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THE BLINDNESS OF VANITY.

One day a monkey cha:.ied to look
In the clear water of a | rook,
Which, like & mirror, s rved to trace
The fentures of his ugly face,
Astonished at the novei «ight,
Ho cried aloud: “Sure, such a fright
I neer before have chatced to see
In all my life! What cun it be?
If I had sach a foolish look
As this strange monster of the brook
{Althongh of course he's not to blame),
I'd drown myself for very shame!
But, thauks to nature’s partlal grace,
I've got a different sort of face.”
Just as the Incident oec urred,
A bear was passing by ::nd heard
The monkey’s prattle—cvery word.
“Come!" sald the latter, who cspied
His clumsy neighbor at his side.
“This way a moment: § 4t look here
And see n brute so very nuoeor
You'll laugh yourself L. Jeath—at least
I never saw g0 strange » benst™
The hear replied: *Pray. look agnin.
'Tis your own image, fvii and plain,
That scares you so; the vars alone
Would make the pictur e surely known
As yours, beyond the lenst dispute.
"Tis clearly no outlandisi brute,
But y®ir own portrait, i ull and plain,
In every part. Pray, lo k again!™
In anger now the monky spoke:
*Of course o bear must Lhave his joke,
But pray be honest and ndmit
(Though it may hurt your pride a bitd
The image in the water Lhere
Is yours: ik is not mine, | swear!"
MORAL:
To fail thelr faults to rerogoize,
However plain to other's eyes,
Is (here's the moral) a 1.istake
Thoat men as well as monkeys make.
-Juhn G. Saxe.

PLATONIC.

Mr. Harper and Miss Kingsley were
the editors of the Smoky City Independ-
ent, or rather he was the editor and she
was his assistant, She edited the
woman’s column, gatherved the fashion
news and often wrote tho verses for the
poets’ corner, and sometimes when they
were short of compositors she would set
a few stickfuls of type. Her position
was no sinecure by any means, Smoky
City was a progressive” town; women
voted at the school meetings, and there
was some talk of nominating a lady for
mayor. Of course the woman's column
of The Independent must have much to
say about woman suffrage and the like.
Virginia Kingsley was a progressive
woman; she believed in these things.
So she drove her pen nearly through
the bottom of her inkstund and wrote
sharp things, to the admiration of the
female portion of the community.

Miss Kingsley and Mr. Harper were
the best of friends. They were not in
love with each other. Brad Harper had
never been in love, and as for Miss
Kingsley she was too busy to think of
such a thing. When she thought of
Mr. Harper, it was as a sensible man
“*with no nonsense about him,”" and he
admired her for her pluck and grit.
Sometimes he said that much of thesuc-
cess of The Independent was due to her
energy.

They were on the most comfortable
terms and called each other Kingsley
and Harper, with a fotal absence of
formality. He called her Kingsley at
first by mistake, for he often forgot that
the busy scribbler at the other desk was
not a man. He used to apologize for
it and etraightway repeat the offense,
and she said he could not help it and
that she did not mind, since it sounded
80 very businesslike, Just for the fun
of the thing she often dropped the mis-
ter from his name.

Mies Kingsley did not object to to-
bacco smoke, which was a fortunate
thing, since they had but one office be-
tween them, and Mr. Harper could not
write unless he had a cigar in his
mouth. He often felt some compunc-
tions of conscience when the room be-
came particularly blue with smoke,
and once he said: ‘‘My dear Kingsley,
I wish you would take np some horrible
habit and avenge yourself. Couldn’t
you chew gum, for instance?"’

“‘Don’t mind me,”’ Miss Kingsley re-
plied good naturedly. *‘If I objected, 1
would let you know very soon. 1 ad-
vise you to light your cigar and get at
work at your editorials; the foreman
will call for copy before yon have any."

Matters did not always run on
smoothly, A rival newspaper was start-
ed across the street, and subscriptions
began to drop oft. Things looked dark-
er and darker, so that at the close of a
day in December Brad Harper went
over to Miss Kingsley's desk, and seat-
ing himself on the edge asked, **Well,
what do youn think of it?’

“What do I think of what?'’ asked
Miss Kingsley, tucking her penecil be-
hind her little ear. She was pretty, de-
spite the fact that she wore her hair
aropped short.

““Of The Independent and things in
general. To tell the truth, Kingsley, 1
don’t see the use in trying to run the
concern much longer. There have been
precious few subscriptions remewed,
and it is almost the first day of Janu-
ary. The outloock is dubious, to say
the least.™

He pulled his mustache and waited
for Miss Kingsley’s reply.

She made none, and he went on:
**The plain unvarnished truth is that
Independent stock is way down. The
Banner, across the street, is twice as
popular already. The trouble is we
run the paper on too high a plane,
while The Banner caters to the low taste
of the masses. It is nothing but scan-
dal and all uncleanness. The truth is,
I have abont decided to sell out. I am
sorry on your account, however. You
have been working on a starvation sal-
ary, and now to be thrown out of a po-
sition wonld be hard. Perhaps we
would better struggle on a few months
longer. Luck may turn.”

““Not on my account,” said Miss
Kingsley quickly. *“You have done
enough for me already. You took me
when I wds as ignorant as a goose and
let me learn the business. I suppose I
shall find another opening after a
while, "’ -

‘““Perhaps it would be a good thing
for us to go to Chicago,’’ said Harper,
after a moment’s reflection. ‘'‘Iintend
to go as soon as I'am well out of this,
and if I find anything for you I will
send for you. You are bound to suc-
geed, for you have the regular journal-
Istic instinct. I have alwaysseen that.™

*“I am glad that yon think so. It is
strange how you took me up. I got it
into my head that I could write, and I
sent my manuscripts around the coun-
try till I was disgusted. Not more than
onein 15 was accepted, and I had about
decided to drop writing and do house-
work for a living when I happened to
think of asking you for work.”

**You never spoke of yourself before,”’
gaid Harper. ‘‘Why did von mot? T

| gnoufd nave been interested, I know."

**I had nothing to tell. I have been
| an orphan since I was 10 years old and
 have knocked about the world since
i then, As soon as I get settled the order
comes to move on.”

Harper put out his hand and gave
| hers a friendly shake. *‘Yes, yes,”
| he said eagerly, **we must go to Chi-
|cago. 1 feel that I cannot get along
! without $on.”’

The Independent fell further in dis-
, favor when its editor took sides with

_ ! the reform party on the temperance

| gqunestion. The editer of the rival paper
| sided with the popular party and wrote
| offensive editorials concerning ‘‘our
| esteemed contemporary’’ and his policy.
| To these Brad responded in dignified
paragraphs mnd stated a few facts anent
The Banper man which cut him keenly
because they were strictly true. He
hinted to some of his henchmen that if
anything should happen to ‘‘lay up”
the editor of The Independent till the
campaign was over it would be the sal-
vation of their cause.

One evening when Brad returned late
from the office he was conscious that
gome one was following him. As he
turned to see who his shadow was, he
was struck on the head and kmocked
down., At the same time a shot or two
were fired from the opposite gide of the
street. It was in a lonely part of the
town, but a crowd soon gathered, among
them a woman whom the men recog-
nized as the assistant editor of The Inde-
pendent. She seemed to have all the
common sense in the crowd. In a mo-
ment she dispatched one messenger for
a doctor, and another for restoratives,
which she applied to the injured man.

Virginia Kingsley, sitting on the
curbstone with Brad Harper’s head in
ber lap, knew for the first time her
feeling toward him. What she said or
did she scarcely knew, but after Brad
bad been taken to his boarding house
and she had time to think it over she
was haunted with a fear that ghe had
gaid something expressive of feelings
which were more than platonic.

Miss Kingsley did not nurse Brad.
She was too busy running the paper. The
Independent suddenly became popular
when people saw the girl fighting the
battle alone., The woman's column,
the fashion notes and the poets’ corner
were neglected, while Virginia wrestled
with the editorials. She kept up her
side in the battle with The Banner man,
and as she had her views about the as-
sault upon Brad, and did not hesitate to
express them, popular favor turned
against The Banner and its head, and the
sympathy of the town was with The In-
dependent and its editors. The reform
party gained the day, and its friends
did not hesitate to say that their success
was due to The Independent.

Brad was badly injured, and a serious
illness was the result of the wound on
his head. He pulled through, thanks
to his good constitution and the faithfal
nursing of Mrs. Smart, his landlady.

Virginia did all the work of the pa-
per while Brad was ill, but as soon as
he had sufficient strength she began
taking her editorials to him for criti-
cism, and before long he was able to
dictate to her, It was on one of these
instances,.when Virginia’s pencil was
running at its fastest and Brad was dic-
tating an ediforial on the silver ques-
tion, that he stopped and laid his hand
on hers, ‘‘Wait,’" he said.

Miss Kingsley held her pencil poised
over the paper, thinking that he wished
to make some correction.

**Kingsley, you kissed me the night
I was hart.””

She turned deadly pale. *‘Don’t,"’
she said. ‘‘Oh, don’t remember that."’

“But I ean’t forget it. You kissed
me and called me *Brad, darling.’” 1did
not hear any more, for I became un-
conscions. Now, I should like to know
what such a demonstration meant. Yon
cannot sharpen that pencil; your hands
are trembling. Give me the knife.”
Brad wont on talking in a steady voice,
meanwhile cutting dainty shavings
from the pencil. ‘‘The pencil was
sharp enough if you had let it alone. If
you were any one else, I should say you
are nervous,

“*But to return to that night that youn
kissed me. Yon and I were getting
along on purely platonic principles, as
I supposed. We were pards, in the ver-
nacular of this wild and woolly west,
bnt 1 never heard of a partner who
would hold a man’s head in his lap,
kiss him and call him *Brad, darling.’
Of course this platonic biisiness is play-
ed out; yon can see that as well as I.
The question is, What is to be dome
about it?"’

Through this long speech Miss Kings-
ley had beem trying to find her voice,
and as Brad paused for a reply she said
hoarsely :

“*“I intend to tell you, Mr, Harper,
that I shall leave Smoky City assoon as
you are able to take the helm again.”

Brad felt the tears rush to his eye.
““Brute,”” he called himself, under his
breath, but even them he could not re-
sist teasing Miss Kingsley:

**Don’t call me Mr. Harper. Can't
you think of something more tender? 1
much prefer ‘Brad, darling.’”’

He threw down the pencil and knife
and tried to take Miss Kingsley’s hand,
but it was snatched away from him.

“I think it is my turn now. Virginia
—let me think of something less formal
—Virginia, darling, you are not going
away if I have influence with you."

Miss Kingsley rose and gathered ap
the papers. ‘'l will take these edito-
rials and send over for the others. Mr.
Harper, I did as you say I did the night
yon were hart: I donot attempt to deny
it. I am sorry that I had no more self
control. I am surprised, though, that
you find so much amusement in throw-
ing my folly in my face.”

Brad’s face was very grave as he an-
swered. ‘‘I am a brute. Virginia
Kingsley—I almost said Harper—I love
you. I should have said so like a man
at first, but was sure that you knew my
feeling for you, and I did enjoy teas-
ing you a little. Forgive me!l I am go-
ing to marry you as soon as I am well,
if yon will have me."

“*Yon eay this becanse youn are sorry
for me. You think I love you because
I acted so that night, and you are try-
ing to sacrifice yourself to my self re-

"

“I would not do that even for you,
Kingsley. If you doubt me, go info the
next room and find a letter in the left
hand desk drawer, addressed to your-
self, and notice the date, Flease go
and find that letter, I beg.” '

She was gone & long time. At last
Brad called ouf: '‘Haven’t you found it
yet?  You have been gone long enough

| breastpocket of her jacket and buttoned L

To reaq @i; mYy DPrivate papers. I sup-
pose yon have a right to my secrets
now. Oh, Virginia, do come here. I
shall come after you unless you hurry.”

Miss Kingsley put the letter in the

' the jacket tightly; them she wentinto

the sitting room.

**Do you believe me now, dear?
found out several weeks ago thaf the
platonic business had come to an end,
and we had to begin on a new basis.
So let's form a mnew partnership now.
Come here, Kingsley,’” stretching ont
his hand. ‘*‘Kingsley,” he pleaded,
as she still held aloof, **I hope you don't
think that letter a fake. 1 tell you, on
my honor, that I wrote that letter, ask-
ing you to marry me the day I was

hurt. You believe me?
dw Yeﬁ. "
“Good girl. If youa had received it

then, would yon have accepted me?”

“*Yes, " very slowly.

“Then. by all that is aggravating,
why don’t you take me now?'' asked
Brad, making frantic efforts to reach
her. But she moved away. ‘' Oh,
dear, was ever a man so shamefally
used? If it were not for that gunshot
wound! Don't take such mean advan-
tage of acripple, Kingsley. Come here,
I want to show yon about this edito-
rial."”

But Miss Kingsley saw danger ahead, |

and she moved to a more discreet dis-
tance,

**Shot or no ghot, I shall walk across
this floor, Kingsley—oh, confound this
leg! Excuse me. Come here, Virginia,
like a sensible girl and kiss me. 1
don’t believe you care a row of pins for
me. 1 have proposed to you by letter
and by word of mouth.
lame devil, half sick yet, with all the
signs of a relapse coming on, and yoo
won't call me "Brad, darling,’ again."

He rose and cautiously lowered one
foot to the floor. **Ow!merciful good-
ness, what a twinge! Oh, do bring me
gomething; there are galts on that ta-
ble.”

Miss Kingsley, thus thrown off her
guard, ran with the smelling salts and
applied them to the sufferer's nose.
Only for a moment, though, for the
salts fell on the floor, and she was held
tast.

‘It was a mean advantage to take,”
said Brad a moment later, laughing tri-
umphantly, ‘*but what else could [ do?
And truly that foot did make me wince
a little. Don’t try to louk so severs,
Kingsley. I know you are not half so
angry as youn try to appear. Now go
into the next room again and find a lit-
tle box in the lower right hand drawer
of the desk and bring it to me."”’

Virginia obeyed and then straightened
her hat before the mirror.

*It is scandalously late, nearly
noon, '’ she said, **and press day too. 1
have ever so many galleys of copy here,
to say nothing of the editorial which
you did not write."’

‘‘Bother the paper. Its editors do
not became engaged every day. Come
here, Kingsley, and let me see how this
ring fits."’

““He buys a solifaire,” she said sauec-
ily. ‘‘Independent stock must have
taken a endden rise.”’

**Don’t be impertinent, child, It was
my mother’s ring. She told me to keep
it for my wife. I think she would like
you, Kingsley. Give me your hand,
quick. It is time for my lunch, and 1
think 1 hear Mrs. Smart coming. A
pertect fit. Youm ought to kiss me for
it.””

““Do you see what the clock tells?
Where did I put my glasses? Oh, here
they are, Good morning, Mr. Harper.”

Smolcy City has filled the predictions
of the most hopeful boomers. It is a
thriving city now. The Independent is
the leading newspaper, and its edifor is
a rich man, Mrs. Bradley Harper
keeps her carriage, and no longer wears
an ink stain on the index finger of her
right hand. *‘Mrs. Harper,”’ her hus-
band calls her very properly in company,
butin private he always addresses her as
“*Kingsley,”'—Adelaide Rouse in Phila-
delphia Press.

ENGLAND'S UNEMPLOYED.

Labor Leaders Say That Not Enough Is Be-
ing Done and Make s Large Proposal.
Labor leaders are complaining that

the government authorization to the lo-
cal authorities to spend money upon re-
lief works for the benefit of the unem-
ployed is not taken advantage of in a
half dozen districts. The resalt is that
distress is rapidly becoming acute in
most of the large towns, to the great
benefit of the socialist and anarchist
agitators. It is difficult to see what
more the governmment can do, unless it
go in for state socialism on a gigantic
scale, for which public opinion is not
ripe.
The latest proposal is that the gov-
ernment gehould guarantee loans for, say,
$250, 000,000 to enable the carrying out
of a national system of foreshore recla-
mation all around the coasts. Such
work, wherever undertaken by private
enterprise, has certainly proved profit-
able, and it is urged that Holland has
demonstrated its practical and remu-
nerative character as a government en-
terprise.

There is no reason to doubt that in
the London district alone the reclama-
tion of the foreshores of the Thames,
from the metropolis to the sea, is per-
fectly feasible, and wounld provide work
for thonsands for many years, be of im-
mense public benefit, and yield a good
return on the outlay, but the govern-
ment natarally hesitates to take the first
step in such a vast undertaking.—Lon-
don Cor. New York Sun.

To Be Determined at Leisure,

A Milwaukee heiress was introdnced
to a young man the other day and re-
marked that she did not like the cut of
his whiskers. He offered to shave them
off if she would marry him, and she im-
mediately consented. As soon as the
barber and the minister could gef i
their deadly work, the twain were made
one. There may be a moralin this
story for rich maidens or hirsute bach-
alors, but we don’t know where to find
ijt. Those interested, however, may
study it ont at their leisure.—St. Paul
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“VENICE OF TODAY.
| MODERN LIFE IN THE FAMOUS CITY
‘ OF THE DOGES.

Costumes Now and 200 Years Ago—A Con-
i stant Fete In the Streets All Day Long.
[ Market Men Discusses Folitics Across the
|  Street—Not All Poetry and Romance.

The Venetians themselves do not seem
' greatly to have changed their character,
| or their clothes, or their castoms of life,
from those of old paintings and plays
| and histories.
i In the matter of clothes I refer of
| ecourse only to the working people. Our
| seignorial selves have changed from the
|' courtly garments of the Mocenigos and
the Foscari sadly for the worse. There
was a new play the other mnight at the
| Rossini, a clever dramatic scene of the
| period of the last of the doges, by
| Count Zugana, a local author and play-
| wright. It was played by the Venetian
| comedy company of Zago and Privata,
well known in Italy. The costuming
' was extraordinarily good for 1taly, good
| for any country. The details were his-
Itm-i.cul'ljr accurate, many  conncilors’
gorgeous gowns and ladies’ robes being
actually family relics. The inevitable
afterpiece of Italian theaters was a
farce comedy of today. The same actors
and actresses appeared in modern
‘‘pants’’ and dresses, according to the
latest fashion of Milan. The contrast
was painfully striking.

So much for clothes. For types and
characters in Venice today you have
only to read Goldoni of mearly 200
years ago, or even earlier writers of
i comedy, to know them well. The dia-

lect itself is but litile changed. Gol-
| doni’s comedies are being played nightly
in the people’s theaters of Venice, as
though the anthor were alive -and
writing satires upon the present gen-
eration of Venetians.

In the narrow streets, the dark little
shops, which hug each other closely,
gide by side, are the same queer, open
air sort of bazaars and boufignes of
hand workers, unchanged since the first
days of the republic. Cheesamongers,
cobblers, iron workers at their forge,
silversmiths, beaters of brass and cop-
per, money changers and surgeon bar-
bers are all plying their difierent trades
in their windowless shops, almost as
though they were in the street itself.

Intermingled fruit, lower and veg-
etable stalls give gorgeous bits of color
to the somber background of the narrow
calle, and there is always a strip of
heavenly blue, with perhaps a piece of
a white clond, up there between the
roofs, to help “compose’’ the picture,
like Paul Vercnese's joyous canvases.
There is a constant fete going on in the
streets all day long. The sound of hu-
man voices, scraps of song, the clicking
of wooden pattens and the musieal
tapping of metals furnish a perpetual
qccompaniment to all of your business
and bargaining. The cheeseman dis-
cusses politics with the iron werker
across the street, all the While he is
serving you, and uses his knife to ac-
centuate the gestures of his argument.
The price of a capon induces a quar-
ter of an hour's discussion, which
includes family news, the latest gossip
of the parish, much good humored ban-
tering and a final compromise on the
fowl.

Babies and cats play in the middle
of the street and look at yon with
wondering eyes when you step over
them. Pretty women pass you, with
black shawls over their heads and red
stockings beneath their short skirts,
and show youn graceful heels and insteps
at every lift of the foot from their
loose pattens. They have a word and
a laugh, as they pass, for every shop-
keeper and worker. Gondoliers swing
by, their hands in their pockets, their
hats tilted to ome side, their coats
thrown gracefully over one shoulder
and a rose or u cigarette stuck behind
the ear. They cannot help their uncon-
scionus grace any more than the dirty
brown sails of a fishing boat their pic-
turesque beauty. Every one is laugh-
ing, joking, bantering and bargaining.
Life is sad enough, and has trouble
enough, God knows. Most are poer,
and many are suffering. But that is
only a greater reason why they should
make all the pleasure they can out of it.

The small details of everyday life in
Venice retain all their charm of color
and romantic association, after youn
have ceased being a tourist and become
a partially settled resident. Youor first
impressions do- not seem to fade, or’
become spoiled, through familiarity.
The most commonplace things youn do
are tinged with an element of the pic-
turesque and the poetical. The man
from whom I boy small wood and coals
has a shop which would delight the
heart of a Dutch master for a subject.
He himself, in it, with his blouse, red
walstband, faded brown trousers and
his silver white hair, accompanied by
his big yellow Syrian cat, would fur-
nich the best fignres for the picture
without chooging. And his garrulous
talk over a bargain is as full of wit as
a dialogue in a play.

I do not mean that you live in a con-
stant ecstatic state of poetry and ro-
mance. A cook, whose name is Ange-
lina, will sometimes make an omelet
too hard, even in ar old fifteenth cen-
tury palace. And even a Lorenzo or
an Antonio of a gondolier, with all the
picturesqueness of his name and call-
ing, can drink too much new wine on
the very day your friends are to arrive.

The everyday doings differ in no great
measure from those of modern mortals
at home. There is the same business
to attend to, and affairs to look after,
that there would be at home. House-
hold duties are the same and the pleas-
ures of life are composed of the same
ingredients. You go for afternoonr
promenades, to & o’clock teas, dimmer:
theaters, much the same as you won!
at home, But the surronndings and a‘
tendant circumstances of these fun
biogs are what make the color in ti
modern life of Venice,—Boston Her:'

A Prophecy For 1894,

Dr. Parker. pastor of the City Tem-
ple of London, has been indulging in a
wholesale prophecy for 1894: He says:
“‘Next year will be one of the brightest
in the history of England. Russia also
will have great prosperity and will
make great advance. (Germany, especi-
ally north Germany, will have a hard
time of darkness and suffering.’’
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ROLLING ACROSS THE OGEAN,

The Curlous Craft That Is Proposed by a
French Engineer.

In these days of revolutionary proj-
ects in matters mechanical and scien-
tific unusnal engineering exploits have
lost much of their tendency to create
surprise, Still that sensation may be
produced in a mild degree by the latest
scheme of ocean transportation which
has reached us from France, and which
bhas M. Bazin, not unknown in engi-
neering circles, for its anthor,

M. Bazin proposes, in brief, to build
an Atlantic liner on eight rollers, with
the view of securing speed much higher
than any thus far attached, arguing
that the wheels or rollers on which the
vessel is to rest will so greatly diminish
the resistance offered by the waves that
30 knots an hour will be easily within
the bounds of possibility, and will en-
able the passage from Southampton or
Liverpool to New York to be made in
four days. The rollers are to enter the
water to a depth of about 26 feet, and
revolve within a platform placed about
24 feet above the water, so that there
will be a rolling instead of gliding
body, as is the case in ordinary ships.
The rollers presumably are to be worked
by engines to secure propulsion.

M. Bazin claims to have settled by
experiment that the stability of the
roller type of vessel is at least as great
as that of the ordinary type, and be-
lieves that the construction of his design
of ship will* be much less costly than
that of the usual description. Accord-
ing to French report, it is propored to
put M. Bazin's plans to a practical
test by constructing a vessel about 400
feet long and of about 90 feet beam,
with rollers 75 feet in diameter, and 85
feet wide. The latter are to make 22
revolutions per minute.—Cassiers’ Mag-
azine.

A MYSTERY OF DREAMLAND.

While the Doctors Were Helpless a Boy s
Vision Effected His Cure.

In Bavannah, Mo., last June, Thomas,
the 11-year-old son of a farmer named
Alexander Gilpin, wasd stricken with
rheumati of the right side and leg.
The pain gmm severe that his parents
‘wers o to keep anything from
touching the body or limb. Drs. Mar-
tin, Kerr and Jefferies of Savannah
counld do nothing to stop the pain. On
Thursday, Dec, 7, he fell into what
seemed to be a trance and could not be
aroused for gome hours. When he fin-
ally awakened, being unable to talk,
he wrote on a piece of paper to his par-
ents that he had seen his two little dead
brothers and sister. He said they told
him to send to a certain field and at a
particular place to scrape away the
snow until they would find a bed of
moss, and under the moss a bunch of
roots, which they were to bring to him.

The doubting parents yielded to his
entreaties, and going to the place found
everything as the boy had stated. They
bronght the roots home, and the boy
told them how he had been instructed
to prepare an ointment with them. The
cointment was made and applied to the
seat of pain, the result being that the
next day the boy left his bed. He can
now walk as well as ever,

These facts are vouched for by O. J.
Hurley, the editor of the Savannah
Democrat, the physicians, and all of
Gilpin’s mneighbors.—St. Joseph (Mo.)
Dispatch in Chicago Herald.
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A Workingman's Discovery.

Some years ago a tobacconist discov-
ered the utility of tinfoil for wrapping
tobaccos. Theretofore paper had been
exclusively used for the purpose, but it
did not serve to keep the moisture of
the atmosphere away from the tobacco
nor preserve the natural moisture of the
tobacco from the effects of a dry or
heated atmosphere. Paper also ab-
sorbed the aroma of the weed and was
not sufficiently lasting. Therefore tin-
foil was used for wrappers. But it be-
came coetly and could only be rolled to
& certain thickness or thinness, beyond
which the ingenuity of man seemed to
find it impossible to go. The fact was
that no rollers conld be made to sustain
the pressure necessary to mashing the
tinfoil to a leaf sufficiently thin to suit
the manufacturer.

Many ingenions inventors struggled
with the proposition for months and
gave up the problem as unsolvable, when
& simple workman about the shop one
day, after rolling two sheets to the cus-
tomary thickness, put the two sheets to-
gether into the rollers and made both
halves as thin as they were before. This
was as simple as standing an egg on end,
but it created a revolution in the manu-
facture of tinfoil for tobacconists’ use
and made & mint of money for the dis-
coverer.—Philadelphia Press.
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CORVALLIS NURSERY €0.
Fruit, hades e,

Shade ard Ornamental Trees.«
Crapevines. Hedge Plants, &c
derful Tennant

~All Stock
Healthy and Vigorous.
3 0

o ;
_y%c = Intending Purchasers and others

s . interested areinvited to call at Grounds
Mﬁ-half mile west of Corvallis and examine

Growing Stock:  J. D. CLARK, Manager,

«

Just RReceived!

———

A FRESH LOT of SUMMER SAUSAGES

AT

-[A.HODES

e

Headquarters for Foreign and Domestic Groceries.
FROM 25¢ TO $1.50 PER POUND. COFFEE FROM

TEA 25¢ to 50¢ per pound. All kinds of Farinaceous (Goods in

Stock. Canned Fruits, Fish, and Vegetables. A complete line
of Smokers’ Articles, Cigars, Tobacco, Brier and Meerschaum Pipes
always on hand. Stationery, Playing Cards, Notions, and Pocket Cut-
lery. Also a full line of Willow, Wooden and Stoneware. Tea, Cof-
fee and Spices a Specialty. Sole Agency for Antifermentine to pre-
serve fruit without cocking.

BOOTS AND SHOES.

Ladies’, Misses’ and Children’s Fine Shoes
—— AND SLIPPERS.—— |

Lieaderss in Latest Styles and Lowest Prices.
W. WRIGHT, Manager,

Corvallis, Gregon.

PIOJEER BARERY

EHICDT+
+ ROFPEE » SR O®GIC. *

Hodes & Jall,

Plain and Fancy @onfectioneries,==Tee @ream.
@igqp§. “Our Silver Champion,” “Belmont,” “General

Arthur,” and a full line of Smokers’ Articles.
Comeflin when Hungry and get a Lunch any hour of the day.

TANGENT NURSERY.

— Founded In 1867.——
W. H. SETTLEMIER,

Proprietors.

- - . ProPRIETOR.
O all those wishing to plant fruit trees of any variety, I would call special
attention to my large stock of Fruit, Shade, and Ornamental Trees, Flop:erl,
Shrubs and Vines, and well selected stock of Evergreevs. Prune trees will be
sold at the very lowest price, Special figures on large orders. Our trees are
First Class in overy respect, and are free of insect pests. Having been engaged
in the Nursery business at this place for 35 years, 1 feel myaerfl competent to
select the best fruits adapted tor this climate. Send for Catalogue and Price
List to H. W. SETTLEMIRE, Tangent, Lion Co., Or.

E. B. HORNING’S GrOCERY,
UTHE BARGAIN HOUSE.

AT THIS STORE You can procure at all times Choice Groceries, fresh from the

markets, at prices defying competition. I have just received a fresh supply of Spi
and Flavoring; Extracts for your use in preparing ] PRIy of Bpices

A
Goonp IDININEER,

And inl'i:w you tojcall and purchase Glassware, Chinaware, Fruits, Nuts, and everything

" E.B. HORNING.

|Gazette Store for Stationery.




