) ELL, my children, here

is Thanksgiving time
again, and we turn to
our turkers with a pret-
iy joyful and a pretty
hopeful heart. Bless
you, though, ome holi-
day treads so quickly
upon another's heels In
), ! this country that the
f' last celebration is in
=< danger of tri.ppi!I:g} up
the former one, Itisa
ol feat age, and your Un-
cle Sam will no soomer get out his memo-
randum book to sum up his causes for
gratitude than December shoots out
“Merry Christmas!” and the whole string
of celebrations seems to break loose. It
is, indeed, & fast nge, my children, o fast
age. Why, time was when it took three
whole days to make a feast; one to prepare
for it, one to get over it, and one to enjoy
it leisurely. We rested from Christmas
to Washington’s birthday, and then had
nothing to do but get ready for the Fourth,
Then, Thanksgiving found us with long-
Ing for turkey, and the holly season sharp-
ened our appetites with its savory odor
of plum pudding.

But, bless you, my children, those good
old days are past and gone, along with
last year’s fashions. We rush and hurry
from one festival to another, and fill up
the spaces with flag days, and arbor days,
and memorial days, and world's falrs, and
soldiers’ monuments, until your Uncle
Bam is on a dash from onc end of the
country to the other, trying to fulfill his
state and national engagements. And,
whenever he hopes to snatch an hour's
rest, bless you! some invitation arrives,
and he has to secamper off to lay a corner
stone, or crown an arch, or fire a salute, or
respond to a toast, until his very last suit
is in imminent danger of losing its buttons
and fraying at the scams!

But {0 return to our turkey and the list
in the memorandum book. Thanksgiving
is here, and the earth is rejoicing! The
peace jobilce is over, things fixed for com-
fort, and calmness and happiness, and the
football player is now monareh of the day.
During his temporary sovereignty, let
Uncle Sam recount the blessings of the
¥ear that bas run its course through ways
of perll and hardship, but, withal, of
blessings.

Your Uncle Sam is grateful that the
war is over, and Cuba can sit down at
the November table with a Thanksgiving
all her own. Spaln must not complain of
her “cooked goosel” Time Is when your
Uncle Sam, getting riled, acts quickern a

wink., It took some vessels, some guns,

some of his own sure boys, to teach those
dons how to run, but it had to be did! The
scrimmage had to be short, for all hands
were due back at the home table this
hlessed Thanksgiving day, and, the ball
set rolling, it was hustled along fast. We
are thankful that the world knows how
prompt we can act for right against op-
presslon, how sure we are of our mettle,
and maybe before many more Thanksgiv-
ing dars—Iif things don't go a little more
civilized lo the far Bast—there’s a Tur-
key's head we'll have to chop off before
we can sit down to our plum pudding
table quite easy and satisfied.

Your Uncle Sam Is especlally grateful
for the pretty girls that remain in the
country. This international matrimonial
market business has been giving the lords
and dukes and earls a chance to rob us
right and left. We must put a stop to
this, boys! The table don't look right
with so many pretty faces gone, We need
all the beauty and smiles and winsomeness
we can find, and If those titled foreigners
must have a live, bouncing American girl,
let them come over here and be American-
ized and naturalized, and sit down at the
table and learn our ways.

We have had some glorions shows the
last year—flower shows, county falrs, &
blg Western exposition. We ve had
conventions, and the chance to view In
public the men and women of the epoch,
with an extra gathering to press down
good measure. We bave had baseball and
tennis and golf, and yacht races and row-
ing. And in them all American muscle
and Amerlean brains have topped the bar-
gain and capped the climax! Let us give
thanks for all these amusements and
pleasures, thanks for our blessings, thanks
for our hopes.

And a special hurrah for our farmers,
amid all this joy of health and vigor!
Think of the bountiful reward for the la-
hor of the husbandman! We have been
preserved as a nation, and our glory shines
afar before all peoples. We have wel-
comed the oppressed, we have given a
shelter to the homeless, We have aided
suffering, and borne the Stars and Stripes
whtre they were needed the most.

Once more, children, all together! wav-
ing an encouraging flag over to Hawaii
and Cuba and the Philippines, a cheer for
them, a cheer for America, yourselves and
Uncle Sam:

My country, ‘tis of thee,
Sweet land of liberty,

Of thee 1 sing.
Land where my fathers dled,
Land of the pligrims’ pride,

From every mountaln slde
Let Freedom ringl

— L EN tha chllly wind Is blowing and the snow s softly falling
| In the streot and o'er the meadow sere and brown,
And the dry and leafless branches droop beneath the touch of winter
And take on thelr fieecy coat of elderdown;

When the harvest, ne'er so plenteous, Is at last all safely garnered—

Frult of field and bending orchard and the

vine;

When the hearth-fire roars and erackles and the farmer's eye Is daucing,
And the faces of his loved ones gleam and shine;

When from ocean unto ocean, from the northland to the southland,

in the mart,

the mill, the shop the busy hum

Of the tollers set to work agaln now swells like glorions muste—
Sign and prophecy of better times to come:

Then with feasting and with joy a mighty host shall keep Thanksglving

O'er a natlon reawakened, strong and free,

O’er & scene of amiling plenty, o'er our rescne from -dice perlls,

O'er the promise of the golden years to be,
—R. W. Ransom.

HER HEART'S DESIRE.

 [rl

E shall give thee thy

heart’s desire.”
The choir of the

little conntry church

did mnot sing the
beautiful words very
well, The soprano's

voice was unmistak-
»» 8bly “cracked” and
the tenor displayed
surprising disregard
] of time and tune.
o But then, there were

. f"‘ no musieal critics in

L the small congrega-
tion scattered throughout this quiet lit-
fle country chuorch that Thanksgiving
morning. And the beauty of the words
and the promisd contained in them touch-
ed the hearts of many,

“Wait patiently upon the Lord and he
shall give thee thy heart’s desire,” repeat-
ed the choir.

“It is not truel”

The words were not spoken, but they
were in the thought and heart of one old
woman sitting far back near the door. 8he
sat alone, for she was alone In the world.
Those who had once peopled the old pew
with her—father, mother, husband, broth-
ers and sisters, and the child of her love
and care, all were gone. The quiet peace-
ful beauty of that Thanksgiving morning
and the spiritual atmosphere of the church
had quite failed to appeal to old Ma rgaret
Hudson. Never had she felt in a more
rebellions mood. It would haye dazed
and palned the white-halred old elder in
the pulpit had be known the thoughts that
were uppermost in the mind of the small,
dark, keen-eyed little old woman whose
head gave g little defiant toss when he
rose and said:

*“Let us bow our heads in prayer.”

Margaret Hudson did not bow her head,
and her heart did not respond to the sim-
ple, fervent prayer of Elder Norris,

“What's the use?’ she was saying an-
grily to herself. “Haven't I been bowing
my head and my koees in prayer for years
and years—in one prayer for one thing, for
my heart’s desire, and has it been granted
to me? No, it hasn’t! I bhave ‘waited
patiently on the Lord’ and He has not giv-
en me the desire of my heart, I don’t be-
lieve that He ever will give it to me. I've
jost faith and hope. I can’t help it. My
"heart's desire’ has been Genied me so long
and the promise has not come true for me.
I can't believe that it is true.”

There were educated, polished and bril-
lant ministers in beautiful city churches
who preached with less slmple and tender
beauty than that old elder preached that
moroing about the joy of gratitude and
pralse-giving for the blessings of God, but
Margaret Hudson was not touched by the
words. Her faith had lost Its Olivet and
her love its Galilee.

“When He gives me my heart's desire,”
she said stubbornly. “When He sends my
boy, my Jim, back to me, I will believe
that His promises are true. I can'ttrust
Him any more until He does,”

She did not tarry at the close of the ser-
vice for her usual greeting of old friends,
but stole out alone and burried toward her
lonely home, the homeliness and desolation
of which were pever so hard to bear as
now.

“If He'd hear my prayer and send Jim
back to me it would be so,” she said,

Jim! Her heart's desire! Where was
be at that moment?

“God only knows!” his mother sald be-

tween her broken sobs as she went slowly

along over the country road, the bright
sunlight of a glorious November day lend-
ing a radiance to the brown leaves still re-
maining on the trees. It had been twenty
years since she had seen Jim. He was
then a handsome, headstrong boy of 18,
and the only child that had come to her.
She had Inyished upon him the warmest,
tenderest affections of her life, and yet ghe
never knew just why Jim had run away
from home in his 18th year and she had
never seen him nor heard from him since
that day.

She knew that he had gone “ont West,”
and she was too poor to follow him, had
she known where he was.

There had been vague and nnfounded
rumors that he had “got into trouble,” but
proof of this was lacking, and her nelgh-
bore had long ago ceased to speak of Jim
to Margaret Hudson. But not for one
day nor for one hour had she ceased to
think of him—her heart’s desire,

Twenty years of unanswered prayer had
ended in this spirit of depression and re-
bellion, and there was no love nor grati-
tude in Margaret Hudson's heart that
Thanksgiving morning.

Presently she came to the bars In a
fence by the roadside through which ghe
must pass on her homeward way. She
leaned heavily on the bars, and then drop-
ped slowly to her knees with her head
resting on one gaunt arm stretched ont
upon one of the bars. Her lips moved
slowly in praper:

“Oh, God,” she said, I have been 50
sinful. g0 wicked. Forgive me and let the
desire of{ heart be for perfect trust in Thee
no matter what Thy will may be concern-
ing me. Make this my heart's desire,”

There was a smile on her brown and
wrinkled old face when she rose to her
feet and went on her homeward way, A]
trace of rebellion had fled from her face,
and her eyes shome through a mist of
tears.

She pushed open the gate before her tiny
brown house and when old Hero, the dog,
came bounding forward with nolsy greet
ing she paited bim kindly and said cheer-
ity

“Good old dog! Glad to see me, aren't
yon, old fellow?”

She looked up to see a tall, broad-shonl-
dered, brown-bearded man coming rapidly
down the path toward her with outstretch-
ed arms and twinkling brown eyes,

“Mother!"” he said.

“Why, Jim!”

And they walked up the path with their
arms around each other,

And Inter Margaret Hudson went softly
abong her tidy, sunny dining room setting
her tables for dinner and singing softly,
“¥Whait patiently upon the Lord and He
shall give thee thy heart’s desires”

A THANKSGIVING BANQUET.
The Pilgrims' Dinner Given to Im-

dian Chiefa.

“The state dinner of the occasion—the
real Thanksgiving dinner—took place on
Saturday, the last day of the celebration,”
says the Ladies’ Home Journal, “Not-
withstanding that the kitchens of these
wilderness homes were sadly wanting in
many of the most common essentials of
cookery, there was no lack of good things
nor of appetizing dishes at this great feast.
The earth, “the air and the water had
yielded of their bountiful supplies, and the
good dames had dene honor to their skill
and Ingenuity by setting before their hun-
gry guests and companions a Yepast as
sumptuous and tempting as it was varied
and delightful. KForemost of all there was
roast turkey, dressed with beechnuts; then

came rare venison pasties, savory mes!
stews with dumpiiags of barley flour; de
licious oysters (the gift of the Indians, and
the first ever tasted by the white men);
great bowls of eclam chowdar with sea
biscuit floating on the steaming broth;
roasts of all kinds, broiled fish, =salads,
cakes and plum wporridge; while the cen-
ter of each of the long tables was adorned
with a large basket overflowing with wild
grupes and plums and nuts of every va-
riety.

“It was the time of the Indian summer.
The soft, mellow sunlight shone warmly
through the drowsy haze, illumining the
somber woodland with a rich golden light,
while the gentle winds of the south, laden
with the sweet perfumes of the forest,
came as a lingering dream of summer to
add to the joy and brightness of this
Thanksgiving feast. Upon the balmy ale
arose the hum of many voices and tha
merry music of kiughter, as the pilgrims,
with their Indian guests, partock of thy
feast that the Provider of all things ha
given them.”

The Farmers' Hoard,

Heap high the farmer's wintry hoard!
Heap high the golden cornl

No richer glft has autnmn ?oured
From out her lavish horn!

Lot other lands, exulting, glean
The apple from the ploe,

The orange from Its glosey green,
The clusters from the vine.

All through the long bright days of Je
Its leaves grew green an® falr,

Apd waved In hot mldsummer's noon
Its soft and yellow hair,

And now with autumn’s moonlit eyes,
Its harvest time has come,

We pluck away the frosted leaves,
And bear the treasure home,

—Ezxchange.

CARVING THE, TURKEY.

Adepts Have Reduced the Art to an
Exact Sciencs,

Something more than a sharp knife and

@ tender turkey is necessary to be master

of the situation, when a turkey is placed

before you. The adept earver has the art

of peparating the joints of the bird down
to such an exact science that in one min-
nte they can cut the most gigantie turkey
into pleces each a good size for a plate.
Plant the fork into the turkey’s breast,

and cut off the left wing. This is done
with a downward swing that catches the
joint. The fork meanwhile, with a prong
on each side of the breasthone, is held
stiff and firm in the left hand.

Now press the blade of the knife down-
ward, and remove the leg and second joint.
As these fall upon the dish they must be
lifted to a small platter to be out of the
carver's way. There should always be a
warm platier near the carver.

The third move of the carver is to slice
off the breast, removing it in layers paral-
lel to the breast bone. This makes a slice
of very good graln, better than if it were
cut crosswise,

stroke is upward from the
the “oyster
bone” on the side. This reveals the stuff-
ing, which can be sliced off.

The fourth
pope’'s nose so as to cateh

The wishbone is next removed. This Is
done by slipping the knife under the point
of the bone, after the breast is sliced off,
and sweeping it downward toward the
neck. A very nice portion of the meat
comes with it. Follow these directions
and carving a fowl will not be difficult.

We Thank Thee, Lord.
For evl.ld things which make us love the

good;
For anll temptations which we have with.
tood,

-}
For sins abhorred;
For bitter palns that gave us sweet sur-

cense;
For life, for death, and Death's great
daughter—Peace—
We thank Thee, Lordl
—Chlcago Times-Herald.

Something to Be Thankful For.

§ = : P
What's the use to borrow trouble

When we know It doesn't pay?
Bo let's give that we

Oun Iast

Bt. Jacobs Oil cures Rheumatism.
Bt. Jacobs Oil cures Neuralgia.

Bt. Jacobs Oil cures Lumbago.

St. Jacobs Oil cures Soiatica.

Bt. Jacobs gil cures Sprains.

8t. Jacobs Ol cures Brofses,

8t. Jacobs0il cures Soreness,

Bt. Jacobs Oil cures Stiffness.

8t. Jacobs Oil cures Backache.

B8t. Jacobs Oil cures Muscular aches.

Did’nt Get Her Share. _

Mrs, Newcombe (as she puts down
the family paper, fondly to her hus-
band)—Oh, Herbert, if I could only
read such a lovely obituary notice in
the paper about you as I've just read
about a man down in Pittston. Some-
how, blessings seem to me to be awful-
ly unevenly divided nowadaye —Judge.

Scrofula
Iin the Blood

Scrofula larks in the blood of almost every
one and unless its poisonous taints are
thoroughly expelled from the system, it is
liable to break out at any time in sores,
eruptions, hip disease or some other pain-
ful form. Hood’s Barsaparilla cures
scrofula promptly and permanently.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Is America's Greatest Medicine. §1; six for $5.
Hood's Plils cure indigestion. 25 oents.

As a Brother.

A certain curate was of a painfully
nervous temperament, and, in conse-
quence, was constantly making awk-
ward remarks—intended as compli-
ments—to the bishop and others. Hav-
ing distingnished himself in an unusual
degree during the gathering of clergy to
an afternoon tea at the bishop’s palace,
he was taken to task for his tailings by
a senior curate, who was one of his
companions on the way home.

““Look here, Bruce,’” said the genior,
decidedly, *‘you are a donkey! Why
cannot you keep quiet, instead of mak-
ing your asinine remarks? I am speak-
ing to you now as a brother—'"

Loud lavghter interrupted him at
this point, and for the moment he won-
dered why.—8t. Louis Globe-Democrat.

Pure Tea

in packages
at grocers’

Schilling's
Best

A monster sewing machina, weighing
thiee and one-quarter tons, is in uee in
Leeds, Enlgand. 1t sews cotton belt-
ing.

No household is complete without a bot-
tle of the famous Jesse Moore Whiskey. It
is 8 pure and wholesome stimulant rec-
ommended by all physicians. Don’t ne-
glect this necessity.

The bitterness of a grain of strych-
nine can be tasted in 1800,000 grains
of water.

To Cure a Cold in One Day
Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets,
All druggists refund money if it fails to
cure. 25c,

A cuobioc foot of new fallen snow
weighs five and a half pounds, and has
12 times the bulk of an equal weight
of water.

If you want the best wind mill, pumps,
tanks, plows, wagons, bells of sizes.
boilers, engines, or general machinery, ses
or write JOHN POOLE, foot of Mo n
street, Portland, Oregon.

of the natives ia 24 yeuars as against 44
in Britain.
Piso’s Cure for Consumption is the best

of all couih cures.—George W. Lotz
Fabucher, La., August 26. 1805,

One Method of Treatment.

Jones—Our minister is apt to take
an original view of any subject. He
is to preach next Sunday on the para-
ble of the prodigal son.

Smith—1 don’t see how he is going
to say anything new about that.

Jones—You can’t tell. He may
make his sermon an expression of sym-
pathy for the fatted calf. —New York
Journal.

The Kalser's Tour.
The Kaiser’s Pilgrimage to the Hols
Land has a prominent place in the issue

There are interesting pictures of the
scenes of the emperor’s tour, including
one representing the women gathering
etones to repair the roads before the
emperor’s arrival.

A Forced Loan. =

Sympathetio Visitor (to prisoner)—
My good man, what brought you herei

Facetious Prisoner — Borrowing
money.

““‘But they don’t put people In prison
for borrowing money!”

“Yes, I know; but I bhad to knoock
the man down three or four times be-
fore he would lend it to me.’’—Tit-
Bita,

Since the first railway was built, 70
years ago, 400,000 miles of road have
been constructed.

The drill of the Roman soldier was
exceedingly severe. It comprised not
only the use of weapons, but running,
jumping, climbing, wrestling, ewim-
ming, both naked and in full armor.

An iron-mil! company in Ohic has
succeded in making a fine guality of
cement from furnace slag,
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{} **A Perfect Type of the Highest Order of '
Excellence in Manufacture."’ 4

WalterBaker«0o’s

Gasts Less Than OFE GENT 8 Gup.

Be sure that you get theGenuine Article,
made at DORGHI}STER. MASS, by
WALTER BAKER & CO. Ltd, {
EstasissuEn 178o.
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A SAGE BRUSH ' : : :
: NIGHTINGALE.
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ITTY MIMS Is not a common
E(: name, nor can it truthfully af-

firmed that It Is at all snggest-
Ive of romance, Yet Kitty Mims was a
remarkable young woman, but this
was duoe as much to her unusual sur-
roundings as to ber undonbted personal
charms,

Simon Mims, Kitty's father, was the
landlord of the Aurora Hotel, the only
tavern In the mining town of Experi-
enca, Nevada, that agreed to furnish
accommodations for man and beast
and kept its pledge to the letter,

Slmon Mims was known far and near
as “the doetor,” and he felt not a little
proud of the title. “I aln’t never grad-
dyated, as ye mout say,” he would ex-
plaln to strangers who came for a pre-
scription, “but thar’s two palns I set
on relleving every time, and they're the
palns that most troubles folks {n these
diggings—they’re hunger and thirst.
Are you troubled that way, friend7”’

The population of Experlence was
mostly translent and largely composed
of rough miners, many of them fore!gn-
ers, who seemed to have scquired the
English language In a very profane at-
mosphere,

The gentler sex was not well repre-
gented. Four sets of cotillons exhaust-
ed the supply.

But had the ladles been represented
by the osual proportion, and had Ex-
perience been many times more popu-
lous, still Kitty Mims must have been
the belle.

Her education was limited to a not
very famillar acquaintance with the
three Rs. But the miners, one and sall,
were ready to wager thelr “bottom dol-
lar" that as a singer “Kitty Mims could
give the odds to Neilson, Patti and the
hull caboodle of "em, and then come out
many lengths ahead.”

Judged by the effect of her efforts, no
prima donna that ever trod the boards
could surpass ber swhen she sang “The
lone starry hours give me, love,” which
was always followed by a storm of
“angkores.”

But she came out the strongest In
“'Way Down Upon de Swanee Ribber”
and “Home, SBweet Home,” songs that
invariably produced a great deal of
coughing on the part of her bearded
auditors, and the use of handkerchiefs
—Jjust as If they were troubled with
sudden colds or dust In thelr eyes.

Of course Kitty Mims had suoltors,
and of course. she was the cause of
much heartburning among her many
admirers, for it must be confessed she
was not Ignorant of her charms, and
she used her charms with a fascinating
tyranny agalnst which the strongest
did not dare revolt, -

Rufus Ford, the superintendent of
the mine, was a confident, fine-looking
fellow, and he boarded at the Aurora
Hotel. Up to the time of his meeting
Kitty he was In profound ignorance of
poetry as an art. But his sonl was
touched so that he attempted to com-
pose & song In which he deslgned hav-
ing “darling Kiltty Mims” at the end of
every stanza., He falled miserably in
the effort, as a more practiced rhymer
might have done.

“If the name had only been Ferd,” he
sald, “T'd had no -trouble. with it
There's ‘adored’” and ‘floored’” and
‘gored’ and—and—"

“And ‘swored,” ™ sald Tom Reed, com-
ing to the foreman’s ald

Mr, FPord refused any assistance In
this directlon that savored of profanity,
and it may be added that he had no ad-
miration for the young man who volun-
teered his help.

Tom Reed was a tall, well-bulflt man
of six and twenty, “bashful as a gal”
his companlons said. He was the only
man In Experlence who neither drank
nor gambled.

It was Rufus Ford's privilege to sit
at the table on which Kitty Mims wait-
ed. He was always Kitty's first part-
per at the dances, and the very first
time 4 buggy drove down the one street
of Experlence Kiity sat In it beside the
young superintendent.

The older men joked with Simon
Mims, and though the landlord was
non-committal, he gave the Impression
that he would not object to Rufus Ford
as a son-in-law, '

The younger men gradually dropped
oft one at a time, reluctantly leaving
the field to Rufus Ford; the only excep-
tion was Tom Reed.

It might be sald, however, that Tom
Reed was mever really in the fleld. He
did not board at the Aurora Hotel

EITTY MIMS MOUNTED A CHATR AXND
BANG THE FAVORITE S05GS.

Kitty had never “sweetened his coffee
by looking Into it"—a plan that was
thought to save her father much sugar.
He had never danced with her, though
once when he did muster up courage to
ask her hand for the next set she was
engaged.

Tom Reed spent many of his spare
hours at the hotel, watching for Kitty
Mims and pretending not t0 see her
when she came In sight. ;

On her 19th birthday Tom sent her a

bougunet of wild flowers he had gath-
ered In the hills that moerning—in honor
of the ocecaslon the whole camp took &
hollday—and in the center of the flow-
ers he hid a golden heart which he had
himself rudely fashloned from a nugget
he had long kept by him.
. It was rumored that Rufus Ford had
sent to 'Frisco for a “dime-ant ring,”
and that Kitty would wear it at the
dance that evening.

As often before, the dining-room of
the Aurora Hotel did service as a ball-
room that night, and from the crowded
doorway Tom Reed looked at the danc-.
ers, and he caught the flash of &8 jewel
on Kitty's hand,

After the danclng had progressed
some time theé men about the walls be-
gan shouting:

“A songl A spng from the sage brush
pightingale!” Having no cold to urge
as ap excuse, and being as willing to
oblige them as they were anxious to
bave her, Kitty Mims mounnted a chair
amid great applause and sang the fa-
vorite songs. 3

During the evening Kitty managed
to get near to where Tom Resd was
standing, and she whispered:

that encireled her smooth, white throat.

Tom Reed dld not walt longer, but
went to his cabin up the mountain side
and lay down, but it was not to sleep,
He could not define his feelings, could
give, if questioned, no adequate canse
for the tumultous joy ai his heart, He
was too happy for reason, too much ex-
cited for rest.

It was near daylight when he fell
into a doze, but in his dreams he still
saw the blossoms in her halr and the
heart of gold upon her breast.

Bhe was calling his name—louder—
louder. She was beating on the door.

“Tom Reed! Tom Reed! For God's
sake come out! The mine is on fire!”

He sprang up and threw open the
door.

There stood Klity, white-faced and
exclted.

“See, Tom! gee! There are eight men
in the shaft and all of them mar-
rled—"

Tom Reed dld not walt to hear more.
He saw the pillar of smoke shooting up
from the mounth of the mine, about
which the people erowded, the bravest

THEEE BTOOD EITTY, WHITE-FACED
AND EXCITED.

not daring to descend the fatal opening.
Even Rufus Ford had lost his head and
seemed paralyzed.

“What are you about, Tom Reed?
Don't go down, man! Don't!” shouted
the people.

“Stand by! the fire has not touched
the shaft, Pull up—usual signall”

That was g]l Tom Reed sald, The
next instant he was lost to sight. He
had gone down the chaln, “hand over
hand.”

After long minutes, a gignal came up
from the smoking deptbs, The station-
ary englne was started, and the bucket
rose, holding four blackened, half-suffo-
cated men.

Agaln the signal was glven and agaln
the bucket rose, with four other men,
and one of them gasped out; “For
heaven's sake, lower away! qulek! Tom
Reed s roastingl”

The bucket flew down theshaft, from
which lurld heat gusts now eame with
the smoke,

An awful lapse of agonizing seconds,
ihen came a faint slgnal to “Haul up!”

The bucket flew to the surface envel-
oped In flame,

A cry of horror burst from the
throats of strong men, and Kitty Mims
fell, falnting, beslde the blackened,
blistered form that was snatched from
the mouth of the pit.

“Any other man but brave Tom
Reed would have dled,” was the gener-
al comment weeks afterward, when It
was found Tom would live—live, but
never agaln to look up at the sky and
the hills that he loved,

“Why—why did you go down?" asked
Kitty, as she sat feeling her fingers—
they had no jeweled ring now.

“I thought of the wives of the mar-
rled men, Kitty. I was single. What
mattered It so that I saved them.”

“Hush, Tom!"

He felt a tear on his hand and Le
knew her lips were near his sightless
face.

“Youn will want a wife now, Tom.
Let my eyes do for both. Father is will-
lns‘n boe

It 1s the privilege of queens to pro-
pose, but then Kitty was a queen, and
she Is none the less one now that she is
Mrs. Reed and the landlady of the
Aurora Hotel ’

If Tom Reed ever bemoaned his ca-
lamity no one knmew lt—not even the
wife, from whom he could have no se-
crets.—Utlca Globe,

FANCY NAMES FOR POISONS.

Danger Lurks in Many of the Eo-
Called Headache Remedies,

In his quarterly report on the health
of the borough of Chorley, Lancashire,
Dr. J. A, Harrls, the medleal officer for
the dlstrlet, calls attention to the Indis-
criminate sale and purchase of the
varlous so-called headache powders.
He states that under his direction the
county police cbtained slx or seven
samples from different shops in the
town and had them submitted to analy-
sls. In every case the guantity, of the
active Ingredlent was found to be In
excess of the maximum dose of the
drug allowed In the British pharma-
copoela. These remedles belong to the
class of the analgesics, the members of
the group in common use for this pur-
pose being acetanallde or phenylaceta-
mide, phanazone, and phenacetin or
para-acet-phenetldin. Thelr properties
were fully considered In the section of
pharmacology and therapeutics at the
meeting at Edinburgh, where Profes-
sor Stockman (Glasgow). opened a dis-
cussion on the “Therapeutic Value of
Recent Synthetle Analgesics; Thelr
Benefits and Attendant Risks." There
was & general expression of opinion
that these drugs required to be bandled
with the greatest possible care, and
that a slight error of judgment with
regard to dosage might be followed by
disastrous results, All these substances
depress the heart’s actlon, and In toxie
doses diminish the force of the respira-
tory act, The danger is not obviated
by selling a polsonous drug under a
fanciful -name.—British Medical Jour-
nal.

An Outrageouns Slander.

The public may not know the good
story, which has been a joy for many
a long day among musiclans, which
tells how a ¢elebrated conductor, ad-
mired and beloved by every onme who
knows him, accused his wife, in broken
English, of conduct the reverse of ad-
mirable (to put it mlldly). He was re-
fusing an Invitation to an afternoon
party for her on the plea of her delicate
bhealth; but he evidently got a llttle
mixed during his explanations, for he
made the following astounding state-

which was news, Indeed, to the
world in general: “My wife lles In the
afternoon; if she does pot lle, then she
swindles!” N. B.—“Schwindeln” is the
equivalent In German for “feeling
glddy.”

An en are pleased with the 1‘::{
mént gmmm ft comes to 1
ione

v LR T o

Oonnublialities. -

A Migsouri man filed as an answer to
his wife’s suit for divorcean agreement
signed by both “‘to disband.”

Mr. Woodruff, the New York man
who has accumulated 50 wives, simply
makes Chicago's Bates-Gates, of seven-
wife notoriety, look small.

“I have always had a desire to go on
the stage,’' eayas the St. Louis young
woman who was married last Saturday,
and is now seeking a divorce. 8he not
ouly wants to go on the stage, but she
wants to begin as a star.

PERIODS OF PAIN.

Menstruation, the balance wheel of
woman's life, is also the bane of exist-
ence to many because it meansa time of
great suffering. _

‘While no woman [s entirely free from
periodical pain, It does not seem to have
been na-
ture's plan
that women
otherwlise
healthy
should suifer
EO Eeverely.
Lydia E. Pink-
Lham's Vege- _
table Com-
pound is
the most
thorough fe- §
male regula-
tor known to
medical sci-
ence. Itrelievesthecondition that pro-
ducessomuch discomfort and robs men-
struation of its terrors. Herels proof:

Dear Mns. Pixgpam:—How can 1
thank you enough for what you have
done forme? When I wrote to you I
was suffering untold pala at time of
menstruation; was nervous, had head-
ache all the time, no eppetite, that tired
feeling. and did not care for anything.
1 have taken three bottles of Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound. one
of Blood Purifier, twvo boxes of Liver
Pills. and to-day I amawell person. I
would like to have those who suffer
know that I am one of the many who
have been cured of female complaints
by your wonderful medicine and advice.
—Miss JexNie R Mices, Leon. Wis.

1f you aresuffering in this way, write
as Miss Miles did to Mrs. Pinkham at
Lynn. Mass,, for the advice which she
offers free of charge to all women.

A canal connecting the Mediterranean
with the Red sea existed as early as
600 years before the Christian era, Its
length is 23 miles.

_Beems to Get Ripe.

One compluint seems to get ripe in
antomn, and that i neuralgia. To
soothe the pain, strengthen the nerves
and rid the system of it, use St. Jacobs
0Qil, the best known cure.

From China §450,000 worth of
human hair is experted annually. It
comes mosetly from the heads of male-
factors, paupers and dead people,

The “"American Boy" Battleahip.
Every American hopes our school boys
will succeed in their efforts to raise $3,000,-
000 to be used in building & battleship. It
costs great sums to build a warship, but

{eou can bulld u E vour health with Hostet-
r's Btomach Dilters at small expense,
This remedy I8 for all stomach, liver an
bowel disorders.

Rochdale's Many Churches.

The town in England beat provided
with places of worship is the ancient
one of Rochdale, where there are 145
churches and vahpels. Fifty belong to
the Church of England and 05 to the
Nonconformiste.

Follow Tt Up.
8it down and cool off suddenly, and
then regret it, for stiffness and soreness
is bound to follow. Follow it up with
8t. Jacobs Oil and you will have nothing
to regrot from a prompt cure.

The New Frank Laoslie's
Monthly.

Frank Leglie’s Popular Monthly for
November is the initia]l naomber in the
new and improved form of this long-
time favorite illostrated family maga-
zine, with a handeome cover in colors
and gold. Ita price is redoced to ten
vente, one dollar per annum. This fs
unquestionably a wise and popular
move on the part of a the publishers; .
and the retarn of Mra. Frank Leslia to
the editorship of the magazine assures
for it a future a8 brilliant as its past
has been prosperons,

Fopular

Bicyclea are taxed in Shoreham,
Mase., the sverage assement this year
being $50.

8100 REWARD $100.

The readers of this paper will ba pleased to
earn that thers s at least ane dreadad discass
fhat selence hes been sble to curs in sll s

es, and that iacatarrh. Hall'sCatarrh Cure
is the only positive curs known to the medicsal
frateruity. Catarrh being a constitutional dis-
ease, requires 8 constituiional treatment.
Hali's Catarrh Cure s taken internaily, sciing
directly upon the blood and mucous sariaces
of the system, thereby destroying the founda-
tion of the diseass, and giving the patlent
ltrengl'.h by buﬂdlng up tha constitution and
asalsting natore in doing {ts work. The pro-
prietors have s0o much faith in ita curative
ruwen. that they offer Cne Hundred Dollars

01

r any case that it fails to eure. Send for list
of testimonials. Address
F.J.CHENEY & CO,, Toledo, O.

Eold 'h;rlru 750,

Hall's ¥ Pills are the best,

Stockings were first used in the 11th
century. Before that cloth bandages
were used on the feet.

When coming to San Francisco go to
Brouvklyn Hotel, 208-212 Bush street,
American or European plan. Room and
board $1.00 togi.w per day ; rooms 50 cents
to §1.00 per day; single meals 25 cents,
Free coach. Chas, Montgomery.

Some scientists assert that the purest
air in eities ie found about 25 feet

above the street surface.

Fermanently Cured. No fits
FIT‘ after first day's use u;l Dro{{?igzvfli??::t
Nerve Restorer. Send for FREK 82.00 trisl
bottle and treatise. DR. B. H, KLINE, Lid,
Arxch street, Philadelphin, Pa.

The Aeolinr harp was the invention,
it is believed, of Athanasius Kircher,
who lived in the seventeenth century,
and it is 8o called from Aeolius, the
god or ruler of the winds.

How to
Get Strong

A system which
l;;i.hbetcome run flc:wrl

etrying weather
of the past summer
is not in a condition
to meet the severe
winter of this climate
and will easily fall a
prey to disease unless
a proper tonic 1s
vsed.

_ Dr.williams Pink
Pills for Pale People
are the best medicine
in the world for build-
lng up and strengthen-

G,

ing an enervated
system.
Do not confuse

these pills with ord-

stren gthen the nerves.

Major A. C. Bishop,
clvil entglneer. He says :
out of

which convin

O

constitution.” —Deiroit Free Press.

sell at greatly reduced prices. A
. Write for price-1ist and discounts.

Froint and Everett Sts.

of 718 Third Ave,, Detroit, Mich., ia a well-known
: "When I had my last lpcllofﬁfc.kness and came
e hospital I was a_sorry sight. I could unot regain my strength,
and could not walk over a block for several ]
in the néwspapers regarding Dr. Willlams' Pink Pills for Pole Peaple,
me that they were worth LP'in

1 did not take them for my complexion but for strength, After using them
I feit better, and know they did me worlds of good. 1 am pleased to
recommend them to invalids who need a tonic or to build up a shattered

inaty purgative pills.They do NOT act on the bowels, thereby
further weakening the body.They build u the blood and

weeks. Inoticed some articies

and I bought two boxes.

%

(,

, At all drvuggists or divect fvom the Dr. Williams Medj-
cine Company, Schenectady, N.Y. Price fifty cents per box.

We carry in stock a large wp?ly of the above conveyers, both "f%:',fnd lelt, which we will
ts.

50 all slzes of elevator buckets an

Willamet Iron Works

s PORTLAND, OR.

American
Iype

Founders
Company

We lead and originate
fashiops in....

EVERYTHING FOR THE

PRINTER....
Ny

TYPE

Cor. Second and Stark Sts.

++e.PORTLAND, OREGON

And save middleman's Iraﬁ!s. Men's fine tall-
et g s omt blanks,

e, samples, sclf-measurem
mailed l'ree? ddress J. LANDIGAN,
building, Portland, Or.

NTHILTOREADTHS

Male and female nts in their own town
can make from m‘ﬁ% & day easy. Somethin

entirely new. Noexperlence neeeoalrr. Sen
for a irie sample. e RNICE & O0.,
151%¢ First 8i., rooms 1 snd 18, Portland, Or.

BUY THE CENUINE

SYRUP OF FIGS

CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP CO.
£ NOTE THE NAME.

BASEBALL, FOOTBALL.

ATHLETIC AND GYMNASIUN SUPPLIES,

elo.,
cKay
Mention this paper

-

WAL & FiNOK 00 B maa|

If you made o home
51286 entr or Lo

nne 22,1874, for lesa
than 160 aecres,

you are entitled to an additional entry,
which {8 assignable and worth anmmhinq.
Widows and minar orphans of deceasad sol-
diers have same right. I will buy it. Do not
wasto postage unless you meade &n original-
entg a8 stated above.

JEREx COLLINH, Helena, Montana.

YOUR LIVERE

led B dy willdoit, Three

doses will 1nake you feel better. Get it from

m:dmggist or any wholesale drng house, op
Stewart & Holmes Drug Co,, Seattle.

Is it Wrong?
Get it Right

YOURSELFI

&
in

GF e?-‘l”l?-n
e and ::l.'llﬁh—
Sold by

N3 CURE

unnatural

muW'
e g
tent on requesl,
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