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Why do | love thes, O
Ask me no longer, dariing, my
Love such as mine is may Dever:
Just as untold as why mmﬂum'u.
Whyuhuush.-myw just sa unknown.
This is the all 1 may wh thee, dearest—
Unly I love thee, mydumlg my own!
=

Agues, the indian Girl.

“An Indian girl !” said Helen Dick-
son, with a little scream. “Dear me !
I never expected to see anything like
this, even in the Far West.”

It was a spacious, roomy kitchen, fur-
nished with an odd intermingling of lux-
ury, privation and makeshift. At one
end a large fire of walnut and pine logs
roaved up the great cavernous chimney ;
at the other, twoor three girls sat around
a table, working worsteds by the light
of a solar lamp, while Ralph Davenant,
the farmer, lay fast asleep on the chintz-
cushioned lounge, lulled by the continu-
ous rushing sound of the great western
river that bounded one extremity of his
domains.

Guy Davenant sat near the girls—a
a tall, splendidly moulded young Apollo
of the forest, with shady hazel eyes, and
hair curling in black, rings all over
his head. He looked up quickly as Miss
Dickson spoke,

“Agnes Oscawandal he exclaimed.
“In the outer kitchen! Why don't the
women tell her to come in™

“Guy1” reproved his sister.
dian interpreter’s daughter |”

“Helen.. ought to see her,” urged Guy,
“Bhe's as beautiful as a statue.”

“But she is old Oscawanda’s daughter,
and she lives down by the falls.”

‘“What then? She is as intelligent
and cultivated as nine out of ten of the
girls around here, Call her in I say, or
I'll' go out there myself.”

Julia Davenant rosewith a curl to her
lip, and opening the kitchen door, beck-
oned haughtilyto a tall slight figurestand-
ing by the fire beyond.

“Come in, Agnes,” cheerfully called
out Gay as if to atone for his sister’s
evident lack of courtesy, and Agnes Os-
cawanda entered, moving with the slow,
Willowly grace of & bending reed.

She was dark, but not darker than
many dbrunette of unblemished Saxon
linenge.hith Liquid, velvety soft eyes,
raven black hair, looped in heavy braids
at the back of her head, and a delicate,
oval face, with features straight and
pure as the outlines of a& Greek model.
Her - dress was Jof some dark worsted
stuff, with a scaylet shawl folded across
her shoulders, 'and a silk scarf was
twisted about her hair, She hung her
head with evident embarrassment at
Helena Dicksow’s bold stare.

“I orfl¥ cams to bring Mr. Davenant
the baskets heé' ord of my father,”
ghe said, in a low voice,

“But sit down and rest a few min-
1 “You have walked a
long distance.”

Agnes Oscawands hesitated, Had
Guy Davenant's sisters confirmed the re-
quest, she would gladly have rested a
littla, But Julia and Clari sewed on,
without looking up, Helena's super-
cilious glance called thi red blood to her
dark cheek.

“No,” she said quietly, T must go.”

“Then I will walk a | of the way
with you,” said Guy, Junﬁnq up for his
hat. L

“An In-

“I don’t think Agnes has accustomed
herself to an escort through these
woods,” gaid Julia, rudely.

“Indeed 1 am not afraid,” said the in-
terpreber’s doughter, |

“Afraid ! It isn't a question of fear,”
said Guy. “It's a lovely starlight night,
and I would like the walk.”

The three girls each other as the
door closed behind the Indian girl and
her comparion.

“Very polite to rush oﬂ' and leave
Helena in that sort of way.” said €lara,
“the first night of her visit here.”

“Oh I don't care,” said Helena, gig-
“A mere matter.of taste I am

“Ip'y just like Guy,” shid Julia. “Ag-
nes Oscawanda is well enough, 1 dare
say, but she is only an Indian girl, and
.t is foolish to get her into the notion of
expecting the same attentions that we
receive. i

Meanwhile Mr. Guy was walking
along the dreary forest paths with the
beésutiful young danghter of the Indian
inte :
ot that T care for Agnes, though
she is pretty enough to turn any man's
head,” thought the willful young man,
“but I'll teach those girls to treat her a
little move civilly. What right have
they to bully and insult her? I won't
have it."”

And so, although Miss Dickson had
been invited to make a visit to the West-
ern wildernesses, specially to carry out
a darling design of Jualia and ‘Clara
Davenant, that a ‘“match” should be
struck up—aor, perhaps, “ignited” would
be the proper term—between her and
their brother Guy, the young gentleman
persisted in treating her with nothing
more than regulation covility.

“It's two mean,” said Clara, pouting,

«When Helena has such a nice little

of her own, too,” added Julia.

And Helena, herself, who was getting
into the sere and yellow leaf of maiden-
hood, eurled her hair and anownted her
cheaks with * Rose-bloom ” more vigor-

ously than ever, for Guy Davenant was
& husband well worth angling for.

VST VRN NI YR
«“Bat yowll ask Agnes Oscawanda to
your pichic party, g girist”

sIndeed we shall not!” Julia Dave-

nantanswered, with atossof her haughty

head. “An Indian girl!” What would
&yl“

% 1 shan’t come to it ! " said Guy,

adently.

Julis burst into tears, &

"Guy are too hateful for any-
m Helena t.hmks so much of

ﬂw
g mgh,xtmbomts

m girl with ordinary d
ceney,” mgnl “She passed
A Gny th’: road without
tohcr”

us 1o receive her on
“mmwi”

4] believe A Baumdn hu In-
wrtehedyonmth some of her father's
outlandish Indian charms,” tlashed out

Julia.
*Perhaps she has,” nnin hmgb-
ing; “her father’s or her own™ =
“Guy, it is no jesting matter.”

“Did I say it was, Miss Spitfire Do
leave me in peace a little while now.”
“But Helena wants you to go with
her and gather flowers and sutumn
leaves.”

I shall do nothing of the sort,” said
CGuy; and he adhered resolutely to his
resolution.

The day of the much-anticipated pic-
nic came ; but Guy, instead of

Miss Dickson down to the slope of vel-
vet grass, shaded by superh. forest trees,
which had been selected as the site of
the merry-making, took his gan and
started off into the woods.

“I won't be deafened by the cackle of
these girls,” quoth he to himself.

* * * *

“Dead ! Oh, father, father, he is not
dead !”
Old Oscawanda, the-swart-browed In-
dian interpreter, listened with his ear
against the stalwart chest of the fallen
hunter, who lay among the yellow au-
tumn leaves, where Agnes had found
him, bathed in his own blood. There
had been some imperfection in the lock
of the new rifle—what or where no one
ever knew, but it was blown in pieces,
and+Guy Davenant lay like a dead man
beside it.

They carried him to the little cabin
beside the rushing Falls of the Matar-
casca, and laid him on the rude couch of
the old Indian, and then he struggled
his way back again to life.

“Who bound up these wounds!” he
asked with a slight shudder, as he
glanced downward at bandages and wrap-
pings, and began to comprehend the full
extent of the peril from which he had so
miraculously escaped.

“T did,” Agnes Oscawanda answered

“You!” Hiseyes rested admiringly
on hor calm, beautiful face. *There isn't
one woman in a thousand who would
have had such pluck as that. I should
like to have Helena Dickson see blood
without fainting away, and as for Clara
and Julia—pooh!”

“Just their mancuvering ! " said Julia,
when she had sobbed and shricked away
her first terror at the frightful news of
the aceident that had happened to her
brother, “Of course Agnes and her
scheming old father expect to make a
profitable speculation out of it. Why
couldn't they just as well have brought
you home 1"

“They might have done so,” said Guy,
calmly, “but a corpse would have been
all that was borne across the threshold.
Oscawanda and his daughter have saved
my life, and I shall never cease to be
grateful to them for what they have
dene.”

“But,” lisped Helena, “mayn't we
come down and nurse you, dear Mr.
Guy? 1T am sure it would be & pleasure,
und these good people, although well
meaning, I dam say, cannot understand
the refinements an invalid so much
needs,”

“Your kindness is quite unnecessary,”
said Guy, coldly. “I have every care
and attention here.”

“The bold, sly thing?” said Clara,
biting her lip as the three girls walked
homeward again. “T saw her eyes flash
triumph when he spoke.”

Helena Dickson, however, resolved
not to give up the battle at this early
stage of affuirs,
long her visit into the Winter months.

“Perhaps Guy will go ‘homé with me,
when - he recovers sufficiently,” ' she
thought ; and in that case I can easily
bring him to the mark.”

For Helena had unbounded confidence
in her own charms and powers of per-
SUASION.

It was a bright, frosty afternoon in
late November when Guy Davenant
walked up to the doorof the farmhouse,
leaning on the Indian girl’s arm, Julia
rose to welcome him home.

“I will help him into the house now,”
she said, coldly staring the beautiful
young girl in the face. “You need not
trouble yourself any further, Agnes Os-
cawanda.”

“Stop!” said Guy, sternly, as his sister
would have motioned his supporter
away. ‘She has the hest and only right
to be at my side now.

“Guy ! what do you mean1” gasped
Julia, scarcely understanding what sig-
nificance his words were intended to
convey,

“I married her this evening,” he said,
with quiet, exulting pride “As my
wife, she is your equal—in all else in-
finitely your superior. Agnes, my pearl
of the forest, welcome a thousand tunes
to your new home.”

And with a sinking heart, Helena
Dickson saw Agnes Oscawanda, the In-
dian wnterpreter'’s daughter, elevated to
the position she had so vainly tried to
f)((.l.llly

Hewl Frae— I'lu- Manchester Ex-
aminer says that the Rev. William Im-
pey bas resigned his office as General
Superintendent of the Wesleyan Mis-
sions in southeastern Africa. Some-
time ago Mr. Impey wrote to the Mis-
sion Secretaries in London expressing
his inability any longer to enforce on
his brethren, or on the Kaffir converts
of the Mission, the “plain grammatical
sense” of the words in the Methodist
standards, which require it to be taught
that “hell is a dark and bottomless pit,
full of fire and brimstone, in which the
wicked will be punished for ever and
ever, by having S'mir bodies tormented
by the fire and their souls by a sense of
the wrath of God.” At the request of
the secretaries he came to London and
conferred with them, and the result has
been that he was cumpellml to resign his
position. His connection with the Wes-
leyan Ministry has thus ceased after
serving us a Missionary for 40 years.

If you do not want to be robbed of
your good name, do not have dt printed
on your umhreilu.

“I can't hold this baby any longer,”
called out the young lms!mnd and father;
“it's getting too heavy.” “Pshaw Ed-
ward,” replied a muffled voice from the
other end of the room, “you wused to
hold me for hours and never complain,
and baby is 'but a feather, compared to
what I was” “I was a fool,” said he.
And she was too sleepy to dispute with
him,

She determined to pro-

that day I concluded to put in my time
finding them, a8 a party up in Union-
town wanted a pair to send over to
Baltimore, to a friend who was fond of
outlandish

You see it was along about the 1st of
September, and pretty warm at that,
and after walking up and down the
ravines I began to get pretty tived. I
was not.so heavy then as 1 am now, and
did not weigh more than s couple of
hundred pounds. As I said, I was a lit-
tle tired, and so on the top of the ridge
I sat down by the side of a smooth
chestnut stump about twelve or fourteen
feet high. I hadn’t sat there more than
a minute until I heard something inside
the stump, and soon made out that it
was a couple of cub bears playing with
one another.

I looked on all sides of the stump to
find an opening, but none was to be
seen. Then 1 happened to notice the
marks of elaws up the side of the stump,
and I understood it. The hole went in
at the top. I set my gun aguinst a bush,
up-ended the branch of a tree, and was
soon at the top of the stump, looking in
at the two cubs, which were about the
size of full grown rat dogs.

I was so excited that I jumped down
into the stamp and grabbed the cubs
They at first began to squeal then turned
on me for fight. But they were small
enough to handle, and in 2 minute or so
I had their mouths tied so they could
not bite, and their feet fastened so that
they could not scrutch,

1 knew the old bear would be along
pretty soon and make it hot for me if
she found me in the nest, so I slung the
youngsters into my buckskin belt pre-
paratory to getting out.

Get out! Did I get out! Land of
love! It makes me shiver to think of it
yet. I could no more get out of that
stump than I could fly, the hollow was
bell shaped—larger at the bottom than at
the top—so large, in fact, that I could
not put my back against one side and
my feet and hands against the other and
crawl up as rabbits and other animals
climb up inside of hollow trees.

In no way could I get up a foot.
There were no sticks inside to help me
up, and T made up my mind T had to die
certain, About the time I came to this
conclusion I heard the old bear elimbing
up the outside of the stump. With only
my hunting knife as a means of defense,
and in such close quarters, you may
possibly imagine the state of my feelings.

The old bear was not more than half
a minute, at the outside, climbing up the
stump, but it seemed like a month at
least. At last she reached the top, but
ghe didn’t seem to suspect my presence
at all, as she deliberately turned round
and began slowly descending, tail fore
most.

I felt as though my last hour had
come, and began seriously to think about
lying down and let the bear kill me, so
as to get out of my misery as quick as
possible. Suddenly an iden struck me,
and despair gave way to hope. I drew
out my hunting knife and stood on tip-
toe. When the bear was about seven
feet from the bottom of the hollow I
fastened on her tail with my left hand
with a vicelike grip, and with my right
hand drove my hunting-knife to the hilt
inido her haunch, and at the same time
yelling like a wlhiole tribe of Indians.

“What did she do?” chorused the
whole crowd, who had been holding their
breath.

What did she do? Well, you should
have seen the pexrformance; She didn't
stop to reflect & moment, but shot out
at the top of the stump like & bullet out
of & gun, A hair's breadth to & minute,
I held on till we struck the ground,
some thirty feet from the stump. Then
the bear went like lightning into the
brush, and was out of sight in half a
second, [ was a little bruised by the
fall, but that was all. T took the two
cubs to Uniontown next day, and on ae-
count of the adventure I got 85 a piece
for them, and in those times 25 was as
good as 850 now.

Jeuny Lind’s Childhood.

There was once a poor plain little girl,
dwelling in a little room in Stockholm,
the capitol of Sweden. She was a poor
little girl, indeed, then; she wus lonely
and neglected, and would have been

and care so necessary to a child, if it
had mnot been for a peculiar gift. The
little girl had a fine voice, and in her
loneliness, in trouble or sorrow, she con-
soled herself by singing. In fact she
sung to everything she did, at her work,
at her play, running or resting, she
always sang. The woman who had her
in care went out to work during the day,
and used to lock in the little girl, who
had nothing to enliven her solitude but
the company of acat. The little girl
played’ with her cat and sang. Once
slie sat by the open window and stroked
her-cat and sang, when a lady passed by.
She hears the voice, and looked and saw
the little singer. She asked the child
several questions, went away, and came
back several days later, followed by an
old music master whose name was Cre-
lius. He tried the little girl's musical
ear and voice and was astonished. He
took her to the manager of the Royal
Opera at Stockhelm, then a Count Pebu,
whose truly generous and kind heart
was concealed by a rough speech and a
morbid temper. Crelius introduced his
lit-t.!e pupil to the Count, and asked him
to engage her as eleve for the opera.
“You ask a foolish thing,’ said the
Count gruffly, looking disdainfully down
on the poor little girl. “What shall we
do with that thing? She will never be
presentable. No—we cannot take her.
Away with her!” The music master
insisted almost i tly, “Well”
exclaimed he at last, “if you will not
take her, poor as I am, I will take her
myself, and have her educated for the
scene; then such another ear as she has
for music is not to be found in the
world.” The Uount relented. The lit-
tle girl was at last admitted mto the
school for eleves at the opera, and with
some difficulty a simple gmm bleck
bombeazine was procured for her.

See Hansen's tree and seed card.

very unhappy, deprived of the kindness |

R.
hm:.J O.Bunhhy u&Smﬂt
Thompson by Hurvey. ballots were
S : 64 to 58, Lloyd
uhﬁl‘m_ 16 w 22, and Burch 12 to
.

vening
bis father-in-law, and shot through the win-
dow at his wife who had separated from him
and loft her for dend. He then went to Jas.
Tepunison's and told Mrs. Tennison he had
hillea his wife and was going to kill himself,
Shortly afterward, hearing a sbot, some neigh-
bors on search found Genu-y dead, neck
was almost cat off by a charge of shot. The
woman was also shot in tha neck with bird
shot, butis not thought to be dangerously
wounded, The parties bad been married about
six weeks,
California Goed Templars.

VarLeso, Uot. 3.—1n the Grand Lodge to-
day the morning hour was t in the eloc-
tion of officers. G. W. C. T,, Wild Gould,
of Los Angeles, re-elected; G. W. C. T., Rob,
Thompson, San }nncanco, G. W. V. T., Tate
8. Hart, Visalia; G. W. 8., Geo. D. Katzen-
stern, Sacramento, re-elm.tsd Q. W.T..G. 8
Halsey, Vallejo, re-elected; bupannteutlent
Juvenile Templars, Emma Pitt Ntevens, San
Francisco, re-elected; Grand Lodge Trostees,
A. K. Stevens, J. T. Parkham, ﬁ' W, Lar-
kins; Orphans’ Home Trustees, T. J. Halsey,
A. G, Clark, S8am. Kittos. The next session
will be neld at Stockton.

A Bguatter War.

SAX Framcmsco, Oct. 5.—More trouble is
reported on the El Sobrante rancho, arisin
from conflicts between squatters and lanc
holders. Last Saturday Mr. McLean and two
sons had a difficulty on his land with a squat-
ter named Flynn, in which the latter was
badly beaten with the stock of a gun. It is
reported that Flyon had died from his inju-
ries. A womau who was the eompumun of
Flynn was also badly beaten and is said to be
in o precarious condition. The squatters are
erpresented to have established themselves on
the ranch of Victor Cnt.m. four miles up San

Pablo creek. Castro has gone ur with a
farce to drive them off. There are from 20 to
25 squatters located on the ranch, a

r.rt of El Bobrante grant. About a balf
ozen squstters are located also on Wyhe's
furm, situated about seven miles east of San
Puhlo. but were driven off by the claimant
with a of armed assistants who fired a
uumber of shots at the squatters. No one m—
ported bit. Most of the squatters are re
sented to be residents Berkley, Ok d
and San Franciseo.

Fatal shooling at m:mto.

SacramExnTo, Oct. 5, —A shooting affruy
occurred last evening at about 7:30 in the
Mint saloon, at the vorner of Becond ana K
streets, in which Joe Hurtado shot and in-
stantly killed Jack Denny, who was released
a few weeks ago from the State prison where
he had been sent for robbery. Hurtado also
shot his brother Peter throngh the right
shoulder. Trouble arose over the division of
some sixty odd dollars which the three had
won of a countryman last night. Hurtado
begar the shooting, but is cousidered justified
from the threatening manner of the other,
who said that if he did not divide he should
not leave the saloon. Thfﬁ had also pre-
viomsly threatened to him. Peter's
wound is probably fatal,

Indian War.

President Disz has organized s campaign
against the Rio Grande Indians, It is be-
lieved that Diaz will remoye the Indians to
the Pacific Coast.

A Woman imn the Cnse.

Sax Fraxcisco, Oct. 7.—8Some of the miss.
ing fundo due the city from the late Alex.
Austin, bave been traced to the possession of
Ellie Wilton, an actress, now in England.
Since Auostin's death, a letter has been re-
ceived here from her which will throw light
on the question of what became of a great

rtion of the estate yet unaccounted for.

fiss Wilton has telegraphed to have the let-
tors destroyed, Jennings 8. Cox, partuer of
the late Austin in the brokerage bmmsu, has

héen cited to appear before the probate court
fo-morrew dmﬂgﬂ the contents of the
letters or surrender them to the public admin.
istrator,

No l‘nlﬂl in the Gmnbukem

“Dere ain't no use hoddann wid me,”
said Bito Amos; “I smell wood 'round
in dis naborhood an’ I'se gwine ter feed
my saw on hit fore sundown.”

“But, anser de queschin,” urged Amos.

“Well, Amoa, look heah, boy, I'se hin
outen town an’ ain’t bin readin’ de labils
en de pollytishuns lately. Fron'erstan's
yet you is one ob dese greenbackers 1"

“Dat’s de kind ob frackshunable kur-
rency 1 is.”

“Ant ez I furder on’erstans, dey is
proposin’ ter run 'ginst de reg’ler dimmy-
cratic nomynee {”

" “Dat’s de trale he’s on.”

“An’ he's tryin' ter suppress on de
‘publicans de needcessity ob waltzin’ up
to de poles an’ ’sportin’ ob him fer ter
beat de dimmmocrats §”

“Ennything ter beat dem.”

“Well, now, 'fore I'd go inter dat
mngement I'd like ter hab de peddygme
ob dat greenbacker er leetle mo' sartain
dan I'se got hit now. I’se feer'd he's ob
dese crosses from der indypendent outen
er sorchead. I likes er thererbred scrub.”

“Yas, but he's wid us now, sho’.”

“Wid yer now! But whar are he
gwine ter be arter de leckshin?! when yer
comes fer ter ax him fer ter stan’ on yer
'strees warrint tell nex’ week whar'll
yer tree 'im at! Now, lemme tell yer
dese nmew brandid gwanbackers is like
onto dese summer lizzerds—day’s green
on der grass, but when yer runs dem
onto er rule day’s ez gray es Confederat
Jeans. An’ dey's got no chance gmst
de dimmocrat party. Yer heah me!
Hit's like ba'r meat—de mo’ yer chaws
on hit de bigger it swells.”

And the old man felt of his saw and
ambled away.

Meaxs WeLL—A young theological
student sends us an item of news which
is something of a novelty in the way of
composition: He writes: *“A young
man, named C—topher G—dfrcy, re-
auilngfat H—lertown, jumped off a train,
rushed into a restaurant, and calied for
a dish of d—led crabs  After ap
ﬁamg his hunger, he attempted to

the train, which was moving off,
when ho was dashed to the ground and
had his head badly d—maged.” Our
correspondent means well, but his forte
doesn't lie in the direction of journalism,

A man was sitting for his photograph.
The operatorsaid: “Now, sir, look kind

o' pleasant. Smile a little.” The man
smiled and then the operator exclaimed:
“0Oh ! that will never do, it's too wide
for the instrument.”
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expressly for thic climate by
Messrs Pfunder & Co., Portland, has
been found to be the best Fever and
Ague medicine ever offered to the citi-
zens of Oregon. All druggists have it

We thought Noerthrup couldn’t stay
out of Hardware altogether; he is get
ting in a large stock of Caniage and
Wagon Huardware, Axles, Springs, Mal-
leable Iron, ete., so that now you can
get not only the Woodwork but the

Hardware for any kind of a vehicle you
want.  Address
E. J. Nograrup & Co,,

Portland, Oregon.

The Willamette Stove Works, of
Portland, mukes the best Stoves sold in
this market. Buyers should sustain
home manufasture by insisting on hay-
ing goods of this make and buying no
othar.

The sales of Singer Sewing Machines
are wonderfully large. Last year the
Company sold 282,812 Machines. Buch
enormous sales are the best recommend
the Machine could have.

7 In making any purchase or in

writing in response to any advertise-

ment in this paper yon will please men-
twon the nnme of the paper.

DRY GOODS.

ADIES AT A DISTANCE FROM PORTLAND CAN

deal with us as satisfaotorily an at our counters,

#s we have special clarka whose husiness it 1 to answer

letters, send cut samples and ship goods by mall or ex-
prosd,

We keep the Largest and Finest Stock of
Dry Goods, Dress Goods, Silks, Cioaks,

nd everything reauisite to a strictly FIRST-CLASS
EZ‘.)’['J\HLI&HHE..\T in Oregon, and the well-known amd
to us flatteying reputetion of vur house ks a guuuntos
that we mean what wo say now in offering

Beltler Goods for the Money

Than any other hotse on this Coast can give, and taking
more puing than ever before to give satisfuction.

It will eost very Hitle to semd to us for sunples and
prices, aud it will enable u\'u)’bog‘v to tnke sdvantage
of the rocent decline in the price of DRY GOODS.

We also keep a Full Line of
CENTS' FURNISHING COODS.
Clarke & Henderson,

PORTLAND, UBEGON.

COAL OILS,
DOWNER’S, 150° Fire Test.
STAR, '
ASTRAL,
NONPAREIL,

And all the cheaper brasis at the luwest market rates

HODGE,=DAVIS & CO.,

Wholesale Drugglsts,

Morning Star Restaurant.

(19 “ (3

" “ “

i “

Corner Sscomyd and Washington Strets, Portland, Ogn. |

€. € RIDER, Proprietor,

par manth, F20M.....c aressssme 20 00 10 850
MMW‘uk R I P
Board, purdnv BOGH... cariemenrs ceoaeris! - B0 B
Hoard, per moal b a il

Private Bml’or hdinmdhmmn

SCROLL SAWS!

HOLLY & RHALMUT BAWS AND PATTERNS.
&3 Write for Prive List.

DAYTON & HALJL, Portland, Or.

Oregon Standard Soap Works,
IRVING & WEEB, Proprietors,
PORTLAND, OREGON,

The only stewm factory north of San Praacisco. Send
!Dr f.'!l'!:ullr and price list.

THE FIRST EXHIBITION

OF THE

PFORTLAND

INDUSTRIAL ASSOCIATION,

Will be open to the public in the extensive warerooms
of Messrs. NEWBURY, CHAPMAN & CO., on

Monday, October 21, 1878,
And Continne One Weelk.

PETER TAYLOR,
GEQ, H. HIMES, Beerctary,

President.

Coker’s Employment Ageney,
Furnishes HELP of all Kinds FREE OF CHARGE.
47 Correspondence Sollcited.

J. R. COKER, Portland, Oregon.

ABELL,

167 and 169 First Street
Poriland, Oregon.

No.

NEW MAPS!!

Oregon and Washington.............
Washington or Oregon, llll‘ln p—

These Mups are rtrmuily and handsamely lm.de in
pocket form, and are made from Government survoys,
complete, to June Iat, 1578, Address

J. K. GILL & CO., Portland,

MHNHMENT

TOMBSTCON =S,
And all kinds of Marble Work.

Sendd for Hlustrations, and Price Lists before
you order trom m}hulymw

WILLIAM YOUNG,
Portiund,

.81 50O

GREAT REDUCTION IN PRICES.

J. SIMON & CO.,,
Dealors In

WEIGHTS, CORDS AND PULLEYS, z
128 Front St., bet. Washington & Alder.
Jod Im PORTLAND, OREGON.

Cormer First and Washingion Streets, |

Doors, Windows, Blinds and Glass e
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The Celebrated La Belle Wagon.

Pride of the Pacific Coonst; most durablo; best made:
finest painted and lightest running wagon.
MeSherry Improved Force Feed [Grain
Dl'ill and

T. B. Warr, 8alem, Oregon.
A. M. Roor, {Ihun Oregon.
M. V. Kooxrz, Halsey, Oregon.
Basen & Covsriss, Harrishurg, Oragon.
T. G. Hexpucus, Eagene, Otegon,

J. B, Surrt, Oukland, Oreiron,
SuEnipax Hos., Roseburiy, Oregon.
REaxns Bros., .lncknmwille. Oregon.

For Cirenlars and Price Likts write our agents or

Patent sheln Tightener, ..
vement, atid i on o other m I"ur; J
Patent Ol Tubes with Brass Screw Caps,
dﬂmdﬂunmhdm%mmt \
nsserting .
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FRANK BROTHEBS &'

IMPCRTERS AND DEALERS l‘

AGRICULTURAL IMP

Cahoon Hand and Pomm La Dow’s m

#s Wamited to sow allkinds of pasine Farm nndﬂlmhem Fan Mills. “'ﬁﬁ"&f.-

The cheapest Sower in the Murket.
AMERICUS CIDER MILL,

Sreives & Tracy, corumg onm
A. 8. Powzwt, M
llamu Buos , lul:lnnvﬂle

. 3. McCosxnit, North ‘iunhﬂl. Oregon,
Ium Cave, Hillshora,
Suonry & Trius, Newaukum, Wuhlngwn Territory.
L. L. Axpnzws, If.lcnnnar. Washington Territory.

Milwaukie Nurseries.

ESTABLISHED 1847,

FOR SEASON 1878-79

LARGE STOCK,
LOW PRICES,

Bend for Our New Catnlogue,
Seth Luelling & Son,

Milwankie, Oregon.

w
No. 8. Hail w the Chief N'o. S,

WHEELER & WILSON.

HE NEW Neo. 8, STRAIGHT NEEDLE,” BACK
Feed, Lock Stitch

SEWING MACHINE,

! by the people everywhere Lo be the Best
P-rnih Machine in use,

43 Machines sold on the note and Installment plan,
A Liberal Diseount for Cash,

95 Third Street, Portland, Ogn.
F. W. GODARD,

No. 8. xumeer. No. 8.

[ERSSES s ]
FINE CATALOGUE.

N EXAMINATION OF MR. HANSEN'S ILLUS-
trated Catalogue of Fruit Trees and Seeds

oonvinos uny one that it is the best publicatio

kind m Oregon. I is well worth perusal, snd

nished free on on M. ls
redable und is nﬂrylﬂﬁ! bulim For
o " Portland,

M. Franklin Bro. & Co.,

125 First Street,

Kext door to First National Bank. ,
WHOLESALE & RETAIL

Dry Goods Hense.

Pacific Slope Agenoy of Edw. P,._.-,,_'_

Milvwaulses, VU
X nmamor G

Mill Stones
Mill Picks,
Pnrtahle lhlls
‘Shaftinf
e

Gearing

BUILDERS. OF THE | ¢

cunms nm

P, 0. Box 528,

USE NONE BUT THE

COLUMBIA COAL OIL,

THE BEST IN THE MARKET.
H. ACHERNAN & 09,
Bale Agont for the North Pacific Coast,
6 aud § North Front Street, Portland, Ogn.

ALISKY & INEGELRE,

143 First Sireet.

ortland, Oreg .

DIRECT FROM

EUROPE.
n-mmmmdm

Ever brought to this Market, Also,

GERMAN, FRENCH AND ENGLISH BRIER PIPES,
At L. K. G. SMI'TFI"s, 3

Corner Front and Stark Stroets, mm

BURTON nom
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Lewinton&!‘retluﬂ,
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Bolting Cloth, Smutiers, Separators, m Bran
and Mill Furnishings mf‘

Wholesale Candy Manufacturers, -

PACTORY 28 Alder Stroet, adjoining Odd. Fellows'

Meerschaum and Amber Goods|

THE BEST HOTEL IN nm&

Delemin

Bend for catalogus with price list, free of postage.
Special inducsments to Dry Goods Stors.

e




