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* Watchmaker, Joweler and Optician,

- Boot and Shoe Store

: This Hotel has been established for a num-

FIRST-CLASS SLEEPING ACCOMMODATIONS

SATURDAY MORNINGS,

Mm&wdmmhﬂm The
INDEPENDENT offers fine inducements to advertisers.

6~>Y- JASKULEK,

PRACTICAL

ALL WORK WARRANTED.

Desaler In Watches, Clocks, Jewelry,
pmtulu and Eyeglasses,
| AND A FULL LINE OF
Cigars, Tobacco & Fancy Goods.
The reliabie ad just-
sl i o 1
Depet of the Genuine Bragilian Pebble Spec-
tacles and Eyeglasses.
Orvicr—First Door South of Postoflice,
EOSERBURG. OREGON.

LANGENBERG'S

. ROBEBURG., OREGON,
Un Jeokson Wtrest, Opposite the Post Office,
Keopa on hand the largest and best assortment of

Eastern and San Franeisco Boots and
Shoes, Galters, Slippers,

And everything in the Boot and Shoe line, and

SE"!LLS CHEAP FOR CASH.

Boots and Shoes Made to Order, and
Perfeet Fit Guaranteed.

I use the Best of Leather and Warrant all
my work.

':Bopn.tring Neatly Done, on Short Notice.
I keep always on hand

TOYS AND NOTIONS.

Muslcal Instruments and Violin Strings
a specialty.

LOUIS LANGENBERG.

DR. M. W. DAVIS,
@® DENTIST,

ROBEBURG, OREGON,

Orrice—On Jackson Street, ‘L'J) Stairs,
Over 8. Marks & Co.'s New Store.

MAHONEY'S SALOON,

‘Nearest the Railroad Depot, Oakland.
JAN, MAHONEY, - - - Proprietor

The Finest Wines, Liquors and Cigars in
Douglas County, and

THE BEST BILLIARD TABLE IN THE STATE,

KEPT IN PROPER REPAIR.

Partles traveling on the rallroad will find this place
very dy to visit during the lwrplng of the n ut
the Iand Depot. Give me a call.

JAS. MAHONEY,

JOHN FRASER,
Home Made Furniture,

WILBUR, OREGON.

OPHOLSTERY, SPRING MATTRESSES, ETC,

Constantly on hand.

I have the Best
FURN' l UR STOCK OF FURKITURE
South of Portland

And all of my own manufacture.

No Two Prices to Customers,

Realdents of Douglas County are requested to give me n
call before purchasing elsewhere,

ALL WORK WARRANTED.,

DEPOT HOTEL,

RICHARD THOMAS, Proprietor.

ber of years, and has become very pop-
ular with the traveling public.

—AND THE
Table supplied with the Best the Market affords.
‘ Hotel at the Nepot of the Railroad.
H. C. STANTON,
DEALER IN

Staple Dry Groods,

Keeps constantly on hand a general pssortment of

Extra Fine Groceries,
 WOOD, WILLOW AND GLASSWARE,

— ALNO—

CROCKERY AND CORDAGE,

A full stock of

SCHOOL BOOKS,

Buch aa required by the Public County Behools,

All kinds of Statiomnery, Toys and
Famney Articles,

TG SULIT BOTH YOUNU

Buys and Sells Le Tenders, furnishes
Cheaks on Portland, and procures
Drafts on San Francisco.

AN OLD

SEEDS! SEEDS!
SEEDS!
ALL KINDS OF THE BEST QUALITY.

ALL ORDERS

. Promptly attended to and goods shipped
with care.

S

HACHEXNY & BENO,
PORTLAND, OREGON,

Address,

Amn Eastern Shore Anecdote.
[Cecil Democrat. ]

The negre jnvariably addresed each per-
ron they metas ‘‘ Captain,” and asked him:
“ 1s dis de right

. always informed in reply that it was. When
the place of their destinatish was reached the
* old asked the negro why he addressed
everybody as *‘ eaptain,” when :rala.m ptih.
following intelligent and appropriate reply:
 Cause the land is so poor bereabouts; I
thought they could not make a Hvin' widout
dey followed de water.”

road to Dentonf” and was
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Large ad Beary Posters and Showy Hond-Bills
| Neatly sid expeditiously excuted
AT PORTLAND PRICES.

In the Cause of Sci-
ence.

Flora L. Stanfleld

The proverbial straw had broken the
metaphorical camel's back. The
tience of Oharlotte Brantome, usually
equal to the exigenocies of the occasion,
was exhansted. Thetwins, aa a matter
of course, were the eculprits. They.
however, with the complacency natural
to boys of 6 or thereabouts, were in-
different to the tempest of despair which
raged in theirsister'sbrewt. They had
considerately refrained from addingde-
ceit to their guilt, but had confessed,
fully and nnreservedly, to rifling the
eanary’s nest, to tearing a jacket, and
losing a hat down the well, to eating
the strawberries that were saved, for
r, and to ecstohing their most
faithful hen with a fishhook. That fish-
hook represented the straw; Charlotte
the camel. She counld have borne any
thing better than downright cruaelty
developed so early in oae of Lor own
blood. S8henever was a boy.

“And a man was here,” went on Pop-
sey: “a big man,” voluntecered Wopsey,
the other twin. “And he asked us about
evervthing, and we sail our mother
wasn't very we'l and our sister was a
old maid school-ma’am.”

Charlotte winced. Where had he
picked np that expression? And had it
come to that?

“You must rot talk to strange men
about mother or me. What did he
want 2"

“He wanted to see you.”

“Me?” Visions of tramps, of spying
burglars, only they had nothing to
“burgle,” as Popsey had said one day,
came into her mind.

“How did be ‘look 7"

“He was beantiful,” “He was dread-
ful,” said the twins in duet.

Further questioning elicited these
facts. He was young; he was old; he
was short; he was tall; he wore spec-
tacles; he had a mustache, and was a
bug-man. In the last and crowning fact
the boys agreed.

Practice had made Miss Brantome a
tolerable clairvoyant, so far as reading
those two small minds. was concerned.
She jumped at the conclusion that some
wandering naturalist chasing an elusive
bug had chan*ed that way, and gave the
subject no more aitention, She had
other things to think of than “‘bug-men”
or any men, and the problems of how to
provide a new hat for Wopsey and how
to instill remorse into the hearts of her
charges drove other thoughtsaway.

Sitting down’'on the low doorstep of
the house that hod been home to her for
six and twenty happy vears she tried to
reason it out. The sun was yet high,
the days were at their longest. Behind
her Howed the tireless river; in front of
her, across the prairie, the hills were
green. In the field of rye over the way
gleamed a large white wooden eross.
Her grandfather, in whose veins flowed
some of the blue blood of France, had
bought a home in this western country
when the remnant of an Indian tribe
had still property to sell. The deed of
sale provided for the preservation of
their little burying-ground. Here
among the sinking graves Pierre Bran-
tome had built the cross. It had been
renewed several times since then, but
had always seemed the same, and was
ever the patient protector, solemnly
holding its white arms out as if to de-
fend the moldering sleepers. 'The
grain grew thick aronnd, but the tiny
village of the dead was never disturbed
by spade or plow.

Old Pierre, however, had never pros-
pered. Neither did Pierre the younger;
and one night when, riding home, his
horse shied at the sight of the white
eross in the moonlight and threw him
with his head against a stone, he left
no legacy but the homestead and a debt
to his wife and children. There was a
gap of twenty years between Charlotte
and the twin babies, and she really had
a third infant on her hands, for the
mother was nothing more useful than
that after her husband’s death. She
was not feeble-minded exactly, but pain-
fully gentle—strange and unaccounta-
ble.

Charlotte shounldered her burdens
with a brave heart. Her French accent
— for grandfather Brantome's blood had
never filtered throngh Canada—brought
her employment in the school in the
town near by. The loag walks back
a¥%d forth kept the roses blooming in
her cheeks, the boys were good—some-
times—and she being busy, was happy.
It reyuires leisure to be successfully
miserable.

The cross typified to her the “daily
martyrdom of private life,” And now,
looking at it, her heart grew light. The
new hat would cost but a trifle. fHHurely
they were more strawberri¢s ripe in the
garden, the canary would lay more eggs,
the jacket could be mended, and old
Speckle had proved saperior to the fish-
hook.

Bnt what could the boys be screaming
abont?

“The bug-man! the bug-man!” they
were shouting, trotting toward her with
all their might on their sandy little
feet. It was certainly strange. Why
should a stranger eall twice? That he
shonld come once was not surprising—

bat twice?
*“We showed him your photograph,”
gaid Popsey, “and he aaitf you didn’t
look like a old maid a bit.”

‘“And he said,” went on the other ter
rible infant without a pause, “wasn’t we
proud to have such a mnice sister he
wished he had and he had such a lot of
bugs he puts them to sleep with medi-
cine and sticks pins through em and
he has a gold watch and he let us wind
it up and we told him to come again
some more and here he is?’

Charlotte was speechless, but in some
way she found herself rising to her feet
to greet s gentleman who was taking off
his hat to her and bowing with a grace
which even grandfather Brantome would
have approved.

“Miss Brantome, I believe.”

She acquiesced in silence.

“I am gathering materials for an his.
torial work and was directed to you for
information concerning the antiquities
of this region. And I might as well
say now that I have references and all
that sort of thing.”

“Then youn are not —" She stopped;

-yersation turned to Indian lore. Im-

“No I am not exactly a bug-man, as
these little fellow have ealled me, al-
though 1 must plead guilty to a slight
leaning in that direction. Yet just now
I would joyfully part with the biggest
bugs of my collection if in exchange I
might examine your grandfathers pa-
pa“.”

He was so gracefully genial that one
could no more be absardly dignified
with him than with the golden robin
singing on the Indian cross.

*“W:ll you walk in?” :
“I w'll git out here instead if you will
permit me.”

So Pops»y and Wopsey dragged
chair and then stood motionless and
wonder-eyved, listening to the talk ef
discovery and adventure. They did net
understand it very well until the con-

dians an‘l bears they eould comprehend.
Then the mother, sttracted by a strange
voice, drew near the door in her melan-
choly, wavering way.
“The postmaster's wife t that
La Salle was an Indian chief,” Char-
lotte was saying, ‘“‘and she had heard of
Father Marquette, but supposed him
the priest down at La Paz. Her opin-
ion ef him wonld nct have made him
vain., She do2s not bhelieve in ‘pop-
pery,’ as she calls it.”

“I met a woman the other day who

thonght a herbarinm was a bung, re-
marked Mr. Duncan. Then they
laughed.

Dut everything comes to an end. The
boys bezana dumb show behind the
stranger’s back to indicate to their sis-
ter that thay were perishing of hunger;
so she let the conversation lag in order
to end the call.

“Come, t.-morrow and see the pa-
pers if you like,” she said. “It will be
Saturday, and I shall be at home to
answer qnestions.”

He thanked lisr and withdrew, jump-
ing cver the rail fence which skirted |
the field of rye in order to get a near |
view of the ercss, oa which not one, but
a dozen, golden roli~s were now holding
a vesper conclave. And the tea-kettle
was soon singing in the Brantome
kitelien a song as gay as that of the
robins, and Charlotte was not her usual
self as she picked the strawberries for
tea.

“Half of them green,” said the dis-
gusted Wopsey. ‘“Spect she’sthinking
of the bugman.”
- - - L] - " - -

It certainly was astonishing how much
consulting the Brantome manuseripts
needed. And, too, Mr. Duncanrequired
so much assistance. It was ‘‘Miss
Brantome, will yon kindly read this list
whila I copy it?" or, “Miss Charlobte,
really I can’t make out whether this is
an e or ani,” all the while. Grandfather
Brantome would have begun to inquire
as to marrviage settlements and Scotch
pedigrees had he been alive tosee those
chestnut locks, innocent of bargs, and
that dark mustache in such dangerous
preximity. It was the old story—two
young heads bending over the same
page. No word of love had passed. All
was on a strictly business basis, thecor-
rectness of the history of the missions
of the northwest the objective aim.

But at last there was no excuse for
lingering longer. The hills across the
prairie were red and gold, the robins
had fled, and the grain around the little
burying-ground cut and stowed away.

Charlotte was walking home as nsual.
Far away in the road two moving dots
appeared, which developed into the
twins as they camenearer. Tears were
cutting briny furrows down their not
very clean cheeks. Hysterical sobs
alone came from their mouths as the
tried to speank, but finally sisterly intm-
tion eminated these words from the
chaos:

“Mother has runned away! Shesaid
ghe wonld if we didn’t stop pounding,
and we didn’t, and she has runned!”

That poor mother! She had made
the same threat a hendred times before,
but had been pacitied.

“Which way? Tell me quickly,”
thinking of the river, so tireless and so
cruel.

“She rnnned up the railroad track.”
No more words were needed. Back of
the garden was the branch railway from
La Paz. The evening train was nearly
due.

Leaving the twins to toddle after as
well as they could in their exhausted
state, she ran. Ran? She flew. The
bright invalid shawl was a beacon.
Mrs. Brantome sat upon the track, idly
playing with some yellow flowers. Char-
lotte knew her patient well.

“Mother,” she said, “it is late, and the
boys are calling, and you must feed the
chiekens.”

The mother shook her head. Persuas-
ion was no persuader. Then Charlotte
scolded. Alike museless. Then,asa
last resort, she nsed a gentle force. A
failure. Sit there and pull those yellow
flowers to pieces—that the poor, un-
balanced woman would do, nothing else.
In heaven's name what was to be done?
Those who have had experience know
the strength of the insane. The train
whistled for the crossing a mile away,
and just then, some gaardian angel
guiding him, James Duncan jumped
the fence, a wet handkerchief in his
hand.

Blessings upon the medieine which
subdned this poor woman in a moment,
and he had lifted her ont of danger be-
fore the train rushed past.

Then he explained. He had been
copying the inscription on the Indisn’s
cross as the boys went screaming by.
He gathered enough from their inco-
herent words to learn what the matter
was. The chloroform idea was simply
an inspiration.

“How can I repay you?” asked wet-
eved Charlotte, as the party, boys,
nmother, and all, were walking back.

“By making over to me Pierre Bran-
tome’s manuscripts—and his grand-
danghter. I can never write the history
without her.”

“Well,” softly, “in the cause of sci-
ence—perhaps.”

And this is how it came fo pass that
the boys marched up the church aisle
before the robins-came again, with
Charlotte and the bug-man.

As for the cross—it spreads its white
arms over a new made grave. The poor
mother has “runned away” forever.

“Never give way in trifles, 'canse
there's no tellin’ how socon you might
be called on t' give way in matters o’

he smiled.

WOMAN AND HOME.

Helps Toward Parental Patience with
the Little Ones.

Woman's Work Among the Siek--
Modjeska’'s Ideas Comcerning
Dress---Home its

Surroundings. : |

[Rural New Yorker.]
“Whata beautiful place!” was the involun-
tary exclamation as we neared my friend's
home for the first time,
They had chosen a pleasant, nearly level
spot for building. I cannot agree with those
who build on steep hillsides, or damp low

that might be, I think there are many faf

dryer, more healthy air, better views" ahd
driveways, less mud, less washing away in
times of heavy rains, etc. The approach adds |
to or takes from the appearancs of a place;
it is preferable on some accounts todrive
directly into the yard; but here, as upon
maany other farms, the same road is used for |
the carriage as for driving stock from the |
barn to other parts of the place, thus render- |
ing a fence necessary to separate it from the |
yard, !

The lawn was not large, they preferring a |
small one well kept rather than a larger one |
which is s0 apt to be neglected among many |
busy farmers. Yet it was not kept in exactly |
the style which seems to be growing in favor |
—perfectly clean-shaven,without a tree shrub '!
or flower; neither was it so full of shrubbery |
as to obstruct the view to or from the road.
The main part was smooth and velvety, slop- |
ing gently to the road. A few choica shrubs ‘
and a very few evergreens occupied positions
in the outer portions of the yard, and on one ‘
side a latticed summer house, covered with |
climbing rosesand grapevines, suggested a |
cozy retreat, |

Near the house, on each side of theen-
trance, was a triangular border filled with |
bright budding plants—now in all their
autumn glory. We also catch a glimpse of
other floral treasures bordering the path to
the back yard. There were no vines climb- |
ing over the house, for pretty as a “‘vine-
covered cottage” is in the poetry, it becomes
quite prosaical when they have to be taken
down to paint under them; trellises near the |
windows or elsewhere are nearly as
pretty and more desirable in many ways
8till a few vines might be allowed on por-
ticoes or porches, We must look no longer,
for our hostess is smiling a welcome at the
door. I shall not describe the furniture of
this model home, as the purchase of this '
must depend so much upon one's means, but ;
I wish I could tell you what it is that gives |
it such an Inviting, cheery look, and makes
one feel so thoroughly bappy and at ease, 1
suspect it was inmates more than the sur-
roundings; yet who can say how much the
beauntiful, tasteful things, about us had to do
with molding the ¢haracters and aiding in
the mental development of the geuntle, or-
derly children whom we afterward sawi
For what thinking, observant person will
deny (he refining influence of beautiful
homes, when ingenious minds, loving hearts
and willing hands have made them so0?

We think Bayard Taylor says truthfully |
*Nothing is useless which gratifies that per- |

tion of beauty which Is at once the most
delicate and the most intense of our mental
sensations, binding us by an unconscious link
nearer to natuore and to Him, whose every
thought is born of beanty, truth and love.”

We were taken at once to the family sit-
ting room, it being, as it should always be, |
the pleasantest room in the house. A hint of
frost is in the ehill evening air and the care- |
ful mother has had her little boy build a fire |
which gives a cheerful appearance and |
throws a genial glow over pictures |
and ornaments. I am pleased with
the latter, for instead of cardboard and other
frail articles (which were reserved for cham-
bersand other rooms not in daily use) my |
friend had chosen more substantial material. |
A paper-holder was of carved wood to match |
& corner bracket on which stood a vase
freshly filled fot winter, with delicate sprays |
of dried grasses and a fern or two. The case |
for letters, lamp-lighters and comb and |
brush, were of heavy pasteboard, cut and 1-
séwed in proper shape, then painted black, |
bright embossed pictures or pressed ferns |
pasted on, and lastly, several coats of Demar |
or chromo varnish; these are handsome, dur- |
able, easily made, and can be wiped off with |
a damp cloth when soiled.

A few delicate mosses which had been care-
fully pressed were glued in pretty designs on
white cardboard and framed; and just here I
think of a simple and easily made frames for
small pictures and mottoes. Make it the de-
sired size, of smooth strips of light or dark
wood, give it a coat or two of varnish, and

pressed ferns tastefully upon it; when dry
enough varnish again.

Of course those who can afford coart}y1
pictures, frames and other ornaments would |
not- so much appreciate these home-made

when partially dry place small fronds of |

situations to be near a spring.  Desirable as}
superior reasons for selecting a higher poigay™ as good things as onr mother nsed to fix

| ity should come into the pulpit with clean

| room. ‘Will you have an orange or a figl

| my audience of to-day.

| this was rather the vocation of women than

| 1am quite sure that there is a nataral clair-

| be dragged to-morrow.

articles, but that 2lass do not need any as
tion. Bo I write, only hoping to throw out

way, as no doubt a large class of rural
readers are, for a very little money with taste
and occasional suggestions from other think.
ers on the subject can work wonders. Even
books are so cheap now that a small sum will
secure a library that would be an ornament
ito any home. Going soon to my friend's
kitchen, we found her young daughter press-
ing autumn leaves with a warm iron first
passed over rosin; they were very pretty, but
I suggested leaving & portion on the
branches, laying them away between
beds for two or three weeks withont
any preparation, then place them above
pictures and mirrors; they have a pleasing
effect and seem nearer to nature. Oak leaves
are v nice this way, as a warm iron
fades their bright wine color. I admit that
none of these are as pretty as growing plants,
but so few have the room, time and know-
ledge to keap these healthy and bright, and
many have not suitable windows that they
ought to spare for them, for the children
need them worse. A walk through the back
yard showed that it had net been neglected;
no rubbish, no uncovered drains or cess-pools,
but neatly swept stone walks, a few old-
fashioned shrubs and the children’s flower
beds,

At the north end of the bouss was a nook
where little else but ferns would thrive: these
grew there in luxuriance. I wonder we do
not see more of these easily-cultivated
beauties about our homes. They will grow
up strong and healthy every season without
any care whatever after the first setting. I
would like to speak of the kitchen conven-
iences, the boys’' room (which had its fall
share of pleasant things) as well as the
guest chamber, were it not that my article is
already too long. _

Baut let us not forget dear sisters all, that
to husband, son or brother a pleasant, cheer-
ful loving woman is the brightest ornament
a home can have.

Be Mighty Patient with Children.
[Bill Arp.]
Parents and teachers ought to be mighty pa-
tient with children. Some have mors ca-

iinportance.”

sistance, but a little good taste in the selec- |

a few hints to those less fortunate in that |

slow and some are quick. "It is not the smart-
esk child that mdkes the smartest man or

tion. It is a sign of a good teacher when the
children get ambitions to keep up and get
head marks, and bring their books bome at
night and want to go to school if it Is ralning
alittlee. Wrap 'em up and let "em go.
There is nothing that demoralizes a school-
boy like staying at home every few days and
getting bebind the class. We used to walk
three miles to school, and we never minded
itatall. It was a frolic all the way there

v us. It seems to me so now, A child's
life is full of romance and fun—the best sort
of fun, A child’s dreams ase splendid, but
we don’t dream now, hardly ever. I used to
read Robinson Crusoce and dream it all over
again. How I did long to be ship-wrecked
on an island and raise monkeys and goats
and parrots,

Blow children are generally sure children,
but they don’t show off much. Daniel Web-
ster was most always foot in his class, but
when he learned anything he never forgot
it. Some boys are wild and restless and have
no love for books, but they oughtn't to be
given up or hacked or abused comtinually,
If they have good parents they will come to
themselves after awhile.

It is astonishing how humiliation will fol-
low a boy. One time a boy stole a quarter of
a dollar from another boy at school, and that
followed him to his grave. He got to be a
great man and was thirty years in congress
and was a senator, and one day when he
made a bitter speech against the corruption
of the opposite party and denounced their
stealing and plundering by wholesale, one of
his opponents replied by saying he would re-
mind the gentleman that preachers of moral-

hands—that Ben Franklin said, ‘‘He that
would steal a pin would steal a bigger thing,”
and he asked no quarter from the gentleman
on that score,

So, boys, remember and keep your hands
clean. Folks will forgive mischief and a
heap of other things, but they wont forgive
meanness,

Woman’s Work Among the Siek.
[Oliver Wendell Holmes.]
“Little things mean a great deal in the sick

said Dr. James Jackson to a fine little boy
now grown up to goodly stature, and whom I
may be fortunate enough to recognize among
‘A fig,) answered
Master Theodore, with alacrity. ‘No fever
there! said the good doctor, ‘or he would
certainly have said an orange.'”

Now, it is in just these little unimportant,
allimportant matters that a good nurse is of
incalculable aid to the physician. And the
growing conviction of the importance of
thorough training of young women as nurses
is one of the most hopeful signs of medical
advancement, So much has been done and
ix doing that the days of the Bairy Gamps
and Betsy Priggs are numbered. What is
there in tbe hour of anguish like the gentle
presence, the quiet voice, the thoroughly
trained and skillful hand of the woman who
was meant by nature and has been taught by
careful discipline to render those services
which money tries to reward, but ouly grat-
itude can repay? I have always felt that

general medical, and especially surgical,
practice.

1 have often wished that disease could be
hunted by its professional antagonists in
couples—n doctor and a doctor’s quick-
witted wife making a joint visit and attack-
ing the patient—I mean the patient's malady,
of conrse—with their united capacities. For

voyance in a woman which would make her
as much the superior of a man in some particu-
lars of diagnosis as she certainly is in distin-
guishing shades of color, Many a suicide
would have been prevented if the doctor's
wife had visited the victim the day before it
happened. She would bave seen in the mer-
chant’s face his impending bankruptey while
her stupid hushand was prescribing for dys-
pepsia and. indorsing his note; she 'gronld
recoguize the lovelorn maiden by an ill-ad-
justed ribbon—a line in the features—a droop
in the attitude, a tone in the voice—which
means nothing to him, and so the brook must

Woman Not Superior to Dress.
[Chicago Herald.]

In an interview with Mme. Modjeska last
summer that charming lady said: “I am not
one of those women who considers herself sa-
perior to dress. 1 was never satisfled
with the allowance of personal attractions
that Mother Nature gave me, but she lawv-
ishes her gifts so begrudgingly that I find I
am not alone in my misery. I think all
women handsome when they have youth and
rosy health, but at 40 they are one in physical
destitution—either they become corpulent or
shriveled in form, sallowness and wrinkles
mar the smooth, fresh face, and between the
_hair, eyes, teeth and buoyancy of spirit there
geemns to be u dead race to see which can lose
itsidentity first.”

She went on to say that the woman who
supposed men to be indifferent to her per-
sonal appearance was guilty of a very grave
error in judgment. It is her exyerience that
a man likes to see his mother or sister be-
comingly dressed, and is proud of the good
appearance made by the woman who is to be
his life partner. But let her lose his admira-
tion of her pretty dress, faultless lingerie,
and neat boots and gloves, and her chances
for retaining his affections are questionable.
A homely woman who knows how to dress is
far more attractive than a pretty ome in
slovenly attire or dressed in unsaitable, ill-
fitting garments. For a becoming hat, a
quiet suit, made well and accurately fitted to
the figure, will do marvels in the way of
sheltering physical defects. And fora woman
of native delicacy of mind it is sheer mad-
ness to neglect her dress, which becomes a
kind of personal glossary. Costly, the ma-
jority of women cannot dress, nor is ex-
travagance at all necessary to make favor-
able impressions, but gaudy, semsational
patterns may be avoided, tawdry decoration
ignored, and a correct fit and appropriate de-
sign attained.

Children at the Dinner Table.
[St. Paul Pioneer Press.]
Robert Collyer once, when lecturing toa
country andience, eontrasted the strictness of
the old daysand the laxity of the present

made this remark:
at which end of the dinner they pleasa.” A
young mother, who hung on his words of
wisdom, treasured this particular saying, and
a few days after proceeded to put it in prac-
tice, but somehow it did not seem so sensible
at midday, and she was berself reminded of
Mr. Browning's line that *‘colors
candle-light are not the same by da
with the mild persistence of her
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pacity and some meore memeory. Bome are

would not abandon the stand she hai taken
without a good deal of argument.

““Where is the barm in gi the ohild his
piece of pie or dish of pudding if he pre-

fers it in that way? she asked 1
she did not geta very definite mply;bﬁlﬁ

when she wife to
- turned, as every should, |

anythiug, unless he or she were hungry
enough to demand bread and butter without
sugar,

Cure for Corpulency.
[Jennie June. |

A desire to know how much of quackery
there might be in the treatment and some-
thing of the modus operandi prompted & call
upon the physician in question. I found a
bright, intelligent woman, whe would not
impress any one as a quack. Her success she
attributed to the fact that she had satizsfled
herself that superfluons flesh was a disease;
had studied {t, and worked out a cure for it—
a cure which she claims to be permanent and
lasts a life time. In regard fo the treatment
she was naturally somewhat reticent, partic-
ularly as it varies with difference in constitu-
tion and habits, and what is true of one case,
therefore, might not be true of another. Of
forty cases upon her books no two were treat-
ed exactly alike, but she exhibited her books,
in which was kept careful record of the reduc-
tion of weight which had followed the treat-
ment from week to week, and of the final re-
turn to normal conditions.

It was freely stated, however, that the prin-
ciple of cure was largely based upon diet,
which wasat first nitrogenous but variable,
afterward farinaceous and absolute, The
liver is attacked and bronght into line by a
safe and special remedy; hot water is used;
hot medicated foot-baths, and the number of
meals at once reduced. It isfound that very
fleshy people are usually fond of sugar and
sweets, and these are tabooed strictly. The
reduction of flesh is to the normal standard,
to what would be considered the proper
weight for the height of the individual, but
the cure is not considered complete when this
result is attained.

The diet must be prolonged for a cure, and
when this ° effected the appetite for un-
wholesome sweets and pastries, and highly
stimulating viands has departed. It isa per-
fectly natural cure, it is said, and one quite
in harmony with the laws of the constitution
of the patient; and, if so, it is not difficult to
see how widely it must differ from the ordin-
ary system of medical practice.

Ellen Terry.
[Jennie June.]

It is never possible to decide whether Ellen
Terry is beautiful or whether she is a great
artist, and there is a sort of intangibility
about her which eludes fixed laws and iron-
clad opinions. You only know that you
would not have her anything else but what
she is, and that whatever she does is
right. It is the same about her acting. You
are carried away by her Portia. Its winning
charm, its gracious aignity, its sweet per-
suasiveness, its one little scene where she re-
ceives Bassanio's friends, isa lesson to any
lady in exquisite manners and worth volumes
of twaddle about etiquette. Yet you know
half a dozen little American actresses who
could “rise superior” in declaiming Portia’s
famous lines in regard to the quality of mercy.
Her dress is as elusive as her appearance.
Worth would never be able to do any-
thing with her. She is very tall, yet doesnot
appear co. She has the Oriental feeling for
color; her dress always seems to have grown
upon her, never to have been made, cut,
twisted or toriured by any ordinary dress-
maker. Could any one who saw her ever for-
get her appearance as Camma in the temple
of Artemis—the slow expansion of the gray,
mist-like veil that enveloped her with every
motion of her arm? Nor did I thank the
friend who told me that this weird impres-
sion was produced by simply fasteming the
tissue to the bracelet upon her wrist. I like
to be strongly impressed myself, and do not
care to know much in regard to the mechan-
ism of the means, that produce the result
Certainly Miss Ellen Terry is alone in her at-
mospheric relation to the dramatic world;
she is as much herself as Mr. Irving is-him-
self, and if she has not genius, one would say
it is because she is genius herself.

Women in the Long Ago.

In the essay on ' “Women in the Fourteenth
Century,” we read some things which, in
view of the omission of the word ‘“‘obey” re-
cently from the marriage sarvice of the Meth-
odist’ church, may be read with interest
Bpeaking of a “Book for Women,” by one
Geoffrey de La Tour Landrg in the early
period referred to, Prof. Wheeler says:

Wifely obedience is pushed to extreme (in
the book). Three merchants laid a wager
that each had the most duotiful wife. The
test should be “leping” into a basin of water.
Then they went to their homes, one after an-
other. The first wife refused to leap, and
her husband ‘,up with his fust, and gave her
two or three grat strokes” in the presence of
the other merchants, The second wife also
refused, and her lord beat her with a staff.
The third lady misunderstood an order to
bring salt for a command to leap upon the
table where they were all feasting, and, be-
ing better bred than the other wives, obeyed
the order as she understood it, leaped upon
the table, and brought it down with a crash.
The wager was declared won, without appeal
to the basin experiment. “And so ought
every good woman do the commandment of
her busband, be it evil or well, for yef he
bidde her thing that she ought not to do it is
his shame.”

Good doctrine for those times; but how
are the mighty (husbands! fallen,

A Mother's Kiss.
{Post-Dispatch.]

There is first the infant kiss. The tiny lips
and little, passionless face is molded into
smiles by a kiss—the first lesson in the lan-
guage of life—and as it rests in the arms that
are made of tenderness, and pillowed on a
mother's bosom, who shall fathom tie deep,
earnest love and proud hope of a mother’s
kissi And when, too pure for earth, the lit-
tle spirit wings its way to the somewhere un-
known land, does it not seem as if her very
life would go out with the last sad kiss to the
palseless clay? Should the infant be spared to
be her stay in the decline of life, *‘mother’slast
kiss" will be a spell to keep the school-boy in
the right path when other home influences

The “Sweetest” New Mat.
[Paris Notes,

The newest and *
decidedly the Marie Antoinette,

ltiﬁng-inhnhk
copied from
in the Louvreof that unfortu-

A NEW NARCOTIO.
Coca, a Wonderful South American

Plant-..Its Remarkable
Properties.

[New Orieans Picayune.]
Humboldt and other travelers tell how the
mail-carriers, traveling on foot and bearing
upon their shoulders heavy bags of mail, will

scale the mighty mountain range of the An-

bearing upon his back a leathern bag of
the precious ore, isenabled daily to endure

influence of coca. Thess matters,

as they may seem, are certified to as facts by
the most trustworthy witnesses, The schedule
time for foot-mail carriers across the moun-
tains in Bolivia, from Chuquisaca to La Pez,
a distance of seventy leagues, 210 miles, is
three days, or seventy miles a day, and thess
carriers live chiefly on parched corn, seldom

of coca leaf aday. In the high
where travelers suffer with difficnlty of
breathing, and frequently with rushes of
blood from the mouth and nose, the ccnsum-
ers of coca experience no sort of inconven-
fence, but perform their labogs with accus-
tomed activity.

That a plant which is possessed of such re-
markable properties should be so little known
beyond its own proper habitat s quite curious
in this age of travel and discovery, and it in.
duced some consideration and inquiry on the
part of a reporter. Meeting with Dr. Her-
rick, secretary of the board of health, yester-
day, the reporter questioned him concerning
the matter,

Said the doctor in substance: Coca is now
conting into use by the medical profession in
this city.

In reply to an inquiry as to the purposes
for which this medicine was administered
here, the doctor said that it has specific and
powerful effects on the nervous system. ‘It iy
a tonic and stimulant without any apparent
injorious reaction, When thie mnervous -
tem has been broken down by alcoboel, opis
ates, and the like, it bas been recommended,
and, combined with phospbates, it has been
proscribed to counteract the waste of the
body which is seen in pulmonary consarp.
tion and other.diseases which have to be met
by some system of nutrition. It is very prob-
able that this drug might be used to advan.
tage by professional lans and others
engaged in exhausting and prolonged phys.
ical labors.

Under the direction of the docter the re-
porier visited a druggist near the P
market, who imports the article in its purest
and most reliable form; that is, the freshly
dried leaves

Said the druggist, reaching down from a
shelf @ metallic - can, closely sealed: “Thae
coca, like the tea, must be -and
kept in air-tight and water-tight packages.
Exposed to the air and to moisture, it not
only loses its aroma and flavor, but is ehem-
ically altered, and thereby rendered inertand
useless. You will observe,” he continued, as
he opened the package and pulled out some

greenish dried leaves, “‘they have much the
odor of English breakfast tea, and except
that the leaves are not curled or erumpled,
they are not unlike those of the tes plant,
The first coca leaves brought here were in
bagn, but they were worthless; and now that
they are packed in thess canisters the leaves
afrive hers endowed with all their proper
virtues,

“As a tonic for persons who are suffering
from alcoholism or the opium habit, it is
an. admirable remedy. It noft only re-
liéves the mnervous depression under
which they suffer, but enables thHem
te break off from their dangerous stimu-
lants by offering them one which sesins ta
have no bad propertics. Coca seems to brace
up the nerves without producing the exciting
stimulation and the consequent depressing.
reaction that accompany the use of other
narcotics,. In combination with ¢ertain
remnedies it has been of great benefit to con
sumptive patients also,

*'Have you any habitual customers for the
drug whouse it a8 a regular stimulant?”
askel the reporter,

“Yes, The first was = gontleman who bad
lcarned to use it while living in Brazil. Ay
svon as he found he conld get it here he hag
been buying it regularly, and says he never
experienced any injurious effects fromn it

g

ists who learned the use of the coca from the
first-named party, also purchase it
and declare that while it braces them up for
nignt work it produces no bad effects.”

Coca is an interesting study, notonly to the
medical scientists, but to the political

position.
A Thrilling Ride for_a Jug of Liguer

the demijohn that stood on the tableins
similar arid condition,

*Y-yes, sah.”

as you know how. Do you hearf” 2
Y -yes, sah.”

Bacchus and Miverva sat himself

watch in hand, to await the comwitting of
his commission. ““Two minufes,” he omar-
mured, brokenly, gasping as chickens da

Now be is down the pat
along! Now they are by the willow tree, Now
—the two miles are finished A

Gostore, Two it tor e ke B Rate
‘waiting on the customers already —t

its way. Hereitcomes. Over the hrookand
by the

is with Sambo!” Pt .

“I gay, m-massa, I c-can’t find thet ere bris
dle anywhal Why, h-h-bere it is, massd, be-
hind your chair! Guess you must hs’ bringed
it in last nightt™

"

[Popular :
gencies. A half dozen human were

duty; and the custom-house

Other persons, among thém several journals.

philos-
opher, for it enables millions of people to da, _
their daily work on a deficient food sapply ~
without suffering the pangs of hunger. As:
an economizer of food it occupies a unigue

Bessy! How she files

g|CARDS, BILL HEADS, LEGAL BLANES,

this tremendous exertion through the bracing .
incredible

4

e

»

[Boston Traveler. ] i

“Sambo.” AL

“Take this jock—saddle the mare, and ride "
downto the Corners and get it filled as quickly -

-

His order given, and the slow and stgtter-
ing Sambo from the room, the thirsty 0%

¥

tree—along the road—along the lane
—through the gate—up the path—and bers it

Y
&

; . 8
ar Sclence News.] -

‘bought in London for the cabinet of.




