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THE WALL PAPER.

"Whon | was only five years old,
My mother, who was soon o die,
[Ravsed mo with Hugers soft sod cold
On bigh

Untll sgainst the parlor wall
I ronchod n golden pipor fower.
How proud was |, und, b, how tall
That hour!

“This shining tulip sholl be yours,
Your own, your very own," she said
The malrh that made It mine eodures
b ored.

1 wenres could touch It from the flooe
1 eraned 1o tovoh the scurlet sigo.
No gift wo precious had before
et mime.

A paper talip on w wall!
A Boon that ownorship defled |
Yot thus wis doarer far thun all

Renl toyw, real flowers that laviah lows
Had strown before mo sll, and each
drew pale bestdo this gift above
My reach

Ab. now that time has worked fta will
And fooled my beart and dagod my ¢yes
Delusive tullps prave me still
Uniwims,

Btil, still the eluding lower that glows
Abuove the hands that yearn and clusp
beums brighter than the genulog rose
1| groap
Ho has 1t beon sines | was born.
Ho will 18 be until | die,
Btars, the best flowers of ail, adorn
The uky
=Fdmund Gosse in Russet aand Silver.

r 1Y nh Vi i o \
THE DEVIL STONE.
It wns fn the dusky, tepid twilight of
a partionlarly hot, vaporous, drowsy day
at Aix.les-Bains, in Savoy, that I pass-
ed through the hotel garden and prepar-
d to take o languoid stroll through the
streots of the little town. I was tired of
having nothing to do and no one to talk
to. The other peoplo etaying st the Ho-
tel de 1'Europe were mostly foreigners,
and apart from that entirely uninterest-
ing, and, ag to my father, he was almost
a nonontity to me ot present till his
“oourse’’ wus gompleted. From early
morn to dewy eve hy wos immersed in
the watars, either ontwurdly or inward-
Iy or both, and beyond oconsional
glimpscs of him areayed in a costume
resembling that of an Arab sheik being
conveyed in pomp and o sedan chair to
or from thoe baths | was, figuratively
speaking, an crphan until table d'hote.

As [ crossed the verandn some one
rose from n Jong ohair, and throwing
his book down said: *Where are yon
going, Miss Darant? May I go too?'"

“If you like,"' I answered politely
bt indifferently. *‘I am only going to
look for spoonw. "'

||F0rll_-

“‘Spoons. 1 nm coilecting, you know.
It is something to do, ands one oan al-
wayr give them away when one is tired
of them. "

So wa snnntered along side by side,
and ns wo did so I began to feel lesa
bored and more reconciled to the trou-
ble of existence, and finnlly amused and
interested and flatterad.

For this quiet looking, middle nged
man, to whom my father had introdao.
ed me two days before a8 an old friend
of his, and whom 1 bad mentally sum-
med up as “‘rather hundsome, clever
perhaps, conceited possibly and morried
probably,”’ was making himself agree-
able a8 only n cultivated, polished mnn
of the world who wishea to make n fa-
vorable impression oan, and gradually
I foand myself ncknowledging that his
dark, intsllectual face, with its crown
of waving, iron gray bair, was somo-
thing more than handsome, and that his
cloverness was sufficlent to carry him
beyond conceit, while it did not st him
above o very evident enjoyment of a
girl's soociety and conversation.

He had already learued most of my
tostes and occupations and drawn from
me, by a mwagnetio sympathy, some con-
fessfons a8 to my inmost thoughts and
aspirntions, telling we in return that he
was travellng wearily in search of rest
aathoritatively ordered by his dootor,
and he was deploving his lonely
bachelarhood, when my nttention wns
attracted by some quaint spoons half
hidden among other old dull silver
things in a forsakeu looking little shop
to which oor wanderings bad led us
throogh narrow, dingy byways. “‘l won-
der how much they are,"" I said, and
asking me to wait ontgide Colonel
Haughton disappeared into the obscure
interior. Iremained gazing throngh the
window for n moment; then, impelled
by what idle impulse 1 know not, I
walked nlowly on.

Thesuvund of n casement opening just
over my head and n feminine Inugh ar-
rested we, and | looked up. It wasa
curious Iaugh, low and controiled, but
with a mnlicious mockery in it that
seemed 8 fit ending to some scathing
speech, und just insido the open lattice,
her arms resting on the sill and chin
dropped lightly on her clasped bands,
leaned the most beauntiful woman 1 have
ever seen, 18 was bot n glimpse of au.
burn hair in a white forehead, of eyes
like brown pausies, and parted lips that
looked like scarlet petals ngainst the
perfecs pallor of ber rounded cheeks,
bot it is photographed forever on my
brain, for as | loocked a man's hand
and arm, brown, lean and supple, with
the nervons fingers, on one of which a
green stove flashed, clutching o poninrd,
came round her neck and plunged the
dagger, slantingwise, deep down into |
ber heart. The smile en the beautiful |
lips quivered and fixed, but no sound |
came from them, and the eyes turned |
up and fixed, and as she swayed toward |
the open window the spell that was |
upon me broke, and with a shuddering |
cry | fled.  On, on—blindly, madly, |
desperately—with no sense or thounght
or fesling save an overwhelming horror. |
A red mist seemed to close around me
and wall ma in, and as 1 fought against
it I felt my strength fail, and all was
dark and still |

Somewhere in the darkness a voice |
speaking, the tooch of & hand on my
faee, a glimpse of light, a sevse of pain
that some one elss was suffering, then
consciousness and memory. My father's
anxious face beut over me, and his
voice, as though from e distance, said:

“Theo, nre you better, dear? No, don't
got up—rest and take this." And sink-
fog back I vaguely understood that |
was i my own room at the botel, and
that a strapger, n dootor po doubt, was
presont. Ho enjoined absoluts quiet till
be waw me ogoin and asked that be|
should be inforwed ut once if there was |
any recarrence of fainting, Later when |
I was in a condition to explain the ori- |
gin of this atrack he would be able to
presoribe for me, The light of dawn|
wos struggling throngh the ourtaios,
and I knew that | must have been un-
conscions for many hours. With the

| effort to banish all recollections of the |

terrible scene | had witnessed came
lothargy and Inter deep  and drenmless |
sloep.

Bome days of seclosion and rest par- |
tinlly restored my health and spirits, |
and I began to feel that what had pass- |
ed bad been n sort of evil dream, a ter- |
ror that were best forgotten. My father |
when he heard my story was at first in-
oredulons.  Then, impressed in spite nl|
himself by my earnestness, he gave an
unwilling belief to it, but be entreated |
me to mention it to no one save him-
solf. He could find no account of a mur-
der in the local papers, nor could hé
nsoertain whether the tragedy 1 saw
wius known to have taken place, and |
ad he did not wish my name to bo|
fntroduced in sny inguiry he allowed |
the motter to drop. To him I spoke|
of it no more, but the romembran @ |
of it would not be wholly banishel. |
1 was haonted by the sight of that|
lovely face and the sound of that|
Inugh with its dreadful sequel. And a |
strange fancy had come to me also that |
the face wns in some way fumiliar tc |
me. I would lie with closed eyes for |
hours secking in vain to recall the re- |
semblanco that just eluded me. Oneday :
meditating thus I roused myself fmm|
my reverie and met my own refleotion |
in a mirror that hung opposite. Hreath-
less I gazed, while n new terror took
possession of me. There was tho resem-
blance I had sought. Thero wero the |
anburn hair; the deep, dark eyes; the
colorlesa face with soarlet lips just |
parted. Not so beauntifal perhaps as the |
one I had seen in the window. Indeed |
as I gradually comprehended it was my- |
gelf I gazed upon I conld see no beausy
in the familiar features, but so like, sc |
wonderfully, terrible like! And then |
for the first time I began to doubt the
reality of my vision and to long eagerly |
for the power to put it from me. Ide- |
termined to rest and to dresm no longer,
and that afternoon I descended to the |
gurden,

“‘At last!" said Colonel Haughton,
taking both my hands. ‘I thought we
were nover going to see you again. 1
have been reproaching myself with bhav-
ing overtired you that day—with hav-
ing left youn. I hnad no intention of re-
maining away from you for more than a
moment, aud I want to explain what de-
tained me. When I came out and found
you gone, I concluded you hud returned
here, and hurrying on I was fortunate
enough to reach yon just before yom
fninted. Your father tells me you have
bad @ tonch of malarin, and I hope
but I distress you, Miss Dorant. I am
tiring you. Let me find yoa a comfort-
able chair and leave you to rest."’

**No, no,'" I aried eagorly. *‘Stay—I
will sit here, Tell me, where did yoo
get that ring?"’

Oun his fingor shone s curions green
gtone thut seemed the counterpart of the
one [ had noticed on the hand that held
the dngger.

“Thut i3 exuctly what I want to toll
you,'' he said. *‘After getting your
spoons for you I noticed, resting on a
onrved bracket, this ring, It is a very
onrious stone. Yon seo it Jooks quito
dull now, yet it sparkles with all the
brilliancy of a dismond, And on the
back of it is cut part of the head of n
suake. 1 have coly seéen a ring like this
onne before, and that was long ago in a
hill temple in Indin. They called it the
Devil Stone und worshiped it, and they
told me the tradition of it. Centuries
before thisstone had been discovered by
u holy mau imbedded in a sacred reli,
and he made a shrine for it, whenove it
was stolen by robbers, The next stage
in its history was its division into two
equal parts by o mnharajoh, who had
them sot into rings, one of which he
wore nlways himself, and the other he
bestowed on bhis maharanee, whom he
loved greatly, Oneday he found it miss-
ing from ber fluger, and in a fit of
jenlongy he killed her, afterward de-
stroying himself. Hias ring passed into
the possession of tho Brahmans, but hers
conld never be traced. They say that
eventually the two will be united, and
that until this happens the lost ring
will fulfill its mission. It is supposed to
impel its wearer to deeds of violenve
and to his own destruction, and when
the evil spirit within it is gratified it
flashos and spurkles. They ray, too, that
it you cast it from yon you throw away
with it the greatest happiness of your
life and losa the chance of it forever.
Yet if you wear 1t it dominates your
fate. The instant 1 saw 16 I recognized
the lost ring and asked the man his
price for it. He refused to tell me, said
it was not for sale, and I Jeft the shop,
becanse 1 did not wish to keep you
waiting longer, but I returned next day |
snd sucoeeded in obtaiping it. The old |
man, & curious old Italian, was very
roticent about it, but he seemed to have |
gathered some knowledge of the tradi- |
tion, and suid it bad the ‘evil eye,” nnd |
was neither good to sell nor to wear. It
had been sold to him by a compatriot, |
he said, who had a dark bistory—a man |
who was ever too ready with his kuife, |
and who bad come to s bad end. [ told |
him 1 would steal it, and he might
charge me what be liked for some other
purchases, 80 we settled it that way. "

**Are you not afraid to wear it?']
nsked. *‘It makes me shodder to look
at it. There is some deadly fascination
about it, | am sure,’”

“l am afraid of nothing, ' be said
lightly, “‘except your displeasure, Miss
Thea, I it aunoys you, I will not wear
it, bat | confess it has & very great fas-
cination for me. | do pot believe in su-
perstition, but | like the stone for its
antiquity and strange hislory. Some

[ that I did ot stay to nsk myself the

| would not easily be broken.

| spent n good deal of his life in India,

| ing to n closo we proposed to go to the

[ with wonderiug joy therein and recked

| many adventures be had had, and final-
| Iy we spoke ngain of the ring avd of wy

day I will send it to my friends, the
Brahmaps. Meanwhile {8 inspires me
with no evil propensity, and since 1%
has interested you [ am grateful to i¢
so far, "'

So I rosolved to put the ring and its
history out of my mind sud to cocapy
mysolf only with the now interest that
had dawned wpon my life, The next
few days went by so happily, sand it
soemed so natural to me that Lionel
Haughton should be ulways by my side

reason for onr close companiommbip,
yet I think within my heare of hearts 1
knew. And each doy and hour I spent
with him wos bringing us nearer to-
gother and binding us with ties that

**Haughton s very much improved, "'
said my fathor one day, “‘since I knew
him many years ngo. His brothor was
my great friend, and 1 did not see
much of this one. Ho seems to have

and I fancy it has affected his health. 1
suppose he won't roturn there. I most
persunda him to come nnd pay us o visit
when we go home, eh, Theo?"'

Ono evaning when our stay wan draw-

onsiny, where I wished to try my luok
at gambling. I nmn always lucky if
things go by chance,” I suid, ‘snd I
huve neglected my opportunity here
sadly. Lot us go and gamble tonight,
and [ will win fortunes for all of vs."’

Colonel Hnoghton did not, however,
join us as usonl ot table d'hote that
avening, and o note handed to me after-
ward from him told me tbat ho bad
been feeling ill, but was now better and
wonld meet us later at the casiva. I8
was the first time I had ever played,
nnd before long it beonme apparent that
my prophecy nbout my Inok was being
fulfilled. I won and won and won
again till a heap of gold and notes was
in front of me, and I was the center of
nll oyes ot the table. I played reckless:
ly, and yet 1 could not losu till sudden-
ly my attention was distracted by the
arrival of Colonel Hanzhton, who leaned
over my shoulder aud placed his stake
pext to mine. As he did so the ring
seomed to emit a faint sparkle, and 1
folt as if my carcless good fortune had
deserted me. I wanted to win now,
whereas before I had played for the ex-
oitoment only with the trus gambler
gpirit. And yet from that moment I
lost. He nlso lost heavily—so heavily
that I wondered if be were rich enongh
to take it as philosophically as ho ap-
peared ta. Nevertheless so Jarge a sum
had I won at first that, though muoh
diminished, 1t was still a small fortane
that I guthered np when we left the ta-
bles.

*“You brought me bad luck,’* I said
to, Colonel Haughton as we walked baok
to the hotel. ‘‘Do you know, I think is
was your ring. "'

“TI wounld never wenr it again if I
thought that,'' he answered. Then, a8
we renched the garden and my father
passed on to the salon, *'Theo,"" he con-
tinued, ‘‘stay a moment. I have some:
thing to tell you My darling, 1 love

quoted, but I poticed a shadow on his
face. ‘What have you done with all
your wealth, little gambler? You have
not bad thmo to spend it yet."'

“Here it is,"" I apswoered, drawing
outmy pocketbook, in which I had stuff-
ed tho notes, *'but 1 have taken a dis-
like to i, I shall give it away, I think,
I would rather bo lucky in another
'“- "

“I will send the ring to India on my
wedding doay, "' Lionel oxclaimed. **Till
then will yon wear it for me?'' and
drawing it from his tinger ho wns abont
to placs it upon mine.

But I wonld not allow him to do so,
and laying it on the bank notes 1 sald:
“Thero's n contradiotion] Good luck
and bad luck side by sidel Let us losve
them there,'' I added balf Inughing,
half in earvest, *‘and atart agaiv
afresh, '

He torned suddenly awny, and fear.
ing ho was vexed 1 laid my hand upon
his arm, but he shook it gently off, and
then [ enw ho was singularly pale, and
that his breathing was quick and short,
and his eyes bad a strangely troubled
and intont Juok. ‘'Lionel, you are {11,"'
I oried. “*Oh, what is it, love? What
ean I do for you?"'

“It is nothing,"* he said faintly, but
hin voice was changed. **It will pusa off.
I 'will return to the guides and get some
water, Wait hero till I come Lack. "

Lot mo comewith you,'' I entrent-
od, but he shook his head and said he
wad better and wonld be quite well if 1
would do as he wished. Then he began
the desoent. I watched him for a few
moments, till he was lost to view nt n
bend of the mountain, before returning
to my seat. Bot the sun had gone in,
and it seemed cold and dark, and a dall,
heavy welght rested on my heart. [was
lonely there witbout him, sud the mo-
ments dragged on slowly and wearily,
till I felt tho suspense and stillness un-
endurable.

I decided I would wait unly five min-
utes more and then wonid follow bim,
and leaning back wearily I closed my
oyes. A sort of faintness came over me,
for I was tired, and the sudden change
from perfeot happinesas to this anxioty,
ithia vague alarm, had chilled and stupe-
fied mea.

It may bave been a fow moments aft-
er, or longer, I cannot tell, but 1 be-
came aware suddenly that, although no

was some one wear. I remmnined nbso-
lotely still and listened intently, and
thoogh there was no tangible movement
or sound there wns an impalpable stirin
the etillness round me, some vague
breath that seemed to speak of danger.
I felt parnlyzed with the same power-
lessness that bnd seized me when the
tragedy at the window was enncted be-
fore my eyes. It finshed into my mind
that perhaps 15 was a thief, attructed by
the notes and riug lying beside me, who
had crept behind, believing that 1'slept.
My hand was nlmost tonohing them,
and as [ glauved down to see if I could
reach them without moving I noticed
with a thrill of indesoribable horror thnt
the green stone was sparkling brillinnt-

you. I love you more than life = Willgs)y iy’ thousand rays of sointillating

you try to care for me a little in return?.
| want yon for my wife. I worship
ul'

Ah, Lionel, beloved, it scarcely need-
ed the assurance of your love for me to
bring e the certainty of mine for yon!
If ever the gates of heaven open to mor-
tal eyes, they stood ajar for us that
night. The starlit garden was changed
into a veritable Eden, nnd we walked

not of an angel with flaming sword,
who waited silently to drive us from
our puradise into outer darkness,

It wan scaroely noon the following
day when we began the ascent of the
Dent du Chat, one of the mountain
peaks that tower above Aix.

“] feel us if I bod wings and must
poar into a higher atmosphere,’ I bhad
said gayly, "‘and siuce we cannot fly
let us olimb. I want to reach the top
of that mountain with you and leave
the world bebind us, Let us go, "

We were toride up n certain distance
and then dismountand gain the highest
point on foot. Three guides nocompanied
w8, following leisorely, talking nnd ges-
tionlating to each other and paying lit-
tle head to us, save un oceasional frantic
rush at the muoles when we approached
an awkward corner of the zigzag path-
way, which bad the effect u?z:ddiug a
momentary nocertainty and danger to
our otherwise tranquil ascent. Wewereo
not sorry when, after two or three hours
of this progress, the guides told us we
must balt, and that they would remain
in oharge of the mules till we returued to
them. It wos ruther a toilsome olimb,
and the sun was beating fiercely down
opon us, but we falt rewarded, when,
not far from the top, wo reuched o pla-
tean where wo could rest, while a cool
breezo from the distant snowy peaks re-
vived na.

““Here is an armchair all rendy for
you, "' Liouel said, Jeading me towhers
a goft conch of mossy turf lay beneath
the shadow of an upright, projecting
piece of rock. A yard or two farther on
the precipitous side of the monntain de-
seeuded, sheer and impassable down al-
most to its foot, terminating in a dark
snd parrow gorge between two ridges.
Away on the left far below us pestled
Aix, nod by ite side the Lae du Bour-
get, with its island mouastery surround-
ed by water ns blne as Geneva's own.

“How lovely it is!"’ 1 excluimed. “‘1
pever knew before bhow besatiful life
conld be, "'

“NorL,"" he answered. *'1 have been
waiting for wy wife to teach me.'" And
then he told me of life in India, and of

gtrange and sudden illoesa on that day.
“*Some day [ will tell you all about
it,"" I said, *“and why I have such a cu-

lighs.

And then—something stirred behind
me, and round my neck crept a hand,
holding a short, sharp knife, such as
Indians carry, and poised it over my
henrt as if to strike. With an justantn-
neous desperate throb of ngonized revolt
against my impending fate I grasped
the ring and flung it toward the preoi-
pice. As it flashed through the air the
knife dropped, and the murderer sprung
tu the edge in a vain effort to eatoh the
stone ere it fell. He stumbled, missed
his footing, nud with one terrible cry
and his hands grusping the air wildly
he fell backward into the abyss.

And it was Lionel, my beloved!|

When the guides came to look for us,
I told thems smilingly that the Engliah
gentleman had dropped his ring, and in
trying to find it had slipped and fallon
over the precipioe.

They led mo down the mountain with
reverent care and bushed steps and
voioes, for they said to ench other: *'Fig-
nuré to yourselt this English volonel was
in love with tho beautiful young lady,
and ho hos perished beforo ber eyes. It
is o terrible thing, and it has turned her
brain, "'

And when my father told me gently,
rome days nfter, that they bad found
him and ho was to be boried that doy in
the little comatery, I laughed outright.

But I bave uever smiled since—and
I am quite sane now—only 1 think 1
havo done with laughter for the rest of
my life. And I sumetimes wonder why
these things shionld have been, and if
there is an explanation of them, Eave
one.—Bentrice Heron-Maxwell in Pall
Mall Magazine.

It Recalled the Honeymoon,

Here is o quaint littlo story told of &
young couple upon their wedding trip,
orossing from Dover to Calais. Jenny
had grown tired and sickly on deck, and
James Lad led ber to the saloon below,
lovingly wrapping her up in a Seotch
plaid in a snug looking corver. He then
went and fetched her some e¢an de
cologne and was not less lavish of en-
dearing words until—until he found be
bhad made a mistake.

His wife had moved to snother cor-
ner of the saloon more fres from drafts,
and an elderly woman with jost the
same eort of plaid had taken her place
Realizing the condition of affairs,
James dropped the cologne bottls and
fled. Later he indooed his wife to go
and apologize to the woman he had un-
wittingly lavished tenderness npon, and
Jenny went.

My dear," #aid the elderly woman
tearfully, ‘‘don't apologize. It was nice

| to bo called such sweet nsmes. 16 re-

miuded meof my honeymoon time. It's

rious feeling against the ring. [ wish | many s long year since my John had »
yon would not wear it. Yet now that | tender word for me. "'

you possess it I have a sort of supersti- |

ure.
tious dread that if you part with it it | probably did love his wife. Oply, like | MPysent CE00

John pever meant to be unkind and

will revenge itself upon you insome | toomany other married men, he fancied

WAY.

I am sure 1 saw ic sparkle last | that the Jove which made for itself

pight when the cards went agninst us | speech without measare before marriago

You were so terribly anlocky. "'

“*Unlocky at cards, lucky injove,” be | —London Tit-Bits
|

had 1o peed to break silence afterward

'rnulu to cureany and all Privale Discases

18 YEARS IN OREGON.
® THE OLD 6T. LOUIS o

Medical and Surgleal Dispensary

This in the oldest Private Medical Dispensary
in theeity of Portland, the Arst Medical Dis-
peusary ever siarted in this city, Dr. Kessler,
the old reliable npecialist, has been the general
manager of this [nstitution for twelve years,
durlig which time thousands of eases have
beett cured, and no Poor men O WOmAD was
ever refused treatment because they had mo
money, The St Louls Dispensary bas thou-
sands of dollars In money and property, and ls
able Ansnclally to make its word good,

The §t. Louls Dispensrry has & staff of the
best Physicians and Surgeons in the country,
all men of experience. A complete set of Bur-
gical instrumentson hand. The best Electrie
Apparatus in the conntry, both French and
American, Thelr apparatus for analysing the
urine for kidney and bladder diseases, are per-
fect and the wery latest. No difference what
doctors have treated you, don't be discouraged,
but go and have a talk with them, It costs you
nothing for consuliation, besides you will he
treated kindly, Personsare calling at the 8t
Louin Dispensary, every day, who have been
treated by some sdvertising quacks of this elty
and received no beneSil. This old dispensary is
the only oue in the city that can give references
among the buniness men and bankers aa to their
commercial standing. SEP=They positivel;

every form and stage without loss of time
from your work or business,

-
Cured Oerman
nh'u@.llsr’l nuody?, T?l.h .r'c‘nud
Attending medical colege 18 Benie. It hes
unrhl’!d. and we guarantee It .

Kidney and Urinary Complaints.

Painful, difficult, too frequent, milky or
bloody urine, unnatural disch uufully
"uf.'é'f:? lliitﬁtlll’ll tt'tln’t:; w.llf ::'wﬂ:::l-.
dies and cures guaranteed, Al

Ulcers, red
010 Sores Sifcreuce tom loag asecied: *°
These doclors guar-
Eriy, Dseases,te b o
rgﬂ,l.ﬂulll:: wlat }m
cured permanently. The hablt
effectually cured in a short time.
b { errora and follies of
Ynunﬁ BN Youth SRR Temedied, asd
fiond Som v g T o ar a6
and hnll%. "I?:n will h’:—nnd ot their suc-
cemt in curing SYRAMATORRNEA, BRMINAL Los-
ans, NionTLy EMissions, and other effecta.

BTRICTURE—No cuttiug, pain or stretching
unless necessary,

* READ THIS.

MEDICINE furnished
Chronle diseases. Consul
rooms, where you only see the

”;IAJ:.I \aI'QRM. “-
can their ofice,
ﬂ::hu,hwn-ﬁﬁum

Asd Liver Complsist ia
sonnd of footsteps hiand reached me, there n.‘i'nuclun bottle at bedtime and urinate in L“m nimudl cured.

hlﬂmﬂ

bottle, set aside and look at it in the morn- [ OUT OF TOWN PATIENTS, for
g 184 cloudy,or ks cobdy steg a1t | on iank and Iree dinguone of your roibia
CATARRH AND PILES.
g‘Wenmmhmnmymd Catarrh or Piles, Don't be afrald te try
use #o many remedios have failled. Treated with our own remedies.

Address with stamp, 5

ST. LOUIS DISPENSARY,

W0} YAMHILL STREET, OOR. B8ECOND.

PORTLAND. OREGOW:

The Bishop's Laboratory Beer.

The lnboratory that supplies Bishop
Fallows' home brewed nonalooholio beer
{s working overtime in order to keep up
with the demund. The drink, as de-
goribed by n connoisseur, tastes like old
fusbioned “'yarb tea, ' and appears to be
a propatation of roots, herbs, barks and
gums, snch ns the grandmothers of the
present generntion used togive to '‘clean
out thosystem'' after an attack of boils,
carbuncles or spring fever, There is a
general feeling that Bishop Fallowa
wounld not spring any unwholesome or
unrighteons bevarage on a trusting com-
munity, and the Home saloon is doing
a tremendous business —Chicago Trib-
nne

Gratitude,

Giratitude is nshort cut to aincere and
Insting friendship. Some people com-
plain that they have no friends. Have
they never band & favor done to them?
Why, every man has had n score of fa-
vors dome him every day of his lifel
Those who bear it in mind, who say a
word of hearty thanks, who watch a
chanco to do a favor in return, never
lnck friends.

An Easy Mark.

“Mny I awsk what you have!'’ re-
guested the tenderfoot politely.

““Ace high," said Alkali Ike grimly.

“Oh, dear me. And I've only got
three kings. BSesms to me I noveh have
any luck at pokah, '

“ *"Taint all luck, mister. It's speri-
ence, Yon'll 'arn arter awhile, ''—New

Buslness,

Tailor—I have called after my ae-
count, Dr. A.

Debtor—Here is the money, bot I
have deducted 5 shillings becanse you
buve come in my consaltation hour. —
London Tit Bite

A monopoly is a good deal like a baby.
A man is opposed to it on general prin-
ciples until he hua one of his own, —Ex-

change.

The strength of the average horse is
estimated to be equal to that of Tl¢
AVOIrnge men.

The cxperience of failnre in one that
comes in a greater or less degree to ev-
ery one at times, trying the metal and
probing the character ns no prosperity
can do.—Vietor Hugo.

T — e

. undersigned having been restorsd In
by simple meats, after suffering for
several years with s severe lung affection, and
that dread disease Consamption, is anxioun (o

E. MeNEIL, Recelver.
TO THE

EAST

GIVES THE CHOICE OF
TWO TRANSCONTINENTAL

ROUTHEHS

ViA Via
UNION

GREAT
NORTHERN RY.  PACIFIC RY.
DENVER

SPOKANE
MINNEAPOLIS  OMAHA
AND

AND
ST. PAUL  KANSAS CITY

LOW RATES TO ALL
EABTERN CITIES

——

OCEAN STEAMERS

LEAVE PORTLAND EVERY 5§ DAYS
e FOR e

SAN FRANCISCO

For full details eall on or address

W. H. HURLBURT,
Gen’l Pass. Agent,
PortLaND, On,




