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THE LETTER CARRIER.

——

round with patient tread
nu‘!'homuw lel.er-carrier goes,
Through summer sun beat on his head
Of round him whirl the winter's snows;

Ta ratn and slees, throngh cold aad heat,
He hls well appainted beat.
Arrayed in suit of sober gray,
Elzwm peuch upon his slde,
And loltering never b{ the way,
He on with lasty stride;
Alert and , be bows slong,

Unbeedful of the jostllng throng.

¥eotoft a moment at the doeor

Of lowly cotor mansion proud, _
He panses, from his varied store

To yield a part with summons Joud.
From near and far—where gleams the Star
Or glows the Cross—his tidings are.

But who ma ess what fatafal news
Each well-ulued packet doth enclose!
Hard words, pernhance, thal beat and bruise
The quivering heart like angry blows,
Or bountesus store of tender lore -
From Love or Friendship, running o'er,

ghall we not ask, “Good carrier \pray
What for that smiling maid
Hast brought gut now from far awaj?
What word 1o youder matron stald?
Why trembled so the hand of snow :
That eluiched the letter black with woe?

“Nay, question not—ye ask in vain!
My task's to carry, not to know
The secrels, or of joy or paln,
These letle:a bear to high or low "
And lape and street the sounds repeat
Of summons loud and hurried feet.

8o day by day, through lengthening years,
The trusty carrier comes and goes,
Unconsclous scati'ring smiles and tears,
Life's radignt Joys, iv's sombre woes,
Aad seeking siill, with natient will,
His humble duty to fu'flll,
—Harper's Weekly.

THAT TERRIBLE SCAR,

Midonight had tolled its solemn chime,
yet still the weary watcher sat beside
the hearthstone plying her busy needle.
Her eyes were dim and sunken, her
cheeks thin and pale, her lips pinched
and'purple, and her slender fingers so
shrivelled with the ioy chill that was
fast- palsying her that the plain gold
ring on her wedding finger and the
thimble that she held were ever now and
then dropping into her lap. Her very
delicate _form was shivering under
the heavy shawl that she had thrown

. about her shoulders, and she looked of-

ten with a wistful glance at the little
basket of fuel that stood beside the fire-

place.

Aunother hour passed and the clock
strack one,

“He must be here soon,” whis-

erad she, ina frightened tone. “*I will
ay sside my work and make things as
cheerful as I can.”

80 she brushed the ashes from the
hearth, drew the ooals together, threw
on them a handful of the carefully saved
fuel and faoned the faint flame till it
flamed high in the chimney. Then she
looked about the room to see if aught
oould be mended; but the few articles it
held were in their wonted places, and
everything as neat as the hands of
love oould make it. An arm-chair was
drawn from a corner close to the crack-
ling fire, the dressing gown that hung
upon it spread out anew and a pair of
slippers were upon the fender. The
lamp had been trimmed afresh, the table
dusted, and beside it was placed a knife
almost as bright as though the blade had
been silver instead of steel.

“I have doue the best I ean," said the
pale watcher, as again she sank into her
chair. “Oh, if I were sure of only one
kind word,” she continued, *“‘Hark!”
HBhe started up and listened. *‘It is he—
and how he bangs the gate! I shall
have a fearful time with him,”

She bhastened to fthe front door and
gently opened it.

A man staggered in, and reeling this
way and that, reached finally the room
his gentle wife had made so bright and
caeerful. But what was her reward? A
volley of oath so foul that it seemed as
if ¥n army of fiends had spoken with one
voice. He oursed the niggardly fire,
thongh to make that she and her chil-
dren had been ha f frozen all day; he
swore at the patched dressing gown,
though out of her own thin wardrobe
she had planned it; he raved at the
bread and meat, though herlean hands
had earned them both. And when angel-
like and woman-like, too, she gave him
a smile for every frown, an endearing
epithet for every oath, and would have
wound her arms about him to win him
back to reason and to himself, he raised
his heavy hand and dealt her a pow
erful blow; aye, he struck her till every
nerv:rnivered with anguish, and she,
his wife and the mother of his beaute-
ous cliildren! And now, when she lay
prostrate before him, he raised himself
to kick her from thence. A slight young
hand pushed off the booted foot even as
it was falling on the trembling woman,
sndis voice agonized in its tones, ex-
claimed:

‘‘Forbear, my father, for though your
wife, she is yet my mother, and I will
save her from your rage!”

The eyes of the druunkard quasiled a
moment before the upturned gaze of his
first-born, so mourn?ully holy was the
look that beamed from his tearful face ;
then a fiendish glare burned in his own,
and exelaiming :

““You, tool—must I level my house
hold ere I can find peace?” he seized the
glistofing knife and struck bis child,

* * +* =

“Will he live?” mourned the poor
mother to the surgeon, when he had
bandaged the boy’s head. ‘‘He is very
pale and weak?”

*‘It is & ghastly and dangerous wound,”
said the surgeon; ‘‘only the eighth of an
inch deeper and it would have been
fatal —yet with care he might survive.”

‘““Mother,”—there was a pathos in the
tone that drew her eyes earnestly to the
speaker, a stripling of about 17 years—
‘“mother, I am going away.”

““Away!—and where! Ernest?” she in-
quired.

*““I ecannot say,” he replied; “God
must direct my steps—but go from here
I must. The curse of the drunkard's
son is on me. None will regard me—
none even give me work. And more,
mother, if I stay here I must forget my
Bible, for how can I honor my father
when he so dishonors himself ?”

Very long did the boy talk and plead
ere he won the tearful consent; but she
gave it st length, and with a little knap-
sack on his back, his mother's Bible in
one pocket and her slender pvrse in the
the other, Ernest went forth in the great
world to seek, not so much fortune or
fame, as that peace and joy which a
drunken father would not give him in his
home,

Years passed away, and there ca:ae no
tidings from Ernest, save that after the
first one, and each guarter brought the
mother a remittance, and each succes-
sive ome of & higher fignre. Welcome,
too, were they all; for, but for such
generons aid the workhonse had claimed
her and her children; for, downward,
still downward, went her husband, his
absence no longer counted by kours, but
weeks and months.

In a bustling city, many miles from
his native town, & stranger one night
found him in a gutter, half frozen,

+starved, weary and sick. Likea good

Samaritan, he picked him up, and as he
was too weak to walk, placed him in a
conveyapnce and had him taken to his

ments, wholesome food and a soft bod]
ware frecly offered him, and passive as a
child when worn and languid, he suf-
fered them to deal with him as they
cbose and soon sank into a deep, refresh-
ing slumber.

It was hours ere he awoke, and then
he seemed as in & dream. The filthy
gutter in which he had lost his eon-
sciousness was now exchanged for a
downy bed, with pillows soft and white
as snow, with snow-white counterpane
and damask hangings. His rags had dis-
appeared, and in their stead he saw him-
self robed in white linen. The dirt was
washed from his face and hends, his hair
was combed, and his tangled beard neat-
ly shorn. He put back the ocurtains.

coved window, and their bri
showed s loity chamber, with frescoed

lad, golden sunbeams were stealing

through the crimson dm an al-
iant light

walls, a carpet from Oriental looms, and
furniture that a prince might covet. “‘It
is & dream,” breathed he, and he closed
his eyes. Light footsteps aroused him

soon, and unclosing them again he saw

bending over him a noble-looking man
in life’s early prime, and beside him a
lovely womsan, and in the eyes of both
large tears were standing.

“Tell me,” he said, eagerly, *“‘do I
dream, or am I the poor drunkard so
greatly cared for ?”

““You are sick and we must minister to
vou,” replied the lady.

“Sick! ay, sin sick,” he said. *“Baut
you do not know how vile I am, or you
would cast me out at once. Listen. I
have broken the heart of my wife. I
have driven my only son from home; ay,
and half killed bim first; and I bave ill-
treated my other children till they fear
me more than the evil one. Will you
care for me now ?”

He almost shrieked out the question,
and it seemed as thoagh life and death
Lhung on the answer,

“We must forgive even as we would
be forgiven,” said the master of the
house. ‘‘While you can be happy, stay
with us.”

A week passed away, and still the old
man tarried in that beantiful home, now
toying gently with Lily, the wee, deli-
cate babe, and then playing pranks
with Harry, the pride of the household,
a boy of four summers; now dreaming
in the pleasant chamber where he first
awoke again to manhood, and then loli-
ing in an arm-chair in the parlor, tears
and emiles chasing each otEer over his
wrinkled cheeks as the lovely lady of the
mansion sang, now a gay ditty and then
asolemn hymn. But he never offered to
eross the threshold.

“I dare uot,” he wounld say, when
asked to ride or walk; “‘there is danger
in the street, and this calm is so very
sweet. If it could only lest.” And then
he would sigh, and sometimes weep and
sob like a child.

- > - * - »

‘““There is to be a grand rally of the
friends of temperance to-night—the new
and splendid hall is to be inaugurated.
Bunners will wave, music ring, and
ladies smile! Shall I invite you, my
wife, to accompany me ?”’ said the mas-
ter of the house.

**Of course, after such a programme,”
said she, gayly, ‘‘and you may depend
upon my going, too. How socon mustl
be ready ?”

“‘In an hour’s time,” he replied. *‘I

you myself at the door of the hLall. Be

a tremendous crowd.”
“I will be in time—trust me for that,”

her astonishment when she returned to
the parlor, all bonneted and cloaked, to
find her stranger guest awaiting her,

““I cannot surely be tempted there,”
said he, in a low, sad voice; ‘‘but if you
will suffer me to ride with you I will
gladly go. It may be that I shall com-
plete there the salvation here com-
menced.”

but an intimate friend of his joined them
there, and led them to some reserved
seats near the platform.

There had been stirring musio by the
band, fervent prayers by the clergy and
thrilling speeches from orators from

that vast multitude were aroused as they
had never been before to the dangers of
the cup. Then, while yet they were all
riveted to the subjeot, he president an-
nounced ‘‘a voice from our home.”
There was a breathless silence for a
moment, and then loud and long accla-
mations greeted the good Samaritan of
our sketch as he bowed to the waiting
throng. It had seemed to them as the
last speaker hushed his voice, that the
theme, world wide as it is, was quite ex-
hausted, but so impassioned was the elo-
quence that now mastered it, that they
hung upon every word as if he had
spoken of somethicg fresh from heaven.
Where others hud generalized, he indi
vidualized. He did not take the mass of
drunkards, but only one out of them all,
and he portrayed his course in such
vivid colors that the audience seamed
gazing upon dissolving views rather than
listening to chosen words; and so
wrought up were they that when he
pictured that horrible scene in the
trugedy of dring, where the husband
levels to the floor the wife which once
slept so sweetly upon his bosom, the
wife that is the mother of bis children,
they seemed to hear the gentle and
wronged one fall, and sobs and sighs
broke forth from the assembly. The
speaker paused till they were quiet,
wiping, meanwhile, the tears from his
own cheeks,
““Do you ask,” said he, when he again
resumed his themse, *‘do you ask why I
stand here to-night and speak these
things? Why, I not only speak but feel
them? Look at this,”” he said, lifting
the glossy locks from his left temple.
“*Do you see that socar on my forshead?”
In the brilliant gaslight it was per-
foctly visible to many a watehful eye; it
was a ghastiy, frightful looking scer,
marring the beauty of a brow that might
otherwise have b_en a painter’s model.-
Slowly and solemnly did the speaker
utter each word, then as he stood push-
ing back the raven hair, coptinued:
“‘After the drunkard had felled his wife
to the floor he would have kicked her
prostrate form but that Ler young son
rushed between the two. What did the
drunkard do then?”’ he exclaimed in a
voice of thunder. Another pause and a
breathless hush. More slowly, more
solemnly did he speak: ‘“‘He seized a
knife,” he continued: ““aye, and the one,
too, his gentle wife herself had laid be-
side his plate for him to carve the dish
her worn and weary fingers had earned
o sustain his life; he seized it and—did
this!” and he pointed to his forehead.
*“To my grave shall I carry this scar and
not till I rest in my grave ehall I cease

to plead for the drunkard’s children.”

With these words fresh on his lips he

withdrew. There was no applauding,

but a silence as of death rested in the

vast hall. Ere it was brokea by prayer

or hymn an aged man, older though it

ewn hogle. A warm bath, olean gar-}seemed with grief than years, tottered
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will send a carriage for you, and meet

sure that you are ready, fer there_will be

said she, hastening to perform her
duties to the little ones; but what was

Gladly did the lady acquiesce in the
request, and they were soon at the door
ot the thronged hall. Not her husband,

distant parts of the conntry, the hearts of

upon the platform, Trembling in every
nerve and muscle, he leaned agamnst the
desk, and finally grasped it for support.
Many times did his lips move ere he
eould utter an aundible sonnd, and when
be did speak his words were rather felt
than heard.
““The son has spoken,” he said, “‘now
let the tather. With the scar on his fore-
head yet bleeding, my Ernest, my first
born, my noble boy, went from his home
to seek among strangers the peace his
father would not give him on his own
hearthstone. Ten years from that time,
one week ago to-night, that son picked
up his father from a gutter, and instead
oP spurning him as a fallen sinner he
took him to his home as though he had
been the angel instead of the demon of
his youth. Deep is the scar on his fore-
head, but deeper are the scars on my
heart. We have heard him—ye see me.
Let the story and the sight be your sal-
vation, as it even now is my own.”

The old man was exhausted and fell
back into his son’s arms.—Truth.

The Late John J, Hastings.

By the death of Hugh J. Hastings the
older race of journalists in New York
loses one of its most conspicaous mem-
bers. The veteran editor was thrown
from his carriage at Long Branch, Sep-
tember 3d, and the injuries sustained
led to paralysis of the heart, of which he
'died September 12th.

He was born in the north of Ireland,
August 20th, 1820, His father emigrated
to this country and was followed by his
wife and children when Hugh was eight
years of age. They finally settled in
Albany, and the boys were sent out to
work as soon as they were old eneugh.
Hugh was always willing and industri-
ous, and began his struggle for a fortune
in a dry goods store on William street at
the age of 16.

Though he never shirked the manual
labor which devolved upon him, there
were higher aspirations in his breast
which led to his first efforts in journal-
ism, at Albany, in 1840. The acceptance
of his first articles encouraged him in
his new venture, and he applied for a
position en the Albany Atlas.

First as a 1eporter and afterwards as
city editor, he contributed crisp, ringing
paragraphs, so new and taking in their
style that public interest was aroused
and the circulation of the paper was
donbled.

In 1843 he determined to start a paper
of his own, and the Knickerbocker was
founded on a cash capital of 87 50, as a
daily, penny paper.

Courage, industry and confidence
made the paper a success at the very be-
ginning.

Mr. Hastings attracted attention, not
only as a brilliant and promising jour-
nalist, but also as a shrewd, keen and
enthusiastic politician, with the interest
of the whig party ever uppermost in his
mind.

He was a friend of Gouneral Taylor's,
and when the latter gentleman became
president, he made Mr. Hastings col-
lector of the port at Albaay, which office
he resigned after General Taylor's
death, because of his dislike of Fill-
more’s administration. His sympathies
being with Weed and Seward, he used
all the power of his rapidly inecreasing
influence in behalf of the whig party,
and was 8 delegate to the whig conven-
tion of 1852, where he voted on every
ballot for General Scott. In 1854 he
was made clerk of the state senate.

He was one of the organizers of the
Republican party and from 1840 to 1880
he was a preminent and active agency in
every whig and republican national or
state convention. 'The organizing of a
legislature, or the election of a United
States senator were always episodes in
political history which borethe stamp of
Hugh Hastings' individuality.

In 1867 he came to New York and pur-
chased a control ing interest in the Com-
mercial Advertiser. The paper nad been
running down and was without spiric
and enterprise. Mr, Hastings threw into
its existence the enthusiasm and ardor
which had characterized his management
of the Knickerbucker, and placed it once
more upon a sound and solid basis.

His offico door was always open to vis-
itors, and no one was too humble to fiad
admission and a patient listener.

He made short work of frauds, how
ever, and could detect them almost ata
glance.

In 1879, 1880 and 1881 he published a
series of articles in the Commercial Ad-
vertiser under the title: ““Ancient Amer-
ican Politics,” wbich attracted much at-
tention and gave evidence of his studious
habits and intimate acquaintance with
the leaders in American political history.

Tender and genial to his friends, fierce
and scathing to his enemies, he was ever
ready to change the bitterness of hate to
the fidelity of friendship. - He has male
his mark apon the century, both in jour-
nalism and politics, and while his strong
personality was produetive of ill feeling
at times, while he was alive, his death
has called for universal recognition of
his ability and manhoood, and the ban-
ishment of personsl animosities,

A Thrilling Prairie Incident.

What is that?

Look closer and yon will see that it is
a gaunt, grim wolf, creeping out of the
little grove of ecottonwoods toward a
buffulo calf gamboling around its
mother.

Raise your eyes a little more and you
will see that the prairie beyond it is alive
with buffalo. Count them! You might
as well try to count the leaves of a great
maple! They ar1e moving foot by foot as
they crop the juicy grass, and living
waves rise and fall as the herd slowly
sweep on. Afar out to the right and
left, mere specks on the plain, are the
flankers—brave old buffaloes, which
catch a bite of grass and then sniff the
air and scan the horizon for intimation

of danger. They are the sentinels of the
herd, and right well they can be
trusted.

The wolf creeps nearer.

All the afternoon the great herd has
fed in peace, and as it slowly moves
toward the distant river it is all uncon-
scious that danger is near. Look you
well and watch the wolf, for you are go-
ing to see such a sight as not vne mau in
ten thousand has ever beheld.

Creep—crawl—skulk—pow behind a
knoll—now drawing himself over the
grass—now raising Lis head above a
thistle to mark the locality of his victim.
It is a lone, shambling, skulking wolf,
lame and spiteful and treacheroans.
Wounded or ailing, he bas been left to
get along as best he may; and his green
eyes light up with fiercer blaze as he
draws near to his unconscious prey.
COreep—creep—creep! Now bhe is
twenty feet away—now fifteen—now ten.
He hugs the earth, gathers his feet ucder
him, and he bounds through the air as if
shot from a gun., He is rolling the calf
over and over on the grass in three sec-
ouds after hesprings.

Now watch!

A cry of pain from the calf—a bellow
from the mother as she wheels and
charges the wolfi—a startled movement
from a dozen of the nearest animals, and

a rush begins, The one wolf is wagni-
fied into a hundred, the hundred into a
thousand. Shsrp, short bellows—notes
of » larm—and in fifty seconds after the
wolf has wet his fangs with blood, that
flying mass is in motion to get away
from an unknown terror.
The waves rise higher and higher as
the confusion spreads. One instant it
seems as if 10,000 solid acres of prairie
were moving bodily away; again waves
rise and fall as the cowards behind rush
upon those in front, who want to sniff
the mir and learn the danger. In one
minute the alarm runs down the herd
to the leaders, and further than the eye
can see the entire herd is going offata
mad gallop, heads down, eyes rolling,
and no thought but that of escape. If
Lake Erie were to dash itself againsta
wall, the shock would be no greater than
the awful crash with which this mass of
rattling hoofs, sharp horns and hairy
bodies would meet it. The clatter of
hoofs and rattle of horns would drown
the noise of a brigade of cavalry gallop-
ing over a stone paved road.

ide out on their trail. Here where
the stampede began the ground is torn
and farrowed as if a thousand cannons
had been firing solid shot at targets.
Here and there are calves which had been
gored or crushed, here and there older
animals with broken legs and disabling
wounds. Here, where the herd was
fairly off, you might as well hunt for a
gold dollar as a blade of grass. Youlook
for three miles as you lovk across it. It
is a trail of dirt and dust and ruts and
furrows, where half an houg ago was a
carpet of green grass and smiling flowers.
The most dreadful eyclone known to man
could not have left more horrible scars
behind.

Miles away, on the bank of a winding
and growling river, are three white-
topped emigrant wagons. A camp-fire
blazes up to boil the ketiles. Men,
women and children sfand about, peer-
ing over the distant mountains at the
setting sun, and glad that their journey
is almost done. Butterflies come and go
on lazy wing, the crickets chirp cheerily
in the grass, and the eagles sailing in
the blue evening air have no warniog to
give.

Hark! Is that thunder?

Men and women turn in their tracks
a8 they look in vain for a clond in the
sky. That ramble comes again as they
look into each other’s faces. Tt grows
louder as womem turn pale and men
reach for their trusty rifles. The ground
trembles, and afar off comes a din which
strikes terror to the heart. ‘‘Indians!”
they whisper. No! A thousand times
better for them if savage Pawnees dared
ride down where those barreled rifles
could speak in defense of the peaceful
camp.

““A stampede of buffaloes!” gasps one
of the men as he catches sight ef the ad-
vance guard under the awful eclond of
dust. Rifles are held ready for a shot,
and the children climb up on the heavy
wagon wheels to see the strange pro-
cession gallop past,

Here they come! Crack! crack! erack}
from three rifles, and a shout as each
bullet tells. Next instant a shaggy head,
followed by a dust-brown body, rushes
through the camp. Then another and
another. The men shout and wave their
arms, the women and children turn palex

ef.

J The roar and din shut out every other
sound, and the wagons jar and tremble
with the concussion. Now another shag
gy head! another] half a dozen! a score!
a hundred! a great living wave which
sweeps along with the power of a tor-
nado, followed by others more fierce and
strong, and the camp is blotted off the
face of the earth more completely than
by any power of heaven. Nothing to be
seen, no shout to be heard. Wave fol
lowed wave across the spot, over the
bank, into the stream and across, and
when the last ot the herd has passed the
keenest hunter can find nothing on that
spot of wood or iron, of cloth, or bone,
or flesh, to prove that a dozan men, wo-
men and children were there wiped out
of existence and reduced to shreds and
dust.

Saved oa Account of Being Homely.

A GQGalveston man tells how the Tn-
dians eaptured in 1838 a Mr. Chism, who
was then a blacksmith at San Felipe, and
regarded as the ngliest or homeliest man
|Lin Texas. The Indians kept Mr. Chism

a captive about three days, and during
that time, a8 he related himself to my
informant, as he was able to understand
their language, he was made the subject
of their ludicrous jests in regard to his
ugliness, and was compelled to run foot
and mule races for his life and constant-
ly threatened with shooiing if he got
beat in therace. He was finally, at the
close of the third day, told to ride away
on hismt 12, as he and rhe ve’e t o ugly
to kill, unless it was done in self-defense.
Mr. Chism never claimed to be good-
looking after that, and accepted the In-
dian verdict, and thought it extremely
fortunate that he was ugly, especially at
that importaut junoture, as it saved his
life. This escape enabled him to live to
a good old age and to die a natural
death. It paid that time to be ugly.—
New Orleans Times Democrat.

Some boys recently tied a dish-pan to
a dog'’s tail by a long rope, and the dog
picked the pan up in his teeth and ran
quietly down behind a barn, crawled
under it and went fo sleep in the pan.
The dog just opened his mouth and
smiled way down - to his hips when he
saw the pan purloiner's mother come
out and grab the yonng miscreant by
the neck, and hammer him long and
hard with theend of a picket that had
several nails sticking through it.

I. G. Davidson, Portland, Oregon, enlarges
more picturea than any other photographer in
the state. Send orders direct to him as he
has no canvassing agents. Pictures finished in
any desired style,—India ink, water colors, oil
or crayon.

DON'T BUY BOSS BOOTS UNLESS
YOU WANT THE BEST. SEE THAT
OUR NAME IS ON EVERY PAIR.
AKIN, SELLING & CO.

Agents wanted in every town in Oregon and
Washington to sell the new Improved NO.
SEVEN American Sewing Machine. Jobu B, Gar.
rison. Geperal Ageat, 167 Third street, Portland,
Ormn.

Roaring cataracts ot honest apolause, foaming
oceans of fun, and the best show of the season
now being held at the Elite theatre, Portland,
Oregon. Regular prices 25 and 50 cents.

Frank G. Abell, the best of on artists, is al.
wasys prepared o mike pnotographs in the highesat
style of the art.at hiz gallery, 167 »irst stree!, Port-
laud, Callat his art rooms when In the city.

Garrison repairs all kind of sewing muchines,
Take Wm. Pfunder's Oregon Blood Purifier.

0. N. P, ©0.—New Series Ne, 18,

L. FELDMANN & CO.,

Importers and Wholesale Dealers In

Wooden and Willow Ware,

And Manufacturers of
Brooms and Brushes,
No. 135 Front street, Portland, Or.

el

pIxo¥, BEERNSTEIN & CO., Front und
Seark—Show cases of all kinds hand or mad
to order, at dan Francisco prices, - > T

ATATR BUILDERS,

BISHOF & SMITH, S5. W. cor. Front and
@.—Stair rails, Lalusiers and posts fur. isbed to
order. Country orders promptly atiended to.

!

HOTEL».

THE INTEENATIONA o oand
XE.—The best one dollar s &;y ﬂmul‘t-h‘;‘ CORsL.

Passenge s and e conveyed to and from
tra'ns and boats free. kK. Lewh{nn. proprietor. o

ASSATERS,

W. G. JENNE & ©C0O., No § Washl -
of ores, metal.;. ., ele, uu.:-'m “for

ysis assay
gold and silver, 83: 4 10. Ord
DUy atte m.m ) Orders by mail

MUSIC HOUSE.

D. W. PRENTICE, 107 First Street—Leading

music er. -
S the ; une.m t music and every.

EE
5
:

N. Y. JEWELRY CO.

© pilbiont ey e ey, "I, ST
X C ewelry. @
Raliroad watch. Country urdemysmlcned. g

l

SEAL ENGRAVERS.

C. B. FETY, No. 3% Oak Strcet—Seal engrav-
er, manafacturer of notary and lodge seals, mnu
and steel stamps, steel letters, &c.; rubber stamps
and stencils.

HAREPWARE.

ROODNOUGH, SMITH & COLEMAN, Ne.
65 Second—Importers and deslers m buflders’
Hardware, mechanics’ tools, cutiery, farmin

Tlltlzzlt er&srhkﬂaed slute mantels Country o

tools
ers so-

' DOORS, SASH AND BLINDS, i
F. E. BEACH & C0.—1038 Frout St —Dealers

in Paints, Olls and Glass, Doors, Windows and
Blinds BSend for Price List and Catal e,

HAKBLE WORES.

MERGESA & VOSPER, 47 Stark.—Monuments,
Tombs, Headstones, ete., furnished in Itulian and
American marble. antry orders filled promptly,
Meud for prices and d: a‘l;;nn.

HSURVEYORS,

COOFPER & HAMILTON, Civil Engineers and
Surveyors, Hoom 14, Firm National Bank bullding,
Portland, Or. Al Kinds of surveying and dratting
doue o any of the country.

BAKERIES.

EMPIRE BAKERY .2 Washington, Voss &
Fuhr, Props. HManofacturers of Pllot bread, Soda,
Plenle, Butter, Boston, Sugar and Shoe Fly erackers.
?Jﬂ&m from the trade sblidited and promptly st

1 to,

ATTORNEYN

D. . KENNEDY ,~--Attorney and Counselor al
Low HRoom & Dekum's bul Legal business
pertaining to Lotters Patent for inventions, before
the Patont Office or in the Courts, a Ly.

l‘

JUH‘I‘ RECEIVED AT GANMRISON'S SEWING
Machine stors, 1687 Third street, Portland, Ore-
Fon. 169 cases of ITousehptd Sewing Machines. Dur-
ng two and one ball years' use in Oregon the House-
hold has forced its way o the front. Its soperior
merits are pow well known to the public. Agents
wanted tosell in every town in Oregon.

A FABULOUS DISCOVERY,

Worth Mnllimu m_the Human Fam-
ily—Celery as a Cure.

The habitual daily use of this vegetable is
much more beneficial to man than most people
immagine. The writer, who is familiar with its
virtues, 18 acquainted with many men and
women who from various causes have become
so much aflected by nervousness that when
they stretched out their hands they shook like
aspen leaves, but by a moderate use of celery
they became as strong In nerve as other
people. We have known others to be cared of
palpitation of the heart. To this we may add
that we received of Dr. Henley, of Porfland,
Oregon, & bottle of “Celery, Beefl and 1ron.”
By close analysis we state the preparation
called Celery, Beef and Iron Is what it is re-
presented to be, absolutely pure, and every
one engaged in labor weakening to the nerves
should use “Celery, Beef and Iron,” We find
also according to the formula received, each
bottle is comlposed of Liebig’s extract of beef,
extract of ce :.-e?. and pyrophosphate of iron
with conden wine. These eombined we
pronounce the best known remedy for any
disorder of the nerves or neuralgis. The
most delicate nerves, even of birds, we give
celery, how much better will it subserve the
wants of the human family ?—Prf. B. H, Open-
heigen in Journal of Chemistry.

Prepared and put up by Dr.”W. HENLEY,
Portland, Oregon. Office and Laboratory, 87
Morrison street, bet. Fourth and Filth.
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which we have applied for letters patent.
&FSend for Tllustrated Catalogue and Price List,
Portland Carriage Manufnetory.

nity to huy at

Tea, GOE and

Furniture,

The largest and moest
c¢ity, consisting of Parior, Li
ufacture. Also a large and well selec
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SEWING MACHINE
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167 Third St.,, PORTLAND, OREGON.

JOHN B. GARRISON, Propr.

All the Leading Sewing Machines, OlL
Needles, Attachments and Genu-
ine Parts for sale.

All kinds of Sewing Machines Repalred
and Warrauted.

GENERAL AGENT FOR

The Bousehold and White Sewing Machines,

PORTLAND
=«BUSINESS COLLEGE

N. E. Cor. Second and Yamiull Sts,,
FORTLAND. OREGON.

A, . ARMSTRONG, Principal.
). A. WEsco, Penman and Secretary

Desigaed for tho Business Education of Both Sexes.

Admitted oo any week day of the year,

=PEN+WORKWs-

OF all Kinds executed 10 order al reasonnble rates,!
Satisfaction guaranteed, :
The College "i!ourn:ll." conlaining information

of the course of study, ratee of tuition, time lo
enter, ete., and culs of plain and oraumcptal pen-
wanship, free,

A Chair that makes a Lounge
or a Bed.

(Closea.) (Open.)
We have the Best Assortment of
FURNITURE, CARFETS,

WALL PAFER, BEDDING,
And st LESS MONEY, than at any other houss in

the city. You will save money by buyng your FUR
NITURE from us,

G.SHINDLER & CO.,

168 First and 167 Froat ot.,
NEAR MORRIBON...........ocournversserens PORTLAND,

S FACTORY - Willsbun-g, On

H. P. GREGORY & CO,
No. 5 North Front St., between A and B,

Sawil

SA WS,
Woodworking
Machinery,

Stenm Fngline.
} und Bollers,
Mining
Machinery

‘Belting,
FPacklog
and Hose

Flonr Mill
M nehinery,

Waler Wheels
Ete, ete.

Botallished 1851,

c?‘[éc{qc-, Dawvis (f‘;‘ .

c?mpc-zl‘ing
Qlfiolesale Qzuggiob

dgents for Leading Droprictary Medicines,
Fluid Bxtracts, ills, Bic:, Hter

Mos. 92 and 94 Front Steed
Cor. Stazh:

Foritand, Ougm.
BUSINESS EDUCATION!

GO TO THE

Gl

Northwest corner Becond and Sxlmon Sta
W.S. JAMES, Principul. F. E. CHAMBLARS, Sec'y
The C. C. Jourm!ﬁew edition), giving full informa
ton, sent FREE, Address
JAMES & CHAMBERS,
Portland. Or.—P. O. Box 58,

W. B. MARYE,

Civil Engineer, Surveyor & Draughisman.

LIL KINDS OF ENGINEERING EXECUTED
A in the state f Oregon and Ifdaho, Washington
and Montans territurles,

Eoom No. 13, over First Nntlovnl Bank,
PORTLAND OIEGON.

“"USE ROUSE FaiLlS. |

USE ROSZI PILLS,

3

Northern Pacific R. R. Co.
LAND DEPARTMENT

(Western District)

This company offe
Ao pany rs for sale about four miilien

FERTILIE LLANDS
IN

Washington ']‘orritqry and Idaho,

At low rates for eagh, or on

EASY TIME TERMS.
O E-FIFTIE DOWIN;

Balance In fonr annnal payments, with Interest at?
percent, Appl'y te

PAUL SCHULZE, Gen’l Land Agt.,
PIRTLAND, ORFGON,

CHEAPE?O? HOUSE
AMERICAN WATCHES,

Eigin, Spriugficld or Waltham Wateh,
In ® ounee Siiver Case. .., ... 818 00
In 8 ounce Sllver Cuse......... 15 5o
In 4 ounce Sliver Case..... ..... 17 50
[ mean basincss; nnd guaranice these Genuine
Ameriean Movements—ao Imitatlion.
Also full stock of ke
JEWELRY, CLOCKS and SPECTACLES,
Goods sent “C. Q D." to any part of the country.
JOHN A. BECK,

Watchmaker and Jeweler,
149 Front St. (oppmite the Eamond),
Portland, Oregon.

EYE & EAR INFIRMARY
SANITARIUM,OR HOME FOR THE SICK

Macndam Rond, bet. Porter and Wood Sta.,
South Portland, Oy

Dr. Pilkington, lnte Professor of Eye & Ear Diseases
in the Medienl Dopartment of W!Eﬂmwu Yniversity
I:lsw nn\‘ﬁnd ™ l‘lufv ;mll;iuux. onms’sbeaulﬂnl elevation in
the south part of Lthe city, m pared 1o accomo-
dute putlents suffering from all dmmor the EYE,
EAR or THROAT. Also will pny g;lechl attentlon to
persons laboring under Chronie Nervous
and to diseuses peouline 1o women. and receive a lmi-
ted ntimber of cases expecting confinement.

The intention is to provide « Howne for such cases
with uil the best hygienic agencles combined with the
hest medicnl skl to be had o the metropols.

For suy pmount of redforenices and efronlar,

D. J. B. PILKINGTON,
Cor, 15t and Washington Sta., Po » O,

E. S. Larsen & Co,,

WHOLESAILLE GROCERS

amierive |, S, L. & CO. vz
b ‘

Producs and Commission Merchants.

Dealers in Trepical and Domestic Fruits, Nuts ele
Consignments of country produce soliaited.
Noe 118 & 114 Froant Streei, Portiaad, O

Full Set of Teeth for §10.

Beat Set, $18.

EETH FILLED AT LOW RATES; SATISFAG
tion guaranteed. Gas sdministered. Deital grad-

PRIEIIN BROS,
Fortiand, Oregon.
oom 3. Unlon Block. Stark street entrance

‘SYkes Sare Oure for Galarmh”

f

] tqnm OR DRY, PRICE §100; “ATMOSPFHERIC
4 losu e Se. Dy Cure and lmnﬂ'l&.

tors malled pn reeeipt of price, with full direction

oseete. X (L BKIDMO & Oo.. Druggists 181 Firsi

?\tm:t. Portiand, Mw. <ole Agenie for the N. Paclih
T WAL,

LS B

fhe| (JREGON BLOOD PURIFIER

s PR PEUNDE RS 3

W

B¢ | KIDNEY & LIVER REGULATOR

L

S AR AR = b e =

A e

ihe | orse, 8o i
Rides better ard I8 more convenien i .
about one-half the cost, and It will carry » top equsliy

at
. Refer by permission 1o pariles who kave
Mlm are

Orders by mall promptly ﬂiled. Bend for prices.

J. J. WHEELER & CO.,

VEHICLE

THE BEST RIDING VENICLES IN THE WORLD.

Several different styles and qualities from 100 to -
There are uverﬂl:::rew and lgaponmt fentures in ﬁ'uﬂ. for

208 2t S TR T Pl YR

ﬁ;;' York Tea Company

289 FIRST STEEET, PORTLAND. OR.,
Wholesale and Retail Dealers in

 TEAS,.COFFEES, SPICES, BAKING POWDERS, EXTRACTS, &c

As we are the only house of thakind 'a - from the country would do well to
avail themselves of the o Oﬁm miﬂ

clsco prices. We gnarentee satisfaction.

Spice Merchants.

Furniture.

I. F. POWERS, FURNITURE MANUFACTURER,
A T A = e LT

Cuarpets, Oil Cloths, Curtains, Upholstery, Wall Paper and Bedding.
SCHOOL BDFEKES A SPECIALTY.
Intending purchesers will consult thelr Interests by Inspecting my stock before pnrchasing
NOS. 185, 188 AND 190 FIRST ST. AND 1

Factory on Water Bt.. bet. Montgomery and Harvison.

84 SECOND ST., PORTLAND, OR.

F. B, AXIN, BEN BELLING, H. E. Doscr

BOSS BOOTS ARE BEST.

THEY ARE ALL SADDLE SEAMS,
BUY NO OTHER.

See that Our Name Is on Every Pair.
AKIN, SELLING & €O.,

OREGON BLOOD PURIFIER.

WILLIAY BECK & SON,

Wholesale and retail deal.min

Sharp’s, Remington’s, Ballard’s, Marlia
and Winchester Repeating Rifles.

Colt’s, Remingten’s, Parker’s, Moore's and
Baker’s Double and Three-Barrel

BREECH-LOADING SHOT GUNS,

FISHING TACKLE!

Of every description and quality. -
LEADERS, FLY HOORS,

Bralded and Tapered Ol 811k Lines,
SIX SPLICED SPLIT BAMBOO RODS,
Biargeon Lines and Hooks of all Kinds,
165 and 167 Second Street, Portland,

STANDARD SCALES
WAREHOUSE, STORE AND FARM USE.

GRAIN AND STORE TRUCEK,
Write for Price List:
L. H. PARKER, Agent,
B8 Nerth Front Hireet, Portlund, Gregon.

FRANK WOOLSEY, J. N. ENOWLES"®
Portland, Han Francisco

J. N. KNOW LES,
Shipping & Commission Merchant.,

CONSISNMENTS SOLICITED.
WOOL A SPECIALTY.

Bagn. Machinery, Farm 1mplements snd all kinds
ani.:lrn mmhh«r oh suort nul'.t::. o

Office: 107 FRONT STREET,

"Reference: First Nationa Bauk.

F. W. DEARBORN & (0.

Manufacturers and Dealers in

DOORS,
WINDOWS,
BLINDS,
GLASS,

107 Front Street, Portland, Or.
ESTIMATES PURNISHED.

8. & G. GUMP & €O,

MANUFACTUREDS OF
l‘oullélgs. Mirrors, Art
i0, :

€9 Third Street (Atasworth Hlock),
ORTLAND, OR.

Pictare

USE ROSE PILLS.

Two=Wheeled
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