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Dyspepsia

Don't think yon can cure your dyspopaia

in any other wav than by strengthenling
andd o tnge your stipsach

Thot 1 weak and In q---l-h' of perform
Ing Jes functions, probably bednuise  yim
have (mprosed qu n it (n one way or an
other aver amd over again,

You should take

Hood'’s Sarsaparilla

It strengthony and tones the stomach,
and permanently cures dyspepeia and wli
stomach tronbies.  Accept no -nhﬁilutﬂ

Two of & Kind,

The Russlan joker who caused &
panle (o the goological gardens at St
Petersourg by abhouting that the tig
ciy had escaped should exchange
cardn with the American humerist
who yells “Fire!™ (n places of amuse
pient. They should thea report to the
foal killer together.

THE SMITH-PREMIER WAY.

Durphy & Dickerman Are as Interesting
as a Popular Novel

A good illustration of the way the
northwest is boing waked ap in afforded
by the doiogs of Durphy & Dickerman,
the energetioc firm who control the
Smith-Premier typewriter on the Pa-
cific Coast. Toesday, June 8, W, H.
Duarphy, senior wember, and F. B.
Porter, Portland manager, arrived in
Portland; Wednesday they leased the
store, 247 Stark street, and let con-
tracta for fitting up the mosl com-
plote and attractive typewriter estab-
lishtwent in the city; Tharsday they
sold 26 Bmith-Premier typewriters w0
the Behnke Walker Business college—
the largost typewriter ever placed
in Portiand. Mr. Ihrph“d’;. bale and
hearty, ersckling with energy, and
Manager Porter, courtsous and compet-
ent, master of his business, are ecalling
upon some dosens of the people a day,
gotting acquainted and advertising
their splendid machine and the fact
that they are msole seliing agents Inr
this const. This concern s famons
and successful on account of ita great
activity and punctilious integrity in
pashing the best typewriter made.
The incoming ol fresh blood of this
kind into local commercial circles in
one of the hopefnl signe of the hour.
As & mmple of up-to-date methods in
“‘getting busy"’ Durphy & Dickerman's
25-ma hine order within 34 hours after
aniving in town (betier than one ma-
chine an bour) lakes the paim.

*To what do you attribute the re
markable majority by which you were
viaoted sonator?™ adked the confiden-
tial friend.

“l1 have just told you," replied Ben-
stor Lotsmun, with some Irritation,
“what my slection expenses were'"—
Chicago Tribune.

The mirror mever flatters; it tells the™ R\ ..
no matter how much it may hurt the

L]

lhming off impurities which imuu

e the glands and mru
mml:'uau long as the blood re

ot m :; - uences, a.::‘m; complexions

— vy W . » $ T Y & BE .
Natural Deduction, |
Chiet MUKklo—<That lady In red mo JAded

Ing down the strect s evidently
grasa widow,
Inspector

think so?
Chief MITHKIn—Every time eheé goes
et & horse It telen to bite her

Casoy~Why do you

Werst Bver,

that befell our friend Blank Int
right ™ anked Enpeck, an be bou-dod
A downtown olr
“No” sald Meeker, “What waa I
“My wife eloped with him,” replied
Enpock, with a surppressed chuckle —
Chicago ho\u

The t.ul of I

City Man—What makes rents »o
high here

Villager—This Is an
town

“Thinga don't look wery metropoll
tan.”
“N-o, but the taxes are.”
Woealkiv.

incorporated

New York

E Permanenily Cured. No fisor nervossnss
I alme et day s mee of De. K itne svirest: Nerve

orer. Hend fior Pree B9 irial botileand trenllos,
Dr. i M. Kliwe, Lid, 80 Arch S, Plilladeiphia, 'a

Succeastul B!pnhm
“Mabel married that awlally dis
sipated young Flutterly to reform
kins,"
“And Is she satisfled with her
cholee ™
“1 should say she is. His uncle died
lnst woek and Jeft him balf a million.”

Triple Dose.
She (at the reception)—Ezcuse me,
but are you an artist, & musiclan or

a poet?
He—[ happen to be all three, mad-

M fellow!
“‘h, "

“Your sympathy?
“Yes. Your poverty must be someo
thing terrific.’ —Chicuo D-lly News

CASTORIA

For Infants and Children,

The Kind You Have Always Bought

S e T T
Signature of ATy

Prasing Bellef.
Miss Gidday—What did he say when
you told him | was married?
Miss Spelts—Well, he seemed sur

am
You have asym-

prised.

Miss Speitz—No, but he asked how
it happened. —-Phllcdrlphil Preds.

mem

It is computed that when st rest
we consume 500 cuble Inches of air a
wnyge. If we walk at the rats of
cone mile an hour we use 300; two
miles, 1 ; (hree miles, 1.600; four
miles, 2, If we start out and run

siz miles an hour we consume 3,000
euble inches of alr during every
miuute of the time

v

contained in these cosmetics.
causes, to humors and polsons in the

.. Ga., R .R. Ja. .

-::“""' e s
oy ‘“i...m{'%"-a

PITTARD,

maius uuhnll.hy just so long will lhc

erupiions last. Te cflectually uhrcr

manently cure skin troubles tlte

“"-:ﬁ-:‘:'“é:“’l“‘é

must be purified and the system 9ut over m
thoroughlp cleansed and built up, ud {l "" ovar .h:'.':i
8.8.8 well known blood purifier lﬂ‘n‘ “”.“
and tonic, isacknowledged superior to m' S

all other remedies for this purpose. It o'-.:
is the only guaranteed y vegeta-

ble blood runndf It never deranges
the system or impairs the digest
like Potash and Arunlc and drugs of

lm O‘l.r wﬂum.i’y.
this character, but aids in the digestion

and assimilation of food and improves the appetite. M‘h a blood purifier

snd tonie combined, the

umors and poi-

h and and at the same time the

after all, is the secret of a smooth,

mmmmudandthebloadm
;i:aaulhulth d system is rapidly buill
an rapidly bui
t{im good health is established, and
s
solt skin and beautiful complexion,

llmhwnyokiumbhmd
Discascs.” Nocharge for medical adv
THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., ATLANTA, 8«

or our free book, ' The Skin and Ik
Write us about your case.

AT A

Thought Us Dead?
We're Very Much A!ln.
S. B. Headache and Liver Cure Still Do~

ing Its Great Work. 8. B. Cough Syrup.
Everybody Takes It. Everybody Likes it.

LL DRUGOISTS

“Hear about the terrible afflction |

1that guarded the staps.

SN

4 4
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OME at last!

Grip apd umbrella dropped
from the girl's hande. For the
|Int four days she had sat In her
Pullman seotion, picturing this home-
coming, and pow that It was & deed
sccomplished ahe could have cried as
she hugged the hldeoun old marbie lon

Bafely bhome! Yen, but explanations
would e In order; and fromn the ab
sence of lighta 1t would seem that her
father wan Jdining out! Welll A
shrug: a laugh; sand she ran up the
sleps
| The hall was uynchanged; the same
learved chalrs, the same lounge by the
wtalromse. The last time sha bhad slid

down those banisters Hardwick Hol |

den had cuught ber an she bumped up
ugninet the post at the bottom, and
laugliod aloud over her parformance,

A siep sounded on the upper stalrs,
then & cough, “Manter's out,”™ an In
visible some one rewmarked; and Heas
darted through the pearest door. ‘The
veloe was A strange one, and she wan
net prepared to make eaplanations te
new gervanis,

Hbhe isughed again as she tiptoed
into the half Ht libmry. What right
had father (o break nte her plans this
way by being out® What would he
think of her erossing the continent
wlone? What would other people think
—Aunt Annle—apd [Hardwick Holden,
for Instance. Harndwick had no busl
‘ness (o think anything: she had not
| come 1o ses him!

HBeas smiled serenely; but the se
renily changed. What alled the N

TI‘IE OTHER MAN’S HOUSE

brary? Mother's pleture  hadl  heon
taken Gown, snd thae table ﬁhr ":ln‘

had sat on that table when she was |

father during the black.
of 8 and T, In later yoars she had
sat there and wept over ler first
grometry problewms, which father In
despalr had tried to solve for ber,
and couldn't: and life had been a
bowling wilderness 1o them both un
tl Hardwick brought sage counsel
sud arranged to come In evenings and
belp her. That table would bave to
come back; It shouldn't be pushed
anide; 1t stood for a big sllee of home.
And the dear, old, beautiful times were
all golog to come back, too.

Yes, everything would be perfect
pow, Bess decided as she smoothed
back bher halr; for Hardwick had so
much tact. Tact? Bappostug Hard
‘wick, with hi» superabundance of
tact, should cousider It Becessary to

keep out of the way! If he onece
made np his mind to It, be could L
cotoe lnvisible, even If Lls great,
empty, lonely house were only scross
the street.  She kuew that of old: 1t
had happened once when, among oth
et things, she had told bim to mind
hia own business; and the tlme that
followed bad not bheen & pleasant one
| The room had become uncomforta
biy hot, and Bess pulled off her Jacket
| with & sense of injury. He needn't
bhave been so stupld as to write on to
New York thres months before and
ask ber to marry him.

The next moment abe was scramb-
ling ber belongings together and had
alipped into the chubby hole of & room
adjoloing the library; for the step that
had firet sent bar fiylng loto the Ui-
l brary was sbroad In the hail
| Ten minutes later Bess wans roased
| by the sarcastic comment, “Don't let
(me disturd you Take your own
| Hiie,"

This must be & pew butler. “Look
here——" Boss bogun, sharply; but
the man interrupted.

“Oh, 1 see,  All right. A preclious
mess you've made. Did these rags
come out of that deawer?" He pleked
them up. “Look as though they might
have been a sunhoonet once, Manster'll
be mortal augry over this"

Bons stawped her fool.

“Man!" "

“Young woman, more'n lkely you'll
g0 to the lockup——="

But Just then o volbe outaide the door
lnterrupted — volee that was well
known to her

“What s it, Roberta?

“Ploase, sir, this young person

"Yeu, | see. You can go, Roberts,”

yBhall I go for the police ™ Hoberts
asked, hopefully,
| “No! Get out, will you?"

Hoberta vanlshed. Then Hardwick
Holden came forward, besitated, stop-
ped. Homething in the girl's oyes for-
bade further approach.

“If you were so terribly anxious to
got rid of these—ihese thingw'—her
volee was little more than a whisper
as she polnted o the littered desk und
floor—"why couldn't you have sent the
—the letters to me when [ wis In New
York—instead of sending thom buck
bhome ¥

"Itess, how di) you gel In?" he ask-
®d, bewlldered,

“I have a laiehkey, of courss.”

“And the desk? 1 thought It was
locked," Hardwick sald, uncertalnly.

creepy hour

dear old lbrary talile was gone! Nlu-l

a mite and played checkers  with | [y,

Your Hair

“Two years ago my halr was
falling out badly, | purchased a
bottle of Ayer's Halr Vigor, and
soon my hair stopped coming out,"
Miss Minnie Hoover, Paris, Il

: 8
’L
-

“It's my desk. Don't you supposs |
have the key to L

Bhe lsughed; but he came forward
with ab exciamation of dismay. !

"DNean, did you tear up that sun:
bounst? He anatebed the plok wat: |
tern from the table |

“Yen, and 1 burned up tha collee-
tlon of drisd Aowers In the old sathear
pockethook you used to carry; also the
butt of the riding whip | threw away
two ywars ago on Pine Ridge and have
never seen since-—until to-night. 1 had
begun on the letters- - she went |
on with growlng scorn; but he inter

Perhaps your mother
had thin hair, but that is
no reason why you must
go through life with hall-
starved hair. If you want
long, thick hair, feed it
with Ayer's Hair Vigor,
and make it rich, dark,

rapted
“PBoss, what right had you to do and IICIVY.
that ¥ 1100 & betthe. AN draprivin
“I'o save father the trouble of car It your de canmet suppl
lng for them any longer" .L.:r: .um' "".ﬁ:‘.{l’m
“He has nothing to do with It. Thess u. -,uu &o 1:«;-,
Lowell, Mass.

things are mino!™
Her eyea narrowed as she looked at
bim, “Considering the fact that this
rubblsh was sent here to our house
"' whe bognan, 0Olppantly. then, muney !
“"Where's father?” she burst out. Ebadbolt—Well, | generally have §5
Hardwick walked over md kicked or §10 u;t.m m"h.“ about you.

Works Nim Regularly.
Dinguse—Whore do you Invest your

the nndieus. Then he cawe back |
again. Th Biter Dtl.
“Ind your father know jyou were He—DBah! Women are fools. She
coming™ (aweetly)—Well, If there In snythiog
in heredity, and asecqualntance with

“No. 1 wanted to surprise Bim." | 04 of thelr sons would lead us to
You haven't bad any news mﬂl:mn ro,—Halfponny Comie

here Intely, have you "
REJERSON MAOMINERY 0O0.

“No-o, Why, Hardwick——ou" Khe |
was hegluning to be frightened [ P mumlﬂu Posle)
The Kl Gasline Kuln- A n."l

“Tben why have yeu come T
“l eame to be with father. His et .“'ﬁ:‘:‘.':" ".;‘:ﬂ":v”" """

ters have bhoow so gueer, And when- | h‘u‘-mtrlu ?m uu.:‘... 1..‘- e i .
ever | asked to come back, be enid | .\ uariaing yoo masd ::'r.-.'.:-::..':...,,n.':.*
no, for me 1o stay and snjoy myself— | .

as though 1 could have & good time

any phuo so well an at home with ||
father” Ness gabbed her ayes ferce- ||
“So | eamwe on without assking)
leave; and then | found that you had

ﬂu\ II

alll.l

2 '

SBtrawberry Crates
Folding Hallogks

Wa have a complete ling of trujl .

senit all my letters back, just because | Nages In steok &b Portland
Here Ness suddenly collapsed, r‘::;ll‘vm.-t-a;:-xl :’m

and, sitting down, dropped her head | Lt

on the desk. "I wish you would go |

Baes Hives and Sectinas.

away: you've apolied my whole home Possd & Hive Farnitare 4

coming " |
“Hesa!™ Iia volee was startingly
near. .:lr must be bending close 'h"i !.l'!! &r !UE“E.E”E Eﬂ'm-«“

ber. “Why did you refuse lo marry
me ' - -

“l—1 wouldn't have done it if you
hadn't asked me.”

An interval of bewjldered silence.
Then, “supposing | were (o ask ,‘ﬂ
again? he ventured

“But you sent back my letters and n|
lot of other things [ dldn't even know |
you had,” came an injured volee from |
ntnong the potepaper confusion of the
desk.

“1 sent pone of those things back;
but | can't explain untll we are en-
gaped.*

Hhe looked at the floor,

Hardwick walted; thgn he pulled out |
his wateh and bandkerchlef. “I'l give |
you one minute more™ he sald, dellh
eratoly. “If by that time you haven't |
said you will, I ahall consider it done "

Hesa wheeled around and stared at
the wateh with fascinated eyes,

“Half a minute gone,” he sald

“l—1—ah, I—Hardwick, put up that
watch!™ sbhe ordered desperately.

“All right. Now I'm golng to dry
your eyes — oh, that's orthedox; en-
gnged people always do—and you are
not to be frightensd at what | am go-
ing to say. You see, there really Ia neo
cause for worry, It's golog o tuarn out
all right. Why, io"three yearas be'll
pull out as good s new! But last
spring, what with stocks golng down,
and the mines, things looked pretty

DYSPEPSIA

yoars | was v‘lul..tl
-ﬂnmm‘ mmn:‘:uu

binck. Me's been up at the mines for

the last wsix wonths—and, Bess, the

bouse had to go.” w tanig, bt 'rrm u¢=
“The bouse? Thle haueet . oumk © oi‘i‘#.?f’ﬁb'.‘.’. 'E

“Yen, your father had to sell It. You Biesiiag Rimsdr Sow Yo, Il

s, there was & murigage on I, and'
enormons interegt——~" i '.".'m m Wﬂi"mw

“Oh, Hard——-""

"But I bought It In- »

"Ohh l Champion Ilnu Cut Imr
“Because we oouldn’'t have strangers

living In the old home, could we, Hess
And now——"

“No.® DBess shook herself free and
pressed her hands to her choeks. “You
mean we're poor—1'm poor!"

“Poor? Owning me?"

“Don't laugh., I can't be sngaged to
you nowi" A

“But you are,” he laughed,

“But 1 refused you when 1 thought
I was rich

“Sweetheart,” he whispered, draw-

Tha M
“drawin

of wilh the "DRAW CUT™

Ing ber oclose, “1 thought you would .wi ““.‘:: EI::'“;‘ b?..’.m.ﬁﬂ'
feul that way: that's why I wanfed you ;;:u' fa’fuu‘nnmnn nm. {noreased

no “push out, " Fpmhln " Ll bar
Irnu hulnrl. when tha mora eutiin
’h u l-ndams’ far the wheels to 1§

to promise before you knew.'
“But

“What difference doos It mit‘!l hm ground. | . e
There's only one thing — nren't you m‘? :;pﬁ;ﬁl‘? :mn: Y u::: .‘e.':::,“;g

st Is Lhe most yowerful vutter Lo the
feld, Has toany copvenlent fostures

I nd tor handssme eatalogioe nad gl
Half an hour later, when Hardwick | endar. Malled fren
was Wking Ler over to Aunt Aunle's

| MITCHELL, LEWIS & STAVER 0., 2
for the night, Bess confessed that lho Fiest and Taylor $4s., Pertland, Ovegon.

porry you pried into my things and
tore up the pluk sunbonnet ™

was—New York News, PRGSO .
TR | N, : Ne 18-100),
1t is right to eat cucumbers and lce
ereatn al the same wmeal If you put a HEN writing to ad vertisers plokas

wantlon thils paper.

very thick pad between them |

f




