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OF suithy farive.. UL
It fdhend iy prer hotisewith 1bm wisalih
Then esini e et who Bnew
Not goad ur graee, bt averthrew
My oo, pid (i the broken pot
Nosedd fast for shags within the rot
Has Foumdd, Foundd with exulting peide,

Dewgs bn A ligm w worsh, o shag,
Thir whitle wy rose tree died

Al, el the pity L 't true
Thie fatrost tose, the richest mold,
The richer molid the ranker grow
Bome lonely W8 wthion dis fuld
From et to last Waonldet broathe the ross
Or birvik the pot and nose anid pose?
Nay, plend oot ) for self bt jast
The past, | have sarvived the past,
My roinmd rose, my wrecked repose;
But plead | for that coming song,
The swestor, fuirer rose

Ghod 1 not far, man W ool fur

From benven's poreh, where peans roll
And yot shull speak from star to star

I silent langtags of the soul,
Yon stur strewn shies be bul & town
With augels psesang up and down
o) lenve my penice with you'' Lot those,
Hin sevon wounds, the plemdes

Prerce boaven's porch. Bot resting thors
The oew moon roaks the Clild Christ in

Her miiver rocking ohwr

=Jdoaquin Miller 1n Overland.

A MISTAKE.

I had been trudging for 12 hours |

throngh the steaming raip, which had
penetrated oven the thick tweed suit |
wore. It bad rained steadily for 24
hoors, nud, judging from the thick,
polorless sky snd the white cloud
wroaths that bong about the lower
alopes of the mountains, there secmeod
syery probability that a spell of bad
weather had set in.

Driven ns with o goad by the utter
discomfort of the dirty inn I had loft
bebind me in the morning, 1 prossed on
in the rain lnshed gloaming toward the
old Roman watering place on the sonth-
orn side of the Stelvio puss, Bad Bor-
mio. TI'here, 1 knew, tho joys of good
food, clean linen and luxurious bath
waited for me. Of courss | onghtnot to
have cnst one thonght on these comforts
of civilization, for the Stalvio pass is
one of thy grandest in Europs, and it
had been my privilege to behold the
grent Madatsch glacier and tho clond
veiled head of the Ortler Spits, as |1
stood at the top of the pass and looked
over the glories of the Tyrolean Alps.

But | was very wet, very tired, very
hunyry.and | longed for my Capna down
in the plensant valley. My portmanteau

had goue ou by post—the carry all, om- |

uisciant post of foreign parts, At Bor-
mio 1 would rest mo for three whole
days; gowd dinners wonld | eat and
sparkling Asti would | drink, and 1
wonld make wmerry with any pleasant
folk chance might throw in my way
And so tho puins and penalties of the
poor pedestring would be forgotten, or
romembored only as o foil to the com:
forts of the present

| hurriedly pulled myself up at this |

stage of my reflections, for anticipation
hind made me forget for n brief momoent
whnt was than my condition. The re:
lentless rain bad worked its way to my
skin. Only wy feet were dry, thanks to
the waterproof boots and stout leggings
I wore. | was ns yet within some miles
of my goal when | overtook two pedes:
trinns whoso case was much worse thau
my own, tor these two belated wander-
ors were women, and the poor erentures’
skirts were wet and draggled and clung
miserably about their limbs. Both were
slender und young, and the heuvy rain
beat heavily on their beads and shoul-
ders. Bedraggled though they were, |
saw at a glance they were ladies, and a

tew words uttered by one told me that |

they wers countrywomen of my own.

My interest and sympathy were at onco |

snlisted.

* Another hovr, Botty, at most, and
wa can knock off. What a tramp we've
had, and bow it can rain in this won-
derful country!"

The girl who spoke (she could only
#iave been in her early twonties) had a
{air, ruddy complexion, her cheeks look-
od like roses that had had a thorough
drenching, and n great lamp of light
urown hair, which showed bsaneath her

somked gray felt hot was beavy with |

dinmond drops of water Both girls
wore neat nlsters, but the raiu had evi-
dently soanked them through, nud they
olung tightly to the slim oatlines of
their forms

I glanced gquickly atthe girl addressed
as Betty. She was wet, but even pret-
gier than her companion. The steady
tramp of my steps probably oaused Botty
some alarm, for she looked nervously
aver her shoonlder. It was then that |
saw what a very pretty girl she was,
despite her somewhat disheveled state

Un theimpulse of the moment | raised
my bat aud muottered some sort of salu-
tation

“'(h, you're English!” The accent
of pleasuro was unmistakable and grati-
fying.

The eiclamation came from Botty,
whose dark eyes were turned full on
me. Bvideutly the result of the inspec-
tion was favorable, for Betty smiled and
showed a row of ‘gleaming little teeth,
whose whiteness was accentoated by the
rich red of the lips that enframed them.
The young lady's complexion was slight-

ly browned by exposure to the sun, but |

the Iashing of the rain bad brought a
flush of pink to thesmooth cheek, whose
perfect coutour Was apparent as she
tarned toward me.

“Yes, | am Epglish, "' | gaid iv & com-
fortable, elder brotherly tone, calculat-
od to win the confiderce of these twoin-
dependant damsels errant, “‘and | am
on my way to Bad Bormio. "

8o are we, and we are 80 bhorribly
wet, and the road seems as if it would
pever end."

**It is & long tramp from Trafoi,"” |
remarked.

*Oh, we only came from Franzen-
hohe this morning We had some lunch
st Santa Maria, and we hope to reach
Bormia by dinner time, " said the other
girl, whose name | afterward knew to
be Kate, “*for. to tell you the troth, we
are hoth awfally hongry. "'

“*What hotel are yom bound for?"’' 1
inquired.

0y Bagut, '
[ “Ab, I am golog thore too, Will yon
| allow me to walk with you and to earry |
that bag?* 1 added, pointing to n fair |
| whzad rncksack steapped to the sopple |
buck of Miss Doty

Aftora little domur the rucksnok was

unsteapped  and attnobed to the bavers |
suck | carried, 1 ¥nw with satistaction |
that the slender figure, rolieved of it
burdey, drow  itself more  ereet  and |
moved forward with grouter ense

The twa girls, tramping unpeotocted

plong thut lonely rond which winds
| down from the summit of the pass to
Italy, soommd quite freo from any fear
" of danger. Tho discomfort of rain sonk-
el clothing, boots buavy with mud, aod
the fatigne consequent on the long
tramp seomed to bo the only caunse of
complaint they had.

**Yon seo, when one is on a walking

tour, ano can't stop for woathoer,'' re.
| marked Betty, with a eomprehensive
glanco round ut the mist shrouded moon-
| tains, the rain Isshed rocks showing
their rich brown in vivid contrast to the
giny sky and patches of vivid green
moss. *'One must tuka the good and the
| bad just ns they come, like the rough
| and the smooth plnces on the road. My
| triend and | are good walkers, and we
[ enjoy u tramp like this in spite of the
wenther. " .

1 had got the idea that the girls were
sisters, althoogh they were quite nnlike
in persoual appearance. Bit by bit I got
| 0 know more about my damsels errant
{ They had walked most of the way from
; Inusbruck, through the Brenner pass to

Botzen. There they bad taken the train
| to Meran, and thence had pursued their
| trnmp, stopping several days on the road

at Spondelnk, Trafoi and Franzenhohe,

**We shall stay at Bormio a few days

and rest, and then we shall meet our

bags again. Yoo can't think how glad
| we are to see those bags. Wequita love

the vory straps and buockles. Do you
| know Bormio at all?""

I avowed my ignorance.

“‘Nor do we. There wasan American
| lndy we met at lunsbruck who recom-
i mended the Nuovi Bagui tous, 1 think

she thonght us quite mad, but she was
" extremely kind

“Kictie,"* €he added, suddenly ad-

dressing hor companion, *'do look down
| here at that leaping water. That must
| be the Adda. "

“QOh, our first Itallan river, Betty!
| How jolly!'* eried the enthusinstio Kate,
her gray eyes beaming out from under
ber dripping hat brim,

Then she looked down the valley and
tried, 1 think, to realize that this rain
beaten scene really was Italy.

“Cheer up, Kittie; it will be fine to-
morrow and won't we revel in the sun-
| 1]
| shine when it comnes?

It was Betty who spoke. The manner
of the girls toward each other nmused
me. They seemed to take the role of
guide nud consoler in turns, just as, 1
!'have no donbt, they bhad taken it in
turns to carry the rucksack which 1 had
pow in my care

Independent though they were, the
girls seomed glad of my companionship,
| especially when we passed through one
[of the dark, cuvirnons galleries roofed

with stones, built to protect the road

from avalanches. They chatted in n

friendly, unembarrassed mannper, and
| the sound of the fresh young voices und
| the sight of the two pretty faces did
[ mueh to redeem the drenriness of the
| long, monotanous rond.

The next morning wons 4 sumptuous
| ove. I was soon dressed and out of

doors. [ caught the sound of a woman's |
| voloe trilling out the refrain of an Ital
| inn volkslied.

The larklike joyousness of the eong
seamed in barmony with the glorious
morning. In a dreamy mood [ listened.
The ringing volce floated nearer. I
canght sight of awhite straw suilor hat
and a pink cotton blouse.

Italian peasant girls do not aftire
themsulves thus. | am a trifle short
sighted, but in & very foew moments I
wans aware that the early rising song-
stress was Miss Kate Morison. A glance
ut the hotel register had informed me of
the names of my fellow pedestriune,

She looked very pretty and fresh. The
masa of light brown hair was twisted
np nently at the back of her head.
Clearly the luggage of the two girls had
turned np, for there were no signs of
travel stain about the trim blue surge
gkirt and the orisply starched pink
blouse.

| wished her good morning and in-
quired for her absent friend.

“‘Oh, Betty s all right, thanks, only
rather sleepy. | thooght it a pity to
waste one single hour of this beavenly
morning, uod I wanted to make o little
sketch from the bridge. '

*'An artist as well as a ginger?’ I in-
quired, smiling,

**Qh, you heard my chirruping, Isop:
pose. One must sing when one feels ko
utterly happy [sn’t the air exhilnrat-
ing? But | must make my sketoh. 1can
git on the parapet—so—aund get just the

view | want. "'
Her busy pencil did its work with |
great rapidity, aud when | asked per- |
mission to look at the sketch I was real- |
ly surprised at the masterliness of her
touch and her knowledge of perspective.
She closed hor sketchbook, and we |
In |

'I walked back together to the hotel.

the garden we. met Miss Betty. She,
| too, looked dainty and fresh after her |
| night's rest. The same soorce of infor- |
mation that had made me acqouinted
with Miss Kittie’s name had told me
her's—Blount.

At breakfast | bappened to mention
her by name, and I fancied n look of
| surprise crossed her face at the glibness
with which | uttered it. But ber man-
per showed no displeasure, and | was
| epcouraged to offer my escort for an ex-
| pedition to the town of Bormio The |

quaint, old world place, with its rough |
| pavements nnd narrow streets, so Ital-
jan in its aspect, with the yellow wash-
| od houses and curious loggias, and
| musty, silens church, delighted Miss
| Kittie and gave much occopatiou to her |
| pencil. But Miss Blount, whose artistia |
| superiority ber friend bad proclaimed,
l'rud pot make any sketches, although,

|

no doubt, she stored up impressions for
future nso,

Nothing but a violent wreneh wonld
huve epnabled mo to leave Bormio, |
lingoered oun, hugglug wmy chalus, and
tho two girls, for what reason | know
pot, Hugered too

The pinee had & enrfons charn, It
bad the strongth and geaudour of the
monntaing aud the glory and glanour
of the south, A week passed, doring
which the swo girls and I wera almost
always together. Tholr utter npeonvel-
tionulity surprised we, but it delighted
me too. Thelr pluns were not fixed, but
something had been said once or twion
abont extendivg their walking toor to
the Engadine, by way of the Bernina
pass, 1 hod just made up my mind that
whero they went I wounld gu, for the
thought of Betty tramping unproteated
and exposed to the chance of insult filled
me with dismay. Alrendy I assnmud to
myself the mun's right of protection.

Tho two girls listened respeotfully, al-
most obediently, to my advice and made
no objection whatever when | declared
that 1, too, intonded to visit the Enga-
dine and would go when they went.

In my own mind I had fally planned
how my romnuce was to end. 1 wonld
marry Betty. We shonld ba poor, but |
knew ber tastes were simple, and 1
would work trebly hard and win sac-
oess for myself and wealth for ler be-
fore we wero five years older, Of such
visious is love guilty!

As the girls were resolute to keep to
their plan of walking from Bormio to
Pontresina we set out in true bohemian
fasbion, like respectable gypsies. The
roads were good, the weather perfect,
and we tramped joyously to Bolladore
and Tirano, staying a day here and a
day there, just as the fancy took us. It
was at Tirano that the climax of my
brief madpess cnme and the denouement
of this adventure befell.

We were housed in the Hotel San
Michele, one of the qunintest hostelries
surely wherein a man might take his
ease, for the building had formerly shel-
tered a peaceful sisterhood. The bed-
rooms wers vanlted, the floors were of
stone, and all the doors opened on to A
broad, cloisterlike gallery. At the end
of this winding galléry was an immense
loggia, which looked on the pinzza and
the oathedral—a pilgrimage church—
whither on great festivals the faithful
were gnthered together from all the suor-
rounding villages.

Perhaps it was the soberiog influences
of the gray old building, or the conven-
taal air of the place, or the nscetioism
which breathed from those cell-like bed-
rooms, but certainly on that third even-
ing of our sojourn there the girls' man-
per had changed. Betty's beautiful face
was sad and vlounded, and Kittie's gay-
oty had vanished After dinner she
pleaded a headnohe and went to her
room, and Betty looked troubled ns she
left uk, but did vot offer to follow. |
suggested a stroll in the convent gar
den, whence onme the olick of the
bowls, for that old world gume was al-
ways in foll swing after the day's work
wos over, The garden, being Inrge,
served as an open air club to the towus-
people. Betty agreed, nnd we were soon
in the cool, high walled pleasance—a
quict spot, whore all we heard of the
pinyers was the click of the ball aud the
distant sonnd of laughter and talk,

The sun had set, and a cool breeze
was whispering among the broad leaves
of the fig trees. In the grass the drone
of the grasshopper mude s sleepy mur-
mur. Betty wus cnriously silent, a trifle
embarrassed in manner, and somebow
this nnwonted shyness and taciturnity
gave me confidence in myself. I talked
to her about many things, as if I were
entitled to her sympathy, told her of my
scruggles, of my ambitions, of my hopes
—talked a8 & man rarely talks save to
the woman he loves and hopes to win
for his wife.

Somehow or other—made bold, |
think, by & tender softening of her face
when I spoke nbout the hurdness of the
struggle for fame when the struggle is
made single hunded—I1 blurted ont my
secret. I loved her, nud life wounld be a
desert withount her love,

Then in the gray twilight 1saw a
white, astonished face and two large
frightened eyes look at me almost in
horror.

“‘Mr. Asleburst,’* she panted, ‘‘you
are suraly mad! It is noc I youn love. It
is""— she stopped and bit her lips.

Good heavens! Itwas the old compli-
cation. 1 read her unspoken thought in
a flash. She believed it was Kittio |
loved; that it was for Kittie's sake that
1 bad danpgled at their heels all thistime

I was abont to protest that it was she
—Betty, and she only that 1 loved—
when she resumed, in a calm, sell pos-
sessed tone:

““You must forget that yon have ever
gpoken so to me, Mr. Aslehurst; that you
have ever thought of me—in that way
—for | am married already. My hbos
band is coming to join us at Pontre
sina, "'

I stared at her incredulously for a
moment,

“*But, Miss Blount''—

‘] was Miss Blount once. | am Mrs
Field now. Perhaps you know my hus-
band. Ho is n barrister too. He conld
pot get away sooner, because he hod
some important case to work up,'’ she
went on rapidly. **Iv is all Kittie Mori-

| son’s fault—this—this dreadfol mistake.

Kittie was my greatest chom before |
married last year. ~She was very angry
with me for marrying, and she persuad-
ed me, jost for the sake of old times,
when we nsed to come abroad together
for walking tours, to bo Miss Blouut
again. It was she who wrote the name
in the hotel book at Bormio, and when
you called me Miss Blouns Kittie was
delighted and ipsisted on keeping op
the joke. "

*“That was a little rongh on me," |
said in a crestfallen way. The comical
gide of the sitoation was apparent fo

| me, and for the moment | forgot the

pangs of despised love

“We did not mean any barm, '’ #he
murmured hubly **We used to have
such splendid times together when we
toured about, Kittie and L When |
beard you call we Miss Blouot, | almost

forgot that I had o busband in London, "'

Y“Poor Field! Ho wonld not be flat-
tered. '’

“You know my hnsband#*

“Hlightly. Wo mect protty often in
hall,’* T apswered dryly

“Oh, Mr, Aslehurst, what must you
think of me? But 1do love Edward,
and 1—1 shall be so happy to see him ne
Poutresina. We uren model conple, and
uver o cantented, [—I1 thought that
you ndmired Kittie Morison. Sho is
snch a dear, good girll Sho hos nlways
been very independent aud high spirvit-
d, but''— Aguin she stopped, ang 1
road in Mre. Field's beantiful faco the
gist of n littlo vomance that hsd vo
doubt been simmeringin her brain ever
gince onr meeting in the rain swept pass
of Stelvio.

Alus, how ensily things go wrong! 1
had fallen in love with the wife instoad
of with the maid, thanks to Miss Kittio
Morison's little freak. Betty—I1 must
oall her by the name [ have called her
alwnys in my thoughts—Betty had ul-
lowed the freak to be indulged, and 1
was a broken hearted man—for fully 86
hours. But I could uot in mere oivility
lenve the two forlorn women to trudge
together to Pontresina, especially now
that I knew one of them was the wife
of a brother burrister. By the time we
reached our Alpine Meoca we were the
best of friends again. field turned up &
day or two Inter, and I staid on, for
we all found four n plensunter number
than three in our mountain expeditions,
and really, Kittie Morison—ushe bns nn-
other name now—wns and i8 o very
protty girl, and she is certainly much
less independent than when I first made
her acquaintance. —8trand Maguzine.

Paul Jones and the Privateer.

The French embassador, the Duo de
Vauguyon, committed the astonnding
faux pas of suggesting to Paul Jones
that he take command of a French pri-
yateer and thus escape from his danger-
ous situation in the Texel. Panl Jones'
reply to this was an instant and haughty
damand for an apology, which was
promptly forthcoming. No man hated
privateering and its ‘‘infernal prac-
tices, ' ns he calls them, more cordially
than Panl Jones. He wrote of privateers
a8 *‘licensed robbers,’ and was natural-
ly indignant at tho uffront offered him.

Some years afterward in a Freoch
port he had an amusing controversy on
the subject with Captain Truxton, after-
ward the celebrated commodore. Trox-
ton was then in the humble eapacity of
oaptain of a private ship beut on plun-
der. He hnd the assurance to raise a
pennant in the presence of Paul Jones
without asking his permisgsion snd in
deflance of the sot of congress forbid-
ding a privateer to boist a pennant pn-
der such cironmstances without the per-
mission of a naval ship's commander,
They had s tart correspondence, and
Commodore Truxton was evidently
mightier with the sword than with the
pen, ns Panl Jones writes of him that
there are in his letter “'soveral words 1
do not understand and eamfot find in
tho diotionary.’* Paul Jones sent him
“q polite message”’ to. haul down the
penuant. ‘This being disregarded, an-
other politse message and Lientenant
Richard Denal with two armed boots
were sent, nnd the pennant came down.
—*Paul Jones,”" by Molly Elliot Bea-
well, in Centary.

Are Thanks Unnecessary?

‘A gront deal is said about men be-
ing thanked for giving up their sents in
the street cars to women,'' said a man
in conversation with a friend. '‘Now,
for my part, 1 don't want to be thankud
for simply doing my duty."

“But is it your duty,'’ asked the
friend, *“to give up a seat for which
you have paid and stand up the entire
trip to nccommodates a stranger?’

T look at it as a duty. It is o deal
easier for a man to hang to a strap than
it is for a woman. The fact that a
woman is standing while 1 sit annoys
me. It does not matter in the least to
me that she is a stranger. I feel under
obligations to give her my place,"

“That is gallantry,” speered his
friend,

*]% comes nearer to being reciprocity.
Every few days someman gives my wife
or mother n seat in a crowded oar, 50 1
try to pass the conrtesy on, Only yes-
terday 1 ssw every man ina Gratiot
avenue car give up his seat to soma
woman. Not one was thanked, or look-
ed ns if he expected fo be, or indeed
gave the woman in the case a chance to
thank him. It wae done as if all be-
longed to one family, but the trus spirit
of politeness wns in the atmosphere, and
thanks, though not sudible, were felt.
To tell the truth, it embarrasses me to
have a woman repent that set formuln,
‘Thank you, sirl' "'

] goness you're not often embar-
rnssed, '’ retorted his friend oynically,
and there the conversation ended. — De-
troit Free Press

A Mother's Lament.

It was in the Black sea that he fell
from the bridgd, and the captain said,
“Is it Jack that is overboard?'' For he
loved him like nson, aud he plunged in
to save him.  And the water was wild,
and he grasped—but it was only his
cap. And a ad present it was that they
gent me that Christmas—his silver
wateh and chain. Aund since then | have
been weak and weary, for he was the
first of 14, und I loved him the best
Ab, Jesus rent and Jesus took! 1 know
it muost be sa, but when 1 git on the
rocks I think maybe God tonk my son
to some island io the sea, aud when !
se6 the birds skiwming on the water |
think maybe he was not drowned, bnt
will come up out of the sea to his
mother, - who nursed him so dear.—
Blackwood’s Magazine.

oot land.

Bootland was pamed from the Scoti,

a tribe which had ita birth in porth Ire-

land. [t was called by the natives Cale-

danis, ‘‘the little country of the Gaels, ™

Gsel properly siguifying ‘s hidden

rover.”' The Picts, who inhabited the

wwisnds of Scotland, wers “‘painted
mwen. "’

e e ;lm.u-m A. Wilson, Brookiys, N. Y. .
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Medical and Surgical Dispensary

This ia the oldest Private Medical Hspensary
in theelty of Fortland, the first Medical Dis
pensary ever atarted ln this city, Dr. Kesaler,
the old relinble specinlist, has been the general
manager of this nstitution for twelve years,
during which time thousauds of eases have
been cured, and Ho PoOr man OT WOAD WaS
ever refused treatment becauss they had no
money. The 8L Louls IMspensary has (hou-
sands of dollars in money and property, and Is
able financially to make its word good,

The 8. Louis Dispenarry has a staff of the
best Physicinus and Surgeons in the country,
all men of experience, A complete set of Bur-
glcal instruments on hand, ‘The best Hlectric
Apparatus in the conntry, both Freuch and
American. Their apparatus for analyzing the
urine lor kiduey and bladder dincases, are per-
fect and the very latest. No difference what
doctors have treated you, don't be discouraged,
but go and have a talk with them, It costs you
wothing for consultation, besides you will be
treated kindly, Pervonsare calling st the Bt
Louls Dispensary, every day, who have been
treated by some ndvertising quacks of this ety
and received no beuefit. This old dispensary is
the only one in the city that can give references
among the business men and bankers as to their
tommercial standing. D@ They positively
gnarantee to cure any and all Private Discases
fa every form and stage without loss of time
from your work or business,

i 1
Hh i 4 Cured by an 018 German
B! Ilﬂ Sl"l remedy.  This remedy was
sent to Dr. Keasler a few months lﬂb’l{ﬂtlﬂl
attending medical college in Berlin, It has
uever failed, and we guamutee it

Kidney and Uﬁqarlqcnmplalnts.

Painful, difcult, too uent, wilky o
bloody urine, unuatural disch , care ll;
trealed and permanently cured. Plles, rheum-
atizm and neuralgin treated by our new reme-
dies and cures guaranteed,

UM snms Ulcers, canr:ﬂli Etc., cured, no

difference how long alfected,
These doctors guar-

no difference how long standing. § ntor.
::lw:ud.l.uoof I:fh Tﬁ“lr ltl.ﬁoff lﬁ_hdmu.

red permanently. e hal Bell Abuse
effectually cured lz a aliort time.

"“m “un Your errors and follles of

youth can be remedied, and
these ofd doctors will give you wholesome ad-
vice and cure you—make you perfectly strong
and hullh.y. 'ou will be amazed at thelr sue-
cens in curfhg SPERMATORRH®A, SEMINAL LOg-
ans, N1oHTLY EM18810M8, and other e
STRICTURE~No cuttiug, pain or stretching
unless neceasary,

 READ THIS.

Takea clean bottle at bedtime and urinate in

EYiv, seqses, =i on s

Y H u‘ fAulfering Nan-
oung Men or DI Vors "Bk, ow
Failing” Manhood, Physical Excesses, Mental
Worry, Stunted Deve ent, or an r—d
wenkness, can be restored lo Punc‘ RALTR
atd the NOBLE VITALITY OF STRONG MEN, the
Pride and Power of Nations. We clalm
{gnor .aﬂlﬂ by ;l;u emn,ﬁ: methods 3
&, uknulll, mmm ‘}m‘.‘m

. W
sgsvlulun.udum
male Weakness, Leucorrhos

FEMALE DISEASES el

and (lelncrd Deblity, and Woru Qut
vn-ItIe,r knf-not r case, u:'mll-.:
ment furnished by Al
letiers strictly confiden "
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Heart Disease & formm mrar>eist =

@0} YAMHILL STREET, COR.

the bottle, set aside and look at it in the morn- [ QUT OF TOWN PATIENTS, write for
, 4f it is cloudy, or has a cloudy settl hlas iagnosis o
a have some kidaey or Sdier dasases ::Iulnlkmwmm, of your treubls,
CATARRH AND PILES.

EWammtutoeuumymoi Catsrrh or Pilea. Don't be afraid to wry
use 8o many remedios have failed. Treated with our own remedies,

Address with stamp,

ST. LOUIS DISPENSARY,

SECOND, PORTLAND, OREGON

Fooling the Busy Bee,

Mock hees and spiders! A writer
ghows that some flowers form a striking
exoeption to the rule of cross fertilisa-
tion. The bee and fly orchids, for exam-
 ple, which woold be much more com-
monly seeri on our English chalk downs
but for the ravagis of greedy ocolleotors,
fertilize themselves and do not want to
be bothered by bozaing bees and flies.
So n cunning devige has been resorted
to. No bee will enter n flower in which
another bee is alrendy at work. There-
fore to protest the entrance the lip is
enlarged into n process exnotly resem-
bling the hind quarters of a bee (in the
fly orchid it resombles a large fiy) To
the spider orchids, unother British
speoies, it #eems to have occurred how
a still more trying shook might be ad-
ministered to the nerves of troublesome
insects, so it displays in its orifice the
likeness of a large epider. — London
News.

A White Squall.

A white equall—did I ever see one?
I should say 1 had," eaid an old sailor
in the barge office. *‘Wo were between
here and the West Indies, and it was a8
fair o day ns you ever put eyeson. I
was ut the wheel, and we were bowling
along under a pretty eailing breeze.
There wasn't & olond to ba seen, unless
a little white vapor far off could be
called a cloud. All of a sndden the cap-
tain came up ount of his cabin,

*‘(et all the light sails off her aa
quick a8 you can,' be shouted to the
mate. ‘Clew up the royala and to'gal-
lant snils and bear a hund lively, boys.*

11 Whaut's the matter with the old man
pow?'" suid the sailors ss they looked
around the horizon nud saw nothing bat
sunshine and the clear wky.

“Nevertheless all kinds tvroed to
getting in the light eajlg “The.captain
took the wheel and sent 148 to nesist, Of
course we ull thooght it'was a piece of
foolishness, but wé worked with a will
becanse the cuptain told us to.

“Well, we bad no sooner got those
gnils in than it strock. Right out of the
clear sky came an swful gale. It tore
onr great maingail and otber suils to rib-
bons quicker than a flash. It came ‘butt
end to," us the sailors say.

“How did the captain know it waa
coming? Why, he was in his cabin and
happened to see his glas go down fud-
denly. That meant something, and he
hustled on deck. A good chptain watches
his barometer us u cat watches a mouse. "
—Portlund Press,

It is an indisputable fact that for more
than fifty years. children, from the age of
three maonihs lo ten years, have peen
henented by Stesdman's Soothing Pow.
ders, These Powders are termed soothing

pecause they correct, mitigate. and re-
move, d of *he system incident to
teething.

'To CONSUMPTIVES

E. MeNEIL, Recelver.
TO THE

EAST

GIVES THE CHOICE OF
TWO TRANSCONTINENTAL

ROUTES
GREAT UNION
NORTHERN RY.  PACIFIC RY.
SPOKANE DENVER

MINNEAPOLIS OMAHA

AND LSND
ST. PAUL  KANSAS CITY

LOW RATES TO ALL
EABTERN CITIES

—_—

OCEAN STEAMERS
LEAVE PORTLAND EVERY 5 DAYS

For full details call on or address

W. H., HURLBURT,
Gen'l Pass. Agent,
PorTLAND, Om.

| % undersigned having been d to
health by simple means, after suffering for
several with & severe jung affection, and
| nat dread disease Consumption, is anxious Lo
| make xnown to his fellow sufferers Lhe means
{ cure. To thore who destre it, he will cheer-

L

fully send ({ree of charge; a copy of Lhe
unuruud. -hlghlhcrmli lﬂ- sure cure for
Consumption, Asthmas, Bronch)-

tis and all throat snd lung Malsdies, He
hopes sl sufferers -lil his roemedy, as (4 b
invaiuable. Those ng the prescription,
which will eost them nuthing, sud may prove &
blesaing, will please sddress,

naes Sleodman's Soolimg Powders.

For Children Cutting their Tooth.

IN USE OVER FIFTY YEARS.
Rulleve Fevarish Neat, prevent fita, Conowislons, st

om':mqmm
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