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A CASE OF PLAGIARISM.

The young couple stood on the bank
opposite the Gadilly econtemplating
that small house boat with something
less than a feeling of ownership than
they had hithertoexperienced. Afiery
little steamer went up the river, and
the waves, taking advantagze of the
confusion, ran and kissed the green
bank and were off again before the
green bank had time to protest.  From
the top deck of the Gadfly came a song
to the ears or Mr. Stewart, of Throg-
morton street, and of young Mrs
Stewart, that they were beginning to
know quite well, albeit Miss Bagge,
the singer, had only been there sinee
the morning. Miss Bagge accom-
panied herself on the banjo, and ac-
companied herself all wrong:

*1'm a little Alabarmer coon,
An’t been born very long.”

“I wonder,” said little Mrs. Stewart
—*"1 wonder, now, how many more
times she’s going to play that?”

“My dear love,” said Mr. Stewart,
sitting down on the bank.

“*Doun't call me your dear love,
Henry, until that dreadful girl has
gone.”

*My dear Mrs. Stewart, what can 1
do? I can’t treat her as we brokers
treat a stranger who happens to stroll
into the house, can 1?7 You wouldn't
care for me to catch hold of her and
mash her hat in and hustle her out of
the place.”

“1 shonldn’t. All you have to do is
to be distant with her.™

“One can’t be very distant on a small
houseboat.”

“'1 believe you like Miss Bagge still,”
said Mrs Stewart.

*1 don’t mind her when she’s still.”
said Mr. Stewart. *'It's when she
bobs about aud plays that banjo of
hers that she makes me hot.”

The shrill voice came across the
sStream:

“Hush a-bye, don’t you cory, mammy's lttle
darling:

Papa’s gwine to smack you if you do.”

“Boat ahoy,” called Stewart.

The boy on the Gadly came up from
somewhere and pulled over to them,
and conveyed them to the houseboat
Miss Bagge. looking down from be-
tween the Chinese lanterns, gavea lit-
tle shriek of delight as their boat
buamped at the side of the Gaidtly.

*0h, you newly-married peoplp.” she
cried, archly. as she bunched up ber
skirts andVeame skittishly down the
steps: “where have you been? Leavine
poor little me alone with my musie for
such a time.”

“Did you say musie, Miss Bagge?”

“Yes, dear Mrs. Stewart. My banjo,
you Enow.”

Ol said little Mrs. Stewart
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up to Marlow. [ think that was long
before your day, before you came over
from Melbourne, and we did really
have the most exquisite time.”

“Have you looked through the even-
ing paper., Miss Bagge?” inter-
rupted little Mrs. Stewart, hurriealy.

“0Oh. ves, dear. I've looked through
it twice. One or two most interesting
cases.™

“Where did you put it* [ want to
see what O'Brien has done for Middle-
sex.”

“I've dropped it somewhere,” said
Miss Bagge. *“Could the boy zo up
for my trunk before it gets dark? |
left it at the station, and 1 shall have
some more things down next week.”

“Next week!”

Miss Bagge put her hand to her
brown thin neck and gave a cough of
apology.

*1f I stay longer I shall have torun
up to town one day to do some shop-
ping.”

There was a paunse. The rings of

smoke from 'Stewart’s cigar at the
other end of the boat floatel down by
them. The boy below broke a few

plates and danced a few steps of a
breakdown to cover the noise.

“Dear Henry! How the seent of his
cigar does remind me of old times! |
remember so well that night at Mar-
low—"

*Miss Bagge, will yon go and play
something?”

Miss Bagge went obediently anil
strummed her banjo. and mentioned
ance more that she was a litile Ala-
bama coon, and youngr Mrs Stewart
ran hurriedly to her husband.

*“1I'm going to quarrel with her,” she
said, breathlessly.

“That’s right.” said Henry, calmly:
“anything to stop that row.”

“I'm going to ask her to go back to
town to-night, Henrv.™

“But. my dear, isn’t that rather
rude?”

“Of eourse it is. That's why I am
doing it. You'll have tosee her to the
station.”

The private row was quickly and
quietly over. When the last word had
heen spoken the seli-invited guest
begged ten minutes to write a letter,
and then she pronounced herself ready
for Stewart's escort to the station.
“*‘Sorry you are obliged to go, Miss
Bagge.” said Stewart politely.

“It's an important engagement,”
said Miss Bagge, trembling, *“or 1

would have stayed. Good-by, dear
Mrs. Stewart. [ dare say we shall
meet again soon.” .

Now an odd thing happened. As
Stewart handed his charge into the
boat a letter fell from her pocket on
the deck of the Gadfly. Mrs. Stewart,
in her asual good temper now that her
husband’s old admirer was departing,
called to her as soon as she noticed the
letter; but Miss Bagg paid no atten-
tion. It almost seemed that she aid
not want tohear. When Mrs. Stewart
picked it up and saw that it was ad-
dressed to Henry Stewart, Esq., and
marked *“private and confidential,”

BOLE FUU sbsabth,  Weaas ses sadic e bt o gils Ul L0

seashore. so do 1 sigh for yvou Can you -

agine whit you are and over have been to
me?  You are indeed my king, sad you Kunow
that I am your willing siuve.  Your. tulthtully
CCONSTANCE Aagar ™

Young Mrs, Stewart sank down on

a low deck-chair and gasped and

looked across at the two.

|
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“Well,” she said, “this now is fear- :

ful.™

There would be a good half an hour
bhefore lenry retarnced, amd in that
rood half hour it was necessary to de-
cide what was to be done.
quite elear was that the ereature mst
have had some encouragement to in-
duee her to write sueh a letter, and—

“Why, she is taking his arm!” she
cried.

Indeed, Miss Constance Bagpe was
resting her hand upon the arm of Mrs.
Stewart's husband.  Henry was carry-
ing her banjo, and, looking baclz,
laughingly waved it at his wife.

“Does this mean,” asked Mrs, Stew-
art, distractedly, ‘‘that they will
never come back?"

The letter seemed {o explain his
slight ditlidence in agreeing to the
lady’s dismissal; it explained also why
when Miss Bagge had that morning
made her unexpected appearance on
the bank hailing the boy with a shrill
“li!" Henry had only laughed very
much.

Mrs. Stewart summoned the boy.
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STILL STANDING. |

The House in Which Washington |
Wrote His Farewell Addrosa.

Some Interesting Facts About the [lis- |
torle Structure Ones Oecupled by

the First Presulent of
United States,

the

The state of New Jersey, as overy

schoolboy  knows, was the scene of |

many stirring events during the revolu-

“Yes, mem, there is a trine up liter |

than this. 1t leaves Thames Ditton at
eleven tifteen, and you get to good old
Watsrloo at about ten to twelve, And
I wish to Gawd,” added the boy, pious-
Iy, ““that 1 was there nah. This plice
is a lump too quict for me."”

That would give half an hour to
speak her mind to Henry (if he did
come back), just half an hour to ex-
tract from him a confession, and then
a rush for the last train up. At Water-
loo she could take a eab to Uncle
ticorge’s: and if Unele George couldn’t
se¢ her throagh. why, nobody could.
Unele Georse was an arent general.
He wan a stern man, and he treated
evervoody as severely as though they
were his fellow-countrymen.

The white-flanneled figure came back
to the riverside.

“He Los managed to say good-by,
then?” sail JMrs Stewart, fiercely. 1
* to have seen the partinge.
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He was not Listening, but her head
was averted, and she went on,
“lI have left the kevs in the bed-

room, and my account book is totaled
up to date, with the exception of the
bill that came in to-day. There is
reason why we should have any high
words”

I beg vour pardon, dear. 1 haven't
heard a word that you were saying

He had found the pnews puagse in the
evening paper, uand was reasding with
much interest a diverting breach of
Promise case., “

1 was only saving™
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raised her

voice to @  piteh of distinetness
“that™—
“Look here; here's an idiotic letter

the wirl writes to the fellow,™

*I dou’t want to hear it, thank
you.™"

“Yes youdo.  Listen. This is how
it goes: “lust as the wind sirhs for
the seashore, so do 1 sigh Jor vom
Why., the wind doesu't sizh tor the
seashore, Jdoes 1"

“Go on, please,” she said quickiv; |

“read the rest of the letter.
ally in the paper, Henry?™

“Look for sourself, dear. It's
funuy for o do 1 sigh
you. Can you imagine what yvou are
and ever have been to me? You are
indeod my king, and yvon know that |
am your willing slave,””

“Whye" eried Mrs Stewart, “that's
worid for word the same,™

“As what?”

“It doesn’t matter, dear.”

She took from her blouse the letter
that the disappointed  Miss Bagge,
with deplorable lnek of originality,
had copied from the evening paper.

“Don’t people do some silly thinges,
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tion. and almost every eity, town and |
hamlet has, or elaims to have, o land-
mark of which its inhabitants are very
proud and delizht to point out to vis-
itors.  As in many other parts of the
countrey. however, some of these monu-
ments, which should have the grentest
¢lnimon the American people froma |
historical point of view, have been neg-
lected, apparently forgotten and al-
lowed to go to decay and ruin. One of
these is the old Berrian house at Rocky
Hill. It wasin this house that Wash-
ington resided for many months, and
among other acts wrote his farewell
address to the continental army. The
house, suys the New York Tribune, is
an old-fashioned structure. with lavge,
square rooms and low ceillings to re-
tain the heat from the hickory and
oak logs burned in the big, open fire-
places. At the time that Gen. Wash-
ington occupicd the house it was the |
homestead of the family of Judge John

Berrian, one of the oldest families in the

state, which at that time owned vast

tracts of land, obtmined by grrants from

the crown. Judge Berrinn, when the

clash came, remained loval to the

American canse, and  his house beeame

a refuge for Gen, Washington on more

than one occasion. The old Berrian

mansion is located abont o guarter of a

mile from the village, on a steep biufl

overlooking the Millstone river. The

little village of Roeky Thll s abont six

miles from Princeton as the erow {lies

MY the old post road and located in

among the densely woodea hills of

Somerset connty it was unknown to

Cornwallis or his <oldiers, and after the

battles of Trenton and Prinecton was

just the plaece for Washington and his

handful of continentals to retire to for

rest and refuge.

Washington afterward returned at
different periods to Rocky Hill during
the progress of the war, bat the longest
time he resided in the
from June, 1721 to the follov
r. This
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Wasdiineron evid ¢ foumd life ex-
ceotingly restful i pleasant in th
Hermun house, and found time Lo in-

dalge
of the ne
called
tHorn, a
with whom was staying at the time the
noted puinter, John Dunlap. The lat-
ws of Washing-

in the simnle
hoesl.  Among the peo-
n was the family of

farmer,

sowcinl reercations

ple he

John Van wealthy

agreeable surprise
over the pleasan

that the great greneral pos-

people
TOTY
1a liking for secial pleasures and
appreciite a jolke by langrhing as
P as other men
wshington was always serious
and grave

tven. Washington and Mrs. Washing-
living in the Berrian
house on November 2, 1750, and while
there the general his farewell
wdde = to little army of patriots
£t Rocky Hill at the end

It was supposed

ton were still
wraote
the
Wa: hington left Re
of Mowvember amnd went to Newbure to

prepare for his triumphant entry with

his army into New York, Itis prob- |
able that he never returnod to the old |
Berrian house on Rocky 1ML althouch

he left behind him many
reminiscences of his prolonged stay
there,

About fifteen vearz ago the land and |
house were purchased by David 11|
Mount, wealthy miller in the village
Loter it was sold to Martin A Howell.
of New [Drunswi N.Jo Mr Hlowell
mwade muny v repairs to the |
olil Berrinn house, but by the removal |
of the great tweoestory veranda in front ]

it, which was supported, as \\'rr:'f
those of most colonial houses of pr-h|
ronnd pillars, it
lost its characteristic ph-turv-411h-!w.~.-.!
|
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interesting !
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tensions, by large.
The architecturnl beauty of the old
eolonial styvle of house. with

fortable, haspitable look, has been en-
tirely lost and the house looks to-day

its eom-

like many other farmhouses, built for

fur.

use  only. It s now oceupied by

Michael Hines. 1 boss quarrvman, und

his family. They revere the |m-:nnr_'.‘l
of Washington even more than others|
that have lived in the house sinee he |
ocenpied it and delight to show \-i~i1-1
ors through it, !

FROM THE COUNTRY. ]
An Old Lady's Firt Visit to a Great
Cley. {

The last passerrser to leave the 4:30
teain on the Michi ritlrond

et

| after it drew to e Stamd il e zlter-
noon recently was a hittle ol wwoman
in Black., Awipof gray hair steegrded

from under an old-fishioned poke bon-

net, amd a pair of kimlly bWoe eyes
looked  out from  belind  her steel-
rimmusl spectacles, In one hand she

corrivd u hoee, shiny valise, the key of
which ticed 1o the handle with s
strip of ealico cloth. When she was
part way up the platform she stopped
with a troubled look nml wateled the
bagrrnpremen toil by with their londed
i'resently she draopped the va-
lise and opencd a bige black fan which
was fastencd 1o brer wiist by a velvet
ribbon,  After she had waited  somue
time, one of the depot ushers came
along and asked if he could be of any |
servive to hes

“Why, thauk you, I think not,” she
answered; T'm waiting for *Dick' Rotr
inson.” I

The depot usher hurried on and paid

wits

trnels.

no nore attention to the hittle old
woman. When he came back n hBlf-|
hour  later. she was still standing

where he hind left her, gently fuunil:gl
herself with the black fun.  *“Has your
frivnd come yet?” asked the usher.

No” she answered.  *His wateh
must have been slow.”

Did he expect you by this train?™

“Well, you see, it's this way. Last
snmmer. Dick and his wife came over
to Griggshurg to visit the Cooperses.
While they woere there they cae over
often to my place to et a drink of but-
termilk.  Well, we prot friendiy and
sarah told lut of thinaos about
Chicago, and that she coul 2t by no
manner of means, jret buttermilk in
the city, Before "Dick’ went back he
came around and savs: Mrs, Begps,
Just take o run up toChicago next sum-
mer and visit us. Let us know when
youTre coming, and I'll meet you at the
depot.” Amd so 'm here, and 've got
three jars of fresh butterunilk for them
in that bag.”

The depot usher helped the little old
woman tooa seut in the waiting-room
und then he searched the directory for
Bichard Robipson. s charge couldn’t
help him much because shic dido’t know

vk

s occupation

AN kaew, ™ she expluined. is that
he's aopenuine peatleman, and if he
bl oot oy letter hie'd o been heve.”
I er sesde s Tist of two or tiiree
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THOSE BACHELOR GIRLS.

HNHow They Radiate
Fuan.

Mappiness and Have

The worlld has improved in one re-
%

spect There was a time when the
womnn who did net marry was sap-
;'-"-l"! to be oo sabject for jest: when it

. v

R o
e el T H

was concladed tl

wed because she could not

do anvt iz
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Nowadays it is all changed. and the
wioman who not marry hus o
recognized position socially, and
have all grown wise enough to knew
that any woman can
marry, says the New York correspond-
vnt of the Pittshurgh Press. It is troe
she may not muarry  the man she most
but always she can morry
man: s that if she stavs out her

imes
wae
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whao
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res,

life alone is by her own cholee

I'hen, ton, the beautiful friendships
that may exist between women
recogniaed, and the possibility of
wing wade withont a man in it
isancertainty.  In flats in dainty linlde
hotses, two or three hachelor women
don't  eall girlsy,
whose lives are soarranged that one
ean be the homekeeper while the other
ix oul in the world, are happy and com-
fortable from day to day.

And better still, they are not only
bappy themsclves, but they make less

srivnate glnd by bringing
them in to share some of their pleas-
They give aprecable little dinner

homwe

ithey themselves

wamen

wrtwes, ey enter

In quiet ways,
gy hose names
on with votes,
in the
peipers as amongr those who intend to

: lways these wo
are not heand in
o

fonne

whose plctuares arve seen
remoded the ity rovernment

The editor of n well-known literary
parer is one of these women, amnd she
wakes for all nephews amd nieces
lovely resting-place. managring te give
it all the attention iredd ina few
honrs before and after business.  An-
other.a very abode of beauty. is the
home of two women fricmds, one a
well-known actress, the other the only
vomnn dealer in plays in this conntry.
And there are innumerable little homes
where women are bound by ties of
l'll‘n L
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Queer Little Isiamd.

A queer little island is Navassa. A

Cship load of negroeswas landed in New

More "sthetic Than Homorons.
agedd eouple  living  sonth of |

An

| Bruzil.Ind. . who had devoted their three !
p seore and ten to roval life grd lhv]

Winifred, dear, when they are in love |

She took a margruaerite  from the
howl on the table and stuck it in his
hair. Then she tore up the Tetter and
gave the picces a little puff 1o sen
them out on the stream.

“I b'lieve you,” said Mre. Stewart

for that last trine, mem?

i

“The last train,” echoed Mrs. Stew-
art. “Why, of conrse not, James.
to bed at once.”

“That boy's quite mad,” said Stew-
| art, turning over a page of the paper
| to tind the ericket; “we must get rid of
| him."—5t James Budget.
|

Go

Ix Jewish marriages the woman is
always placed to the right of her mate,
| With every other nation of the world

she opened it without a moment's hesi- { her place in the ceremony is to the

» lation.

MY DEAREST HEXRY—It is 50 sweet to be

| left.

| the wife, she positively refused to sign
 without a considerstion, saying she had

, il never realized anything she ¢
“shall you want to be rown ac;oss | lisd mever vealised snything slio conld
demanded | tunity
the boy, putting his head out of = win- | (s
dow, "or is the guv'nor going todo |
8 BI0R L purchaser asked

making of a farm. sobld their posses- |
sions for the snugr sum of sixteen thon-
sand  dollars. When  the purelinscr
calbul with a notary to close up the
deal by taking the deed of tithe the
husband having signed and paseed it to

spent her life in making the farm, and

call Ber own and pow was her oppor-
The hushand fuiled to satisfy
her and secure the signature, Then the
to know what she
would take and sign the deed, fearful
that she would be exacting beyond his
inclination to comply. After a prood
deal of hesituney she said she thowrht
she onght to have two dollurs. which
he promptly handed her, and  she
sigmed the title,  She turned over the
silver dollars time and time again,
lunghing over her good luck. She said:
“Well, well, this is the first money
I have ever had in my life that I conld
eall my own and spend it as I may wish
to do to suit myself.”

Jersey the other day from the Pater-
hailing from this rock of fow
miles aren, down in the Carribean, off
Hayti. Hayti claims it and the United
States controls it. Hayti never pushed
her cluim. It is totally bare—all pro-
visions are sent there, and several hun-
dred negroes are kept st work, Iweinge
shippwed like the hands of a0 vessel.  In
fuct, the laws of a ship are in foree
there, officers and all. The produoet,
and the only one, is sold by the Navassa
Phosphate  compuany,  There is  no
wharf or harbor, and the work is very
laborious.  There are frequent come-
plaints of hard treatment from the re- [
turning crew. which is usnally shipped |
for six months’ service.  The headquar- |
ters of the company are in Baltimore.

SOM.,

Sutisfying Him.

“I have enlled,” said the eaptious
eritie, “to find ont what reason you |
eanrive for representing the New Year
as 3 nude small boy ™

“That is done,” responded the art
editor, “heetuse the year does not get
its close till the Sist of December.”

Then the captions eritie went ont
and broke his nice new pledge.—Indi-
anapolis Journal, 1

millions of persons, pormit us to speak of it without guessing.

It is unquestionably the best remedy for Infants and Children
the world hns ever knowm. It is harmless. Childrea like it. Xt
givos them health. It will save their lives. In it Mothers have

somsthing which is abaclutely

safe and practically perfect as a

child’s medicine,
Castoria destroys Worms.

Castoria allays Feverishness,

Castoria prevents vomiting

Sonr Curd.

Castoria cures DHarrhoa and Wind Colie.

Castoria relieves Teothing

Troubles.

Castoria cures Constipation and Flatuleney.

Castoria nentralizes the effects of oarbonio acid gas or poisonons air.

Castoria does not contain morphine, opinm, or other narcotic property.

Castoria assimilat

the food, regulates the stomach and bowels,

giving healthy and natural sieep.
Castoria is put up in one=size bottles only. It is not sold in bulk.

Don't allow any one to sell youn anything else on the plaa or promise

that it is “just as good ” and “ will answer every purpose,”

Bee that you pet C-A-S-T-0-R-I-A.

The fac-simile isom

Children Cry for Pitcher’'s Castoria.

Union Live

ry Stables,

FRANK MINGUS, Proprietor,

Succssor to ED. WORMAN, | . .
Having lately purehissed this |

new pigs, safe v fast teaws T oam
thie tritveling | salisfactony
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D B, MEDFORD, OREGON,

THE VERY BEST OF
BRICK AND MASON
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WORK.

S. CHILDERS,

GONTRASTOR

I manufucture a spien

i
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DER.

« of DBrick—see samples

e
Yard

AND B

did arty

5 %I:' T evervwhere about the eity. one black north of

5y l'-.':-\‘\'n-r\‘. Restdence—north U street, Medford. (?Tt‘gﬁ:!-

MEDFORD BRICK YARD, &
G. W. PRIDDY, Prop'r.

MEDFORD,

ORECON.

First-class quality of Brick always on hand.

promptiy filled.

lLarge and small ordere

BRICK WORK OF ALL KINDS PROMPTLY EXECUTED, »

* & =

Give me a call when in need of ianvthing in myv line

All Aboard....
LOUDEN STAGE ==

Upper Applegate, Elliott Creek,
Squaw Lake, Steamboat, Cin-
nabar Springs, WatKins : ::

Tuke

The

aml way stations  Stage leaves e
Jacksonvi ve and Fr -

o Mlowingdays ®
+  Hunters will find this s pieasand m=ans
ot Preaching tl fnest f=hing amd hanzin
+ E¥n 1o the worlid,  Frofght nnd passcr
4 gersat low rates. Apply 1o

JAS. L. UDEN, Prop'r.,

JAUKSONVILLE

I HAVE FOUND

A NUGGET!

That is, 1 have recevaedd prises from
Frazer & Chambers, of Chicago, on

Nining - Machlmary’

Whileh will prrove of more valtte than
the fInding of severild nugects to in
tending purchasers, Get prices from

C. F. LEWIS, Mechanical Engineer and Ma. !

chinist, Medford, Oregon, }

NOTICE FOR PUBLICATION.

Land OMee at Roseburg, Oregon, March 18,
1895, Notlee s hereby given that the following
named settler has tiled notice of his fntention to |
mnke tinal proof in support of his ¢laim, and |
thut sald proof will be made before M. A Jacobs, |
county clerk of Jackson county, Oregon. al |
jneksonville, Oregon, on April 20, 180, viz: |
5 JOUN COUR, |
On Homestead Entry No, 584, for the Wigs g1
B4 S Wi, See. 31 To, 88, RS East, Henames |
the following witnesses o prove his continuous |
restdonce upon and cultivation of safd lend, viz:
R. L. Parker, of Jacksonville, Ore,, Auron Bock,
of Bagle Peint, Ore., Josoph Geppert and Thad
Brockley, of g Butte, Ore,

*m 1ha 19 R. M. VEATCH, Register,

—Legal blanks at THE MaIL office. '

PALACE

Tonsorial . ..
E—— Y

G. W. lIsaacs, Proprietor.

¥

| Shaving, Haircunting, shampoeo-
| §1

. Ty and Beards Dyved All work
first-cluss or we will refund the
&y price
J HOT AND COLD BATHS.

Agent for Salem Steams Laundry

. a T

MEDFORD., OREGON.

OREGON | — —

: e —
Salary and expenscs pald weekly from start
Permancntposition. Ezxclusive ternitery.

serymen, Portlamd, Cre
Tehbable. Name this pager,

ifyou use the Petalum®
Incobaters & Brooders
Make monecy while
olhers are wasting
time byold p
Catalog tells all about
it and describes every
article needed for th

The “ERIE”

mechanically the best
wheel. Prettiest model.

‘Ih!e-c-rln-tian
FETATUMA INCUBATOR CO., Petaluma,Cal.
BraNcH HouUsg, 231 S Main St., Los Angeles.




