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&4 JASKULEK,

PRACTICAL

Watchmaker, Jeweler and Optician,

ALL WORE WARRANTED.

Dealer In Watoches, Clecks, Jewelry,
Spestacies and Eyeglasses,

AND A FTULL LINE OF
Cigass, Tobaoco & Fancy Goods.
e A B T
Bepet of the Genuine Brazilian Pebble Bpec-
tacles aad Eyeglasses. _
Orrien—First Door South of Poatoffice,
ROSEBURG, OREGON,

LANGENBERG'S
Boot and Shoe Store

ROSEBURG, OBREGON,
On Jackson Btreet, Opposite the Post Office,
Keops on hand the largest and best sssortment of

Eastern and San Francisco Boots and
fhoes, Gaiters, Slippers,

Aud everything in the Boot and SBhoe line, and

SELLS CHEAP FOR CASH.

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

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

Repairing Neatly Done, on Short Notice.
I keep always on hand

TOYS AND NOTIONS.

Musical Imstruments and Violin Strings
a specialty.

LOUIS LANGENBERG,

DR. M. W. DAVIS,
@ DENTIST,

ROBEBURG OREGON,

OrricE—On Jackson Street, Up Stairs,
Over S, Marks & Co.'s New Store.

MAHONEY'S SALOON,
Nearest the Railroad Depot, Oakland.
JAS, MAHONEY, - - - Proprieter

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

THE BEST BILLIARD TABLE IN THE STATE,

EKEPT IN PROFPER REPAIR,

Parties traveling on the rallroad will ind this Rluo
he st

to vislt during the sto of ¢
:h'-! -4 Depot. Gilvemen .pin(

JAS. MAHONEY.

JOHN FRASER, =
‘Home Made Furniture,

WILBUR, OREGON.

UPHOLSTERY, SPRING MATTRESSES, ETC,

Constantly on band.

F I have the Best
U NITUHE S8TOCK OF FURNITURE
. Bouth ef Portland.

And all of my ovn manufacture. Y

No Two Prices to Customers,

EBesldents of County are requested to give me a
call before p elsewhere,

ALL, WORK WARRANTED.,

DEPOT HOTEL,

Oakland, Oregon,
RICHARD THOMAS, Proprietor.

This Hotel has been established for a num-
ber of years, and has become ve p-
ular with the traveling public.

FIRST-CLASS BLEEPING ACCOMMODATIONS
—AXD THE— '

Tablesupplisd with the Best the Market affords
Hotel at the Depot of the Rallroad.

H. C. STANTON,

DEALER IN

Staple Dry Groods,

Koeope constantly on hand s general assortment of

Extra Fine Groceries,
WO0D, WILLOW AND GLASSWARE,

—ALBO—

CROCKERY AND CORDAGE,

A full stock of

SCHOOL BOOKS,
Buch as required by the Public County Schools

All kinds of Statiomery, Toys and
Fancy Artiicles,

TO SUIT BOTH YOUNQG AND OLD.

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

SEEDS! SEEDS!

SEEDS!
ALL KINDS OF THE BEST QUALITY.

ALL ORDERS

Promptly attended to and goods shipped
with care.

——r

HACHENY & BENO,
PorTLAND, OREGON.
—

A

Hair-Cutting and Chila Natuare.

The banging of a girl’s hair changes
the whole nature of the little wretch,
and she becomes as agun thatis loaded.
You take a picture of “Evangeline,”
and bang her hair, and she would look
as though she would “run at” people.
How would Mrs. Van Cott, the alleged
female preacher, look with her hair
banged? It is just the same with boys.
You take a nice, pious, Sunday school
boy, who can repeat 300 verses in the
new testament, and cut his hair with
a clipper, and he looks like Tug Wilson,

TRICKS OF MEMORY.

[Every Other Baturday.]
Houw is it, growing old, that what we've been
In ear days should cling to memory

at,
Wheny;.ll the interval of life between,
Compared to that, seems easy to forget!?

How life, in which we've fought and fagged
and striven
Looked back upon, should bs but empty
noise, :
While far between it, like the hills of H,eawo::i
Stand out the days when we wers girls an
boys¢

A SLIGHT MISTAKE.

What Fate Did for a Young ¥Man In
an Intelligence Office.
[Detroit Free Press.]

A young lady went into an in-
telligence office the other day, and, as
there was no girl in at the time, sat
down to wait for one. She is a Jeffer-
son avenue belle and leads the gay pro-
cession in society circles; she is also a
good daughter and model housekeaper,
taking all the care of a large establish-
ment off her mother’s ageing shoulders.

As she sat and waited in the intelli-
gence office s gentleman whom she
knew came in to geta girl; she had
met him at a social reception a few
nights previous, he in full evenin
dress, she in a costume of pink silk and
Spanish lace, with roses in her hair.
He had whispered sweet words of ad-
miration to her, and she had blushed
beneath his too ardent gaze. It was
only a rehearsal of that foolish old
play, “Love's Young Dream,” but it
had left pleasant memories with both.

She could not help showing she was
glal to meet him again, and half rose.
But he passed her to speak to the
woman at the desk, who supplied
“help ’ to domestio Macedonia.

“My brother's family is in nead of a
girl, Mrs. Can you send one up
there to-day ?"” '

“No, sur,” said the woman stolidly,
“tha’ an’t one in now.”

“Why won't this one do?" asked the
gentleman curtly, turning upon the
young lady, who in her plain walking-
dress and veiled turban sat trembling
with apprehension.

“Lia, now, she ain't no girl,” said the
mistress of the intelligence, but the
oustomer paid no attention to her.

“See here, Miss or Mrs. what's your
name,” he asked abruptly, “can you do
general housework, wash, iron and
cook? If youcan and are worth your
salt, you can get & place —d’ye hear?”

The girl shrank hastily from his ex-
tended hand, and he asked:

“Are you a German or Swede? Be-
cause if you can’t speak English, we
don’t want yon. 'What's the mutter
with you? Ain't deaf and dumb, are
you?”

By this time the indignant girl had
collected her wits, and, rising from her
chair, she walked out, leaving him star-
ing after her.

*She will meet and she will mies him,
There will be ona vacant stare.”

But he will never know what fate did

for him in the intelligenca office.

Bruatality to the Insane,
; {Exchange. ] '

At the regular bi-monthly meeting of
the Society for Promoting the Welfare
of the Insane, in New York, a paper
written by Miss Mary Brigham was
read in which she said: “Of all dis-
eases, the most mysterious, the most
intricate and difficult to treat, and at
the same time which shows an alarming
increase among all classes, is insanity.
It demands and must receive that merit
more in accord with the laws of hu-
manity than has been accorded it. The
history of insane asylams has been for
ages one long ghastly chapter of inhu-
manity and sickening bratality, and
every investigation made within the
past decade, when honestly conducted,
has revealed a state of affairs, espeoially
in the asylums of this conntry, whieh is
a disgrace to ounr boasted Christian
eivilization. -

“Medical science tells us that all the
implements of torture — the chkains,
irons and rings—are done away with.
But what has taken their place? Are
not the straps, the cords, the muffs
the blin led rooms, the chairs, the erib;
in daily use im oar asylaums? Do not
the insane suffer from tha old spirit of
tyranny and neglect? Do they not
hear the contemptuous word, the
cruel taunt, the insultinz anl evasive
replies to civil questions? Do not pa-
tients exverience the ignoranca of doe-
tors and the neglect and abuse of at-
tendants? Do not blows with the fist,
with straps or w.th keys form the daily
part of th: unprotacted life of many pa-
tients in our asylums who are reason-
able enongh and sensible enouzh to feel
the cruelty of it all? It was a treat-
meut of punisiiments then; it is a treat-
ment of punishmeunts to-day. The sys-
tem under which these asylums are
governad is a system that makes but
never cures; & treatment contrary to
science and common sense, and is an
outrage on common decency and eom-
mon humanity, and the patients heve no
protaction from physicians who do not
know a sane from an insane parson; no
protection from cruelty, abuse and neg-
lect.”

At the conclusion of the paper Mrs.
M. Eugenia Berry, the secretary, ex-
plained that Miss Brigham had been
confined in an asylum, and that upon
her release her representations to the
authorities of Massachusetts had been
made the subject of an official investiga]
tion.

it Dwarfa All Else,
{Prof. Swing.!

To have all the gates of the sense
suddenly closed, to hear no longer the
call of friend, to be obliviens to the
eitv's street and to day and night, to cease
to be a man and to become u pale mar-
ble form in a coffin, this is the amazing
spectacle of our world. The seven
wonders are a8 nothing compared with
this one marvel. It dwarfs all else.

Brooklyn Eagle: *“If ever I marry I
ghan't seek for mind —mind's too cold.
1'll choose an emobional woman.”
“Don’t do 1',” eagerly exclaimed his
bald-headed friend, “don't do it, Iim
plore you. My wifes an emotional
woman.”

J. A. Macon: A shot-gin kin out-
vote a good-size’ comp'ny o' waber-
million hunters.

THE HAWKEYE MAN.

Robert J. Burdette Tells a Reporter
About Some of His Early Strug-
gles.

[Louisvilla Courier-Journal.]

“What lecture will you deliver this
evening ?” asked the reporter.

“I don't know what they want yet,
but I'll give 'em anything in my shop
that they'll call for. I suppose it will
be the old ‘Rise and Fall of the
Mustache,” however. That seems to
be the most popular of my lectures.”

“How often have you delivered it ?”

“T don’t know, indeed,” he responded
with a laugh. “Ihave been hammering
away at it for seven years now, and it
ought have been killed long ago, but it
isn’t, P00£le like the old things best,
and though I've got new ones, they
hardly ever call for them. I've pub-
lished them, too, but no one seams con-
sumed with anxiety to read them.”

“They want to enjoy your society in
your lectures,” suggested the reporter.

“Thank yom, thank you; it’s possible
they do. As I was saying, the ‘Mus-
tache’ is probably more popular, but
then I have a number of others. ‘How
the World Looks to a Funny Man,’ the
‘Bright Side’ and ‘Advice to Young
Meun.” I ohuck the young men fuall of
the last, and they remember it—while
I'm talking. Then there are two others,
but these are the principal ones.

“I don't like lecturing,” he rattled on,
with a hearty laugh punctuating his re-
marks every now and then. “You have
to wear yourself out traveling around
over the country and speaking the same
thing over and over until yon are sick.
It's not like law, and it ain’t equal to
journalism, Ihave been in the last busi-
ness ever since Icould doanything, hav-
ing commenced my career of infamy as
a proof-reader. I got to reporting
afterward, and I tell you, for a wild,
free luxurious, lotus-eating existence,
there's nothing like it. At work all
day and all night, when other people
are awake and when they are asleap! I
used to run all over town hunting up
dog-fights, and then when I'd go home
at 3 o’clock in the morning if 1 started
to sing a little I'd be collared by a
watchman. I tried to explain to him
that people made all the noise they
could while I was asleep, and I wanted
{o equalize things, but it didn’t have
any effect upon him. Then there was
the strain of having to look up news.
It was so bad, and the trouble of in-
venting items was so great that it was
probably the cause of my present
wretched ocoupation.”

“Was that before yon started your
paper ?”

“No, indeed; I must confess to that
crime, but I repented it sincerely, be-
lieve me I have. Did you ever start a
daily paper? No? Well you ought to
try it. lPalling down stairs with a stove
on top of you is nothing to be compared
to it in point of excitement.

“The name of that paper was The Re-
view, and it was started to fill a long-
felt want. Jerry Cochrane was my

artner. There were several very com-
orting things about that paper. For
instanoce, Jerry and I always knew on

Monday that we wouldn't have enough

money to pay the hands off on Satur-

day, and we never did. The hands
knew it, too, and so their nerves were
never shocked by a disappoint-
ment. We ran that way for awhile,
getting more deeply in debt

all the tin. At last, one morning, I

entered the office and found Jerry

looking rather solemnly. ‘Jerry,’ says

I, ‘you want a partuer.’ ‘Yes, we need

s new one, Bob,’ he rejoined. A busi-

ness man,’'said I. ‘One with executive

ability,” said he. ‘A financier,” I ob-
served. ‘A man who can take hold of
the thing and turn it into money,” he
concluded. ‘Then I've got the man
ou want,’ I said, and introduced Frank
itchcock, the sheriff. Jerry said

Frank was the very man he had been
thinking of,so weinstalled him at once.
8ir, he proved to be all we had antici-
pated, and he ran the paper with the
greatest success until he had turned it
entirely into money. When we wound
up the concern there was nothing left
but two passes—one to Cincinnati and
one to Burlington. We divided them,
and wentin different directions.

“I got to Burlington fesling pretty
bad. I was about two hundred thou-
sand miles in debt, having managed to
owe everybody I knew. would have
used the strangsrs, too, only I had no
way of making their acquaintance. One
day I remarked to Mrs. Burdette that I
believed 1'd go over and seeif I couldn’t
get a job on The Hawkeye. I post-

oned it for awhile, and one day the

Eusinesa manager came over to offer me
a place. I could have hiugged the man,
but I didn’t want to be demonstrative,
80 I held back rather coyly. He asked
me if I had anything in view, and Itold
him I did. It was the truth, as I had
an idea of going out to the poor-
house, if I could get a ride on the cars.
I was too proud to walk. Well, he
urged me, and I finally agreed to take
the matter into consideration. I wasto
go in at 6 o'clock the next afternoon,
and I bid him a chilly good-day. For
fear I'd miss the train, I was down there
at & quarter to 4, but when I entered
The Hawkeye office I walked in like a
lord and called the business manager
‘Charley,’ slapping him familiarly on
the back. I tell you his offering me
the place gave me a great moral ad-
vantage, and I used it, the result being
that I was allowed the usual princely
salary of a reporter.

“I worked along for awhile, and finally
got an interest in The Hawkeye, which
then increased its circulation. A curious
thing happened after a while, which has
caused me to laugh many a time. There

were four of us on the editorial page,
Frank Hatton, John L. Waite and John
Burdette, my brother. Frank was the
first one taken from that glorious band,
and he became first assistant postmaster
general. John Waite followed by be-
coming postmaster of Burlington, and
my brother wasthen appointed collector
in the First internal revenue district of
Ohio. Frank was born in Cadiz, Waite
in Ravenna, and my brother in Cincin-
nati, all in the sagm d;;ste. I was from
Pennsylvania and didn't get anything.
It ta.kzs Ohio men for offices.”

“Do you think of pablishing another

book soon?”
“Perhaps I will. I've published two

or three already, but I haven't bought

a yacht with the proceeds. Leoturing
pays better, as the following incident
will show : '

“I was at Talmage's house last sum-
mer, having delivered a lecture at the
Tabernacle. Ispent the night with
him, and he mentioned that he wrote
an article once which he offered
to sell, with the copyright, to a
magazine for $25. It was refused;
s0 he went to another, and
still another, with the same result.
He dido't know what to do. I
wasn't & sermon, and it conldp’t besold,
8o he turned it into a lecture. It was,
‘Bright Side of Things,’ and he said
that, at the lowest computation, it had
already brought him in $25,000, and was
his property yet. That shows the dif-
ference between printed and spoken
language.

“Come in and ses me again when I'm
around. I'm going home to Mrs. Bar-
dette and son. If you will go, good-by.
You are about to forget your umbrelia,
I'm traveling.and don’t need it:soyou’d
better take it along. You ure rich, I
suppose, and can afford it.”

GIRLS WHO &0 GUNNING

How a Couple of QOalifernia Lasses
Bring Down Feathered Game.

[Vallejo Chronicle ]

A solitary sportsman, roaming over
the Alvarado marshes on Sunday last
in pursuit of the ducks, which were few
and far between, bethought himself of
an artesian well in the distance where
he might slake his thirst. When he
reached the desired spot he saw two girls
seated on the margin, dressed in a pe-
culiar and striking costume. They wore
tunics extending to the knees, longrub-
ber boots, hunting coa's and caps, and
were provided with an excellent brace
of breech-loading shotguns, Beside
them Iay a pile of teal, widgeon, and
rail, ample testimony to their skill in
the use of their weapons. The hunter
raised his hat, and, presuming on the
fraternity of sport, inquired if the la-
dies had good lack. They pointed tri-
umphantly to their birds, and then
glanced sympathetically at their inter-
rogator’s flaccid game bag. Both were
unusnally pretty girls, their cheeks
brown from exposure, showing that it
was not their first excursion, and the
hands with which they dabbed the cool
water upon their heated faces were
white and dimpled. They confessed
that the oddity of their costume made
them shun the male hunter, though the
sportsman confessed that he had never
believed that rubber boots could look so
cunning.

Just then a bunch of teal came down
the wind with lightning speed, and both
girls squatted on the marsh in a mo-
ment. Along swept the birds, bang
went both guns, and three birds fell to
the ground. They picked them up.
and, with a generosity altogether un-
known to the male sportsman, offered
him a brace of the birds, as he had the
courtesy 90 allow them to do the shoot-
ing. '
%[‘hey expla‘ned how they came to be
hunters. One was extremely delicate,
and, after graduating at a well-known
seminary in Alameda county, was ree-
ommended outdoor exercse by the doc-
tors as the only escape from consump-
tion. Tired of objectless strolling, the
girl, under the kindly tutorship of her
uncle, learned to shoot, converted a
companion to the sport, and Dboth are
now passionately attached to hunting.
They visit the best duck passes in Ala-
meda county, where snipe are to be
found, the good quail ocovers, and sel-
dom return without generous bags.

He Sold Himself Cheap.
[(Danbury News. ]

A hat finisher in one of the hat fac-
tories here applied for a pension, and in
his application stated that on aocount
of disease ocontracted in the army he
could not do more than half work.

One day there appeared in his sho
a loug, lank individual in a long, lanﬁ
ulster, who took quite an interest in hat
making. He was especially pleased
with the finishing. He came around to
where our friend was at work, and after
watching his motions a moment said:

“Are you new at the business?”

“New! What makes you think I'm
new ?"” hastily asked our friend.

“Nothing,” said the long, lank man
pleasantly, “only that I thought you
dido’t work as fast as the others.”

“Fast as the others!” gasped our
friend. “I'll bet $5," he added with
spirit, “that I can finish more hats than
any other man in this shop.”

A few days Iater the rapid hat fin-
isher received word that his petition
for a pension was refused.

The long, lank man in the long, lank
ulster was s detective in the employ of
the pension bureau.

Some Lost Poems of Whittier,
[Harper's Magazine. ]

Many poems thrown off at moments,
and of which the author thought
so lightly that he ineluded them
in no collection, are mnow lost.
Among these are “Isabzlla of Austria,’
written when he was but 20, and said to
have a grand ring to it; “Palo Alto,”
which, assuming to be the trunslation
of a Mexican lament beginning with the
words “Rio Bravo! Rio Bravo!” never
did appear under his name; **Bolivar,”
a copy of which a revolutionary general
commanding in Venezuela has lately
requested of the author; and a poem on
Henry Clay which has had some singu-
lar fortunes, having been metamor-
phosed in a western paper into an ad-
dress to Mr. Benton, and again read, on
the occasion of a public welcome to
Vicksburg given Sergt. Prentiss, as the
effort of an admiring southern poet, and
still later appearing in the shape of an
apostrophe to Smith the Mormon.

A High School Letter.
Exchange.]
When the high-school girl went to
Tidioute to spend a week at Thanksgiv-
ing she wrote a letter to Awmy which
nearly drove that young lady wild in
the effort to ascertain her meaning: It
began: “My vieual organ were do-
lightel to trace the inanimate lines of
your chirographv over the folioic sur-
face.” Amy is still sick.

J. M. D.: A true philosophy of life
would teach that it is scarcely worth
while to live in an atmosphere of wo:ry
abOft matters” which we cannot con-
tro.

LONDON'S GIN-PALACES.

Scenes In the Great City's Thoreungh-
fare---The Depths of Human Iid-
fousness,

[G. R. Sims in London News, |

A BSaturday night in the great
thoroughfare adjacent thera are three
corner publichouses which take as much
money as the whole of the other shops
on both sides of the way put together.
Butchers, bakers, greengrocers, cloth-
iers, furniture dealers, all the caterers
for the wants of the populace, are open
till a late hour; there are hundreds o!
them trading round and about, but the
whole lot do not take as muoch money
as three publicans—that is a fact
ghastly enough in all conscience. Enter
the public houses and you will see them
crammed. Here are artisans and labor-
ers drinking away the wages that ought
to clothe their little ones. Here are
the women squandering the money that
would purchase food for the lack of
which their children are dying.

One group rivets the eyve of an ob-
server at once. It consists of an old
gray-haired dame, » woman of 40, and
a girl of about 19 with a baby in her
arms. All these are in a state whioch is
best described as “‘maudlin”—they have
finished one lot of gin, and the young-
est woman is ordering another round.
It is a great-grandmother, grandmother
and a mother and her baby--four gen-
erations together—and they are all
dirty, dishevelled, and drunk, except
the baby, and even the poor little mite
may have its first taste of alcohol pres-
ently, Itis no uncommon sight in
these places to see a mother wet a
baby's lips with gin and water. The
process is called “giving the yonng 'un
a taste,” and the baby's father will look
on sometimes and enjoy the joke im-
mensely.

But the time to see the result of a
Saturday night's lIeavy drinking ina
low neighborhiood is after the houses
are closed. Then yon meet dozens of
poor wretches reeling home to their
miserable dens, some of them rolling
across the roadway and falling, cutting
themselves till the blood flows. Every
penny in some instances has gone in
drink,

One dilapidated, ragged wretch Imet
last Satorday night was gnawing a
baked potato. By his side stooda thin-
clad woman bearing a baby in herarms,
and in hideous language she reproached
him for his selfishness. She had
fetched him out of & public-house with
his last halfpenny in his pocket. With
that halfpenny he had bought the
Eotnto, which he refused toshare with

er. At every corner tlie police are
ordering or coaxing men or women to

“move on.” Between 12 and 1 it is a

long procession of drunken men and

women, and the most drnnken seem to
be those whose outward appearance
betokens the most abject poverty.

Turn out of the main thoroughfare
and into the dimly-lighted street and
you come upon scene after scene to the
grim, grotesque horror of which only
the pencil of a Dore could do justice.
Women with hideous distorted facesare
rolling from side to side shrieking
aloud snatclhies of popular songs plenti-
fully interlarded with the vilest expres-
sions, Men as drunk as themselves
meet them, there is a short interchange
of ribald jests and foul oaths, then a
quarrel and a showver of blows. Down
from one dark court rings a ery of mur-
der, and a woman, her face hideously
gashed, makes across the narrow road
pursued by a howling madman. It is
only & drunken husband having a row
with his wife.

The Englishman's Determination.
[Detroit Free Press.]

Obstinate as a mule, stubborn as a
bull-dog, the difficulties in his path will
act but as incentives to him. He has
traced himself a programme; nothing
will prevent him carrying it out. He
leaves England with his diary written
beforehand. He has dettled to be at
the top of a certain mountain at a cer-
tain time; he is bound to be there, and
I promise you that, if Le has not rolled
down some precipice, there you will
find him. Gen. Wolseley had an-
nounced to his cointrymen that he
would subdue Egypt in twelve days.
He took fifteen. It was high time;
John Bull was beginning to grumble.

I was walking one evening on the
guay at St. Malo. It was blowing a
furious gale. The Southampton boat
had just started, notwithstanding.
Came two FEnglishmen, breathless.
“Where is the boat ?” they asked.

“Gore.”

“Ha.l her; she is still in sight; we
are bound to go!”

“Surely, gentlemen, you are joking."”

*“ Well, then, can you get us a sailing
boat to take us to Jersey ?”

““1 have one,” said a sailor, “ but the
sea is very rough; I must charge you
200 francs.”

‘“ Never mind; get her ready.”

“But, gentlemen,” cried the bystand-
ers, “yon will be ill and esdanger your
lives.”

“What's that to you?” said they, with
a8 contemptuous glance at the crowd
around.

Anecdote of the Commodore,
[Cor. Cincinnati Enquirer.]

The writer was once standing in the
office of Congress hotel, ia Ro~hester,
N. Y., when old Cornalins Vanderbilt,
father of the present great railroad
king, walked in accompanied by sev-
eral magnates of the New York Cen-
tral.

“Hand me down that box,” said old
Cornelius, speaking to the vlerk behind
the cigar counter and pointing to a box,
each cigar of which sold for $1.

The old man selectad four cigars, and,
throwing down a 25 bill, again said fo
the elerk, “Hand me down that 10-cent
box.” The clerk obeyed, and the old
man clawed out a handiul and tossed
them to his compsanions, saying :

“Here; these are good enough for
you.”

“For the Oflices.”
[Chicago Herald. ]

The Mormon church now includes a

resident, 12 apostles, 58 patriarchs,
885 sentinels, 3,153 high priests, 11,-
000 choirs, 1,500 bishops, and 4,400
deacons. In Arizona there is & mem-
bership of 2,262, in Idaho twice as
many, and Mormon missionaries are at
work all over Europe and the United
States.

{ monplace.

The Irrepressible Boeok Ageat.
[Boston Journal.]

There was a great commotion on
Washington street the other afternoon.
The mass of snow which had been held
by the frost immovable upon the roof of
a high building, relaxed by the sudden
thaw, began to slide and fell in a white
and smothering cascade upon the
crowded sidewalk. By leaping wildly
into the middle of the street and dodg-
ing into the doors of convenient shops
nearly everybody escaped the ava-
lanche, but one unfortunate man was
caught by itand completely buried from
sight. Immediately the people who
had avoided a share in his misfortunes
rushed to his assistance. One man
groped into the snow and caught him by
the leg; another got a purchase on his
arm, and others gripping him by the
clothing and bedy in Sne time he was
brought to his feet again.

He presented a sorrowful spectacle;
however, His hat looked like a half-
inflated conocertina, his coat was torn
and his collar hung only by the button
on the back of his shirt, and wherever
he disclosed a lodging place for the
snow in his raiment or person there the
chilling element had established itself.
He was apparently lifeless also, and a
?reat crowd collected, with every mani-

estation of sympathy. The stranger
soon revived, he sighed and opened his
eyes, the flush of life returned to his
ashen cheek. He saw the concourse
about him and smiled, opening his
mouth to speak, and as the people
crowded around to liear him, said: “Ah
—h! that was a narrow escape for me.
The perils of winter, even in this tem-
perate zone, are indeed fearful. But
how much more terrible are they in the
frozen regions of the pole! I have
here”—and he opened a sachel which
had survived the shook—*“the new book
describing the sufferings and details of
the De Long party, for which I am
taking subscriptions, and which Ishould
be pleased to sell you at"—bu# here
somebody velled that another snowslide
was coming, and the crowd vanished
like smoke.

Books the Death of Conversation.
[Boston Transcript. ]

We are deluged with books that are
born and fret their hour upon the counter
and then are heard no more. Books—
not account books, but books of no ac-
count. Books catalogued in the com-
Every one takes his furn at
a novel or a drama, and society is the
loser by it; for what might pass current
in a spontaneous way for cleverness,
when saved up and dealt out in book
formula, loses ground and proves itself
not worth the saving.

People are niggardly of being bright,
clever and witty in society because
they are saving up for the coming book
that shall surely yet be written, and
that every one is supposed to be writ-
ing. All the bon mots are carefully
tucked away; nothing is given out of
itself.

Every story has a price in the book
market, and the vapid consequence of
all this is that in general society con-
versation has ceased to exist. People
no longer meet to converse. Life is
too absorbing. Quiet groups in
pleasant parlors have passed away.
A larger scale of entertainment in-
terrupts all this. Parties are of
the past—"“receptions,” are the only
wear—very crushy, very vapid, very
much all alike, unless a deliberate
stand is taken by some wearied soul
and a form of entertainment is fixed
upon, and in such case one isinvited to
be the privileged guest at the unfold-
ing of the statue of—i. e., Mr. M—'s
MS., twenty foolscap pages, read by
the author; or, it may be Mrs—'s
blank verse, or somebody will strain
forth Browning.

Society has little spontaneity sinoce
the whole world turned suthor, and
publishers have taken from it what
they cannot pay baok.

Tree-Planting I'n England.
[Boston Courier.]

While our forests are disappearing
before the weodman’s ax and the saw-
mill, there is no such diminution of the
number of trees in England. Thisis
owing to the perseveranoe of the landed
class in tree-planting. One {family
alone, that of the dukes of Athole, has
in & hundred years planted scores of
millions of trees. The *‘planter duke,”
who commenced operations in 1774,
planted 27,000,000 trees, covering 15,
000 acres, principally upon the Dunken
Hills and in their neighborhood. The
present duke of Athole plants from
600,000 to 1,000,000 trees every year.
The terrible storm which destroyed the
Tay bridge blew down 80,000 of
the duke's trees; but the loss was
hardly noticeable. Millions of trees
have been planted on Nantucket island,
but unfortunately most of .them died.
Visitors to Nantucket will remember a
few narrow belts of stunted pines here
and there on the downs in the interior
of the island, which represent the total
outcome of this most laudable enter-
prise.

The Magnitade of India.
(Philadelphia Press.]

Few people are aware of the magni-
tude of India, or comprehend that it con-
tains some 50,000,000 more people than
all Europe west of the Vistula. Fewer
still know that it contains sixty-two
cities with a population of more than
50,000 people, and twenty-two cities
with more than 100,000 inhabitants.
Below the limit of 50,000 the towns be-
come much more numerous, and there
are hundreds with popnulations above
20,000, The majority of the latter are
quite unknown to Europeans, an active
magistrate or two excepted; and there
is no book in English which gives the
slightest account of their organization
or of the life and people in them. Yet
many of them have histories of 2,000
years, and in all flourish families which
think themselves noble, and have long
pedigrees and stirring tales to narrate.

England’s Sporting Land.
[Exchange.]

In England there is more land lying
idle in sporting grounds, game preserves
and :(Iimdlorfd‘,Bo ks, than the whole
kingdom o ginm, which ports
in happiness and roupo;tx‘ ;?60,000
people, and sends large food exports to
Lond-on. An income of $170,000,000 a
year is received by 8,142 landlords as
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FINEST JOB OFFICE
IN DOUGLAS COUNTY.

CARDS, BILL HEADS, LEGAL BLANKS,
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Neatly and expeditiously exeouted
AT PORTLAND PRICES.

A MISSOURI MAIDEN.

“Sweet Sixteen” as She Appeared in
a Misseuri Leg Cabin in Wanx
Times.

[A. O. Marshall in “Army Life.”]

One day I stopped to give one of the
boys of our mess his breakfeast. He
had been on rear picket the night be-
fore and oconsequently would be with
the rear guard of the army that day.
Our regiment bhaving the advance,
made an early start and I did
not exp-ot to rejon it until a
late hour at night After find-
ing our comrade and giving him his
morning coffee, I pushed forward. In
course of the day, wishing to rest a
short time, I ventured to call at a dweil-

ing by the roudside. The house was

simply a log hut like all others in the
baokwﬁﬂg of that t of Missouri.

W I found it.had but cne room
that fornished in the plain, rough

style common to such localities.

In one part of the room sat—what
shall I her? How shall 1 describe
the oharmning oreature who sat before
me? A woman; an angel beauatifol as
day; fairer than the fairest; in age just
passed beyond charmiug sweet sixteen
to lovely womanbood. No, I will not
attempt to describa this most beantiful
one. Let it suifice that my highest
ideal of angelic perfection was more
than realized in the person of
the lovely being before me.
Being a young and enthusia-tic
volunteer, such a feast of beanty com-
pletely captivated me. Numerous re-
membrances of stories where I ha ™ “ead
of princesses of beaunty being fo 1nd else-
where by some singularly fortune-
favored knight flashed through my
brain. All my faith in love at first
sight returned with double force. Al-
though enrapt I had not yet heard her
speak; had not heard the enchanting
tones of her sweet voice.

Her mother—could it be? Was it
possible that this plain, coarse woman
was the mother of one so divine? Nol
I would not believe it. I would believe
that she was the child of love—a being
of heavenly, not of earthly origin, and
I almost trembled for fear she would
suddeply vanish from mysight and soar
to her far-off home above. Her mother
went to the door and called : “William,
come here; your egister wants to
see you.” Her brother would come, she
would speak to him. Then, oh, then! I
should hear the delicious music from
that sweet angel's tongue. The bare
anticipation intoxioated me. What,
then, would the sweet reality ba?
Would it then be possible for me to
control myself? Could I then refrain
from throwing myself at her feet and
praying to be her slave forever? She
rises to speak to her brother. Oh! sweet
anticipation! One moment now is an
age of bliss. She opens her mouth.
OL! sweet, charming, delight ——what?
The words she spoke were: “Bill, yon
little cuss, give me a chew of tobacco.”
Thrusting his dirty hand down into his
greasy pocket he brought forth a filthy
piece of the vile weed, and—words are
worthless—the romance was “busted:”

Secenes in Pastenr’'s Workshop.
[Pall Mall Gazette. ]

The following somewhat gruesome
description of M. Pasteur’s laboratory,
taken from a recently-published vol-
ume entitled “L’Histoire d'un Savant
par un Ignorant,” gives a very striking
picture of the modern physiological
workshop: “All the animals in the
laboratory, from the little white mice
hiding under a bundle of cotton wool to
the dogs barking furiously from behind
their iron-railed kennels, are doomed to
death. These inhabitants of the laborn-
tory, which are marched out day affer
day in order to be subjected to opera-
tions or other experiments, share the

with «till more ghastly objects.
From all parts of France hampers ar-
rive containing fowls which have d'ed
of cholera or some other disease. Hera
is an enormous basket bound with
straw; it contains the body of a pig
which died of fever. A fragment of
lung, forwarded in a tin box, is from =
cow dying of pueumonia.

“Other gnods are still more precious.
Since M. Pusicur, two years ago, went
to Pauillac to await the arrival of a
boat which brought vellow fever pa-
tien's, he receivel now and then fiom
far-off countries a bottle of vomito
negro. Tubes filled with blood are
lying about, and smaller plates con-
taining drops of blood may be seen
everywhere on the work-tables. In
special stores bottle-like bladders ara
ranged resembling small liquor bottles.
The prick of & pin into one of these
bladders would bring death to an
man. Inclosed in glass prisons mili-
ions and millions of microbes live and
multiply.” M. Pasteur’s views on vivi-
section are known well enough. His
own words on the subject are: “Never
should I have the courage to kill a bird
for sport, but when it comes to experi-
ments I have never been troubled oy
the slightest scruple. Science in that
case has the right of pleading the sover-
eignty of the purpose.”

Resntiess San Francisco.
|8an Francisco Chronicle.]

There ocan hardly be any question of
the climatic canses cf nervousness and
restlessness here.. Men can never rest
anywhere. They are restless during
business; they drop into saloons and
drink; they rush home; they are hardly
there before they want to be off some-
where; a quiet, pleasant evening is ont
of the question. I have noticed from
the experience of many people I know
that there is some ‘strange climativ
cause for this. A friend of mine went
up north, and on his return noted the
most extraordinary change. While
lwsglha had felt quite inclined to rest.
He did his business very quietly aud
enjoyed himself. As soon as he landed
in S8an Francisco the old nervous spirit
sppe;:%u He hurried home. He felt
that Id not settle anywhere, and
he hurries now everywhere and is for-
ever restless.

Cassell's Cyclopaedia: A falling rain-
drop descends with a veloeity which

increases until the acceleration is bal-

anced by the resistance of the air, after
which the drop descends with uniform
velocity.

A nevel is being written in
by nine different '

rent on 46,500,000 acres of land.

persons, the obj
being to give individuality to each
character. . -
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