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The Face in the Moon.

{Gracme Murdock in The Continent.]
We Lad all observed for some time that
Tom Eaton had been unlike himself. Orig-
inally a good-natured sort of chap, withéut
much facility in painting, to be sure, but
with any mount of ambition, he had pleased
us all. The one or two sharp criticisms on
his pictures that had been accepted by the
hanging committees and the innumerable re-
ions he had sustained at their hands,
seemed at last to have really turned his tem-
He grew blue, sombre, now and again
gruff, and singularly loquacious on the sub-
ject of his art. He would orate by the hour
on theories of painting, and was some-
times ingenious, if obscure I was
talkinz to Gleason Towner about him
one day, and Gleason, who deals in
caustic speeches, said: “Sum up Tom
Eaton, and be is a good example of a limited
man with an unlimited ambition. He was
supposed to have great talent, and started
out in life under the impression that he wasa
genius. He lived in this dream for a while;
now he is waking to find be is ouly an ordi-
nary sort of man like the rest of us. It makes
him mad, or if he is ‘not mad, he soon will
be,' if he goes about with his notions and
talk.™
A week or so later, Eaton monopolized an
evening at the Kit-Kat club by giving us his
new views on art. Art meant only por-
traiture. Everything else, from still life up
to landscape, was a nere accessory. He
really dawdied on with his thought, thongh

* his words flew fast enosugh, and I felt as if he

-were killing his friendships as I glanced
about the room and saw npmerous indica-
tions of suppressed yawns.

It was so. Gleason Towner said: ‘“‘Eaton
has rung his own death-knell. He belongsin
an insane asylum, not in an art club.”

“] really think his brain is cracked,” sug-
gested Bob Langley. “They say he has an
uncle who—"

But some one broke in with tidings of a
new model, and we dropped Tom Eaton.

- & * * * *

1 do not believe I gave thefellow a thought
again until he chancel upon me the next
summer while I was staying in an out-of-the
way village in Maine, on a sketching excur-
sion. Omne day, in July, I stumbled upon
Eaton sitting out under his nmbrella, paint-

“Hello, old man! given up portraitsi I
called, remembering by the association of
ideas his talk the last time I saw him.

‘*No, this is a portrait,” and he turned his
easel toward me to display a most indifferent
figure of an Irish woman with a basket in her
hand.

He held his brush idly for a moment, and
then looked up at me quickly.

“1 bave eome here to see you,” he said ab-
ruptly. *“I heard you wers here. Will you
go rowing with me to-night! 1 have some
thing to say to you—a secret. 1 have come
all this distance to find you, for say it I
must.”

I will confess to a vague remembrance of
Eaton’s gueer ways, but I am not half a bad
fellow, and was, moreover, a trifle flattered
at this proof of coufidence and friendship, so
I consented.

“At ST he asked.

CAL 8T I answersd.

““Meet me here at this point if you will. I
shall be busy until then, and do not ecare to
see yvou and idly chat over nothings while my
secret chokes in my throat”

He laughed uneasily.

“In love,” thought I; “and I shall liein a
boat and listen to descriptions of her beau-
ties and her charms all night. Heigh-ho!”

At 8 o'clock precisely I had reached the
point, but Eaton was there before me sitting
in the boat, oars in hand, paddling about un-
easily. He had pulled off his coat, and es he
was a fine, brawny fellow, I looked at him
with some admiration.

“What a Hercules you are!™ I eried.

‘“And what a crab, a turtle, are you! Get
in."”

As I jumped into the boat, annoyed by his
tone, which was almost savage, I stumbled
against his paint box and a big bit of canvas

“What are thesa things doing herel” I
queried, as Isat down in the stern of the boat.

“They go where I go,” he replied, “They
are my tools™
We did not speak for some time., Eaton

pulled hard and fast, and I lay back with my
hands under my head and looked up at the
sky. It was just before moonrise, and the
heavens were in their golden glorious expect-
ancy. I did not care tobreak thesilence. The
secret of the night was grander and more in-
teresting than any petty human confidence
could be. Eaton spoke first.

“¥You are not curious?'

*‘I beg your pardon; I am ready.”

He was silent again for a few moments.

“] am going to be a great painter,” he said,
abruptly.

Al! It was not a love secret then!

“But to accomplish my end I must take
terrible mneans. I must condemn myself to
years of agony., I must condemn also an-
other being to a briefer but wvery horrible
torture.”

Then it must be a love story, after alll

“Yes? I replied, as he paused, putting as
much expression as I eould into the words.

My mind, curionsly enough, rambled back
to another moonlit night when 1 was quite a
lad, and when I sat in the stern of a boat
with such a beautiful little girl, Anita Gray-
son by name, a child of 12, perbaps. Some
one sitting by had =aid, ‘“‘Anita looks like the
moon,™ and 1 bad watched her during the rest
of the evening and wondered why, and gone
home to dream that I saw the moon in the
water, and that it had Anita’s face in it
While I was dimly recalling this, and half
listening to my friend, I became suddenly
quite roused from my dream. Enaton had
been saying something about his incapacity
to catch a likeness.

“I cannot make the people I paint impress
me. o One eace follows another swiftly, and
my model flita away with these spactres
Now, only one thing can impress a face upon
my mind, I feel sure—impress it so that it
will stay by me and bhaunt me by day and
print itself on my soul at night. I have
thought it all over. There is but one way.
God help me! I must commit a crime. 1
must kill soms one! That face—his face—
will haunt me. 1 shall-see only that, and I
can paintit. Yon see, I am quite calm in
this matter, 1 have icasoned the thing out.
Iam a good man; my bitterness of spirit
will harass me into work, Ishall hold my
brush with remorse. 1 shall paiut a great, a
terrible picture!”

Great heavens! Gleasor was right. This
is a madman, I thought, and glanced about
with my mental eye to take in the situacion.
It must be strategy versus strength. Isaw
at a glance that I must not display the
slightest fear. His plan was settled. I must
plot to difeat it. In the firss place I must
gain time., This might be only wild talk.

“Whom do you propose to kill?” I inquired
nonchalantly, althongzh my heary seemed to
stand still as I waitel for his answer. He
lifted his oars, and I could hear them drip,
drip in the moment’s silenea,

“I propose to drown a man,” he said
“Then I will tie him to my boat—this, my
Loat, that you and I are in—and et him
float. Ishall drink in the sight of that float
ing face in the dark water, with the moon
light about it, and the world that has scorned
me will hold its breath.”

“An original plan, indeed,” 1
“Have yon chosen your man"

*I have chosen you.”

“¥You should bave selected n handsomer
face, or at least have mads him shave bLe-
fore starting. A bearded face in the water
is—psbaw! very bad, Don’t you seef”

My voice sounded steady, and I was lost in
admiration of myself as a man of nerve
“Don't you seef” I repeated.

“] shall see, for I shall paint it! You take
it coolly,” he continued, eyeing me warily,

My thoughts were flying about in confu-
sion. I could not swim. Eaton knew it. I

am a slight man, a mere nothing to this
Heromlae Na haln indaad hnt hy mv wits.

replied.

=

If 1 was cool, so was he, T must try a new
teck, unsettle the fixed idea that anchored
his wild fancy and gave him this terrible
strength of purfoae.

“A woman's face would have been better,”
I suggested. *‘Something really poetic abont
that, now! Ab, look there!” I crid, an idea
striking me, aud pointing as I cried out to
the moon mirrored in the water. She Rad
risen, but had been cut off from us in the
heavens by a ledge of rock at our left, just
beyond this jut, Ler counterfeit presentment
gshone round and full in the water. ‘“Look
there!”

““What do you see? cried Eaton, his voice
trembling with excitement, his whole body
eagerly bent forward.

A woman's face in the moon in the
waves!” 1 called, gazing fixedly as ifata
vision. “What a brooding face! What
shadowy hair! What a slow smilel And her
eyes! AlL! do you see her eyes! She has
opened them! Have you killed heri”

“I swear to you, no!" cried Eaton; “I swear
to you, no! I know no such woman! I have
never killed her! I have not even broken her
heart! Tell me more apout her!”

“She is young, very mystical, vet very real,
with a smi'e at one side of her mouth, while
the other looks quite grave.”

This was a characteristic of Anita's mouth,
and it was she I was describing—Anita as I
fancied her grown older, for I had not seen
her, searcely indeed thought of her, since that
day when we were children.

“It's a pity you can't paint her for me,”
said Eaton impetuously, as he gazed at the
moon. *I don't quite see her, but she sounds
great.”

“T might try to paint her to-morrow,” I
suggested, taking a cigarette from my
pocket, and relapsing into my calm manner
again.

“You forget—to-morrow will be too late,
But you shall paint her tonight—mow, be-
fore I kill you.™

He put up his oars as he spoke and came
toward me, drawinz a rope through his
heavy hands. He was in a state of -wild ex-
citement, and I fel¢ my light, airy manner
slipping away as be approached, I was chill
as—as my watery grave was like to be, Yet
1 let him bind me hand and foot, and instinet-
ively counted his deep breaths the while by
way of something todo. A lurch, a struggle,
and T should have besn overboard and lost.
Now that there scemad a chance for life, 1
was in tarror, and I was more than half out
of my senses as [ watched my Charon lay ma
on the hither side of hisstream. He took me
from the boat as if I had been a child. Then
be bailt a fire,

“] can mix colors by firelight,” he cried,
and unfastening my hands set his canvas and
ease] befire me, gave mo a brush and bade
me begin.

For the life of me, and in spite of the
threatened death so near at hand, I could but
feel an interest in the freak,

“I must do it in grays or browns. It must
be a monochrom>, or we shall ruin it.” I
spoke impatiently. So I did it in grays
The jut of black rock, the waves, the moon
resting on the waves, and little Anita’s face,
with the balf-solemn, half-smiling look
upon it.

The strange scene, the maniac beside me,
my own former fear and excitement and the
striking of my fancy gave me a certain fieti-
tious strength. In less than an hour, as I
should think, I had finished my sketch. It
was certainly weird and, as it scemed to me,
strong. In the distance I half suggested the
boat, and two men in it, one gazing eagerly
toward the moon and the face, and the other
Iying in the stern, his arms over his head,
his eyes toward the heavens. The boat and
the mon were small and well in the shadow.

“Bravo! bravo!” cried Eaton. *“Don’
touch it ngain! Give me the brush! Here,”
and snatching it from my fingers he wrote
his name, “Thomas Eaton,” in bold, black
letters unler the boat. “This is my work,
remember—mine, not yours. It will be a
great success, and you"—he paused and
looked at me—*‘you have saved your life.”
Saying which he jumped into his boat with
my sketeh, laughed a bharsh, black sort of
laugh, and rowed away around the ledze of
rock.

For a few moments I sat still thinking it
over—the strange, ridiculous, yet almost
tragic scenes. “I am not sure that little
Anita didn't save my life after all,™ I thought
to myself.

It did not take me long to get out of my
close quarters, but the walk home over the
dreary, rough coast was long, and it was late
before I reached the village. What a strange,
eerie walk it was, with the sea charging the
moist air, and the moon contracting and ex-
panding before my eyes through the mist
that had risen. Anita shared the walk
with me.

I found a telegram telling me of my
father's very serious illness at Baden Baden,
and I was busy packing and driving through
the chill, early morning toward the nearest
railway station, so that I had no chance to
look up Eaton. I remember that 1 told my
driver something about an artist, a friend of
mine who bad turned up, who seemed wrong
in his mind, and ought to be looked alter. 1
believe I wrote a line to the same effect to
Gleason. 1 know I meant to doso. But the
anxious voyage and more anxious weeks in
Europe put allother thoughts from my mind.

L ] * * * *

It was after my father's death late in the
fall that 1 sailed for home. Taking upa pa-
per that came out on the pilot-boat I saw the
notice of the Salmagundi exhibition. Coupled
with it was an announcemeant of the death of
poor Tom Eaton, who had died in a mad-
housa the week before. “An unsuecessful
but painstaking artist,” the review went on
to say, *'it is somewhat surprising that the
only work he has left of any strength should
pow be hung at the black and white exhibi-
tion. This skefch was made after his mad-
ness was fairly upon him. This picture is in
grays, oddly colored, but in composition and
drawing quite full of a certain weird power.
Not to be too funny at a dead man’s expense,
this gives the poor fellow a good send off at
any rate, as a friend of his remarked the
other day. The picture, taken in connection
with the tragic death of the artist, has ecre-
ated some little stir, more particularly as the
face in the gketch is strikingly like that of a
younz Boston beauty who is making her
debut in New York.”

So poor Eaton was dead, and his picture—
my picture—wnas a success, and—Anita Lad
lived in Boston when she was 121

1 hurried to the Llack and white that very
afternoon, and found gquite a group collected
about my picture —Eaton’s picture, Ilanghad
somewhat nervously as I stood before it
Boime one behind me spoke, It was Gleason.
“You needn’t laugh, man. Iam glad to see
you back, by the way. There is some force
in that, and I am glad for poor Tom’s sake
that be has left this sketch behind him. 1
give you my word I had no idea he could do
<y well.  He couldn’t have while e was sane,
Every onc is surprised. How are you? Yon
look pale. Have you come back to stay?”
ete., ete. 1 lingered around for a while and
found myself back again and agnin before

my picture (Eaton’s picture), the picture
never to be claimed as mine now. It chanced
I bad told the story to no one. There had

been no opportunity. Now, of course, 1
never must, As I stood looking at it, and
somewhat moved, perhaps, more by the re-
membrance of that night than by anything
actually before my eyes, two girls and an
elderly woman approached and stopped.

“It certainly is like her, mamma; I wonder
if she will see it herself? Itis quite time she
were here, bye-the-bye. She promised to meet
us at 3, you know.,"

“I don't think it does her justice,” replied
the elder lady, looking through her glasses
critically. “‘She isa very beautiful creature,
and this face is less 50,” she added rather in-
definitely, and with some hesitation in her
voice, 80 that I fancied the picture grew on her
as she Jooked, and that she might yet reverse
Ler decision.

The other girl spoke now. She had a dis-
verning face, as I ecould see, and that long
upper lip that goes with speech faculty. *“It
is like,” she said, ““more like her soul than her
body. It is like the way she will look to her

guandian angel—or her lover.” Bhe turned
abruptly to greet some people who were
walking toward us,

I was singularly excited. The maniac in
the boat had no such paralyzing power over
me as this potentiality in a soft gray gown,
with & long gray glove outstretched. My
heart beat and the picture swam before my
eyes, for this might be, might it not, Anita
herself! Iheard a voice exclaim, “This is
the picture!” A lady in black with the gray
girl began an apology: *“We arelate, As
usual, Signor Boldini and some new music.
Ah! interrupting herself, ‘it is like—why,
yes, very. Don’ you think so yourselfi”—
the name at last, surely—but no—“don't you
think so yourself, dear{”

“Yes, do tell us what you think, Isn’t she
weird? and can you look like that? cried the
girks.

“Ah, the other me!” said a new voice
softly, a voice with a low thrill init. “Itis
like what I might have been, I'm sure. Some
one told me once when I was a child, I re-
member, that I was like the moon, but hav-
ing lived eight years since then in a flood of
sunshine”—and the gray hand touched the
black glove near hers, a graceful touch, I felt
sure—'‘why, I am not so much like it now as
I was‘ ”

“In spite of the smile that you always will
and always won't smile outright. That is in
the face in the moon, too, you see. Did you
ever meet Mr. Eaton?™

“And do you think the girl very beauti-
ful, and very like a maniac's dream? broke
in the shorter girl. ““Do tell us, Anita"

So then it was Anita. 1 turned, and as 1
walked away faced the blue-gray eyes, like
violets, and the hair like shaded moonbeams,
and the smile. Not the littla 12-year-old
Anita this, but a heantiful, sunny creature,
with the other Anita somewhat suggested,
and yet not there. This one more of the
world, with a savoir faire lying over the
moconshine. I had meant, if it were she, to
speak to her at once and boldly. As it was,
1 simply gazed, and when her eyes met mine
I fear it was I, notshe, who blushed. But
she recognizad me. My identity was all in
my face, I am sure. I saw a puzzled look in
her eyes, and I seized my chance. I bowed;
1 spoke:

““Years ago you knew me, Miss Grayson,
when I was a boy in Boston, and when you
were like the moon.”

I was introduced to the aunt in. black. My
father had been one of the old family friends.
S0 in a fow moments I was talking like an
old friend myself. Mrs. Grayson touched on
my recent loss, and then, as I turned to leave,
said:

“I woull be glad to know your father's
son. Can you dine with us on Sunday nexti
* * & L *

So the golden gates were opened for me,
and Sundays came and Sundays went and I
was fathans deep in love. 1 could not
paint, I could not talk. I heard a good deal
of music, and I suppose—alack aud alas—read
poetry. Fatal habit of lovers. And soat
last it came to the point when I must tell her.
Armed with a shield of violets I met her in
bher aunt's drawing-room one Sun'lay again
toward twilizht. A day in April it was, and
spring was in the air.

The aunt was out on an errand of charity:
would soon be at home, Anita hoped. 1 said
nothing. Talk flagzed in consequence,

“If those viclets are for this house, why do
you bold them?* asked Anita; *“why do you
not give them to me

“] hold them because you will soon touch
them yourself —" which was an asinine speech,
wasn't it?

“That is stupid,” she laughed frankly, ‘and
like other men, and not like you.”

“But I am like other men,” I answered, ab-
ruptly, “for I—" Then I paused, gave her
the violets, and conversation flagged again.
We tried varions subjects—Russian dyna-
mite, Scalchi; all failed.

“How good Aunt Emily is]” eried Anita at
last in enthusiasm; “‘so full of thought for the
poor and needy. I wish I had ever done any
one any good.”

“You saved my life oifee,” I said. I must
have said it very earnestly, for Anita flushed
and then paled,

“Why must you jest with me in this way
to-day? You are breaking our friendship.”

“] want no friendship from you. I am
glad to break it. I will tell you how you
saved my life if you will say yes to a ques-
tion I am going to ask. But you must look
at me and not at the violets.”

* * * * = »

And so all the debut went for nothing, and
the swells and the lordlings that had hung
about got their conge, and I got my moon-
light, for the girl with the long upper lip—
who, by the way, is now my cousin—was
right, and Anita was the moon Aniwa to ber
lover.

In the course of time wo married. Such a
bald statement of an idyllic fact! But that
is all that words can do—only half tell any
tale. Our secret and our love and how she
looks to me still are all told to us silently by
a picture that bangs over the fireplace in our
nursery, for there is a nurscry as well as a
studio, and the picture is a picture of a moon
with a face in iy, and in bold black letters
the name of the artist—Thomas Eaton.

A certa’n brown-haired baby boy, on be-
ing beld up to warm his wee toes by the open
fire, always stretches his hands toward the
face in the moon and calls: “My mammal
my mamma |”

An Old Maperstition.
[Chicago Herald. )

A curious story comes from DBrent-
ford, England. A servant of Dr.Terry
was sent out to carry a message. She
was short-sighted, and failing to return
it was feared she had fallen into the
eanal. It was dragged, but without
success. Several days later an old
barge woman suggested that a loaf of
bread in which some qguicksilver had
been placed shounld be tloated on the
water. This was done and the loaf be-
cpme sfationary at a certain point. The
dragging was resumed at this point
and the body found. The superstition is
said to be centuries old, but no one had
seen it tried there for many a vear.

Cheap Decorations.

Those wealthy Americans, who
pine for royal decorations, will be
gratified to learn that they can purchase
the ribbon of the Order of Isabella of
Spain for the trifling sum of $800; for
$900 they can belong to the Order of
the Lion and the Sun, and for the sum
of $1,000 the sultan will permit them
to wear on their manly bosoms the Star
of the Medjidich. Why not cultivate a
taste for the beautiful and magniticent ?

The Tronbles of a Texas Editor.
[Gonzales Inquirer. ]

Sickness at home has left us little
peace of mind. Our foreman has been
sick all the week, and we had to get up
out of bed to prevent total failure in is-
suing. Wednesday came, and our
junior assistant, Mr. Sidney Smith, rose
to the exigencies of the occasion and
worked the press, although it is too
muehk for his strength and size. Our
paper is like a picked-up dinner.

-~ovel Alarm Clock.
[Philadelphia Call.]

“How is it you are so punctual at the of-
fice every morning, Bmith? You must have
an excellent alarm at your house.” *“‘Yes,
indeed, and a cheap one. You see every
evening before going to bed I push the crudle
under the ‘Black Forest' clock, with the
weights directly over the baby’s head. Punct-
ually at 3 o'clock in the morning there is an
unearthly yell, and I know what it has just
struck.”

The language of flowers: “You are
not quite so large as a whole city,” said
« big sunflower scornfully to an humble
violet. “No, gir,” said the violet mod-

estly, lowering its head, “I am only a
sub-herb.”
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IMPORTANT PROCLAMATION.

——e e

The Hon, Peter Bowe is Sheriff of the
city and county of New York. Recently,
in conversation with one of our reporters,
Mr. Bowe proclaimed the following fact:
“I consider St. Jacobs Oil an excellent
remedy, and one that ought certainly to
find ifs way into every household. Ts.
Bowe always has a bottle of it t!wm, 3111tl
makes a family remedy of it."—New York
Evening Telegram.

o
The dairy maid pensively milked the
goat; and, pouting, paused to mutter: !
wish, you brute you would turn to milk;
and the animal turned to butt her.
b B g
To cure a sore throat, }.:arglo with Piso’s
Cure for Consumption. Twenty-five cents.
SRe =
Mary Anderson did not expect to find a
live duke in her Christmas stocking.

o

Being entirely vegetable, no particalar
care is required while using Dr. Pierce’s
“Pleasant Purgative Pellets.” They operate
without disturbance to the constitution,
diet, or occupation. For sick _lu-adacln-,
constipation, impure blood, dizziness, sour
eructations from the stomach, bad taste in
the mouth, bilious attacks, pain in region
of kidney, internal fever, bloated feeling
about stomach, rush of blood to the head,
take Dr. Pierce’s “pellets.” By druggists,

e e

Mr. Boucicault is writing a tragedy to be

called “Robert Emmet.”

— — - -

“SAMARITAN NERVINE cured me of St
Vitus Dance,” said T. J. Osborn, Rich-
mond, Va,

- - _ -

Dujardin’s Life Essence gives brain foree
and vital energy.

s — = -

“Roven oN CoucHs.” 16c., 25¢,, Hc., at
Druggists. Complete cure Coughs, Hoarse-
ness, Sore Thiroat,

Dujardin’s Life Essence is the remedy
for the overworked brain.

LN Wuiiiiuiis 21,

Perfect health depends upon a perfect

condition of the blood. Pure blood con-
quers every disease and gives new life to
every decayed or affected part. Strong
nerves and perfect digestion enables the
system to stand the shock of sudden
climatic changes. An occasional use of
Brown’s Iron Bitters will keep you in a
werfect state of health, Don’t be deceived
)y other preparations said to be just as
good. The genuine is made only by Brown
Chemical Company, Baltimore, Md. Sold
by all dealers in medicine.

-
Dujardin’s Life Essence is THE GREAT
FrENcH NErvE Toxic.
e
For a cough or cold there is no remedy
equal to Ammen’s Cough Syrup.

Topers are not near-sighted becanse they
use rye glasses.

- -

DR. PIERCE'S "FAVORITE PRESCRIFTION"
Always becomes the favorite remedy of
those who try it. It is a specific for all fe-
male “weaknesses” and derangements,
bringing strength to the limbs and back,
and color to the face. Of all druggists,
R

The artesian well throws up its water
because it has a spring bottom.

ESETE S

SAaMARITAN NERVINE relieve the brain
of morbid fancies. It's a purely family
medicine,

- —————
Strength for the weary—- Dujardin's Life
4 ¥ J

Essence,
- -

Physicians declare the NAGLEE Braxm
superior to all other brands for medicinal
purposes,

-

wev. J. S, Cain, Lewisville, Ind., savs
“I used Brown's Iron Bitters for nervous
prostration and found it entirely satisfi

tory.
-

SginNy Mex, “Wells" Health Renewer
restores health and vigor, cures Dyspepsia

Impotence.
- ==L =2

|
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Dujardin’s Life Essence conquers nerv-

ous debillity, loss of memory.
_ - —

SAaN Fraxcisco, Cal.,, Feb, 20, 1882, 1
use Ammen’s Cough Syrup in my family.
I recommend it—have sold some on my
recommendation—still I should not have
done so out of business or friendly consid-
eration did I not believe in the medicine.

i Extract from letter from E. H,
Baxter, of firm of Langley & Michaels,
wholesale druggists,

S

Martine & Co. -My wife, two years
ago, fell with such violenee that her spinal
cord was injured, with great shock and
concussion of the nervous system, evi
denced alter her recovery from the first
violent syvmptoms by a weakness that re-
quired frequent rest in bed, by peevish-
ness, restlessness, and often a semi-spas-
modiec econdition.  She could not walk
without constant fear of falling. Spite of
the efforts of experienced physicians, she
grew no better, until 1 lost hope and
looked for her death as her unl)’ relief,
Ready to grasp at anything that promised
help, I bhought a bottle of Life Essence,
nml mave regularly. She is now, after five
weeks, steadily improving, ean stoop to the
floor and pick up a pin with certainty of
balance, walks firmly, and gives promise
of full recovery. Respectfully,

A. DowxNixg, Los Angeles,
SR

Dr. Irwin H. Elderidge, DBaltimore,
Md., says: *I would recommend a trial of
Brown's Iron Bitter in all cases of anaemic
debility or when a tonie or appetizer is in-

dicated.”
- -

Annoint thyself with (Caroric Viga)
Or1n., It will eure the worst pain.
— ——
Dujardin’s Life Essence cures neuralgia
and nervous headache,

— S ——— -—

No safer remedy can be had for coughs
and colds, or any trouble of the throat,
than “Brown's Bronchial Troches.” Price
25 cents,  Sold only in boxes.,

S e TR

“MoTHER SwaAN'S WorMm Syrue,” for
foverishness, restlessness, worms, consti-
pation tasteless. Z5 cents.

-—_ -

Dujardin’s Life Essence makes the old
feel young again.

—— ;

When was venison the cheapest? When
the man paid too dear for a whistle.

—
A FORTUNE
May be made by hard work, but ecan
neither be made nor enjoyed without
health. To those leading sedentary lives
Dr. . V. Pierce’'s *Golden Medical Dis-
covery” is a real friend. It stimulates the
liver, purifies the blood, and is the best
remedy for consumption, which is serofu-
lous disease of the lungs. By all druggists,
L N .
Any man who attempts to pronunce Ar-
kansas without the *saw,” should be put
out at once,
— il

Dujardin’s Life Essence positively cures
hysteria,, and all nervous affections.

r

THE GREAT GERMAN
EMEDY

FOR PAIN.

Telleves and cures

RHEUMATISM,
2 Neuralgia,
Soiatica, Lumbago,
BACKACHE,
HEADACHE, TOOTHACHE,
SORE THROAT,
QUINBY, SWELLINGS.
SPRAINS,
Soreness, Cuts, Brulses,
FROSTBITES,
BURNS, SCALDS,
And “lwm" aches

FIFTY CENTS A BOTTLE.
gt
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(Busesssers tz A. VOOELER & 00.)
Dalu@ors, Bd, U5 4.

Batisfaction nteed. Address
PETALUﬂA INCUBATOR CO., Petaluma, Cal.
Circulars Free. B2

HAREKNESS FIRE EXTINGUISHER.

it b=

First premium Mechanics' Institute, 1883,
D. 8. Brown & Co., general agents for Pa-
eific Coast, 38 California street, San Fran-
cisco. The following letter explains itself:

J. N. Andrews, dealer in General Mer-
chandise; Postmaster and Agent Wells,
Fargo & Co's Express,

%*J(;.R GrovE, Sacramento Co,, Cal., }
December 8, 1853,
Messrs. D. 8. Brown & Co.:

GENTLEMEN—Please send me another
six-gallon Harkness Fire Extinguisher as
soon as you can. I hadoceasion to use the
one I bought of you a short time ago.

Last night the hotel adjoinining my
store caught fire in the hallway to the sec-
ond story from the explosion of alamp and
the building being cloth and paper was im-
mediately on fire in several rooms, but in
less than two minutes after getting the
extinguisher to work the fire was out.

As soon as this one arrives I will send
the otherone down and have it replenished.
Also please inform me if I cannot draw off
the fluid remaining in the tank and save
it for future use, or shall I send it as it is.

Yous, ete.. (Signed) J. N. ANDREWS,

The Strongest and Best!

THOMAS PRICE. Aunalytic Chamist, pronounces
the GIANT BAKING POWDER uearly one-third
stronger than any sold on the Pacific Coast

BAN Fraxomscn, September 24, 1853
H. E. BOTHIN, President Hothin M'(*g Co.:

DEAR Sri:—Aftor careful and complete chemical
analysis of a can of Glunt Baking Powder, purchased
by us in open market, we find ﬁ.m.l. it does not con«
tain alum, acid phosphate, torra slbia, or any injuri-
ous sulstances, but is s pure, healthful Cream Tar-
tar Baking Powdor, and as such can recommend it
to consumers. WM. T. WENZELL & CO.,

We conour- Analytic Chemista

R. BEVERLY CCOLF, M. D,

J. L. MEARS, M. D, Health Officer. :
ALFRED W, PERRY, M.D., ) Members of San
W. A DOUGLASS, M. I».,  -~Francisen Board
AUH. ALERS, M. D, J of Health.

Manufaet ur_m-l by the
BOTHIN M'FG COMPANY,

7 and 19 Main Street, S8an Franclseo,

f

PIANOS.

- -
PIANOS =i FeFindn e
BENHAM

AZELTON PIANOS,

YHANOS —Decker Bros, Dehr Broa, Emerson, and J.
and O, Fisher. Musical Merchandise. ns—
Mason, Humnlin & Chase, K ohler & ("hase, 137 Post 5t 8. F

& week in own to T d §5 outd
Qﬁsm AM:‘.N“B Haus'-'ﬂl to::m il llln:

BT e B e e b o A, Mot

FREAOIEERS 1.
aou.nra.m&wg:&

$5 T0 $20 X triorcs & G Fortiand Maive

DR. EXEENI.EXS

GELER

The Greatest
Nervine known.

for the

{ v}
I Ro Nfor m°3a. and Food
Brain.

s Valuable Discovery, lately prepared and
sol‘;l‘iln Portland, Oregon, has been extensively nsed in
that locality. and performed many astonishing cures
As a Nervine and Tonie it 1s an-u.rp-:f!. The
combination of Celery, Beef aud Iron, has shown
to possess wonderful power to build up broken-down
eonstitutions, and restore vigor to both mind and body.
It isan efficient in cases of General liellllll{.
Nervous Exhanstion, Sleeplessn Nemral-

in, Dys in. Loxs of Physical and Mental
‘ower. rr‘nn DiMculties, and inall m
ments of Health, where sn ent an
Tonic and Nervine s roquired.

PREPARED AND SBOLD BY

LUTHELL, COX & CO.,

“(Liebigs Extract), the
BEEFWH"'e ’Nntrfﬁv’émd'
Invlgittor.

A TN

$2 00 Per Yoar.

sant to the geiter u ofth?aluhqulw&-nmh.
bar of subscri i’l:lplml

receipt of the single sub-

scription price '1%)“0.’
office, & box o su

TO THE

the

LY ALTA mnt for one
yoar, maki the subsori
tion in ity only ONE
DOLLAR per year.

Address all communicon-
Pobiishing. Oompany, . 525

g n

Californis strest, Ban Fran-
cinoo,ml.

Walter Turnbull,
Manager.

ALTA

82 00 Per Yeoar. -

537 Clay Street, - - San Francisco.

The necessity
for prompt and ef-
flicient  houschold

CELEBRATED remedies is daily

growing more im-
perative, and of
these Hostetter's
Stomach Bitters is
the chief in merit
and the most pop-
= ular. Irregularity
of the hlnlllﬂ.l'?l
and bowels, mala-
rinl fevers, liver
complaint, debili-
; ty, rheumatism
—n and minor all-

ments, are thor-

oughly conquercd

STOMACH by this incompar-
able family restor:

I ative and medicin-

ul safeguard, and

it is justly regarded as the ‘-m-v--t and most coms
wehensive remedy of its class.  For sale by all
rugirists and Dealers generally,

TUTT’S
PILLS

TORPID BOWELS,
DISORDERED LIVER,
and MALARIA

From these sources arise thme-?‘ourths of
fhe diseases of the human raee. Theso
Baympmmalmhcnte theirexistenco : Loss of

petite, Bowels costive, Sick Xeoad-
nche, Tullness after utl:s, aversion to
exertion of body or mind, Eructation
of food, Irritability of temper, Low
spirits, A feeling of having neglected
some duty, Dizziness, Fiutte atthe
Heart, Dots before the ¢ u.h_l‘ y cole=
ored Urimno, CONSTIFATIO and de-
mand the use of & remedythat acts di
onthe Liver. AsalLivermedicineTUTT"
PILLS havonoequal. Their actionon tha
Kidneysand Skin is also prompt; removing
all impurities through theso three ¢* scavs
engers of the system,' producing n?po-
tite, soand di on, regular stools, a clear
skinandavigorousbody. TUTT’S PILLS
cause no nausea or griping nor interfers
with daily work and aro & perfect

rf,
ANTIDOTE TO MALARIA

Bold everywhere, 25¢. Office, 44 Murray 8t.,N.¥,

TUTTS HAIR DYE,

GRAY IIATR OR WHISEERS chan
gtantly to a GLossy BLACE by asingle ap-
tbhye a8 on receipt of 8l.

o B%‘m:gfu E;rmy Street, New York.
9] TA" Epilepsy,
4:!5:ia:|=!lb Spasmns, Convul-
E sions, Falling
Dance, Alcohol
-I-"E GHE‘T ism, Opinm Eat-
ing,
Evil, Ugly Blood
Discases, Dhyspep-
c o u n o n Sick  Headache,
Rheumatism,
Biliousness, Costiveness, Nervous Prostration,
Kidney Troubles and Irregulerities.  $1.50.
“Samaritan Nervine is doing wonders.™
Dr. J. O, McLemoin, Alexander City, Ala,
Iir. D. F. Langhlin, Clyde, Kansus,
“It cured where physiclans failed.”
& Correspondence freely n':.n ._'2'7&’1
YHE DR, . A, RICKOND MED. (0., ST. JOSEPH, ML
For testimouials and circulars send stanp.

plication of this Dye, Sold by D

SuTT'S MANUAL OF USEFUL RECEIPTS FREE.
. HVI “ Sicknexs, St.Vitus
Scrofula, Kings
siq, Nervousness,
Nervous Weakness, Brain Worry, Blood Sores,

Eample Testimoninls.

*I feel it my duty to recommend it.*
Rev. J. A, Edie, Beaver, Pa

Sold by all llrn.gal)s

AT WY

FRUIT TREES!

Apple, Pear, Peach,
Plum, Appricot, Ete,

Roor Grarrs,
Seeadlings, Cuttings,
Seeds, Etc.

LARGEST STOCK IN_AMERICA

Hend us n list of what
you wunt and we will
rgloh! you a price for
the aame, boxed and
froight prepaid @ to
any of the priuclpnl
ratiroad townsin Cal-
ifornin, Oregon, and
Washington Territory

23 If you don’t want anythiug this year send for
Price List and getl posted for another scason,

EMUODY&SOHS,LOGKPORLI.Y.

Ningara Nurseries—Established 1

GONSUMPTIO

une the worst l!
have beon cured, ltl . M-
Its w8k I witl send TWO' BOTTLES
rwith s VALUABLE TKEATISE on this
¥ suflorer. Glve .tmnnd P, O, addrows, -
DB, T, A UM, 381 Poasi Bi. Maw Fork.

Potnlumn.
Incubator!

NAGLEE BRANDY

The purest and best in the world. Recom.
mended by all Physicians, Gold Medal award-
ed in France for superiority over all French
Brandies.

For kale, in wood or glass, by the Agent,

S. P. MIDDLETON,

No. 116 Montgomery Strect, San Francisco, Cal.

PURITY SOAP

W Something Sensible. g

FOR

TOILET, BATH AND LAUNDRY.

5. M.HALSTEADS

Belf regulating

tincubator!

From £20 up.
Send for descrip-
tive price list, ete,
Thoroughbred
Poultry and Eggs.

\ 21011l Broadway,
e ()a ki land, Cal,

or

‘19905 Hl"k‘:d 101

'BA00H TTVAYN ANV XUVLI'TL

urapeg @yl ensoddp
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C SOLD EVERY WHERE
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DA EEWERS
Ghls 'Ps‘h%’.}
N/ Forlt

Norman Stallions!
_—— e
H. WILSEY,
Of the firm of Fairbanks &k W llsoy,
bas returned from France with s
ot of Norman Stallions. The ONLY

importers from Franoe to the Rt by
him with great care from Lthe best stock in France. Buvera.
are Our Motto: Quick Sales and
one {n want of this class of Horsea, if

M. T.FAIRBANKSR or M. WILSEY,
PETALUMA, CAL.

E
IR

¥ .
lgsi &5
EEigias
EEEY
HEL
2 S

every order, L]
MuucMﬂT
feall. THE omg E
Rose Orowers: est

AMMEN'S
COUGH
SYRUP.

Ammen's Cough Syrup.

for Circulars

Ammen's Cough Syrup.

00UGH SYRUP, | 3

. ASK FOR A
y
Ammen’s W
The great remedy for : E
Colds, Coughs, | N
Amldlmm:;‘ﬂu'l‘hmtmd s
Buy a Dollar Bottla.
All Dealers in Medicine sell 18 g

AMMEN’S O'OEGH SYRUP.
H

ASK FOR s

£ | volas, Goughs, Oruup,

U Bronchitis, Whooping Cough,

Take no other. P

ABK FOR

AMMEN'S
00UGH
"SYRUP,

Take no othes.

Ammen’s
COUGH SYRUP

CURES

best for

acknow t
AR S

bed Physici
m»; whou:nit

iKY

THE BEST FAMILY PAPER.

T S R




