ENGINE MADE 8 MIL

=S IN 4% MINUTES

NIGHT RIDE WITH A VETERAN ENGINEER OF NERVE
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' ON THE OREGON SHORT LINE

CARUS, poised In the dizzy bloe, must
' baye had a bad moment when he first
Mived his wings to be melting. For
his own sake, I hope he felt no moré un-
comfortable than 1 did when Evan Wil-
lizms procesded to “burn her up™ on en-
gine B¥, Pocatello o Gienn's Ferry, with
trxin No. L
It was on the mail car ¢hat 1 Jeft Pota-
telle, that unlovely resting and repairing
pluce for wounded and disabled englnes

and pars. The yards seemed & wilderness, |

not trackiess, but impassable from excess
of tracks. Division Soperintendent Man-
ecti had courteously made oul a pass au-
thorixing the bearer to ride in the engine
between Pocatello and Glenn's Ferry. and
it may be added that to him s due the
best thing about the rife, namely, the
roadbed over which a train glides with a
smoothness that is only appreciated by
compurison with other tracks., In the
mall car the time passed gulckly enough,
& never-failing supply of raliroad anec-
dotes being on tap. Express Measenger
Booth, who runs from Portland, came in
for a share of the reminiscences. It peems
that on one occasiop he was entrusted
with two young bears and a monkey. The
bears were made fast beside a plle of
bagguge, where there scemed no oppor-
tunity for evildoing. When Booth visited
that end of th¢ car a few hours later,
bowever, he found that the cubs had
eaten every jabel off the trunks, and not
A vestige remained to indicate thelr desti.
nation. The bears wore promptly removed
to tho other end of the car, and all went
poaceabiy for a time. Boon a most fero-
glous growling aroused Dooth, and he
rushed to the scene to find that the cubs
hud each a carcass torn {rom a case of
dressed chickens, and were engaged In a
lively fight cver the prey. It was while
removing the marauders once again that
the monkey deifberately reached rdler, took
off Booth's glasses and dashed them on
the floor!

While daughing over the messenger's
mishep we felt the train slow up far|
Minnetorika. 1 jumped down from the i

mall car, and where S04 |
stood pufling like a runoer at rest. Climb- |
ing up the stéps 1 stood in the cadb. On I
one side was & wall of coal on the other |
& wzll of metal ormmamented with |
numerable gunuges, cofks indicators,
freman =tood polsed on the siippery,
shaky strip of that connecied the
floor of the cadb with that of the engine.
On ether side was a tiny seat up aiong-
side (he furnace. From one of them Ewvan |
Willums turned to the glow of the open |
doer whereln fireman shoveled conl
His fooe was as like that of the lnte pope's |
&8 two fncen could e, Lined and wrinkled,
with the crow's feet that come of peering |
inte the eye of Lhe wind, this Welshman,
whose nerve wis ns good as ever despite
the effects of enough unavolduble wrecks
and minor acci ts to fill half a ecolumn |
in thedr enumeration, sppesred more Mke
& klaaly preacher than enginest who would
run with the best of them.

“Lumb into the other seat” he mald,
“but mind that pipe—it'd take the hide
off if you touched it." -

Avelding the plpe—which conveys the
Meam required for heating the ears—I
perambled inte the lttie scal on a cushion
of waste. The fireman closed the furnace
door with n clung. remarking, ‘1 guecss
he's golnug to bu up tonight.” Wil
lnms pulled the a MNitle, and
®d. grunting llke an overladen camel,
pressed into the collar, We were moving,
The staxrt hud been almost imperceptible,
and we guined speed e graduaily

I stuck my head of the window,
for the glass in front was so obscured by
smoke and steam thal one might as wall
try looking through a waterfall. The
Erunting gradually died away, 804 a thor-
oughivred “‘compound,” lay down to her
work, and as we clenred the scanty out-
skirts of Minretonka she was fiying along
through the night.

Away ahead of us the white gravel road-
bed jay like an onfered snowdrift under
the glare of the headlight.
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A DAY'S RECREATION.

E--WERE(CK NEAR POCATELLO, CAUSED BY A SWITCH BEING FARTIALLY THROWN OVER BY A BOY. ENGINEER EVAN
WILLIAMS WAS THROWN THROUGH HIS CAB WINDOW WITH SUCH FORCE THAT HE ALIGHTED ON THE ROOF

OF A BOX CAR SEVERAL YARDS
B—NEW "“ATLANTIC™

TYPE OF ENGINE, WHICH WILL

AWAY,

FLANGERS FOR WINTER SERVICE MAY BE SEEN IN FRONT.
¢—READY FOR THE KUN. ONE OF THE 0. 8. L. “A0" CLASS ABOUT TO PULL OUT OF FOCATELLO.

closed around that gleaming lance of light
like weter asround a stick thrust in a
pond. Down the snowdrift lay two spark-
ling threads, threads of fate they seemed, |
as Willams “burned her up,” and M4 |
jumped and bumped, and swayed, and |
rocknd, and recled, gulded by them and by
nothing else. Faster and faster we went,

| until we secmed to cut the night with a |

' nut of the darkness and were gone

Darkness |

flashing knife. White sign posts sprang
Bignal |
light= gleamed and disappeared behind us,
We were burning ber up. And in some

miraculous way the threads of stesl suil]

remained

in front of us, and we remained

upon them. EBehind us swung feven cars;
foolis® things, mere ncumbrances (o an
engine desirous of fiving, But a féw min-

utes before 1 had regarded the engine as
Now, the cars
which is the il and
entirely wupon,

A NOCeSsAry
seemed the same
which the dog depends
where you are ridicg.
The fireman slapped open the furnace
overy minute or 80, letting a dazzling
fiare throw cab Into sparkilng rellef
and solld tumning the banner of
white steam flew from the smoke-

nulsance.

that

BE IN USE ON THE OREGON SHORT LINE BY FEBRUARY.

stack Into a streamer of red, even illumin-
ing the shadowy sagebrush flats that bor-
dered the track.

“Hard work,” 1 remarked, watching ths
nill of coal melt away.

“Not bad when you're used to it" re-
plied the grimy feeder of the fire. “Dunno
any easier way of making four dollars,
On some runs ['ve shoveled Mfteen tona
of coal, but |t's all done a Hitle at a

I

time, s0 you don't feel It much,” and he [

balanced himself on the slippery, sliding
floor preparatory to siloging another
ahovelful into the maw of the monster,

“All right, Jack?' Williams asked, and
Ee fireman looked out an the other side.
“Right" he sald. “They've glven us the
Ighball "

1 made out a lNght swinging down the
track, but the highbali—

'That's the high sign' é&xplalned tHe

farercan. Al right, O. K., go ahead.”
Suddenly I made out ane er truin. It
was right on our truck, wWo Wwera
hurtiing into It at & miles as hour! [
didn't have tme to feel sorry 1 wasa't
back on the Httle farm befor: wWe were
upon the motionleas train In fronit. The

Care of two opposing headlights showed
the other train to be on a siding. and the
thread.iike ralls glistened In the giare.
While | was considering the utter Impos-
sibility of a knife-edge of steel directing a
whitrking monster like SM, the Eknife-edge
! had caught the Aanges and the other rain
| was puffing as she gathered way be-
hind us
We began to slow up soon after this.
“Trouble with the back end of the right
miln rod.” sald the Aremsn, as he picked
up a big plece of soup and skipped down
a8 we cume to a stop. Soap! What the
dickens is sorp for? I wondered, and felt
Hke nsking, as an English tourist might:
“Are you going to wash the biasted
thing?* But the goap was only a lubri-
And the amount of It that was
chewed up by 84 on ! un was 4 won-
der. an woere down
on the ground with flaring lights, dousing
the hot pin with coid water and £
soap to steel Jaws they clam-
bered on board and we were off once more.
“Old man's disappolnted, Nre-

nn. farnnce door,

cant,

Willlams and the fir

feedin

said the

m as he swung sht the
“*Wanted to show you & good run.”
S s 4

Lord sald I, "be didn't want to go
any faster, did he?"

“Faster! We weren't doing much better
than a mile & minute. He's done elght
milés in four and a balf minutes on this
road. Track's good. and he'll go just as
fast as they'll le! him. He's betn smushed
up o e of times his nerveé's as
good as the best, more than a few
maonths ago a4 Kid m >3
n=ar Pocatello, and
smash-up. Evan was thrown oot

eab wi
.'"']

o] onn top of o

u

jow, and lan

anciher track

And this s the man who
miles in four and one-hall! minutes,
=ays with his nearest approach to pride:
“Running an engine twenty-six yeudrs und
my first wheel to come off - the wack yet—
through carciessnoss.*

car
Tuns

L3 ]

cold water and

Again we had to zlow up to soothi
redhot rheumatism with
soap.

sald the

“They fool the engineers now,"”

fireman when we started again. "It wua

different en men had the same cngine.
-
in

ba

Now an engineer isn't o careful in

porting small defects when he comes
from a run, aa he knows he won't
taking out that engine right away.

“But these engines do about 30 miles a
day, and that's going some. It would
have seemed Impossible not so long ago.”
reaching Shoshone there wis a line
down grade of 5 miles, and 15 this we
rushed at a terrific paces, handleapped,
fortunately, by having to make freguent
stops for treatment of #i's inflammation.
At last we reached Glenn's Ferry, whera
Willlams ended his run.

I got down from the engine and went
back to the car. Aleck Le Rose, a griz-
zied old Frenchman, took us into Honting-
ton. How he goes will be understood from
the fact that from Welser to Huntington,
22 miles, around o trick so curving that
you ¢an handly tell whether the engine is
chasing the last car or the lnst car the
engine, wis coversd in 3 minuates, stop to

on

atop.

A ride In the cab of an engine glves one
& vespect for rallroud men that nothing
else can From the men who make the

roadbed to the men who run over It, from

the supecintendent, who knows his divi-

alon like a book, to the gineer, who

knows his engine K they are
action

ali men of action In a =

IN THE SHADOW'S SHADOW

Story From Portland’s Slums

0 UBE the metaphoricnl language of
T pottes and thieves, he is & p!".ndu'_l

one of the pisic-ciothes men on the |
Portland palice f'-h’“-‘- In other words, |
e i a detective. The ghadow's ahnd[-wl
Is metaphorical, too. It is a shadow cast, |
not by lght, but by darkness. It 1 !hel
shadow of grief, the darkest of all that |
whisper to the worshiping hesrt snd ba |

- a7 ) . o "
it break. And the place whers this shad- | ool over that kindly old face drew me |

ow's shadow has fallenm is a mother's
heart
Across the street from a largd® office

buiiding, which stands close to the In-
definite dividing Hne betwson the North
End and respéctablifty, is a narrow, litile
cigar store, It differs from mosi clgar
stores, in being and clean Hesldes
the showease of clgars, there is one full
of candies, and a small well-poilaheéd
sods-fountain. Children pilay in front of
it without fear of the proprietor, and at
times even rush Inside to escape the
clutches of some big play-bear or to avold
the hectorings of the messenger boys
And, sirange and Improbable as It may
soem, they sare not driven brutally out
The explanation of thess phenomens is,
of course, that It ls ovned and run by &
woman.

During the past year occasion has tak-
en me freguently to that building, and,
though the little more i= somewhat out
of the way, 1 fell into the habit of golng
round by L. At first It was curiosity that
prompted me to stop for a clgar,
then It was somsthing else—not prefer-
ence for her brands, either. Recently 1
have found myself golng Jdown there
when I bad no cause to go dnto the big
building, and no excuse for buying tobac-
oo.
ow came, that It was that Hitle,
woman's swesl face, crowned wit
hair, that drew me.

The other day, ns I turned the ecorner
near her shop, I saw a2 man and a boy
approaching from the other
The man I recognized at once as the evil-
doers’ terror, the shadow. But the boy I
did not know.
age, weil-dressed, and, well-frd. Bul his
face was clouded, and he had the general
air of erumpled bravado that one often
sees In A young criminal

They reached her doorway,
two In front of me, and entered. 1 fol-
lowed them and unintentionally saw what
ocourred. I might have spured her that,
but I dién"t know. She was polishing a
glass, and looked up quickly. The culor
left her face, the glass fell with a crash
on the floor, and her hanl went Instine-
uvely to her heart. Bhe recognized the
shadow, and knew that something must
be wrong.

The boy hung his head. She came un-

tidy

old
sllver

B stap or

and |

steadily from behind the counter, threw
her arms about his aeck, drew his head |
down and kissed him. shen she began |
to moan and sob.

The shadow turned rwund, gave me sl
glare that brought me out of the !'.rnm-r|
into which surprise had thrown me, and

Then we ‘ly;thi
did ns we ought—he stayed. and 1 didn't. |

I could not get that soeme out of my

mind, The thought of the hgony that]

we both stepped outside.

irresistibly back in the svening

Ebe rose from her chalr when 1 enfered |
and came slowly up to the clgar case.
Bhe had Iivéd many yoars in the last fow
hours. 8She fumbled with the oateh oOn
the cnse, and had to wipe her eyes be-
fore she could see the box for which I
called. As she set It out, she looked up. 1
suppose thers mus have been something
in my look that toid her I knew of har
trouble, or she might have seen me there
whey the shadow's shadow fell, though
I hoped that she hadn't. At any rate,
se Jooked st me and began to weep. Then
leading the way, she motionsd to me to
comeé to the rear part of the shop, where
there ware two chalrs and a Hitle table,

I looked &t heér as she sat there, her el-
bows on the table and her face burled in

her apron, and berated myself for a
tongue-tied fool. [ knew that the tear-
ful sympathy of another womAn was

what she cruved. At Iast a light dawned
on my benighted mind, and I said:
“Won't you tell me about It?™

Presently, with tearn coursing down her
haggsrd cheeks. and her volce broken by |

sobs, she did tell me.
“Why s It people forget you when |
you're lo troubieT™' she asked, and then

went on without walting for reply. “I
guess IU'e because everybody heas enough
to do to “tend to his own. You don't mind
listening to me, do you? TFor I muset tell
somebody, and I thought you might not

| mind. You've been o here pretty often,

I know now, since the shadow's shad- |

| but, you see

direction. |

you know: and I sort of feel that I know
you. 1 ,haven’t got any friends excent
the chlldren that play around here. I've
Ived hers a long  time, but I don't seem
to know gnybody much, I've tried some,
I don't have time to wvisit
any, and thén, you know, this part of
town is—well, it's not very good.™ |

She was gredually bringing herself
round to talk of her real trouble, and I |

He was about 18 yemrs of | Usioned In patience.

“I've had & hard life, and have seen |

| some mighty sorrowful days, but I never

| had one Hke this before.

Ah, it has been
awful! Why din't I dle before it came?
And why must I live now?"

Desiring to check this despondency, 1|
mid: “But you sald you would tell me |
all about it; won't you do that now?

Maybe I can help you."

“Yes, I'll tall you. But you can't belp
me much. It's too Inte now. All the help |
You can give is by Ustening te me. How
old do you think I am?™"

Bhe locked 8 and I todd her mo.

“I know it," she repllied. *1 am &
PFifteen years ago my husband and 1 and
our little boy Hved In Chicago. We had a
littie money, owned our bome, and ba dmd !

A good position as bookkeeper. I was
happy, and 1 thought It would last, but,
you seé, It didn'e

Bhe paused, and Jookiag vacarlly over
my head, ssemod to be thinking of those
ekriler days,

*“1 had no ldea that anything was wrong.
Mow could 17 BEut one night, as we were
iting on our porch, a stranger came pp
the steps. He cast the firet shadow on
my life. He was a detective, and eame to
arrest my husband.
deteciives shadows, and it is & good name,
because it seems to me that they ars al-
wiys casting some bhlack sahadow over
somebody
innocent, and I belleved him and deter-
mined to prove that he waus,
thing we had and hired good lawyers: but
it was no use. Ho waa sent w Jollet, and
ias there mow, 1 guess. He wrote to me
once after he went there and told me
everything."”

“Was bhe lnnocent?™’
long sllonoe,

“No. "hat was worse than all the rest.
1 thought I could not endure the shame
of It. But I had my Uttle boy, and for
his sake I bore up under it
to leave Chicago, and everything that re-
minded me of the old Hfe. T was so un-
happy that I shrank from everything that
suggested my former happiness. And I
didn't want my boy o know
father was a—a—"'

I asked, after a

rupted to spare her.

“You don't know how that has haupted
me; the thought that he would somehow
hear of It. He Jhinks, of course. that his
father In dead; and sometimes I pray that
he In. Do you think that is wrong for me
to do that™

You know, they eall |
| by

Well, my hustand suid he was |

1 sold every- |

I smply had !

that his |

| get him to acetept 50 cents with which to
“1 understand; and you ecame out hers, |

| where he could not héar of IL" 1 inter-

"Many men would better be dead,™ I/

repiied, evasively.

“l1 think he would,” she replled. “I
know my boy s belter for thinking he is
dend, anyhow."

After an interval of sllence,
tinued.

“There [sn't much more to tell. 1 came
out here, and have worked to support and
educate my boy. 1 have done my bast
for him. 1 have given him everything I
possibly could. I have kept him In school,
have provided good clothes for him, and
managed to supply him with a jittle
spending money, 0 he would not be
meered 8t by the other boya you know.
But it doesn’'t seem to have countad. I
did so0 want
man, and now they tell me he is s thief.
It st so; 1 know It lsm't!" she ex-
claimed In her distress, but I could see
that fear that It was true had gripped
her heart. ““That sneaking ahadow came
around her= with him and told me they
had caught him stealing. - It's & ls!
They've arrested him jJust because they
couldh’t find the real thief; and they've
scared him into saying he JdiJ 10"

“Then he confessen?™ 1 askad,

“*Ths shadow says he does,” she replled.
bitterly.

“What did Be teéll you?

“He wid me unot 0 be afrald; that it

she ocon-

him to be a good, strong !

was sl a mistake, and that they would
let him go In a day or two."

1 knew the symptoms, but tried not to
let my look betray my thought,

“Do you think he did 1It? Don't you
think the detective Yled about him:' she
asked, leaning eagerly toward me.

"Let's go and see him,” 1 suggested in
lleu of an answer.

Entering the officd at the police station,
wWa mide known
He looked dt us stérnly, as if outraged
our audaeity. Finally he command-
o, “Ask the Captain, there!” We moved
along the narrow counter,
near the Captain. He was busy drawing
squarea abd triangles on a pleca of yellow
sratch paper. We walted patiently for
him to flnlah. At the ead of threes min-
utes by the clock over his head, he
wheeied around and looked sbharply at us
from under his cap. 1 repeated our re-
quest. It must have been a heinous of-
fence,
whether to fine us 3199 or put us on the
rockplle for 80 days. He gave us & change
of venue instead. “Bev the Chief!" he de-
creed.

in the private office of the Chief Wwe
found him seated behind the brass rall-
ing, which reptesents the steps to the
dais upon which he Is supposed to ait,
valorously, but vamly, resisting the at-
templs of an up-country Deputy Sherifl to

pay for a 3-cent telegram. Consequently,

our desire to the clerk. |
| and get you out of this awful place.”

and stopped |

because Ne appeared undecided |

) Ways do."

he was In a magnanimous frame of mind |

when our turn came. I had told her {0
talk to him.

“Chilef,” sald my companion, 1 would
like to talk to my boy. You bave him
locked up here” .

“What's his name?"

She told him.

*You're his mether, are you?' he asked,
astutely.

“Yes, sir.”

“Who's that with you?T"
piclously at me.

“A triend of mine."

“He aln't no lawyer™"

“No, Chief,” I Interrupted, relleving the
slituation with a laugh; "I'm no lawyer. ™

“Well, all right. I gness you ocan ses
him.,” and he gave orders to have the
prisoner brought into & room where we
couid talk to him undisturbed.

The boy recelved his mother's embrace
and tearful murmurs of love ia & cresi-
fullen, impatient manner, He was em-
barrased. He feit that emotion Is unbe-
coming to a man, and that she was com-
promising him. As she  continued to
weep, he assumed the alr of a martyr.

Bhe became calmer In a few moments,
and sat down and drew a chalr for him
close beside hers.

“Tom,” she sald. holding his hand and
stroking it tenderly, we've come to talk
It over with you.™

He kept his gaze on the floor and made
ho reply. Bhe reached up and pushed his
hair back from his wet, wrinkled brow.

“T want you to tell me all about it
Tou needn't be afrald to speak right out.
Teil un just how the mistake was made;
bow they ever. came to think that you

looking sus-

did it. Then we'll tell the Chief, and he'll
let you go. He seems to be o nice man,
and I know he'll belleve me.™ |

Tom moved uneasily in his chalr,” and
tried to draw his band away. He looked
at me and decided, evidently, that I did |
not ahare his mother's eredulity.

“There ain't any use in talking about i, |
ma."” he finally replied.

“But I must know, so I ean explaln

“Aw, them fellows won't belleve what
you tell 'em. They've pinched me, and
that shows they've got their minda made
up.

I'J‘Hut‘ Tom, dear, Ity worth trying, any-
how.""

“No, it ain't, T tell you,”™ he replied In
a rough, curt tone, which I took to be the
one that he usually employed when talk-
ing with her.

“They told me this afternoon, you know,
that vou had confessed,'” she sald, with
an Inflection that implied a question,

“Aw, that's the way them—shadows al-

8he showed no surprise at his language.
Evidently she was used to It. He saw
my anger, however, and flushed siightly.
He gave me a look of resenbment, from
which I inferred that my presénce wWas
far from pleasing to him.

“IMd you tell them that you did it
Tom?' she asked, beseeching with every
fiber of her being A negative answer.

U course, [ didn't, ma,"” he answered,
with a nervous laugh. She looked him In
the face, and he shifted his gaze up to
the barred window. 1 think that right
then her fear of his gullt became suspi-
clon. It came over me that perhaps she
wags Hving over with the son a scene she
had enncted with the father, and that
every clrcumstance of It was llke tearing
open a heallng wound. She jooked at me
piteously, and [ tried to go to her rescue.

“Laok here, Tom,” 1 sald; “your mother |

wants to get you out of this scrape. I
do, too. Now, be honest with us. Tell us |
all about " |

1 ain't got anything to tell you,” he |

repited. “If you want to help me out of
this, you go and got —— (Hera
he mentioned a certain Pollee Court law-
yer.) “and send him down here. That's

all you can do.” !

He rose and walked Impatiently about
the room. I saw that we could get noth- |
ing more out of him, and prepared to go
1 stepped outmdde, to give the mother a
chance for a word with him alone, but
purposely left my umbrella in the room.
When she came out, I started away withP
her, but went back to get the umbrelia.
They had not yet taken him back to the
cage, and he seemed to expect ma

“You d—d4 fool!" he exclalmed. bitterly
“Don't you see they've sweated It out of
me? PPm stuck, but 1 doa’t want her to
know."

“But they'll send you up, and thea sha'll
know,"”

“No, she won't. She’ll think they've lied
about me. And, you bet, I won't be Jike
the oid man, and write her that I dd
do 1L

i

WEXFORD JONES.

“You know that™ [ muttered In sur- argue & case when you found that tha

prise | court or the jury was on your sids In-

: 'Sure “’-‘m:":r: don't get wise enough to | deed. they have w trudition at the bar
hurn letters, No. that was pretiy tougn | . o - = W |

s my ot AT adibly the same

on the old woman. 1 couldn’t do that” |O%f W¥ county, very pousibly the sam

I marveled at his exceeding kindnesa to | #tory Is told at the bar of every other

his mother, and left him. Her seps fal- | county i the United States, of a lawyer

tered as we walked away, and | had to | who sad not learned that fundamental
steady her several times. She did not .ujp and when he rose to address the
spenk a word, and I knew that the gloom | weme Court In response to & Inwyer

vl w

riss

of the shadow"s
her heart, never to

had L g
hind sertied upon the other side It waa suggested to him
he chief justiee, 'Mr. Jones, the eourt
1 you.”” But Mr Jones did not tmke
t and harangued the wearied but
nt court for an heur. When he ast
down the Chlef Justice, with the aame
politeness, remarked *“The court Is still
with you, Mr. Johes I can only hopo
| that this eourt wiil still be with me, al-
no doubt that it will pasa by practically & | ynsugh T am very sure In the House of
unanimous vote, and ons of the earilest Representatives it will not be expressed
lessons [ learned at the law was not to | with the yrbanity of that Chief Justice.

An Old Story Revived. ! o
Congresslonal Record, Nov. 18 | pa

Mr. Gillett, of Massuchusetta, Mr, Chalr-
man, [ understand t 4 great majority
of both parties favor this bill and I have
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WHY DO YOU SUFFER
' WHEN
The Great Chinese Doctor

C. GEE WO

can cure you of any aliment by his powerful and harmless

A

Chinese¢ herbs and roots, which are unkfown to medical
acience of this country. His wonderful cures throughe
the U ¢ tell the story. Thouzands of people
thank! to bim for saving thelr livea from

OPERATIONS

Then why let yourself suffer? This far ous doctor knows the action
over W0 different remedies thal be has succesafully
[IE . 8

The following Testimonials from well-knowa people tell of the
wonderfui curative powers of nature's own herbs and roots:

Thomas Waish, Tenth and Everett street, city, cured of stomach trouble
two years' standing

Mlm Helene Enberg, 48 Vancouver avenus, city,
with dyspepsia of Lhe sto
w0 have incuribie cons
treatment of Dr. C, ¢
sirenyth. 1 recommn

af
used in different dis-

D e e e b e R b o S B o i

suffersd many years
nach and jung trouble, and was sald by doctors
on. I am thankiul to say. «fter five months’
s remedies, | have fully regalned my health and
d all that are sick to go and see him.

Saved from operatl irs. Theresa George, 06 Fourth street, clty—I
had suffered [rom in mation of the womb and ovari¢s and femule wedk-
4 ness, 7 doctors, but all sald | would die If 1 did not have an
opecution. I trisd Dr. C. Gee Wo'ys remadics n8 my last resource, and am
woankiul 0 say that afier four montbs’ treatment 1 was entirely cured.

arantees to cure Catarrh, Asthms, Liver, Kidney, Lung Troubis
awidsm, Nervousness Stomiich, Memale Truuble and all private dis-

testimond Charges mederate,

. 1f you are sick with any
thea call and sec him,

e,
of the city write for blank and circalars. Inclose stamp,

The C. Gee Wo Medicine Co.*™*

e e R e T

out

Alder St., corner of Third,
Portland, Or,
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