaborately  be-
plushed and inlaid ease which was
neatly weapped and all rendy to be
sent {o the intended reeipient. For
hi= iemnd Harvey he had an elegant
s0t,  eonsisting of  ronzors,

supe, hones, ete., dane up in o

tinlcase which was also ready

t .ii.‘,p:m-ln-d to the home of his
friend

N ingr to trust a messenger with
the ts for fear of some mistake

tarted out himself to deliver

Fa ~

them Fiest he  ealled at Harvew's
house, timing lis enll soas not toenteh
his friond ot home. With his friend’s

ot her

e intrusted the package, she
r that it shounld not be tam-
red with until Harvey should open

promiai

Don Juan O'Rafferty — Sure, and
shave smooth the convexity of me up- £
per lipo 1 want to make it aisy for the
Indies until this missletoe business is

itings,

Samething for the Iloy.
Office Boy—Are yon going to give me
anything for Christmas?
Boss—Oh, yves: a few errands to do.—
An Even Exchange.
Mrs. Bride—1 suppose you and Fred

presents?

Miss Fianee—Yes: we have promised
to surrender our liberties to eich other
right away.—Ravmond’s Monthly.

HIS ('nmu'r'\s As ADV I.N'l'l'Rl—

A3 IF 1 WERE
SHAVE."”

IN NEED OF A

it himself the next morning. Then he
called ot the aluxde of Miss
Fhe ring was answered by 2 servant,
wiw suid the young lady was oot doing
her Chiristmas \-h--ppulg Liere was a
P of zood luck. Leaving the pack-
aze with explicit instructions as to its
! rv Fadlev said he

o

“ (1% Phair under the

| anistieton: st pieheom would eall,

Sy Coithen. Arent sot ‘Goasn Rer christinas night, as per previous ar-
fothers mi: & Toilre: aangement with the young lady.

S - ? There was a big job off his hands.

A Ship. and Fadley mentally patted himself on

Dr. Thirdly—I wish you would hold
the missionary box until after Christ-
mas: I may want to send some things

Elder Berry—1 know what you are
thinking of; but they don't wear slip-
pers in Alaska.—Puck.

the back at having done it up soneatly.
He pictured '.-- himself the glad sur-
prise of Mis~ IDnmon when she should
swefr . m"h....xJ.t::ll evidence of his
aml chuckled over the liztle
in &t for his dear friend
Harvey. Early Christmas
Miss Damon received her
upan opening which she ex-

arid.
SETPrise

ary

and chum,

THE FAD O TUE HOURK. Bore

package.
claitaed

“Well, T never:
N u shiwve,

Just as if I were i
Who ever has v

o

~ Tan

s R furnish me with this ton-

Then b

“ve camgrht

ard sticking out of one
‘ots of the case.  This
remd:
fulthfuliy,
i Ka FADLEY.”
'llh"' said 'lx\ mischievous young
I:I.ll_\': “*Mr. ‘{. vh? Well, jl.l‘-»'.
wait till he comes this erening. I'D
bawl ‘Next’ at him: see if [ don'e.”
Of ail the mortificd swains that ever
got into a pickle Fadley felt the warst

when the wiol of
shaving tools op

flashed the
e was utterly

his heart
him.

speechless, until it ocenrred to him
that his friend Harvey had his dear

one's toilet sot and one of the sweetest
of little notes that ever a lovesick fel-

Yy 4 if', low put together.
/ ; i} “Great snakes!” thought Fadley: *if
i 4L he reads that note Ull never hear the
The man in the moon hangs up his last of it.” Then he explained the

stocking.—Golden Days | mistake and begged off long enough to

| hasten over to his friend's house to
exchange the packages. He found
Harvey at home, and as that amiable
young man jerked him into the hall he
i simrmrinul\' inquired:

ACROSS THE SEAS.

Tne manuseript of Tannhauser has
just been solil to a Leipsic amateur for
10,000 marks (32,500, ),

Ix the Marquesas group the recent | L=
absolute prohibition of the sale of |
opium hasincreased at once the demand |
Aorliguor.

Tur forest land owned by the state
is in Germany 33 per cent. of 21l forests;
En f*:cn_mlitm\‘in. 15 to 20; in France, 10; | the cigars were on him, gathered up |
in Switzerland, 4, and in Maly. not 2. the toilet set and sped back with it to

Toe English postmaster genernl has | the one for whom it was intended.
just announeed that private cards with | That was not the last of the joke on
a half-penny stamp affixed will be him, by any means. The thing leaked
ncet‘ph:d as postul cards within the ' gut. as such things invariably do, and
| United Kingdom. poor Fadley was so annoyed by face-

Tu largest clectric locamotive in the tious allusions to his Santa Claus ex-
world, 2.000 horse power, was built at Pperience that he was compelled to
Zurich, Switzerland, in 1502, | threaten with consequences dire any-

Svean fifteen times sweeter than the | 9D who mentioned the subject.
sugrar beet product has been extracted e

e He Was Surprised. |
::::.l::n::lmuseed meal by a German| wy Gazzam—I've ot a box of cigars

'or my husband’s Christmas present, |

Tue first barrel of “'coal oil" “““'] wlncl:{v:ll surprise him. P i
commercinlly used in 1826. In H‘“l Mrs. Maddox—Women don’t know |
48,820,500 barrels of that product were | yow 1o buy cignrs for men. :
consumed. Mrs. Gazzam—I know that, so 1 grot |

SEVERAL live fm;:r. and toads and a
great Many small round pebbles fell
during the great hailstorm which re- |
cently visited Prussin. Bells and Bl

DETAILLE, the celebrioed painter of | Mrs. Newlywed—llow 1 love to hear
army life, looks himself a great deal | the merry Christmas bells
like a solidier. e is tall, slender and | Mr Newlywed—1d like to hear them,
ereet, and with his ample eavalryman @ too, if Christmas bells were not so con-
mustache and close-fitting  jacket, foundedly suggestive af Christmas !
which is not unlilce an undress uniform, | bills. I
the military effcct is heightened.

“Say!” ficreely ejaculated Fadley, “if
vou don’t shut your head I'll brenk it |
for you!" |

But there was no time to be lost, so
Fadley. after duly acknowledging that

brother Jack to get them for me.—
Judge,

|

Damon. !

“Is my hat on straight, Ira dear, and |
do my bangs look?" |

| In the matter of the estate of Darbara Ulrich, |
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Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opinm, Morphine nor
other Narcotic substance. It is o harmless substitute
for Paregorie, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oill.
It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Bbiillions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays
feverishness, Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
curcs Diarrhora and Wind Colie. Castoria relieves
tecthing troubles, cures constipation and fintuleney.
Castoria assimilates the food, regualates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend.

Castoria. l Castoria.

“ Castoria s an excellent medicine for chll- = Castoris fs powell pd=r ~airi
drea, Mothers have ropeatedly told e of 88 | [ peegmenind i assuperiors —
good effect upon their children.™ | kpown iox

Die G, C. Osconn, | T, A. Arcnen, 3 D,
Lowell, Juss ‘ 1 o, ¢ S8, drooklya, N, Y.

children’s depars-
ickly of their ecperi-
vulshle practice with Castori=,
-4 we bave amonz
ppllss what iz known as regul=r
!*nl ot yal we zre free 10 confess that the
fmerits of Castoria bas won us o look with
favorupon L™
Usitezo Hoserrat asn Drspewmans,

Boston, Mass.

i.n..c.-.-n. of thelr children, and veos Ca
scad of the yariousquack pomtrems which axe
destroying their loved ones, by foreing oplure,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful
agents down their throats, thereby sending
them Lo premature Eraves
Da J.F. Emvcamor,
Cooway, Ark. Avrxx C, Seres, Pres,

The Centaur Company, TI Murray Street, New York City.

oniy - —

Union Livery Stables,

FRANK MINGUS, Proprietor,

Successor to ED. WORMAN.

ot -
Huving letelv purelisssd this popular stabls and stocked it with
wned fast o Hi oW prep ired 10 meet the wants of

TOFY maAnnes
. -
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Baked 10 a Delicaie Brow), —ese

That’s the best thing a housewifs can say

AND B MEDFORD., OREGON.

fur it coos =love or range.

The st we that v-nn- well i= the stove tant scits. providde it is eco
nomical on fe have an extensive stosk of cock stoves and
and ranges, and oach one is the v Ty et stove that B 1IN Ww l")x.

Best baker. bootier, best burner—ail best. [ also carry

Hardware, Tinware and Fine Building Material,
Cutlery, Fishing Tackle, Ammunition, Etc.

Red Jacket Force Pumps, D. H. MILLER.

For Deep or Shaliow Wells.

ARG ﬂh"lllr MARBLE WATAS,
J.. €. \'\']Il"l’ Propr.
Does Genera! Cantractiag in al! Ui of
GRANITE A MAHBU‘ WIRK
o CEMETERY WORK A SPECIALTY
Jacksonville, - - Oregon.

MEDFORD BRICK YARD,

G. W. PRIDDY,
MEDFORD, -

=
_pI‘O })'l'q

ORECON.

First-cluss qualiity of Brick always on hand.

Large and
promyptly filled. '

small orderr

BRICK WORK OF ALL KINDS PROMPTLY EXECUTED. »

* x % Give mea call when in need of anything in my line.

All Aboard....

Known
Everywhere.

= - s | Take <0 I podr
Grown Evigunce. QY “r- LOUDEN STAGE Gz
Upper Applezatc, Elliott Creek,
Rn EE Squaw Lake, Steamboat, Cine
s FRER 54 'b b t nabar Springs, Watkins = : :
uar ;o !‘m ‘

amd way stations.

An Siage ieaves ®
Inn.?mbk- toall |-l.;mcr‘am! Io\r.-n Jucksonvilld Mondays and Eri -
of Fine Verviahles aml Beautiful days, returning the following days >

Flowers.  Write tor it — Free.

+ Hunlers will ind this o vleasand p
B. M. FERRY & OO, ===
Detralt, ikh.

+ reaching the finest Mabing and hastin
+ groands in the world, Prajg‘hl.x'jd passen
C4 per= atlow mates. Apply o

| JAS. LOUDEN, Prop'r.,

JACKSONVILLE, OREGON,

SHOW IT.

A young man informed his sweet heart ot
hislove for her, and she sall, *if you do,
show it =o docs

Notice of Final Settlement.

I the County Court of the State of Oregon, |
for Jackson Coanty. |

deceased,

|Willson's Monarch Sarsapariila

show you what o pewer it is to cleanse the
bloodl and the ontre system, nemos -im_
Pimples, Doiis and all discasesarizsine from
Impare and weak hlood,
Try o Gk bottlo and yon will have noothes
| MONARCH SARSAPARIL s tme 1o s name
Da. Rusw, founder of BRush Medical Col
Tege, onee sand this remedy 12 the World's great
est romcdy for the t-h-o-l. Try it and lot it
show you what 1t can do.

Mg by \\'ILLH‘)\’ lmma Ly
lcen*ru. For sale by 6. H NS

\*n‘i‘it‘li ix horeby given that the admistrator
1N of the estate of Harbarn Ulrleh, decensed
has Med in the County Court bis tinal account
in sald mntter, 2l by orfder of sald Court,
Tun'ml.l)‘. Jarnary & 155, at the hour of 10
weloek A, M, U5 et for hearing thereof, Al
porsons interestod are horeby notificd 10 ap-
pear and file bis objections to snid aeconnt on
| or before said day.

Published by onder of Hsn. J. 12, Neil, Judge
of suid Court.

Dated Nov, 30, 1884,

WM, ULRICH,

rton, Wis.
Administentor of sald estate,

. HASKINS, Meiltord,




