THE GHOST
OF A ROSE .|

A New Story by

MRS. FRANCES BURNETT.

E ALL drew nearer the
deep, old-fashioned fire-

place, as people are apt to
do on awinter's night, when
they sit without light and the con-
versation takes a supernatural tarn.

Pretty Miss Brookes looked over
her shoulder fnrtively, the sreat
wax-tlower hlue eves widening in a
most dubious  manner.  Helen
Maxwell took up her crochet work, |
and began to apply herself o it
energeticallv.  Dear old lady Dain-
tree smilinl o her sweet, henign |
way, and smoothed down the front |
of her black satin Jdress with  her
pretty old plump hands, | !w:kwl‘
at Valerie, bt Valerie did not
look at me. She was kneeling at |
Lady Daintree’s side, the folds ufl
her purple train trailing over the !
rug of tiger skin, her heautiful, !
thoughtiul eves resting on the tire. |

“I don’t care what they say
about it,” she said slowly, with il|
little shudder.  “*Yon may helieve
what vou like, and, of conrse,
know you will all look astonished
when I tell you that I, for one,
half believe in them."”

“What!" saild laedy Daintres,
patting her hand with @ quick,
hight touch. “*Nay, my dear—what
are you saying 2"’

“That 1 believe in ghosts,™ suiil
Valerie, without lifting her eyes.

We all tried to laugh, and failed
miserably, of course, i

“Why should 1 not,"™ argued
Valerie. “Why shculd not you?
What are angels but spirits, and
what are pghosts but the same
thing? You all believe in angels,
#0 why should you deny ghosts?
It is inconsistent to talk abont
guardian spirits, who wateh  over
and guand us, and then deny such
spiritial existences altogether.””

“Did—but yon never saw one?”
Suttered poor little Luey Brookes,
timidly.

“You never saw an angel,”” said
Valerie: “and as to the ghosts—
well, there ix one in this very
Honse,"!

There was a territied chorus of
exclamation, and then Lady Dain-
tree patted the lovely hand again.

“My love,” she <aid, hall jesting-
v, “what will Geollrey say if vou
frighten us all <0? Now von will
have to tell the story, to show what
foundation von have for saceusing
poor old Daintres in =ueh a man-
ner,”

Valerie langhed, rather faintly,
however, though she colored bright-
Iy enough.

She  was ensaged to Geollry
Daintree, and had come to Thain-
tree House at her handsorme old

eves may lose nothing by being
particularized, sinee  deseription
may do them ful! justice, or possi-
bly, may Hatter them somewhat.

It was not so with Valerie, how-
ever.

Oneoniy knew of her that she
was fair and tall and wonderful,
that her cyes dazzled, that her de-
licious voice stmek a tender, re-
sponsive chord in one's  heart.
Hers was that subtle charm which
enslaves mer and women alike,

and makes friends of them for a |

life-time. She had conquered even
silent Geoftry  Daintree by it, and
taken his  delicate,  old-souled
mother captive ; certainly she had
won every other guest in the house,
Yet I am sure that her vietories
were as sweetly unstudied as a
woman's vietories may  be, and
there wis not one of us whose
favor she hald souzhit in o way dif-
fering from her manner to the
rest.

Suarely, if there ever existed a
popilar beauty she was that wonder
embodied.

I conld not help watehing  her
that night when Geoffry returned.
IHe had been absent all evening on
business, and when he came in
baoted and spnrreed and jaded, she
wis croseine the wide  hall, and
met him,

“1 thonght von would never
come, trunant!” 1 heard her say
softly, as she gave him both her
beautiinl hands 3 moment, then
knelt to the hearth and stirred the
tire to i cheerful glow. ““And vou
look pale and tired.”

“1 am tired,”’ he answered—
“tired enongh; but then the sight
of you revives me, iny queen-rose !
And he raised her hands to his
lips, kissing them with passionate
tenderness.

But Geoffry was in a strange
mood. He was pale and preoccu-
pied; there were care-worn lines
on his forehead, and his eves were
sad.

“I have a trouble to-night,” he
said; ““a heavy one—an old one,
Valerie ; and I scarcely know how
to let vou share it with me. Some
time | must make it eclear—some
time | will. Have patience with
me awhile longer, love.™

He kissed her red, blooming
lips, and we went up stairs to-
gether—Valerie and I—and when
I left her at her chamber-door, it
seemed to me that her fair, rapt
face shone as a white star shines,

But, thongh I heard her turn
the key in her lock, five minutes
had not elapzed belore she came
out of her room again, and eross-
ing the passage, summoned e in
a strange, low voiee,

I opened the door and went ouf
to her, and the instant 1 saw her, |
recognized a sudden change which
had eome upon her,

The tender radianee had  dicd
ontof her facee, and her eves were
dilatedd s altogether, it struck
that she had seen something that
had frightened her.

Was it weak or inconsistent that
there should flash across my mind

ladvships urgent invitation.
”It' IwWo Were viery fondd of each
other already, in fact.

| i recollection of what we had heen
talking about when we sat aroand

“1 have no ')I’ljl'l'Ti‘.“ to tellins 1 the fiee in the dusk ?

“sinee it

t, Do sure,” <he sail,
S sy f‘.‘i.-i]_\' told. You see,

the Daintree ghost is searcely an
orthodox ghost, after all. it s
simply  the fragrant ghost of g
rose, '’

“OFa rose ! we all ejaculiated
onee.

O a ro=e,” she said: ““for,

thongh its blossoms were woven
imto a tragedy, it is not the hero or
heorine of the tragedy we're haunt-
ed by, but the rose which the
ficorine wore and which  was the
anse of her death. The story

{ “Aniee,”
laclios, § With me—come with me into my

sher wpispered, “‘come
room."

Startled as 1 owas, 1 was
coward enough to draw back and
ardled to hier disturbanee ; =0 when
she led the WILY Arross the thresh-
ol Fiollowed, wondering and ter-
rified.

“Some one has been
said.  “‘lawk there!™
pointed to the hearth.

A chair was dreawn ap to the fire,
a5 if s one had been sitting on
it recently, and on the soft, thick

not

|'1¢']"P.“ <hie
amd  she

runs thos: Three hundred vears
aro there lived a certain DBasil
Iaintree, who fell in love with «
fair neichbor, and, with the help
of lwer mother, married her, mueh
agninst her will.  Of conrse there
was another lover wandering in
forcign  lands, and in time, of
course, he came back and fonnd
out what wrong had been done
him.  So he disguised himself as o
page, and entering his rival’s ser-
viee, reveled himself to the lady,
and by doing so worked out a
bitter revengze upon the man who
played him false. He was a fair,

klender, golden-haired stripling,
and the story sayvs that for some
tirme  Bagil  Daintree  suspected

aothing; but one day in walking
behind an ivied wall he saw a
white rose, thrown by a white
hand, flutter downward from his
venng bride’s window, and hurry-
ing to the terrace beneath, he
caught sight of the tall golden-
haired page striding away, slip-
sing this rose into his doublet.
“ery naturally, the stern Daintree
kept watch aiter this, and the end
was that one moonlight night he
saw a white rose fall from thelbow-
er-window agunin, and seeing it he
leaped out upon the slender page.
thrust his sword through his
heart, and, dipping the rose in his
life-blood, carried it to his faith-
less wife, and flung it in her fuce, |
saving ag he did so: ‘Lemun,
vour rose has changed to red.” He
never spoke another word in Ler
wesenee, even when she died, as
she did shortly afterward, of a
broken heart. The legend also
aflirms that after the rose iell on |
the floor it wis never seen aein
and ever sinee that time. when
gorrow is to fall upon the honse of
Daintree, throush kith, kin or
stranger, a heavy odor, like the |
scent of a crushed rose, floats
abont the Ludy's death-chamber.™

There was a breathless panse
after this, which was broken at
Inst by pretty Lucy Brookes. whao
listened to every word in foar and
trembling.

“Which was
asked,

“The Blue Room in
wine, " Valerie answered.

“Whv. " eiaeulated Helen Mox-
weoll and I, Both at onee, St s
vour room, Valerie!”
o ¥ e owis e biril r--;'~.

v b oenazhit hiere o

the room?” -he

the west

ruz lay a torn, stained slipper, and
a soiled serap of lace and cambrie,
which had onee heen a0 woman’'s
handkerchief.

I broke into a low ery, but Val-
erie bent and picked the handker-
chief up.

“There is it name upon it,” she
said, “See Anice!”

And when I fook it from her |
siaw embroidered in one corner the
single word, “Lucia.’”

It was startling enough, con-
sidering the fact thet all the house-
hiold il retired, and we two ocen-
pied the only chambers in use in
this <toried west wing, | |,

But this was not the worst,

As I stood there holding the
draggled bit of lace and cambric,
and staring at it, something vague-
Iy terrfble oceurred.  Valerie gave
a littlestart, and spoke to me ina
low, hurried voice :

“Anice—Anice,” there are no
flowers in the room, are there?”

I dropped the handkerchief upon
the carpet, and a second later had
caught her by the arm, dragged
Lier out of the room, across the
passage, info my own apartment.
never stopping until I had locked
the door and stood with my back
against it,

“What was it
wis something—I
=007 s _\'llll .-'-pr_:kr-."

“It—it was the perfume of a
flower. " she answoered.

And thongh T hal asked the
question, I'knew that it was, too;
for the moment she ealled out to
me, | recognized it myself—the
heavy, floating odor of o erushed
and dving rose,

For a few minutes 1 argued that
It was< our duaty to tell some one of
what we had reen; but at last 1
hesan dimly to comprehend that
Vilerie was strangely reluctant.

For the moment she read the
name  on the handkerchici hor
mood seemed to have changed al-
torether  Some careless servant
sent  ap-stairs with a few  odd
thines, mizht have entered the

I erieel.  “*It
noticed 1t as

froom and dropped both articles,
i

to the mysterions periume,
that  mnst .'f'ri;lilll'\‘ hie kvp.‘ i
seerel,

“We are excitedd no, Anice,”" she

said, pale still, despite her eawer-
ness. Lt s try o calm ourselves
and talk about it quictly. It was

viry foolisii inme to alarm yan
all. 1 oucht to Lave | V1

it

|
|

THE MORNING HERALD:

nEghE alwavs makes a coward of
b}

Valerie did not return to her
room, however, but shared my bed
with me; and though 1 spent the
nizht restlessly enongh myself, 1
think T must have slept more
soundly than she did, for when I
awaked, I invariably found tlat she
was awake, too.

When I opened my eyes in the
morning  she was dressed and
standing at the window; and on
my  addressing her, she turned
toward me with a slight start,
showing me that she was pale vet

{ —even paler than she had been

|
|
|

the night before, I thonght. She
was sa pale, indeed, that when we
went down to hreakiast, Ly
Daintree noticed i,

“Why, my love,” she exelaimed,
as Valerie beat to kiss her, “haw
pale you are this morning!  You
look as it von had seen a ghost.” |

And  Geoffry glanced  up, and
lopked ot hier anxiously and ten-
derly.

But =i Linghed the accusation
off, and sat down at the table; yet
she did not vat much, I saw, and
she certainly id not regain her
color.

She was less bright than usual
all the day. Generally she was
the light of the house, with her
radiant face amd sweet, tunefnl
yoice; but we noticed then that a
shadow seemed to have fallen upon
her.,

Having almost recovered, under
the influence of daylight, from the
effeets of my fright, I had courage
enongh to acense her of being the
greater coward of the two, but she
only smiled faintly, and denied the
charge.

““It is not that,”” she said. “How
could it be, since daylight has
proved my theory of a careless ser-
vant to be correct? Both slipper
and hankerchief were gone this
mornin, and, of course, ii there
had been anything remarkable in
their being there we would have
heard something of it. It was not
a thief, at least, and as to its be-
ing a phost, ghosts do not wear
raggred slippers and drop cambrie
handkerchiefs.

The next daya curious thing
happened.

We were strolling together down
one of the queer, old-fashioned
walks, walled wlth elipped box,
when T struck my foot against
some small object, and on stooping
to pick it up I'found that it was
nothing less thanan oval case, con-
taining a miniature.

When I opened it a slip of paper
fluttered ont, and, but that Valerie
canght it, it would have fallen to
the ground.  As it was, chance

ural impulse drawing hoth our eyes

of exclunation, for, written upon
it, in a thin, nervons, vet dashing
hand, were these words:

My love! My life! Your Licia,

Whoever Lneian might be, she
wits certainly vonng and beautiful,
if the picture was a trine one.  Just
the Kind of a2 woman to write sueh
words toa lover—a  dark, viand
young creature, with dosky brows,
great flashing Spanish  eves, and
lip= like a thread of  searlet, alto-
gether fiery, foreign and impassion-
el

We were both standing  looking
at her when there eame the sound
of quiick feet just behind us, and
we raised onr eyes o conlfront
Geoflrey Daintree himself, white,
asitited and nervons.,

“1 have lost something, ™ he he-
gan, hurriedly.  “A miniature in
andd oval ease. I think 1 dropped
it here. Ah——"

He had canght sight of it in Val-
erie’s hand.

She held it ont to him with a
strange calmness which surprised
me.

“This is it,"” =he said. “Take it,
Cieoffry,” and turned herseli guite
away trom him,

“Valerie!” he broke out.
You ure wrong, by heavens!”

“Hu=h!" she commanded; and
the calm strength of purpose in her
sweet voiee conguered him at onee

“No!

—nay, almost seemed to crush
him. ‘‘Hush! Not yet. Let us
wait, I could not listen fairly

now ; and yvou might not be quite
just and true to yourseli, Wait
until to-morrow. I promise I will
hear every word then. Anice,
come."”’

And she drew me away, passing
him like a fair statue called to
life.

I was so Dewildered that—
woman-like—when we were ont of
hearing, T could not hold ny
peace.,

“Valerie!" 1 eried ont, “Valerie!
what does it all mean? Tlow ¢an
you be so cold and calm ?"

“I am neither,” she answered.
“That is why I wounld not trust
myself to listen. T have heard of
this Lucia before, but «did not be-
lieve. Don’t ask me now. It was
so long ago, and until 1 saw the
name upon the handkerchief, I hauld
forgotten the story. It is a sad
one, Anice—a bitter story for a
woman to believe of the man
she loves. 1 have been reluctant
enonch to look the matter in the
face—I trusted him so; but now—"
She went to her room when she
reached the house, and did not
come down to the parlors for near-
Iy two hours, and when she did
come,  Lady  Daintree  spoke !
anxiously of her pallor again.

“T am afraid Daintree does not |
agree with you, my dear.” she|
said, in her sweet, motherly way. |
“You look ill again this evening.”
The evening lagged almost|
wearily, until we separated to re- |
tire to our respective rooms, which |

did

we much  ecarlier than was)|
customary,
For my purt. with Valerie's

sweet, pals face haunting me, |
could nor sleep at all, and after

If it bBad  beenr i broad "
luht, instead o ni, & i
Layv Flobre pro L 1t I: but l

tos=ing on my pillow for an hoar,

Lmade up oy mind to rise. |
conthl readd, at liast,

It iip anid Uirew oneg e
Phic vk 1 wanted was in {h
deawine-rong, <o | open il
soor enily: aml erept dowy
FLMR s,

When T oreached the bottom

toit, hoth of us nttered o low ery

Lwas,

SUNDAY., NOVE

pansed, for, to my intense surprise,
| saw the roym was still lighted,
and through the hali-opened door
1 caught sight of our beautiful old
hosters, standing upon the hearth,
and a yvoung gentleman, who seem-
ed just to have returned, for he
was both booted and spurred, and
had not even removed his hat.

“Mother,” T heard him say,
“try to hear up. It is sad news
this time. Lucia is gone, and they
cannot tell me where !

“(ieory ! she eried, and  her
dear old face wao as pale as his
own. Oh, tieoftry! my chilil!
my child!™

1 turned away, and crept up the

stairs again, hurriedly.
There was a secret, then about
this Lueia, and it was a secret hid-
den even from Valerie, who cer-
tainly had the right to know all
geerots that were not guilty ones,

Could this be a guilty one? 1
conld not believe it was, sinee dear
old Luly Daintree shared it, and
erieved with him over it,

But how could it be otherwise,
when a betrothed lover carried in
hix bosom the portrait of a beauti-
ful woman, who lavished upon
him passionately endearing  epi-
thets? How could it be otherwise,
when e soent hourfin mysterious
ab=enees connected with her?

There was no reading for e
that night. 1 went to bed again,
and lay tossing tand fro, thinking
of Valerie, until | fell into a heavy,
restless sleep.

. * * Y » +*

About midnight I awakened with
astart,  Why I started I could not
explain to myself; but for some
mysterions reason I felt nervous and
terrified, as if I had suddenly brok-
en off in the middle of an evil
dream. Still I was sure I had not
been dreaming, which made my
condition all the more mysterious.

I lay for a moment or so with
half—rfoae-d eyes, dimly conscious of
the firelight, and then all at once I
sprang up in bed with a low cry of
terror. The room was full of float-
ing periume—the perfume of a rose.

At first 1 was too thoroughly
frightened to move; but before I
had been sitting up many seconds
a fresh sensation forced itself upon
my notice,

I was beginning to feel chilled,
as if cold air was blowing npon me.
1 turned my head naturally toward
the door, and saw that it was
wide open, though 1 remembered
quite distinetly that 1 had not only
closed, but locked it bLefore | went
to hed.

One moment, and I was stand-
ing upon the floor, trembling from
head to foot.  Nothing would have

threw it into her hands, and 2 nat- 1 induaced me to remain.

I ¢rossed the corridor, feeling
more excited than ever—the hoi-
rible odor was there, too—and
when I reached the Blue Room |
could searcely speak.

“Nalerte I 1 said, in & low tone.
P Valerie!™  And tapped soitly on
the door.

Then entue the most tervible ex-
perience of my life.  How can I go
back to it—how can 1 deseribe it!
Yet surely L can never forget it.

From the room within came a
a strange, mysterions sound—not
Valerie's voiee, for she dild not
answer,  The sound of which 1
speatk vwas nothing horriple
than the sharp, panting breath—
like the breath of some wild ani-
mal—of  something which  was
eromeching upon the threshold in-
side—erouching =0 ¢lose 1o the
door, that when it moved its gar-
ments rustled in a deadened way
azainst the wood. | knew there
was some fearful, uneanny thing
there then.

1t flashed upon me all at once
that there was greater danger than
[ had ever dreamed of suspecting,
and though 1eould not understand
it my excitement almost drove me
me,

“Valerie! I shricked out. ““Val-

leess

erie!” Valerie. Who 18 in the
room with ;'ou'? Speak o ome!
Valerie! Valerie!” 1

I beat upon the panels with iy
hands. I called out again and
again, and the horrible rustle and
panting of breath was my only
answer.

Then I clung to ths handle of the
door and hegan to shake it with all
my strength, and then—

There was a stroggle inside; a
cry like the ery of a panther; the
door flew open, and as the already
alarmed household  came flying
from the rooms, I found myself
strugeling for life with the creature
who sprang out upon me, knife in
hand—xa  hageard, once beantiful
girl, with eyes of fire, and thin,
fierce lips of searlet—Lueia!

I cannot tell how long the strug-
gle lasted, or how it ended. T think
it mnst have been that Geoffry
Daintree dragged her from me.

I remember his catehing us both
in his strong arms, and then, with
the worn, wild face pressed close
to mine, and the sickening rose-
odor overpowering me, I fainted ;
but, brief as the battle was, 1 still
had time to gee that on the thresh-
inside Valerie lay stretehed all her
white, full length, with a stain of
blood upon her side.

% » * * ® *

After such a story of course must
come an explanation, and this ex-
planation was given to me by Lady
Daintree when 1 recovered from
swoon : but peor Valerie (whose in-
jury  was  serious, though not
dangerou) was not strong enough
to hear it fora week.

Years ago the Daintrees had met
with a heavy trouble. Geofiry's
only sister—the Lucia of the nar-
rative—had become entangled in
an unfortunate love aflair with a
disreputable  Frenchman, while
abroad at school, the end of which
that the lover. finding he
would be the loser by the mateh,
deserted her, and poor impassione:d
Laeia Daintree logt her mined. |
T misfortune being kopt s
weret a8 possible, had tdien

e =
imte @ tloating rumor, as  suaeh
thines are apt to do, and 10 the
FHineyel unforiviseie il £ 1 11t
bon enled s a Freach o s
wltom Gl il
n|¢-l
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heard, and it was this which caused |
her wretchedness when it was re- |
called to her memory by the sight
of the name on the handkerchier.
A few days before the final de-
novemeni of the mystery, Lucia |
Daintree  had escaped from the
estahlishment in which she had
been confined, and gome mad in-
stinct had led her to secrete her-
self in her brother’s honse.

As to the tloating fragrance of
roses, I almaost regret to be obliged
to comfess that this was nothing
more than the result of a faney of
poor Lucia’s, too,

_ She had always affected the ador
in her happier days, and the
French lover had praised it en-
thusiastically, and now one of the
freaks of her insanity led her to in-
sist npon being allowed to use it to
an overpowering extent, and as re-
fusal invariably caunsed her ex-
citement, Geoffry had commanded |
that she should be indulged. i
Valerie could scarcely relate any-
thing of what had passed in her
room on the eventful night, She
had awakened to see the girl
standing over her with angry eves,
had sprung out of bed, received a
sharp stab in the strugele, and
then fainted.

And as to the rest—well, beiore
the red roses bloomed again in the
dear old-fashioned gardens at Dain-
tree, she went there with Geoffry
himself, the happiest as well as the
rarest of sweet and tender wives.

- — e

The Blarmey Stome.

Five miles west of the city of Cork,
Ireland, in a valley wherejtwe streams
meet, is situated the little village of
Blarney. The fame of Blarney is
world-wide. It has a castle and in
the wall of the castle the famous
“Biarmey Stene” is set, in the solid
masenry, abomt fifty feet from the
und about 20 feet below the pro-
jecting roof of the building. Heor
she who is venturons enough to reach
this wonderful magic stone, and has
faith enough to kiss it, is said to
thenceforth have a gift of marvelous
efficacy. Honeyed werds will flow
from his lips. He will win his way
sverywhere and with everybody and
when mankind, and especially woman-
kind, are taken captive by the
 witcherv of his tongus, they will say
‘“‘he has kissed the Blaraey Stone.”
The tendency of modern generations
to follow *‘false gods” is illustrated
even in tho matter of Blarney Stone,
Within the last 70 years it has been
claimed that a stone on the roof of
Blarney'’s castle is the best talisinan,
This spurious claimant to gieatness is
about two feet square and bears the
date of 1703. The one mentioned as
being set in the wall is on the north-
eastern side of the caetle. It bears
the date of the building of the castle
which is 1446, To kiss this the
votary muet be let down 20 feet by
means of ropes, with 70 feet of space
between him and terra firma.  1his
has effect of making almost everyone
believe that the rock on the roof is
the “truc and only Blarney,” because
the danger 1 kissing it is not so
great

Croup Can Be Presented,

Wewont every mother to know that
croup con be prevented,  There is no
question about this; as it has been
done in thousands of cases, and you
muay depend upon it that when a enild
tukes the ¢roun it is wholly owinge to
the necslizence of Jits parents, True
croup never appears without due and
timely warning: a few hours or a day
or two before the attack, the child be-
comes hourse. This losrseness jsthe
first indication of ecroup, and is 4 sure
sign that croup is o follow, unless
promptly and properly treated. The
free use  of Chamberlain's Cough
Remedy as Firceted with each bottle,
under the heading “To prevent eroup,”
will dispel all symptoms of the dis.
case,  This first sign of croup, hoarse.
ness, may be oyerlooked by young
mothers or those not familiar with
the disease.  Under such c¢ircum.
stanees, or when not properly treaced,
the hoarseness becomes more marked,
and the child shows shows symptems
of having taken cold, then a peculiar,
rrugh cough is developed. Even at
this stare Chamberlain’s Cough Rem-
cdy will prevent the eroup, but after
the cough has deveroped the crexp is
liuble to appear at any moment. The
proper way is to keep a bettle of this
remedy at hand, it costs but 3 cents,
and only a few doses, or at mort not
over a third of a bottle, is required to
dispei all symptoms of the discase,
Csn you afford to risk so much fer go
little¥ There is uot the least danger
in giving this remedy in large and
frequent deres, which are always re.
quired, 8s it conlains no injurious
substance. As proof of this fact we
refer to John L. Olson, of Des Moines,
whose 18.months-old boy diank the
entie contents of a H0 cent bottle of
Chamberlain’s cough remedy withont
the least injury. Certainly it made
the baby vomit very freely; but aflter
taking a nap he would have been glad
to have d ‘ank another bottle of the
remedy, as he liked it. A similar in-
stance occurred near Valley Sprimgs,
Dakotsa. Mrs, Mattie Johnson's twe.
year-old daughter, Annie, drank a full
bottle of the remedy without injrry.
This remedy has becn the sele re.
!lance of thousands of mothers for
croup, and especially as a preventive
ior many yearss, and has pever been
known to fail. It is also invaluatle
for colds and whooping-cough, Fer
sale by Foshay & Mason.

Semething Nice.

We have just received a barrel
of genuine German saur kraut,also
graham flour in bulk, and Oregon
leaf lard in bulk. Willamette
Packing Co.

—_—— .
What can we reason but for what we know?
Brownell sells goods Leciuse his prices low
Bringshim the custom. Others bragy and
blow-

But he the goods de sell, that all allow.

The largest stock of watches im
the city at Will & Starks,

i (e Holidays

FARNCY GOODS,

Chinese dishes. Japanese curios-
ities,and novelties of all Kinds liave
beon apened at the Japanese Bazaar
; hwwvone Wa Gee Un,,
nie Temple.

e are jovited to call and |

hofiday -_'r'l!-!:i.

reewf the

Fhie L
nepect these fine
L& Faney zoods sold chicaper |
than in Portiand.

THE NEW DRUG STORE

BLUMBERG BLOCK.

Has opened with a new and cemplete stock of

patent Medicines. = Stationery, Toilet Articles and

DRUGGISTS SUNDRIES,

Having haa sixteen years experience in the drug business, we feel justiticd
in suying that we fully understand the art of compounding and disvensing
medivines,  Our prescription departmn ent is our specialty ; honesty and purity
our motto, The public is invited te call and inspect our stock und get our
prices. H. C. HUBBARD.
| RESIDENCE OVER STOUE] Prescrirrion DRUGGIST.

$H00
WORTH GOLD WATCHES

GIVEN AWAY.

I take this method of intorming the citizens of Albany and vicinity
that 1 have just opened a first class elothing store in connection with my
merchantile business. and have added the most complete stock of gents

urnishing Goods and Clothmg

ever brought to the city. Ia order to advertisze my business I havelde-
cided to give away over $500 worth of Gold Watches. Every purchaser
of one dollar’s worth of goods, for cash, from the clothing department
will receive a chance for one of these gold watches. Steck is ail new
purchased in the east for spot cash, and will be sold at

LOWEST LIVING RATES.

Call and examine my stock eefere purchasing elsewhere,
¥ Nojtrouble to show goods.

Albany. O,

Drugs,

G. W. SIMPSON.,

COLLEGIATE

Departments. In the Academic
De ent there are_four courses of
study of three years each: Classical,
scientific, normal and business. In-
struction is thorough; location, heal-
thy! expenses low; advantages, first-
class in every respect. Fullinforma-.
Sl tion in catalogue, for which address

=T. G. BROWNSON Piss.
. - - . OREGON

LLE (OLLEGE

McMINNVILLE, -

C. E. HAWKINS, F. FARRELL

ALBANY FURNITURE (OMPANY

Does an immense Lusiness in all kinds of furniture, bedroom sets, parlor
sete, chairs, bed lounges, kitehien safes, and all kinds of tahh_ze. ete., ete,
Also have a fine selection of wall paper and wind»w shades, which they are
offering at close figures, Call and sec them, on First street, opposite Stew-
art £ Sox.

MATTHEWS &  WASHBLRN,

carry an immense line of

soves and General - Hardware
Incladiag the cclcbzatel EaARLY BREAKFAST and JEWEL cooking

stoves and raoge:, parlor and sooking stoves, aad ail kinds of kitchen
atzeelst also 4 «wmlpete assortment of

Farmers  and Gardeners” Tools

BUILDERS’ HARDWARE,

Pumps, hese, copperware, tinware spd plumbers’ goods a specialty and
prices are guaranteed to be satisfactory. The public is invited to
call and inpect our stock. Tweedale’s buildine. Albany, Oregon.

SUBSURIPTIONS RECEIVED

—FOR ALL————

Newspapers — and ~ Magaznes

L JNES BOK ST

FOR PURE DRUGS,

TOILEY

AND FANCY GOODS
GO TO——

"] 6.L. BLACKAN

{Buccessor to E. W. Langdon)

_'n“ m-—_

irgs, Paints, O,

Pe and toilet arti
also & fall e of books an

stat , periodicals, ete.
g%m carefully

N 0DD FELLOW'S TEMPLE,
Albany Oregon.

———HE ALSO CARRIES——

. Ling of Pianos and Owoans in the
Willamette Vailey.

EXAMINE "HiIs

eSS

The Fin

cD

§

AND h'!(}(K.

o



