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Lo

e 414 not care for selfish galn,

No love of lucer chillad his heart,

s fellow mna, the love of art
And publie good were hix domaing

merryie s frictds o sufMored paln,

He valusd sonne things more than gold,

But when the dinys tio voles fortold—
Of axvil e life's lsswn plain,

The choir of varly projse grew still,
Contenipt was bokd, aml Felendship shy,
And busy temgues sprvad calumny |

ks smrewes oo e, mesed o Dikem (10,

And depthis of buman natirs show
T wiere worth the whole world not to know,
—~Joel Betiton in Pittsbarg Bulletin,

LITTLE MRS, HAYNES.

Tt was an eventful era in my yvoung lify
when my father anpounced his intention of
wenting tie light, airy, southern chamber of
our old brown house to a voung porteait
painter, who was about becoming a residout
in our villnge during a fow weeks of the sum:
mer, Never befoure hnd an event so stirring
and e xeiting in it tendency biroken over the
monotony of my existence, Never before had
my childish tnaginntion been furnished with
wo wide n Held of setlon, or my  littde heart
throbiwd and padpitated with such a strange
mixture of wonder and delight. A portrait
painter under our own roof, within thie walls
of our own home ~what n rmre chance for my
Enguisitive’ syes to draw in s new fund of
Nemewiedge! What an object of envy [ should
be to my little mates, and how daintily would
I mete out to them what 1 learned from day
to dav of the wondrous mian of the womdrous
employment} |

I bl hnrdd of portrait painters before, it
ds troe, but only as | had heard and read of
Fairies in my lttle story books, or listened to |
my father ns he talkidd of Kings and courtiors I
in the great world afar off. Upon our par-
lor walls, from my earliest remembrance,
bad hung portraits of my grandfathers and
grandmothers, but T bad no iden how their
faces cae stamprsd upon the dark canvas, or
whem or iy whom their shadows had been
fixed within the heavy gilt frames. Like the
trees that waved bofore the door and the
Yilsses that blossonuxd every year by the old
@ate, they hod to me alwnys boen so, !

I
|

A CAREER, I
‘l
|

Bul now my eyes were to rest upon the
Wace of one whose existence il bivn like a
auvih, s fabile,  What s wonderful personnge
e woulidl be!  What a dark visage he wonld
boast and what o monstrous, ginnt like form!
How eutirely unlike every person that I had
ever seon or known would be this portrait
Baintor!

While these speculations were at their
Belght in my busy braln the bhero made his
appearaiice, sealtering them mercilesly to
#he four winds, There wos nothing ginnt
Hike dn the Little graceful fligure that sprang
Hrom the vitlnge conch, or dark in the pleas-
ant boyish fnee, shaded by masses of brown
Jamir, andd Lt up by o werey pale of Bloe oyes, |
runinge over with wdeth amd miselief.  His
e, too, ke the generality of nnmes, bl
watbiag wonderful or striking to characetorize
it He was siniply Frank Huyoes, nothing
more or loss, aod when, with o pleasant, casy
grace. b sought to win my childishe favor, 1
should have bovn quite ot Bome had not te |
stunning knowladge of his art overpoweral
e, L6 was i streange freak Gor achinld of ton
summers, but somehow it crept into my haby
brain that 1nast nor ke Bim, slthough the
whibe, in gpite of miysell, o preference for his
opinions, wavs and looks grew up strong |
within me 11 be spoke to me when any one
e observing bhim I owus silent sl shrank
awa v from Wim timddly ; but when we were
alore | chuttid nnd chirrapped Hke s young
vobin, | think be most ave dotiosd this, |
and from it have taken tnto his bead the boy -
sl dden of tensing min,

To him, b sapd, | was little Pholw Lestor
o longer, now that be Koew how ouch 1
earedd for bhime  For the futaee be shionld enl)
e Mis. Hayomes—little Miso Hay nos—and
shonll b very angry M everylody in the
bowse il pot [ollow s exumple, T must
not ever have any hittle beaus nmong the
sehoolboys now that oy neme was changed;
Bt §oonust bo pebin o progaere ke any -
riodd woman who s farr o al to her husband |

SWould 1 oagree to i " hie nskesd
1 glanesd ap frocs the bem of my white |

munslin apron, which | had been twistiog
about my fnger, to weot my mother's oye
fixed Inng hingly upon my fuee. In amoment |
imy Iygm weren elivod resolutely, while he,
seotg nt onee the eun < of my silonee, reachsd
out of the window aed pluckod n rose (o a |
running vine that crept nearly to the mossy
|_—NVers

“Little Mrs MHayoes mast wenr the rose,”
he sabd,  "Iv o would never do for hor to toss
ber bowd aml throw bis gifts sarolossly by, |
Al mnrrvied woren wore Howers which their

‘hasbandds gave thein Would | wear the rose ™

I glanced about the room agnin, My !
mother was towhiors to Des seen, and so 1 gud
that | would wear it of he wantasd me to,

amd would 1 oonsent o be cnllsd little
Mrs. Hayues

Y, 1 would consent.™

S0 bt wias all vight, He woull never
ook about for a wife, vor should 1 look
about for n husbamwdl, We were Mr, and
Mrs. Hayues, Dl that sait joet”

“0h, vews, that siited e | liko that”

“Wall, thon, be should have to buy me a
Tirtde golid ring to wear upon my tiied finger,
o et folks know Lt some one ownesd  me "

SNo, 1 didn’t want a ving,”

Tat, tut, tut! Toar wonld never do
People who were ongnged Lo be murried al
ways gove such o pledge.  He should spoak
o fathicr about i, so that it woukd be all
vight. 1f be was willing, would | wear the
wing

“'No, 1 didn't like rings"

sWouldu't 1 like the ring that bhe would
buy "

“Noo 1 wouldu't like n ring at any rata®

During his stay, which was protrsctsd o
months, instend of wivks, he strove in every
way o change my determination sbout the
engagoment ring, as bo termed it 1 wos jn-
exorable, A ring 1 would sot wear. Not
ovan when be made ready  for Lis departure,
and told e that ina few weoks be should be
thousands of miles away (rom me, nor when
be piled up before me piotures that bhe had
drawn at hm lelsure during the long sumer
bours that bhung beavily upon Lis banods,
would I revoke iy decision, | would take
the flnely executod drmwings, the pretily
gramad portrait of hinsself, but 1 would have
wo rings

At last he wont from vs | shall pever for
5% the moruing, o how vukd, dull and cheors
Joss it soctned to e How dreary and desos
Iate everything hekod bevaus he was going
away, 1t was not every day grief that bore
down upon my younyg heart, no childish
promiso that assural i, a8 bhe kbsed my

qui U, thst 1 would pever forget him

and that | would always bo s little M
nos,

“Would 1 write to bim and sign that
uamel”

“You, | would"

L was & good girl, ten, and he wouls
pever furget e, Uood by 1"

“Good-Ly I My volow trvmbled and fut
tered upons the worlds, o my sbort Life Wy
ware tho bardest | had found to speak,

Duriug the text two yosrs uo lady love
would bave b e faithful W0 ber abseul
kadght than 1 wos 1o Fraok Hayoes T
B T M R T R

the reception of his lstters, the greatest Joy the window, or peer carefully from the half |

of life was in answering them.  Among my
schoolmates 1 bad no chiidish love, no juve-
niles to wait upon me to sleigh rides and
parties that the childeen in the neighborhood
delighted in. If T could not go and come
alone | would remmin at home, whatever
might b the inducement offersd to tempt me
from my unswerving course. | wax little
Mrs. Haynes, and littke Mrs. Haynes | was

| bent on reinnining,

But while I was in the very midst of my
beroie devotion a terrible ramor reached my
enrs, i rumor that Frank Haynes, my self
appointed lord ad master, wis engnged to
young nnd beautiful dy in the city. It wns
a drendful blow to my precious hopes and
plans, though for a long time I battled against
erediting the report,  Hadn't Frank told me
that be would never look about for a wifef
that I wns the only little lady who should
bear his nnme! Dido't be write me regu-
larly every fortnight, commencing his letters,
“hear little Mrs. Havoes," and telling me to
be taithful to him?  And—and—would he do
this if be was engapwi!  No, not a bit of it!
Bomie one bad mnliciously ed aboat him,
bad manufsctursd the story from their own
wicked tmagimation, 1 wonld not believe it,
though the whole workd stood up before me
and testifiad to the truth

As il toreward me for my faith, and set
my prejudiosd el mind  to vight, the next
conch wt Frank down ot our ddoor, He
thomght b tnust comse and  dee his littls wils
e more, ho salbtdg s | went Ly forwanl
to meot him, though he thought it very
badd tiaste (i me to grow ot such u rapid rate,
He wis afraid 1'd growout of my engage-
ment; he should bave to put a loaf of hot
bread on my head to keep me withim bounds,
We hawd bowen cognged two vears,
years old, and o bead taller than 1 was at 10,
He wus geang 1o Europe to stay three or four
yenrs.  What would T be when he returned?
He did not dure to think,  He believed 1 would
b as tall ax be by that time. Wonldn't 11

Sl hopeid 80," 1 answered, tartly, thinkiog
the while ol the story of the engagement,

CWhew ! You are taking on the airs of &
fine young lndy already, my litthe Phebe,” he
answoersd, lnughing heartily. ** You wonldn't
give me one of your brown cuels today i my
beart should break for it, would you”

“*No, I have none to spure,”

“Notone! Why!”

FCnupe"—

e what

“Hecnuso sho lins hoard  strange reports of
you Frank,” broke inmy mother, mischiev-
ously.  “She lwsn't nny ddea of letting you
rob her of hor curls while she doubts your
sincers alloginnes o her,  She 5w lady of
SPIEIL, YOu see )

“On my foith she is,” he exelndmed, gaviy,
his blue eyes upon my faee,  “And 1 trow 'm
in love with ey for it Never mind reports,
way hitthe by ™

I noswered ouly by aeurl of my lps, while
be ronehod out bis haod to deaw me o s seat
upon his ko,

BNo, L owon't sit there!™ T erisd, pushing
awny his hand, while tears, which had  teen
crowding their way mto my eyves, guve a
sudden dash down my burning chiceks. 'l
never sit there again, never!”

UMy deanr littlo Phebwe ™

There was o real pathios in his rvich, manly
voies, a gk, penetrating, surprissd look in
his elear, Llae eves, as he uttored these words,
followed by w capid, wondering expression
of tonderness, us bo repeated them

SAy dewr Htde Poebe! May God Dless

on!"

1 stole quietly away from out of the house,

with thoat fervent benediction lving fresh and |

deep upon my childish heart, sl threw my-
pell down i thie shwde of
troes and soblwsd out the heaviness  that
prossed upon my spicit,. For hours L lay there
in the mellow September sunshine, brooding
over the Hittle romsance thint il =0 silently
sl stemngely grown dnto the wool of my al-
most baby Lifee | wept before my  time for
the delicious griefs that forever cling to n
sweet and consions wornmnhiomd,

When I returned to the honse Frank had
taken his loave, bt in oy Lttle work  baskot
B Jeft o sl pesnrl Dox, which contained s
plvin gold ving! Dl L woear it Ao you n
wornai, resder, and ask v

1

“Phebe, Phebe! mother sayvs come down
stairs.  Therv s a gentleman in the parlor
whio wishes toosse yon ™

The words broke hiurshly into my pleasant
dreams which 1l been weaving all the
long golden July afternoon, in the nonbroken
stillness of my chamlor. AL my foet, upon
the  onrpet, with its leavis rompled  aond
arushisd, lay my neglectsd Virgil in close
proxinuity to s huge Lastin lictionary, while
upon my  lap, s wreinkled condition, my
sowing was Iving, with s nedle hanging by
a long line of thrvad, nearly to the floor, as
i escaped Tnckily  from a vonnd of mohoto-
pous benmumdng, whiah as yet boastid but two
orF thrve stiteles at (s commwncetent.

SWho ont it be that wishes to soo mef™ 1
exclaimed, rising hastily and ealling after
my little Gyear-old brother: “Who s it
Charling”

SDon't know ; al's sorebesd y
come down ™

“Who can it be!”

Maother says

An bour sinee 1 had

sovth i ot loman with o heavily bearded face !

eomie up the walk, but I was too busy with
my dresins to notioe him very  partioularly,
Suill, as 1 recalled his face and fgure amd his

quick, springing step,  thire secmsd some-
thing strangely  familine v them. Wheoe
could 1t bet My boart beat vapudly,  Burely

I bl soen thnt Doow mncd forme before, and &
name that wes siungularly dear to me trom-
bilesd wpon oy Hps— " Frank Haynes™

But 1 could not go down to mest him,
though 1 was sutaoned a thousaod times, |
didd pot wish to sv him; why should 1t
There was no occasion for 1, | was not the
foolish little girl of ten summers whom be
had Joft thve years ago b short frocks wind

eurls, but s Little grow o wornsn instoad, No, |

| was not the same. 1 would not go down,
Hesides, s sudden headache was nearly Llind-
ing me.  Mother conld not ask it of me whon
I was hardly able to sit up,  But what would
he think! Would bhe care! Would be still
remember tenderly the little Mrs, Haynes of
five yoars ago!

Little! 1 repoated the word as [ stood be-
fore the mirror, which gave back to mo an
accurate picture of myself. A slondor, pase-
able form; s dark, clear complexion; large
gray eyes; amonth wihose reduess soormed to
have robbed the clisks of their color; white
toeth; & brvad forehead, but uot high; large,
heavy braids of chestuut brown hair, was the
likeoess fraowsd betore my eves 1 turned
awny with a sigh, and glanosd down at my
hand. Upon the thind finger of the left was
A plain, gold cieviet.  The hot blood rushed
into my cheoks as | looked at it 1 would
worl It no loanger e should never know
that 1 bad worn it at all Just then my
brother camme ngain to the door of my romu,
rying Ol B LewW s e

“Mother says little Mroe Hayuos s wanted
down stalra

Sl have & tervible  bhesdache, Charls
Please tell mvothor w0, aied siuk down upon
a chair vioss by e window, sisl losusd my
Dol gaods i clair hasdle

“Digar, dear! 11 they woull but forget
we™ I muwrmursd o mysoll, as the hum of
thelr couversation camw viearly o wy v
Al hour passed awuy, sl 1 bosnd the soynd
of voloes L the hall, gl e Meps 10 e
wilk Lelow,

I was 12 |

the oll orchiard |

1 dd ik .’i.‘la!" “.-l’ 'lw'

olosed shuttors, but clasped my hannds tightly
over my eyes till the sounil of footstops disd
awny in the distance. Then 1 erept stenlthily
down stairs and stepped into the silent par-
lor, where so lately be bhad boen. | was hinlf
aeross the room before | noticed that T was
not alone, and then, before | eoulil make a
hnsty retreat, a glad, merry voice, rich with
its golden music, exclunimed;

“My own dear lttle Mrs, Haynes, s 1 live!
How happy 1 am to sce you!" and a hand
eluspand mine tightly, while a pair of bearded
lips were bont down to mine. [ drew my
hend back haughtily. 1 was a little child no
longer. [ would not accept, even from him,
the cnress that be had bestowoed apon me five
years before

“Ah, Mr, Haynes," | said, bowing in a
dignified way, *1 am pleased to see you.™

My manver chilled at onee his warm,
genial nature.  Stepping back from me and
redeasing my haod be said, with a curl of his
flnely cut lips:

“Your pardon, Mis Lostor; T had quite
forgotten that you el grown to by a fine
laedy !

I bowed him pack a reply, fashing aquick,
fmpetuons glance upon bim as Ladid o, But

|

thore was no pleasantry attempted on his |

| part, and when my mother enterod the room
a few moments after and referved lnughingly
to our old engagement, e answored her in a
fow ovasive words as though the subject was
ot an agreenble one to im,
Affairs had taken an unhappy turn, but it
waos too late to remedy them, and day after
day passed nway, leaving Mr. Haynes as cold
and distant a8 he had been from the moment
I first repulsed him. 1| would have given
| worlds to reenll my unlucky words; yet, since
they were spoken, I would not unbend a
moment from my calm, cool dignity, though
| 1 was as misernble and wretchisdl as 1 could

well be, and knew that Mr. Haynes shared
| my wretchedness,

All the time that I could spend in my
| chnmber without being absolutely rude was
phassed there till my stinange, unusual appear-
ance was notiosd by my father and mother,
and my mood commented freely upon before
our guest,

“You appear 8o strange, Phebe” said my
mother one morning. 1 really do not know
how to understand you. U'm afeaid Mr.
Haynes will think you are not pleased to ses
him. Every chance that occurs you reso-
lutely avold him, as though he were the veri-
est monster, instead of a dear friend.  What
15 the matter(”

“Nothing, The strangeness of my appear-
ance is but a reflection. 1 cannot help it

l said, burving my tearful eyesin my hands,

“Phebe!"

My mother's voice was stern and reproach.
ful, tmt 1 did not hed it
| “He does hnte me, mother—hates o with

[

e
“Your pardon, little Phebe—Miss Lostor—
but he does not!™ broke i the rich, clear
voice of Mr. Huynes.  “OFf all persons in the
world Ho  puusesd, amd in n moment
more | eard my mother stop lghtly from
Lhe poom,

1 oam not cold, havghty and prond,” 1

| sadd, excitedly, looking up into his face,
Sad 1 do like yon just as well—as well—"

SWhat, lHetle Phelw ™ he nsked angorly, a
quick expression of joy lighting up his blus
l"\'l’.‘i

S As well as ever Tdid,” [ faltered,

[ “And how well is that! So well that dur-
| ing all thess wenry years you have not cher
ishod a dreenm of the tuture that did not en
circle me!  So that  every  strong
passionate hope of your womuanly nature hus
reached out constantly to me? As well ns
have liked, aye, loved you - till every pulse
of your hoart beats for me! As well as this,
| Phebet

| Leoversd my face that be might not read
the whole expression of my love in my tell
tale eyes, and by shoeked that it sl grown
to e so near a il passionnte idolatry,

SWill you become M. Hayoes in truth,
i enrnest, Phebe ™ b asked, drawing me o
my ol seat upon his Knee

“Yos "

WA nd will at lnst wenr the ring '

I held up my tinger bafore bis eves,

My own darling lttle wile: at last my
little Mrs. Hoyoes o good faith!” he ex-
clnimed, covering my lips with Kisses,

1 That night there were sly looksand glances
onst toward me nt ovory turm, and at the sup-
per table my father quite forgot himself and
callid me “lictle Mrs Haynes" agnin,

| Reader, T have boon o happy wife for some
throe blessedd, sunshiny years, and as you

" may have already coujectunsd, *my name is
Haynes"

winll

Abhend of the Old Man.

Do you want to see s nent game!  Then
watoh this thiree girls sivting with their fathor
in the (fth pew of the mdddle sisle,” said the
tenor of a fashionable uptown church the
othor Sunday toa reporter who was payving
him a visitin the choir oft during morning

CRervioe,

The reporter fixed his eves on the men.
tionwd pew, The father seemod to be a pros-
perous banker or merchant, o portly, gray
whiskersd, red faced inan, evidently  somes-
what of & wmartinet.  As the deacon ap-
proached  with the contribution box  the
parent drew a fal wallor from his ioside
pockot, opensd it and pomponsly banded each
of his danghters o banknote
| “He gives them n tonoer apioee,” whisperad

the chorister
I Ench girl as she recsived her il erampled
it corvlessiy in her right hand, and became
absorbed in the hymnal again, which was
beld in both hands.  When the silver salver
was handod into their pow the father dropped
his coutribution o with & placid air and
thon passed the plate aling to the duughters
Each took ber left bhaud from ber book,
droppad s crumpled Bill into the epository,
and the plate was hunded back o the wait-
ing deacon

HA clover idea,” said the tenor, “each girl
drops n &1 bill on with her left and holds out
$10 with hor right hamd, [t sevms that young
misses have to resort 10 sharp dovices at
times to ralse money for matines tickets and
bon bous, eh ™ Now York Eveniug Sun

An Old Time Joke,

A little wooden tmachine, about six inches
long, having at ote el & cog wheal with an
elastio strip of thin wosd scurely fastencd
ot tho end opposite to the one that ovorlies
the cog, when dirawn rapidly and skillfully
from the nape of the nock down to the lum-
bar regions of an  unsuspocting vietim, con
veys the horrible assurance to the seratohos
that his coat has leen completely rippssd
down bis back, wd 1o 8 ratio corresponding
to his terror st this suppssition is the ineffa-
ble joy of the sorateher who bas perpetrated
the practical joke ALl over the fairs of
wiilen tooes the olick clivking scroech of this
Little instrument could o heard o the ae-
companiment of sudden cries of alnrm and
shouts of lasghtaer from the crowid. The o
Eonuiows mechanisiu is covasionally to b wern,
board and fodt fo city crowds i Big lead on
ocslonss of g teJodcing, BUb ik s Destoine
bag soaroer every yuar, aml wev loag, Hke (s
serious rivale, the thuniberew, Lhe rack sl
llmh\‘\l'l."n e ket ey, will b fownd only
[TTR VAW P i i g W al i Now Yurk Star

Why do we say & asii doad and gonel™  goine last night!

Raw's b prudty woll gooe whan be's Jowd

[ Mr, Haynes bates and despises me now," 1|

Hin iy Kscupe,

The terror was in trouble again and as he
earessed the floor of his kmekerbockers he
sesmed sunk in thought. Considering it a
good time to make an impresion his father
waid;

“Da you renlise what a bad boy you've
bawan 1

“Yes, sir, But that wasn't what | was
thinking about.  Papa" isuddenly), “why
don't you rob a bank or something ™

“What do vou mean, sirt”’

“Bo yon wonld have to go to Canada and—
and stay there " — Philadeiphia Inquirer.

A Compliment,

Ol
should give yvou
would you say/

Arthur—I should say you weren't half so
stingy a8 sister salld you were,—Munsey's
Weekly.

Bachelor—Now, Arthur, suppose 1
this nice red book, what

Something Was Wrong.

“It was in the old dayvs of the wet plate
method in photography,” said a photogra-
pher, “and when an exposure of twenty sec-
onids had to be mode and a0 sitter had to be
ubaoiutely quiet. 1 had my subject as |
wanted him and took off the eap. 1 left the
room for & moment, and returning, found
everyvthing all right apparently.  Apparent-
Iy, I say, but when | went into the dark
room and developed the plate 1 found ip most
tercibly Glurrsl, [t looked as if the sitter
bad turned o handspring or thrown & somer- |
sanlt,  When | went back 1 was mad

“What did you dot' | asked.

“ENothing,! was the nnocent answer
Whyt

leok mt that plate | sald, *and then tell
me you didn't move.”

“Here my sitter began to lnugh at his piet-
ure, *Wall, | swear 1 wonlidn't a° thought
that just going over to the window to spit
would bave dooe nll that, betause | sat right
down again.’ "—Philadeiphia Saturday Re
View

dealonsy Extraordinary,

In the Parvis Jarcdin des Plantes a frequent
visitor asked the keeper:

Sl not the giralfe moch thinner than he
usedd to bel He seoms to me to be dwindling
nway."”

“Yon are quite vight,” replicd the keaper.
“When 1 first took charge bho was already
Jealons of the abelisk, bt I think he would
have come out all righe if it had not bheen for
the Eiffel tower. That will be the death of
the poor creature yet. — From the Germun,

Fulse Alnrm,

Wite (thne, miduight—Hark! Husband!
Wake up! 1 hear the rustling of silk and
the clank of chains,

Husband—Yon do? Horrors! Then the
reports are true. | was told this house was
haunted.,

Wife (much relieved)—Oh, is that all? 1
was afraid Fido bod broken loose and was

tearing my new ball dress —New York
Woekly.

A Naturul Query.
Army  Student (to new arrivall—Hullo!

my bantam: what's vour father?

Now Arrival— A farmer

SThen why dudn't he muake s farmer of
youf"

“1 don't know.  What's vour father ™

(Tmpressively) A gentleman, ™

“Phen why didn't e make a geatleman of
youi"—I1"ick Me Up

Glad There Were No Mare,

Polite Guest o leader of amateur orches: |
tra that has lwen torturing him for fifteen
minutes)—Allow e to congratulate  you
upon yYour success us n leader

Laader—Thank you | am sorry there are
s0 few instruments represented to-night,

Polite Guest — A, thers is where [ congratu-
late myself, —West Shore

A Villsin Unhung,

B, Jags (pointing to an aged pedestrian)—
Beo that old chap! He has taken twenty- |
seven lives in hisday |
Im-

B. Jones—Thnt amiable okl fellow?
]lhﬁ”liﬁ
B Jags—Fact! He drowned three cats

this worning. — Philmlelphia Press
Clreumstantinl Evidence,

He—1 swear it, Muude, you are my first
love!

She—1 believe vou, Hareld, Nobody but
the merest novies in matters of the heart
could ever have acted ns awkwardly ns yo
have for the last six mounths — Life.

His AMmnily,

Roatrice—Why do viu suppose so solid »
person as Eben Morris ever married a girl
Like Dorls Golightly, Ethelt

Ethel—1 don't know, unless the natural af
finity of a sell muade mun 5 » tallor made
girl.—Munsey's Woekly
Another Colid Steal,

She—Have you read “Loeoking Sideways!™

Ho—Yes, 1 seo it's anolher pingiarisin.

She—How is that!

He—Every word of it Is in Welster's Una-
bridged. — Time.

Deneath Him,
Stranger—Have you subseribwed to
World's fair fund?
Rich New Yorker (haughtily)—Certainly
not, sir; I'm a millionaire. — New York
Weukly

tha

Would Make a Good Short Stoap.

“Of what uationality is your friend-—a
Braziliani”

“Wall, 1 gues he's balf Brazil and semi-
Colon, "—=Harpor's Baz ar
At & Disslvantage.

“Why don't you take some one of your
own sige," he blubbersd | *“don't you ses | am
s good deal bigger than you arel”—Yankee
Blada

Condensed Wisdom.
A frullless the farmar
makos alter e sinsll Doy has passed thirough
the orchard. — Burlington Free Pres

ey oM T thae ope

Fate,
8o you bl o se thase two girle
Dl Aoy live far away !
T'be ool y caedad. —Now York Sas

"l

Ned

Baving a Life.

It is the practice of some writers of
serinl stories to begin the publieation of
their romaneces before the end is written,
In the early stages of the story they do
not know any better than the public
who read it how they are “‘coming out.”
This is especially the case in France,
where nearly every newspaper has a
feuilleton or department in which a |
eontinued story is published.

It is related by M. Aurelien Scholl
that when Paul Duplessis was publish
ing a serial romance in The Patrie news
paper he was visited one evening by
Millet, the artist.

“By the way." said Millet, after a
little conversation, I am seeking a bit
of information. You know that in The
Patrie this morning yon left the count
ess in the wmost alurming sitnation, She
had fallen into an ambush, and was
surrounded by those who have every
motive to eause her to disappear.”

“Yes."

“Well, does she die™

“Yos:; she meets her death at the
point of the Corsican’s poignard,”

Millet struck the table with hLis fist
“No luek for me!" he exelaimed,

*“Why, what is it to you "

“0Oh, nothing but ten louis—that's
all! I made a foolish wager with a de
voted reader of your stories that the
countess was necessary to the ‘come
out’ of the romance, aml that she
wonld get out of the serape.”

“Dear me!” Duplessis  exclaimed.
He drew out his wateh. “Only 0
o'clock,” e said. " There's time enough
yet."

“Time for what "

“Time to get into a eaband go to
The Patrie office and save thg conntess’
life!"

“Truly! Would you do that?"

Duplessis shook the artist’s hand sol-
emnly.

“It's very little to do for a friend,”
gaid he.

He rushed away to the newspaper
office, overhaunled his proofs and made
the grumbling printers turn the countess’
distressing death into a marvelous res-
cua,

Touching Lovaliy,

The grand old Douglas motto, “Ten-
der and True," was onee touchingly il
lustrated by the representative of an
other Scoteh family. The Duke of
Athole had a disease which was certain
to end fatally,.  When he was assured
that he wonld soon be taken away he
called on all his tenants and bade each

one farewell with a cheerfulness that
testifled to his pence of wind.  During

his last days there oceurred a touching
ineident.

Queen Vietoria visited Blair-Athole
to bid adien to the dying duke. She
had returned to the station, where
erowd of persons had colleeted, but in
sympathy with the solemnity of the oe-
easion they maintained perfect silenes., |

The train was about to start when
there was a shout of “Stop! Stop!™|
and a brougham was seen driving rap-
idly from the eastle.

Out of it, wrapped in flannels, stag- |
gered the duke. He went to the door|
of the royal ear, knelt, Kissed the
queen’s hand, waved his cap and ealled
out, “Three eheers for the queen!™|
Then re-entering his earriage he drove
back to the castle, and never left it
again alive. — Blackwood’s Magazine,

—_— — -

— |

There's a patent medicine |
which is not a patent medicine |

paradoxical as that may |
sound. It's a discovery! tlu:|
golden  discovery of medical |
science ! It's the medicine for |
you-—tired, run-down, exhaust-
ed, nerve - wasted men and
women ; for you sufferers from
discases of siin or scalp, liver
or lungs —it's chance is with
every ong, it's scason always,
because it aims to purify the
fountain of life- -the blood
upon which all such diseases
depend.

The medicine 1s Dr. Pierce’s
Golden Medical Discovery.

The wmakers of 1t have
enough confidence in it to
sell 1t on frial.

That is —you can get it from
vour druggist, and if it doesnt
do what it's claimed to do, you
can get your money back,
cvery cent of 1l.

That's what its makers call
taking the risk of ther words.

Tiny, little, sugar - coated
granules, are what Dr. Pierce's
Pleasant Pellets are. The best
Liver Pills ever invented; ac-

tive, yet mild in operation;
cure sick and bilious head-
aches. One a dose.

SEND FOR DESCRIPTION OF OUR

The love that never speaks nuntil it does it on

n gy e stone doesn’t mean much
-

Crae ror Cottan orn Corp.—As soon as
there is the slightest uneasiness of the
chest, with difficulty of breathing, or indi-
cation of cough, take during the day a few
v Brown's Bronehial Troches.!” 25 cents a box.

—

A furmer who furnishes free spple jack o s

workmen will soon have his hands fuil

RUPTURE AND FILES CURED,

We positivaly cure rupture and all rectal dis-

without paln or detention from business

ﬁo cnre, no pay; and no pay until cured. Ad-

1reas for pamphlet Drs, Porterfleld & Lescy 885
Market streot, Ban Francisco.

Mercnant Horer, Third and D streets,
Portland, Firstcluss  accommodations,
Rates, $1 1o §1.50 perday, Jucob Haas, Prop,

PILES! PILES! PILES!

Dr. Willlams' Imdian Pile Ointment will enre
Blind, Bleeding and [teking Piles when al] other
ointments have fafled. It lb&)rb:, the tumors,
allave the ilu:hinﬁ AL once, sUis a poultive,
gives fnstant rellel. Dr. Willlame' Indian Pile
Olntment is prepured only tor Piles and [tnhing
of the private parts, and nothing else. Every
box |s warranted, Sold by druggists, or xent by
mail on receipt of price, S and §1 per box

WILLIAMS MANUFACTURING CO,,
Proprietors, Cleveinnd, 0.
-

Try tieamea for brenkfast,

SEEDS

' health and weight.

Tostsd goods and cash prices, Cur cntalogue
ils the rest

F. L. POSSON & SON,

Rortland, Oregon.

“German
Syrup”

“Ihavebeena t
sufferer from th-
ma and severe Colds
every Winter, and last Fall my
friends as well as myself thought
because of my feeble condition, and
great distress from constant cough-
ing, and inability to raise any of the
accumulated matter from my lungs,
that my time was close at hand.
When nearly worn out for want of
sleep and rest, a friend recommend-
ed me to try thy valuable medicine,

Boschee's German

t

Asthma.

Gentle, Syrup. I amdcon-

fident it saved my
Refreshing jiv.  Almost thefirst
Sleep. dose gave me great

reliefand a gentle re-
freshing sleep, such as I had not had
for weeks. My cough began immedi-
ately to loosen and pass away, and
I found myself rapidly gaining in
I am ple
to inform thee—unselicited—that I
am in excellent health and do cer-
tainly attribute it to thy Boschee’s
German Syrup. C. B. STICKNEY,
Picton, Ontarin.” ®

PALMER & REY

SELE

TYPE, PRESSES AND MATERIAL

Lower than any howse East or West, Wnte for
dimenninits. AT libent styles of Type and Prtuters
Nuve|tise to stock

Cor. Alder and Front Sts,, Fortland, Or,

: Ponjvrﬂ»ﬂ;/ Z-—ZM

COLLEGE

Vortland, Oregon, A P Armstirong, Pris,
Brunch School - Cavitat Bus. CoLieay, Salem, Oregmon,
e oowrsen of stady, same rales of Luithon,

B usim»mez Shorthand,
Fopereriting, Pemmawship, and Engliah Department.

11 semeiots ERroughont the yoar. Stodents admit
Ustsdogue froms vitber school, Mres

sl Ry Ll

- =
PORTLAND °." UNIVERSITY
OPENS SEPFTEMEBEER 14,

Heautiful sod healthful site neawr the oty Kapenses
s reasoiintile s any olher institution of learni on
the Coast. Ciessical, Literary, Sebeat
hoewl, Preparstory, NSornnal and Busine
Students of all grades receivisl Ml oversighe
mind o rect o gived o all studenis. Lalios' bogrding
bl under experienesd supervision
excelivnt sebolursbip and mneh expericiee  sm
‘Ilu\'o'll Fow informuat bon sddress O, STRATTON

LoD, Prestient, or THOS YV ANSCONY ., DDy, Dess
of College, Purthand University, Portlaad, O,

ST. HELEN'S HALL,

Portland, Oregon.

A Bunlln’ anid Day School for Clrls;
Founded 18660; the Kight hev. B,
Wistar Maorris, D, 1., Rector.
Thorough lustruction; s large and carefully se-
btasd vorps of teschers: studonts prepared for ool
lege, new and elegunt bullding 1n the miost oom-
anding and beautiful part of the city. For osts-

logue wldress the MISSEs HODNEY
We want the name and ad-

dresaof every sufferer inthe
& AST"MA IS and Canada. Adderesa,
P Harold Bayes, M0, Bulide 5.1

CURED TO STAY CURED,

o< $16.00 AND $25.00 BREECH-LOADING SHOTRUNS. De
STROWBRIDCE-BODMAN CO., '
Firearms, Bicycles and Sporting Coods,

LGR Second stroet, Near Murrison, Portland, Or.

—— e

Rest Cough Medicine,

e

Rarumnu-ndul b_' Pﬁ!‘lif‘ilnl-

Cures where all olse fails, Pleasant and agreeable to the

taste, Children take it without objection, By

druggista.

CONSUMPTION

Professoms of




