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sdinger, which was the most cherished

SHADOW OF A THOUGHT.

BY HARRY LANDER.

Fred Selfton was melancholy, appar-
ently without any just cause. He‘had
spent & very pleasant day in the exe-
cution of his duties in the shelving de-
partment of the home office, where he
had read the morning paper, washed
his hands three times, chaffed Bertie
Gapes and heard the latest gossip from
Tommy Townie. Then Tommy had
taken him to the Junior Gatherium to
recuperate, and his journey down to |
Ealing had been most comfortable. 1t
was a pleasant afternoon in the early
summer, his little villa looked particu-
larly bright and comfortable, and he
still had an hour to lounge away before

aim of his daily life. Yet he sighed as
he opened the door and entered his
home.

KEate had taken the baby i@ see her
mother, but would be back to dinner.
This was not unusual, but upon this
oceasion it struck him as being very
inconsiderate of her. Having performed
his toilet he wandered mournfully
about the garden. Then retiring to
his study—a misnomer, for he was |
guiltléss of such folly—he lita cigar-
ette and flung himself into an easy-
chair with the air of a man weary of
existence. Had his wife been present
she would have wondered anxiously
what calamity Lad overtaken them,
but the fact was nothing more alarm-
ing than that her lord and master was
suffering from what is technically
termed “‘the hump.”

The other men in his room had been |
discussing holidays. Gapes wassaving |
himself for a month's salmon fishing in |
Sunderlandshire, Townie contemplated |
billeting himself apon his cousin, who |
was attached to the embassy at Vien- |
na. Willismson was engaged for a |
yachting eruise to Norway, and Elliot ‘|
had raved of the green golf links at |
Eastbourne. He had yawned dismally
and mentioned Herne bay,with the wife |
and family, in tones which quite justi- |
fied Townie in holding him upas an |
awful example of premature matri-
mony- |

4 Now, in his heart he called himself

-

a fool, for in these days a man of thir-
ty is too young for such responsibili- |
ties and—well, privations. Of course,
he had beenm quite infatuated with
Kitty, as were several better men.
The first year of their married life had |
been as charming as the last chapter |
of a three-volume novel, and he had |
never enjoyed anything so much as
that delightful scamper about the con- |
tinent they had together. Now, there
was the baby, a jolly little chap, but a
responsibility, and a somewhat costly
one.. After all, there was sound ‘wia-
dom in Townie’s cynicism. There are
two aspects of the marriage question,
usually considered before and aftes.
He was just realizing the unpleasant
one.
He had never seen the club look more
than it did thst afternoon. He |
had been welcomed by a crowd of men,
the pleasant associates of a past life, |
who seemed genuinely nappy to meet
him agdin. He had been a very popu-
lar man, and some of them still remem-
bered his little evenings in Gray's inn.
What pleasant rooms they were, io be |
sure. At one time he used to think
that Kitty had sacrificed a great deal
when she married him, but perhaps
the renunciation was not so one-sided
as he had imagined. For instance.
there was the club. He could no long-

er afford to go there, and with it he |

had renouncad all intellectual society.
Kitty's people and their neighbors
were rich and respectable. Most ad-
mirable of their kind, they ate, drank,
slept, and made money;: withal, most

worthy creatures, but particularly un- |

entertaining. Mr. Turner. her father,
was a type—a kindly, honorable man,
but without the slightest artistic or
literary culture; he could talk for
hours of his business, and knew more
about tallow than any other man in
England. Fortunately, his pride of

this distinetion was slightly mitigated |
by the fact that he was also a connois-

seur of wines. His sons wore riding

breeches on Sunday mornings and read |
*The Lunar Month" in their bedrooms. |
His eldest daughter was gifted with
sufficient religious enthusiasm for ten

such families, while Mrs. Turner was
motherly in the extreme.

Vaux, his oid college chum, who had

shared those Gray's inn chambers. He |

was always bright and witty. he could
dance all night and work all day. pull
a good oar, sail a half-rater against the

pest, walk fifty miles, ride like a cen- |

taur, sing, drink and gamble, with
never s headache or a touch of repent-
ance. -Then the gay assemblage of
aetors, artists and Yterary men, who
would there fore-gather to talk of any
and everything, more especially of the
great things they were going to do.
And by no means the least were those
jolly holidays upon the river, the sea,
and the continent. Faugh! it was

awful to contemplate; a whole month |
Yawn |

at a seaside boarding house.
over the newspaper all the morning, or
make the acquaintance of those objec-
tionable persons who, adorned with
yacting caps, grace the esplanade and
indulge in many ‘‘morning bitters."”
Lunch, boredom, dinner, boredom in-
tensified by a drawing-room filled with
old spinsters, gigrling girls, and youths
who persist in singing, with the mis-
taken idea of amusing the sufferers.

The shadows deepened in the corners |

of the room as the twilight died away.
“The house was perfectly still, the gar-
den looked cold and gloomy. It was
the silence and gloom of sorrow, for
his home was a house of mourning.
Crossing the room wearily, he peeped
into the garden of dim shadows, press-
ing his feverish face against the cool
glass; his dry eyes were heavy with
anguish. Only two yearsago they had
planted those shrubs and flowers. She

with her little hands encased in huge |

leather gloves, he in his lannels, wield-
ing a spade like a true son of Adam.
And the flowers still bloomed in their
Eden, but he must pace its paths alone.
Other hands would pluck those flowers,

— -t
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and other lovers sit in the arbor where
they had so often watched the moon-
light silver the rustling leaves. He
had lounged there with his pipe, care-
less and happy, as she mnestled at his
side, often in silence, sometimes whis-
pering sweet confidénces.

By one whirl of the wheel of life it
was in the past, but still unburied.

Sinking into his chair he rested his
head upon his hands. It was very,
very dark. Soswift and sudden had
the trouble come upon him that it still
seemed like the haunting memories of
a terrible dream. But a few months
ago he was happy in the sweet com-
panionship of his wife; now he was
alone.

Happiness in this world depends
largely upon ability to forget. It was
not without a feeling of pleasure that
he had accepted De Vaux's invitation
to rejoin him in Gray's Ian. The
rooms seemed more comfortable than
before, and the freedom was delight-
ful. As the band upon his hat became
narrower, the restraint, prompted by
sympathy, with which men regarded
him, died away. He drifted back to
the old life with a feeling of pleasant
expectancy, but to find the world had
changed. It surprised him to discover
how selfish De Vaux had become, while
the manners of their “'set” pained him.
Their brilliancy seemed to have given
place to flash «gaseousness, origiality
to carping contentiousness; wit was
now insolent abuse, and humor posi-
tive vulgarity, Yet they were the
same actors without a “‘shop,” authors
without a publisher, and less extraor-
dinary imbeciles without an object
in life. With indolent interest he used
to expect great things from some of
them, but they were still squatting in
the mire. The Junior Gatherium had
been refurnished. and the cooking was
excellent, but the same decline was
noticeable among the members. The
tales old Badboy narrated in his cor-
ner of the smoking-reom were, to say
the least, unfit for publication. vet the
old fellow was his most cherished ac-
quaintance in the bygone days. The
place abounded in loud-voiced boys of
a new and, to him, most objectionable
species. The past belongs to the past;
a man cannot live his life again.

“Poor old fellow, I don't care to suy
disagreeable things about him, but,
really, he had become a most selfish

’ beggar,” said De Vaux, leaning against

the mantel-piece.

“M spoils & man utterly,”
said his friend as he knocked the ashes
from his pipe on to the carpet.  “You
ought to get married again, he's no
good for anything else.”

“He used to be such a jolly, easy-go-
ing fellow, now he growls atevery-
thing. The way he bullies our un-
fortunate laundres is shocking. When
he wakes up, hell make yousweep
those ashes from the floor.”

*The side the man putson, his as-

| sumption of virtue, and the way he

sneers at us really anpoys me. Hels

. a_skeleton at every feast, looks as

shocked as a curate if a man tells a
racy tale, and actually called old
Soaker a cad because he could not
walk downstairs | remember Dring-

' times in the world.

SOMETHING WONDERKUL.

The New Hxperience of an Amer-
ioan Traveler Abroad.

He Actually Runs Acrossa s« Man in »
Barber Shop Who [Willlogly Yields
His *“Next" PFrivilege to
Another.

A New Yorker who recently returned
to the city after a foreifn tour says that
he enjoyed one experience while abroud
the like of which he never before heard
of. says the Sun of that eity. *‘During
my life in New York, for forty vears,”
he said, 1 have met plenty of nice
people and seen more acts of courtesy
and deeds of kindness than would fill n
book. I have known of a skinflint giv-
ing money to the needy, and of a pas-
senger in an elevated car resigning his
seat to a woman, and of a Wall street
man with Christlan symptoms, and of
a smoker handing his lighted cigar
right end foremost toa stranger who
asked a light. and of a human being
who always had a match when anybody
needed one, and of a woman who would
dote on the beauty of another without
jealousy, and of an entertainer who
would cut for his ruest a better piece of
porterhouse steak than he kept for him-
self, and even of a curmudgeon who
would, upon occasion, give proof that
there was a streak of virtue in him. All
such things one can safely expect at

**But. though [ have been a customer |
at barbers’ shops in New York for
twenty years. | never saw and never |
heard of a case in which a man who,
when it eame his turn to get in the
chair for a shave, and when the barber
cried ‘Next!" would resign his pluce to|
any other man in waiting. He will|
stick up for his rights there against the |
world. 1 have seen many a quarrel. |
and two or three fights, between men !
waiting to get shaved, when there was |
a crowd. as to which one came in first.
I was angry myself one day when a
fellow who had been getting his boots |
Blacked in the rear of the barber shop. |
and whom I had not seen, stepped up |
to a chair which 1 was about to take,
and said he had come in before me. No |
matter if another man is in a hurry. or
if he must eatch a train. or if his wife |
is anxious abont him because he is too |
late for dinner. vou won't give up your |
turn in the barber’s chair on his ac-|
count. There is one of his rightsn |
man will stand up for, and you can sce |
it at the barber's.

“When I went nhroad 1 found the
same thing in England and France. In
London once 1 asked a barber if he |
could not put me ahead, and he
answered sharply that he would not
do it for the bank of England. The
Parisiuns are polite evervwhere ex-’
cept in the barber's shop when their
turn comes, and you would have to
fight a duel if you asked one of them
to let you get shaved before him be-
cause your soup was growing cold. |

It was in my programme, after see-
ing the French and English, to take a
trip through the highlands of Scotland.

ing him home in a cab two or three | 1 saw pienty of historic spots as | made

| yearsago, and he yelled comic songs

all the way."”

!

my way far up on the Grampian hills, |
where the frugal swuains feed their

“It's awfnl,” said De Vaux. with a | Hocks, and further yet, where the fish-

| woods are comparatively deserted, Gil-

| the heavy battery of the car and began

| ten did not intend to’come out. those in

| laugh; “last Sunday he came in while | ermen breast the waves: but [ would

1 was having afternoon tea with some |give them all away for an experience 1
ladies, and simply turned upon his "h:ui when [ renched an ancient town
heel, and slammed the door as he went | beyond the Granmpians one Saturday |
out.” | afternoon. At the inn ! asked for a
“Well, I'm afraid you can't poison | barber. as [ wanted to go to church the
him and put him out of his misery.” | next day. and must be shaved. When
“He is mot our old Selfton, theaters |I got to the barber’s place his only

| that the only thing to do was to start |

His thoughts wandered to Georgie de |-

bore him, the halls are disguosting. He
won't dance. does not drink enough to
enliven a healthy child, smokes in a
corner and growls. At the club no one
can understand him. He has tried the
river, galf, the Solent, the card room,
and Paris. all in vain.
what to do with him. You remember
our last little supper party here.
Well, he got it up, and was perfectly
| disgusted with everything and every-
| body, wet all the boys were old
friends.™
“Yes, I'm afraid he is incurable—"
“Yes, I am,” eried Selfton, springing
from the sofa upon which he had been
| sleeping. *“I'm a nunisance to myself
and all of you. Ican’t forget the two
happy vears of my life,and I eun never
! live them again. ['ll.go into some cor-
ner and wait patiently for the future,
since I cannot go back to the past.”

“Isn’t he a lazy dadda, snoring like
big bow-wow when baby wants to see
! him?"”

“Why, Kitty," he said, dreamily,
| awaking with a start, "is it really yon?"
*“*Really me, silly boy. Whom else
| did you expect, sir?" she asked, waving
| the baby before him.
| **Come tome, sonnie,” hecried, laugh-
| ing payly. “‘See how ehger the little
l chappie is, Kate.”

{ Then, as Philly nestled on his shoul-
| der, elutching vainly at his mustache,
| he drew her down onto his knee, and
| said. softly: “By Jove, darling, how 1

have missed you.”

| “Poor boy, it is too bad of me to
run home to my mother so often,
| isn’t it? But I've such news for you.
| Father is going to launch out awfully.
| He is actually going tobuy a yacht.”

| “A yacht?"

“Yes; the boys are becoming so
horsey. Yon know how he detests that
sort of thing. So this is to cure them.
You are to be captain, and he is com-
ing over after dinper to consult you.
Isn’t it charming?"

“Rather; we won't go to Herne bay
for our vacation, eh. little girl?”

‘‘Herne bay, indeed! What ever made
you think of such a place?"—Hlack
and White.

L ]
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A Slip,

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

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

A Cruelnl Teat.

Mrs. Winthrop—Do you think Jack
Desmond is really in love with Mabel?

Mr. Winthrop—Great goodness!—yes;
why, he plays dominos with her by the
hour!—Puck.

L4
|

1 don't know |

)
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|
chair was filled, and four or five cus- [
tomers were waiting their torn. In a

few moments the chair was emptied, |

jand | expected that one of the men

| would spring

' Cleopatra’s Needle in the Central park,

into it. Not a man |
moved. The barber looked at me,
smiled. and told me he was ready for
me. [ said to him in a low voiee that
several others had been there before
me. ‘I dinna mind that,” he replied.
‘You're a stranger up here, maybe an
American, and the stranger always
comes first wi'us." 1 gianced at the
other men as if to apologize or to se-
cure their assent. ‘Aye.” said one of
them, ‘the stranger must always be
first here: we can wait.” [ took the
chair with thanks, and the price of a
shave was two-pence. -

“The seven wonders of the world, all
put together, and with the addition of

would not have impressed me as deeply
as I was impressed by this romantic in-
cident, never before paralleled in my
experience. I have truveled from Bos-
ton to Chicago, from Cripple Creek to
New Orleans, without ever hearing of
a thing of the kind.

“I do not suppose that many Amer-
icans possess sufficient brain power to
believe in the literal truth of this inci-
dent; yet, for all that. it is true as the
(Grampian hills of the highlands of Scot-
land, where it occurred. I have told
the story to two or three Scotchmen
since I came back to New York, but
they did not think there was anything
curious or sensational about it."”

KILLED HIMSELF FOR A LIVING.

A Parlsian Swindler Who Took a Novel
Means of Raising the Wind.

Gillet, a professional mendicant of
I'aris, has the peculiar merit of being
the organizer of a trick for raising
funds which was unknown and un-
dreamed of in the philosophy of the
ablest representatives of the old Cour
des Miracles, says a writer in the
London Telegraph. He pretended to
hang himaelf from a treg seven times
during the summer, and on each occa-
sion he was cut down from his gibbet
by Good Samaritans, who invariably
sent round the hat for him on the spot.
In some instances the rescuers may
have been (iillet's confederates, but ac-
cording to what can be gathered he
usually preferred towork alone. Hav-
ing selected a fine day for his opera-
tions, Gillet dressed himself carefully
and went to the woods of Boulogne or
Vincennes. He next made choice of a
tree near where young children were
playing, and having put 8 noose round
his neck strung himself up. Then he
groaned and attracted the children,
who ran in alarm to their mothers or

nurses, until in a moment there was a
crowd around him., Men summoned to
the spot, and sometimes the women
who were called, extricated the artful
mendicant from his apparently peril-
ous position. e waus extended on the
grass, his hands were rubbed, cordials
were pressed to his lips and smell-
ing bottles put under his nose,
When he revived the first question put
to him was naturally: Why did he
do it? Pointing to a pocket of his coat
he would say: “Here is a letter which
will explain all!” The document be-
ing opened contaiped a communication
to the effect that Gillet wanted to
hang himself of his own free will. His
desire to die was caused by destitution,
and he had not eaten for two days. A
collection being made for the sufferer
he instantly regained the use of his
limbs, and before leaving his genérous
sympathizers treated them to a brief
autobiographical sketch, which set
forth that he was a respectable young
man from the country who had been
stranded in Paris and could find no
work todo. It is recorded that Gillet
performed this trick with great suc-
cess between July and September, not
only in the woods about Paris, but
also in the park at Versailles and in
the forest of St. Germain. In the last
mentioned place he had the good for-
tune to be ent down just as a generous
Paris banker was passing by, who gave
him a liberal donation. Gillet natur-
ally took care to tie his noose ina man-
ner calculated to produce the effect
which he intended without imperiling
his life. In the winter, when the

let adopted the old trick of pretending
to faint or to have an epileptic fit at
the rorner of the strect. ilis fraud
has at last been detected and charita-
ble people have been warned against
his knavery, which has not only de-
ceived ordinary men und women but
also astute members of the police force.
WHAT A KITTEN CAN DO.

How a Little Fellow Stopped a Street Car
in Baltimore.

One little kitten, about five inches in
length, held in check one morning re-
cently the down-town traffic over the
City and Suburban railroad, says the
Baltimore Sun. A summer car stopped
to take passengers, when the kitten,
standing on the sidewalk leisurely in-
specting the car, suddenly determined
on a personal investigation of the inside
workings of rapid transit.  She ran out
into the street immediately underneath

elambering about the machinery., The
conductor and several of the passengers
saw her, and an effort was made to
chase the kitten away. Canes and nm-
brellas were thrust underneath the ear
at her, and many emphatic commands to
“shoo!” were given, but it was evident
she was too new in the world to under-
stand English.

The passengers enjoyed the joke at
first, but when it seemed that the kit-

# hurry to begin the day’s toil beeame
impatient, and the number of the res.
cuers augmented rapidly. More canes
and more nmbrellas were thrust at her,
likewise more speeches of a wicked
turn. But she remained undistarbed
asud curled up as if she liked things in
generul, and meant to spend the day
When at last it appeared to the
hurried passengers and irate conduetor

there.

the car and erush out the poor little
kitten's life, she came to the conclusion
that there are other pleasures in the
world besides rapid transit. and walked
ont with the satistied nir of one who had

What is

A A N A N A A A O R R A A U A O Ry

S,

"

QCastoria is Dr. S8amuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opinm, Morphine nor
other Narcotic substance. It is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor OIlL
It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoriadestroys Worms and allays
feverishness, Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrheea and Wind Colic. Castoria relieves
teething troubles, cures constipation and filatuleney.
Castoria assimilates the foqfl, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Case

. toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friead.

Castoria.

* Castoria is so well adapte **~ childram | %
1 recommend it as superior o .y preserip

known to me.”
H. A, Ancuxz, I D,
111 S0, Oxford 8¢, Brookiyn, N. Y.

* Qur physicians in the children's depasd
ment have spoken highly of their experi-
ence in their oulside practice with Castoria,
and although we oanly have among our
medical supplies what is known as regular
products, yet we are free to confess that the
merits of Castoria has woa us to look wilh
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Castoria.

* Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil-
dren. Mothers have repeatedly (old me of ils
good effect upot thelr children."

Dr. G. C. Osaoon,
l".wt Mass

" Castoria is the best remedy for childrea of
which I am soqualoted. I bope the day is not
far distant when mothers will coosider the real
interest of their children, and use Castoria in-
stead of the various quack nostrums which are
destroying their loved ones, by foreing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful

ageots down thelr throats, thereby sending | favor upon it."
them to premature graves.™ Usrrer Homrrral awp Disrzssaxy,
. D J. F. Emcasron, Boston, Hasl

Conway, Ark. | Avrex C. Saworrst, Pres,
The Centanr Company, TT Murray Street, New Yerk Otity.

= L. M. LYON,
CQNTRACTOR AND BU‘_['LD

—.
JOBBING OF ALL KINDS.

All work guaranteed first-clase. Plans and estimates furnished or
all kind of work either brick or wood.

Bills of LUMBER of all kinds filied on short notice. Sash, Doors and Mill work of sl
kinds—any thine in the shape of wood work esn be had on short notice.

M edtord, - ' Orepron

- - - - - -

JACKSONVILLE MARBLE WORKS,

J. C. WHIPP. Propr.
Does General Contracting in all Lines.

" GRANITE AND MARBLE WOKS.

CEMETERY WORK A SPECIALTY
Jacksonville,

Oregon.
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complétely set at rest the eravings of
curiosity, Then the car proceeded. |

In 1502 a woman died at Albany. N. |
Y.. who had for 8 number of years been |
possessed with an uncontrollable desire
to swallow all sorts of indigestible sub-
stances. A record kept by the physi-
cian who performed the auntopsy gives
the following as a list of the articles
found in her stomach: Fifty-one hair-
pins, sixteen ncedles, taree darning-
needles, thirty-two nails of all sizes,
two serews, three pieces of an iron rod
three inches long and one-fourth of an |
inch thick, two rolls of hair, two
pieces of wood and three pieces of
cloth, each of the latter being about
five inches long and one inch wide.

AFTER DINNER
bl i g
en heartily,
shonld take m
only of Doctor
Pierce's Pleas-
ant Pellets.
Yonr
stomach
and liv-

nln:in , a8 well
as in ting,
effect g?ntht:e
tiny, sugar-coat-

ules. c
If you feel
drownx, dull,
languid, Inex. 7%
pressibly tired
or debilitated ;
if you've no ap-
petite and frequent headaches or dizziness,
& furred or coated tongue—it proves that
you're dilfoms. In that case you shonld
use the “‘Pellets,’” They are anti-bilious
mnule_h’whleh act in a prompt and maiural
way, without griping.

THE LIVER.

BEST PILLS FOR
2 ? RopERT MaNsow, of

Wt . Rockingham
c"ﬁ: . H., writes f
“ Three ]

mmmmcz;. taki mDr.
Plerce's Golden nﬁe\lil-
cal Discovery; I

weighed 140
lndI now 1 h 178
nds, so you see how
have gained in health
and weight, Doctor
Pierce'a Pellets are the
best pills T ever took
for the liver. All my
M\ friends say they do
them the most good."
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Mr.SAMUELBAKER,BR.
of No. 161 Summit A
nue, Phillipsburgh, N. J.|§
writes: '‘There is nofh-|}
m that can com liesh

h Dr. Pierce's Pleas- \[
ant Pellcta, as Liver Pilla,
have done more. %

J. E. ENYART,

IWm. SLINGER!
. ; Cashier

Vice Pres.

Jackson County Bank.
CAPITAL, - $50,000 Medford Oregon

W. I. VAWTER,
Pre

-
Loan money on approved security, receive devosits subject to check,
and transact a general banking business on the most favorable terms,
g Your Business Solicited.

Corresvondents:
Ladd & Bush, Salem. Anglo-California Bank, San Francisco.
Ladd & Tilton, Portland. Corbin Banking Co., N Y.

s

Union Livery Stables,
C. MINGUS & SON, Proprietors,

Successor to ED. WORMAN. . . .

*

Having lately purchased this popular stable and stocked it with
new rigs, safe and fast teams I am now prepared to meet the wanta of
the traveling public in a satisfactory manner.

CORNER SEVENTH AND B, MEDFORD, OREGON.

THE VERY BEST OF 6,
BRICK AND MASON WORK.

E
S. CHILDERS,
GONTRACTOR Awe BUILDER.

I manufacture a splendid article of Brick—see samples
everywhere about the city. Yard one block north of
Brewery. Residence—north C street, Medford, Oregon.

MEDFORD BRICK YARD, —— &
G. W. PRIDDY, Prop’r.
MEDFORD, ORECON.

First-class quality of Brick always on hand. Large and small erdaze
promptly filled. : : : : X ; : Sl

BRICK WORK OF ALL KINDS PROMPTLY EXECUTED.«—

Give me a call when in need of anything in my line

* * *

]_I.ega.l Blanks ‘at The Mail Office




