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PLUMBING

STEAM FITTING

#® All kinds of Reservoir and Cistern work incon-
neclion with water systems
clags style and all

work done guaranteed.
Dynamits“and powder work on all kinde of Rock Excavations

H. A. Stuart, Moro, Oregon.

installed in first
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When You Want

Incubators, Brooders, Bone Cutters, Shipping Cases, Fgg Boxes,
Leg Bands, Poultry Foods of any kind, Remedies, or good
“up-to-date’’ Poultry Books on the different branches of Poultry

Keeping, consult our latest catalog No. 305

Portland Seed Co.

Portland, Oregon
Spokane, Wha.

Free on requed,

Painting, Dayper JHHanging

Satisfaction Guaranteed
Both in Workmanship and Price

Office at Furniture Store.
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PorrLanp Seeo Co

Centlemen

Our new |
up-to-date ;

Best Seeds for the West

Send your oraers to a house that understands Western conditions
and you will get satislaction.

| am sending you an order for seeds this spring as | liked
your sesds very much last spring

07 page Annual Seed Planter's Guide telis all,
w full of good things.

Portland Seed

Swrbuck, Wash., Feb. 7, 1906

Yours truly
* Mes L. F. Penmingrow
It’s
Ask for book Ne. 300
Portland, Oregon
e SpokKane, Wash.

| HoTeEL [VIORO

Nearest Hotel to Business Center, Banks and Depot.

- —

Sunday Dinner 35 centes.

| Opposite Post Office

Moro, Oregon.

Bteam Heat.

All OR & N Trains Stop at Front -Door
Railway Ticket Office in the Lobby.

STOP
Umatilla

The Dalles, Oregori, |

The

HOTEL RATES TO SUIT YOU.

Electric Lights

where the people stop

Eleectric Call Bells,

T. N. CROFTON, Proprietor.

Address: MORO, OREGON.
‘Stock Inspector
Sherman County,
Oregon.

Deputy Stock Inspector
Louls Schadewitz, Kent, Oregon

W. H. SIMON,

Main St MORO Oregon
Next door to Hotel Moro,

Boot and Shoe
REPAIRINC

A Speciality.
o All wurk_guaraulwd, and

prices satisfactory. Bring in your
articles for mending while you wait.

Vinton Hotel

GRASS VALLEY, ORE.

New Entirely,
Convient to Business

PRICES REASONABLE

Conducted on Best Principles

Commercial Trade Solicited

When
in
Portland

STOP AT

Hotel Oregon

Corner 7th and Stark Streets.

It is new and its rooms are provided with
running water and long distance tele-
phones. European plan. Rates
§1 per day and upward
Highest priced room $3
per day.

Wright-Dickinson Hotel Co.

Chas, Wright, President.
M. C. Dickinson, Manager.

Bomond Hotel

Protland, Oregon.

OHCAR ANDERSON MANAGER

oo et ot M B

| Free bus to and from trains
| Rates by the day

‘50 c, 76¢c, $1.00, $1.60, $2.
|
|

European Plan

|A Good Clean Family Hotel
|

Phallamont Livery Co.

Wasco, Oregon.

Harleigh Glass, Proprietor.

|

i Every kind of rig to order,

|and all orders prompt and satis-

factory at reasonable prices.
Farmers teams fed as well as

they are fed at home, if not better.
Telephone at our expense.

o
|

READ

)

in culfivating
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-

Oregonian, price $1.50 €
.ng 50 cents b;’ so doing.
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Raising, Fruit Growing
You can secure

FARMERS

THE

WEEKLY OREGONIAN

OF PORTLAND
' For the general newsof the
World also for information

to obtain the
oy 18 2 the soil, Stock

about
best resulls

elc.
this excellent

addressing the Sherman County Observer and
enclosing $2.50, when we will send you the Sher-
man County Qbserver, price $1.50 and the weekly

h for one year, you sav-
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HE oldest man
In the traln
service dldn't
pretend to say
how long Ban-
key had work-
ed for the com-

pany.

Pat Francis
wag a very old conductor, but old man
Sankey was a veteran when FPat Fran-
cls began braking. Bankey ran a pas
senger traln when Jimmie Brady was
running, and Jimmie afterward enlist
ed and was killed In the Custer fight.

There was an odd tradition about

Bankey's name. He was a tall,

of a Bloux chlef in his veins.
In the time of the Black Hills excite

trains, even at way stations,.and strik
Ing across the divide for Clark’'s Cross

to get, and Tom Porter, tralnmaster,

pick up without reference to age or
color.

Porter—he dled at Julesburg after
ward—was a great jolller, and he was
not afrald of anybody on earth.

One.day a war party of Bloux-clat
tered Into town. They fore around
like a storm and threatened to scalp
everything, even to the local tickets
The head braves dashed In on Tom
Porter, sitting in the dispatcher's of
fice upstalrs. The dispatcher was hid
ing under a loose plank in the baggage
room floor. Tom, being bald as a sand
hill, considered hlmself exempt from
scalping parties. He was working a
game of solitaire when they bore down
on him and Interested them at onee
That led to a parley, which ended In
Porter's hiring the whole band to
brake on freight trains. Old man Ban-
key Is sald to have been one of that
original war party.

Now, this is merely a eaboose story,
told on winter nights when trainmen
get stalled in the snow drifting down
from the SBioux country. But what fol-
lows s better attested.

Sankey, to start with, had a pecullar

name — an unpronounceable, unspell-
able, unmanageable name. [ never
heard it, so [ can't give It. It was as

hard to catch as an Indlan cur, and
that name made more trouble on the
payrolls than all the other names put
together, Nobody at headquarters
could handle It. It was never turned
In twice alike, and they were always
writing Tom Porter about the thing.
Tom explained several times that it
was BSitting Bull's ambassador who
was drawing that money and that be
usually signed the payroll with a toma-
hawk. But nobody at Omaha ever
knew how to take a joke.

The first time Tom went down he
was called In very solemnly to ex-
plain again about the name, and, be-
Ing In a hurry and very tired of the
whole business, Tom spluttered:

“Hang It, don’t bother mwe any more
about that name. If you can't read It
make It Bankey and be done with It."

They took Tom at his word. They
actually did make It S8ankey, and that's
how our oldest conductor came to bear
the name of the famous singer, and
more | may say—good name as It was
and ls, the Bloux never disgraced It.

Probably every old traveler on the
system knew Bankey. IHe was not
only always ready to answer questions,
but, what |#~much more, alwnys ready
to answer the same guestion twice. It
Is that which makes conductors gray
headed and spolls their chances for
heaven—answering the same questions
over and over agaln, Chlldren were

he
quiet smlle that
made them friends after the second
trip through the sleepers, and they
sometimes ran about asking for him
after be had left the traln.

Of late years—and It Is this that
hurts—these vesy same children, grovwn
ever so much bigger and riding again
to or from California or Japan or Aus
tralla, will fisk when they reach the
West End about the Indlan eonductor

But the conducfors who now runp the
overland tralns pause at the question,
checking over the date lmits on the
marging of the coupoy tickets, and,
handing the envelopes back, will look
at the children and say slowly, “lle
lsu’t running any more.”

If you have ever gone over our line
to the mountains or to the tcodst you
may remember at MeCloud, where they
change eugines and set the diner In or
out, the pretty little green park to the
east of the depot, with a row of catalpa
trees along the platform llne. It looks
like n glass of spring water.

If it happened to be Bankey's run
arid a regular West End day, sunny aud
delightful, you would be sure to see
_standing under the catalpas a shy,
dark skinned girl of fourteen or fifteen
years sllently watching the prepara
tions for the departure of the over:
land.

And after the new engine had been
backed, champlog, down and haruessed
to Its long string of vestibuled sleep-
ers: after the alr hose had been con-
pected and the alr valves examined|
after the engineer had swung out of
his cab, filled his cups and swung o
agaln; after the fireman cod his telper

of Bankey,

had a very always

1
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had disposed of | their siice bar and
shovel and given the tender a flunal
sprinkle and the conductor bad walk-
ed lesurely forward, compared time
with the englueer and cried, “All
abo-oxard!” then as your coach moy-
ed slowly ahead you might notice un
der the receding catalpas the little girl
waving & parasol or a handkerchlef at
the outgolng traln-—that s, at Con-
ductor =ankey, for she was his daugh

swarthy fellow and carrfed the blood |
It was |
’ a K 1 i’~tlll',i‘4.
ment, when rallroad men, struc )y [faculty of getting him to talk, perhaps
the gold fever, were abandoning thelr | be
|

ing. Men to run the trains were hard Sankey

ter, Necia Sankey Her mother was
Bpanish ind died when Neeta was a
wee bit. Neetn and the limited were

| Bankey’s whole world

When Georgle Slnclalr began pulling
the limited, running west opposite Fo-

ley, he struck up a great friendship
with Sankey. Sankey, though he was
hard to start, was full of early day

Georgle, seemed, had the
a8 pulling Sankey's
rdinary efforts to
with
was 8o careful

he let

seause when he w
traln he made extrao
keep on time—time was a hobby
Foley sald he
of it that when he was off duty

was putting In every man he could | his watch stop just to save time

Sankey loved to breast the winds
and the floods and the snows, and If
he could get home pretty near on
schedule, with everybody else late, he

was Lappy, and In respect of that, as
Bankey to =ay Sinclalr
eould come nearer gratifying S8ankey's
ambition than any runner we had,

used (ieorgle

bought them in Denver
Then—an odd way engineers have of
when

paying compliments Georgle
pulled Into town on No. 2, If It was
Bankey's train, the big skyscraper
would give a short, hoarse scream, A

most pecullar note, Just as they drew

past Bankey's house, which stood on

the brow of the hill west of the yards.

Then Neeta would know that No, 2

anid her father and naturally Mr. Sin

clair were In agaln and all safe and
1

apt to be a bit startled at first sight |
was so dark, but he |

Even the firemen used to observe
that the voung engineer, nlways neat
jooked still neater the days that he
took out Rankey's traln By and hy
there wus nif Introduection under the |
eatalpas, After that It was noticed
that Georgle began wear'ng gloves on
the engine—not kid gloves, bt yvellow
dogskin—nnd black silk shirts He

BONIINO
When the rallway tralnmen held
thelr divislon fair at MeCloud, there
wine lantern to be voted to the most
popular conductor—a gold plated lan-
tern, with a green curtaln In the globe
| ¢'al Stewart and Ben Doton, who were
VT oll eonductors and great rivals,
were the favorites and had the town
dlvided over thelr chances for win
ning
But during the last moments Georgle
81 ¢ stepped up to the booth and
cnst storm of votes for old man |
8 Doton's friends and Stewart's
In e at first, but Sankey's voles
ki wring In amazigly, The fi
Vi grew frightened.  They pooled
tl 4 by throwling Stewart’'s vote
to Iy _ but It wouldn't do, Georgle
o r, with a crowd of engineers
( cron, Moore, Foley, Bat Mullen
amd Hurns—eame back at them with
] . swing that in the final round
uj y falrly sw ped Doton., Ban
k took the lantern by a thousand
votes, but 1 understood It cost Georgle
and | friends a pot of money
. sald all the time he didn't
wint the luntern; but, just the salue,
‘h- ys carried that particular lan
ter: vith*his full name, Sylvester SBan
| k¢ gromnd Into the glass Just below
I[|_. ereen mantle I'retty Boon, Neela
b elghteen, 1t was rumored
il r was engaged to Miss Ban
ey a8 golug to marry her And
her he did, though that was not
un after the wreck In the Blgekwood
gorge, the thme of the blg snow
It goes yet by just that name on the
West Enid, for never was such a win
ter and guch a snow known on the
plains and In the mountains Oue traln
on the northern division was stalled |
glx weeks that winter, and one w hole
coach was chopped up for kindling
wood
But the great and desperate effort of
the company was to hold open the

maln lue, the artery which connected
the two coasts, It was a hard winter

on trainmen Week after week the
snow kept falllug and blowing The
trick was not to clear the line; It was

to keep It clear. Every day we sent
out tralns with the fear we should not
pee them agaln for n week.

Frelght we didn’'t pretend to move
Local passenger had to be
abandoned.
and our towns supplled, we were obllg
ed to carry, and after that all the
brains and the muscle and the motlye
power were centered on keeping Nod. 1
and. 2, our through passenger tralns,
ranning

Our trainmen worked like Americans

business

There were no cowards on our rolls
But after too long a straln men he
®otne exhansted, benumbed, Indifferent,
reckless even The nerves glve out,

and will power seems to bhalt on inde
fon, but decision I8 the life of the

t train
None of our conductors stood the
bopeless fight like Sankey Bankey

4 was patient, taciturn, untiring awd, In

4 conflict with the elements, feroclous.
All the fighting blood of his anjestors
seemed to course agaln In that xgle
with the winter king. 1 can see him
on bitter days standing nlwngeide
track Ip A hmvy pen lachet and
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Conl, to keep our engines |

| hours late. It

watching, ordering, signaling, while
No. 1, with Its frost bitten sleepers be-
hind a rotary, struggled to buck
through the ten and twenty foot cuts
which lay bankful of snow west of
MeCloud.

Not until April did it begin to look
as If we should win out A dozen
tlines the lne was all but choked on
us. And then, when snowplows were
disabled and traln crews desperate,
there came a storm that discounted the
worst blizzard of the winter. As the
reports rolled In on the morning of
the Oth, growing worse as they grew
thicker, Nelghbor, dragged out, played
out, mentally and physically, threw up
hig hands. The Gth it snowed all day,
and on Saturday morning the section
men_ reporied thirty feet In the Black
wood canyon.

It o'clock when the
word and daylight before we got the
rotary agalust it.  They bucked away
till noon, with discournging results,
and eame In with thelr gear smashed
and a driving rod fractured
as If we were beaten

No, 1 Into MoCloud
was Sankey's and Sin

was € we got

got elghteen

elalr's run west

There was a long council in the
roundhouse, The rotary was knocked
out Coal was running low in the
chutes. If the line wasn't kept open
for the coal from the mountains, It was
plain  we should be tied until we
could ship it from lowa or Mlssourl
West of Medicine Pole there was an
other big rotary working east, with

plenty of coal behind her, but she was

reported stuck fast in the Cheyenne |
hills.

Foley made suggestions, and Lgd
Sinclalr made suggestions ]-:u-:-_\-r.'ﬁ_\
had a suggestion left I'ie trouble

wus, Nelghbor sald, they didn’t nmount
to anything or were lmpossible

“It's a dead block, boys,™
Nelghbor sullenly
“We are
get No, 1 through today

announgeed

after everybody had
beaten unless we can
Look there!
By the holy poker, It's snowing agaln:

doue

The alr was dark In a minute with
whirling clouds Men turned to the
windows and quit talking. Every fel

low felt the same—nat least all but one
Sankey,
making tracings on his overally with a
plece of chalk

“You might as well nuload your pas
“You'll
never get "em through this winter.”

And it was then that SBankey propos
ed hls double header

He devised a snowplow which cone
bined In one mounster ram about all
the good material we had left and sul-
mitted the scheme to Nelghbor. Nelgh
bor studled It and hacked at It all he
could and brought it over to the oflice

sitting back of the stove, wns

sengers, Bankey," sald Neighbor,

It was like staking everything on the
last cast of the dlee, but we were In
the state of mind which precedes a
desperate venture. It was talked over
for an hour, and orders were finally
given by the superintendent to rig up
the double header and get agalnst the
snow a8 quick as It could be made
ready

All that day and most of the night
Nolghbor worked twenty men on 8an

The cabs were buried in white

key's device, By Sunday morning It
was In such shape that
take heart.

“1f she don't get through she'll get
back agnin, and that's what most of
‘o don't do,” growled Nelghlpr as he
and Bankey showed the new ram to
the englneers

They had taken the LG, Georgle Bin
elnir's engine, for one head and Burns'
407 for the other. Behind these were
Kennpedy, with the 314, and Cameron,
with the 204, The engines were set In
pairs, headed each way and buckled
up llke pack mules Over the pllots
and stacks of the head engines rose
the tremendous plows which were to
tackle the toughest drifts ever record
o, before or since, on the West End
The ram was designed to work both
ways. Under the coal each tender was
loaded with plg lron

The belenguered passengers on No. 1,
sidetracked In the yards, watched the
preparations Bankey making to
clear the llne. Every amateur on the
traln had his camera snapping at the
rim. The town, gathered In a single
mob, looked sllently on and lstened to
the frosty notes of the skyscrapers as
they went through the¢lr preliminary
maneuvers, Just as the fnal word
was given by Bankey, In charge, the
sun burst through the fleecy clouds,

a wild cheer fo'lowed the ram out

WAR

il Wt oy

It looked ]

we began to |

to sece the sun agaln
Little Neeta up on the hill must have

seen them as they pulled out, Suredy
she beard the choppy, ice bitten screech
of the 6. That was never forgotten,

eclal or reg
ular the head cab

ram carried this time not only Ge
Sinclalr, but her father

whether the service was

Besldes,

key could handle a slice 15
a punch and rode on the head engine I
where, If anywhere, the big chances
bhovered. What he was not capable of |

in the traln service we never knew, be
causg he was stronger than any emer i
ge that ever confronted him
ficking snow Is principally brute |

force, There ls little coaxing Just
west of the blufls, llke code slgnals |
between a fleet of cruisers, there was
a volley of sharp teoting, and In a min
ute the four ponderous engines, two of
them In the back wmotion, fires whit
and throats bursting teamed wildly
Into the canyon

Six hundred feet from first cul
Sluclair's whistle s il Burns
anl Cameron amd LR 1
and then, Hterally t 1 I

ram loose agalnst

tain, the crews settled themselves
the shock
At such a moment there 18 noth
be done. If anything goes wrong
nity s too ¢l to consider Fhere
come a mullled dru nug on
steam chests, a stagger amd a ter
lmpact and then the reco I
| stroke of a trip ha 1l 4
IN“-'-"-J into the alr 1ifty ot
| wind carries a cloud of fleecy
| slon over. the ram and out of the
The cabs were burled o white, and t!
great  steel fromes of  the o )
sprung Hke koltting needles under t!
frightful blow
'nusing for hardly a ciath, the sig
aaling agnin begnn, then the back
up and up and up th e, nud
the ‘massive machines vere  hurled
screaming into the cut
“You're gett there, Georgie! ex
clabmed San v when the rolling
hirching had  stopped NO O one
coulid tell a thing about it, for it w
!~|..-'-\ nml snow 1 wi, nhove 1
behind and alwad 1 euath =
I clair coughed the flakes out of Ll
and nose and mouth, » . baled
collle, He looked doubitful of the cla
until the mist had blown r and the
quivering monsters were again recalled
| for a dash I'hen It was plain that
‘b’.mk--\'a Instinct was« right The
| were ganliming
| Aganin they went o, lifting a very

| avalanche over the stacks, packing the |

| banks of the cut with walls hard as
lce. Afaln ns the drivers stuck they |
raced In a frenzy, and Ionto the shriek
of the wind-went the unearthly scraj
of the overloaded safetles
I Blowly and sullenly the machls
were backed again
| “S8he's dolng the work, Georgle!”
| erled Bankey “Fbr that kind of a
| cut she's ns good as a rotary Look
everything over now while 1 go back
and see how the boys are standing It
Then we'll glve her one more and give !
it the hardest kind.™
And they did give her one more, and
another Men at Sautlago put up no
stouter- fight than they made that Sun- |
day morning In the eanyon of the |
Blackwood, Once and twice more they :
went In, and the second tWme the |
| bumping drummed more deeply i
i drivers held, pushed, panted and galn
| @1 agninst the white wall, heaved and
stumbled ahead, and, with a yell fr
Bincinlr and Sankey amnd the filrema
the double header shot her -nose
the clenr over the BHinckwomwd »
As englone after engioe tlew | t
divided walls each cab took up t
cTY It wns tlw wildest hout t t
|vl\-'|' crownsl vietory
| Through thy waent 1
| across the bridge before t
check thelr nster itapul I
|ut a half full they shot it back at the
cut It worked ns well ne way
] the other
| “The thing Is done,” d red 8
| key I'ben they got Inte
| the lne for a th
enstern cut 1 to tt i | for
dash across the brid to tl
| end of the nyon, whers y anot
mountaln of w to split
| “Taook the 1 hines over
boys,"” salidl Bankey to tl
| “If nothing's sprung t f
head across the gorge- the |
| enrry anytl 1 In t
eut. Then after we get N 1 tl
| this afternoon Nelghbor ean get |
\Tl:l'll_" eabs In here and keep "ent «
| tng all night, But It's done snowing,” |
he added, looking Into the leaden v. |
IIe had everything flgured out for
the master mechanle - the hrewd
kindly old man I'here's no 1 ] 1
earth like a good Indlan and, for o |
| matter, none like a bad one. Sanl e¥
| knew by a miitary Instinet just what |
had to be done and how to do It 1f he |
bad lived he wus to havlh heen nssist i
| ant . superintendent That waa the
| word which leaked from headquarter
i after he got killed
And, with a volley of Jokes between
the eabs and a langhing and a yelling
| betwoeen toots, down went Sankey's
| double header agnin Into the Black

womdl gorge
At the same moment, by an awfu] mis
of
from

orders, down came

the

nnderstanding
the blg rotary West End
with a dozen behind It
Mile after mile It had wormed east to
ward Sankey's ram, burrowed through
the of the Rlackwood,
erashed through the drift Sankey
alming for and ‘then Whirled out Into
the open, dead agalnst him, at forty
miles an hour. Each traln, In order to
make the grade and the blockade, was
stmining the cylinders

Through the swirllng snow which
half hid the bridge and swept between
the rush!'ng plows. Stoclalr saw them
coming. He yelled, Sankey saw them
# fraction of a second later, and, while

ears of coal

western cut

wna

the whistle to the poor fellows In the
llud pockets behind, But the track
wias at the worst, Where there was
no s v there were whiskers, Oll It-
self couldn't have been worse to stop
m. It was the old and deadly peril of
Gght ockades from both ends on
IA B gie I":‘ ;-.

done t! . W ind, with thelr com-
mon enemy creome, they dashed at
ench other, frenzled, across the Black-
| woml gorge.

The firemsn at the first cry shot' out
the slde, Sankey yelled at Sinclalr to
jump, but Geor shook his head. He
never would jump. Without hesitat-
ing an Instant, Sankey caught him In
lHis arms, tore himifrom the levers,
planted a mighty foot and hurled Sin-

ke a of conl through the
BOIE y out into the gorge, The oth-

Sanl ' I Sinclalr through the
it into the gorge.
indd hose Instinetively, Did be,
1 that flash of Neeta
wnd » needed most, of a
stalwart protector better
| thie | a failing one? I do
not | 1 w oonly what he did.
] ) mped  got clear
ty feet of snow,
1 1l | it with a rope.
e wa rautclied. Even the bridge
W f | x1. No. 1 pulled
" t 1 inkey was right—
thre v resnow, not enough
to 1 the dead englnes on the rocks.
I't 1
Tlher 14 n funeral In Me
Cloud Gieorge Sinclalr
il ! ' vl together, and of
I ere 18 many as there
wi I very engine on the dl

the alr, San

vy gave the alarm through

The great rams of steel and fire had

§ Wer ready emptied, but the

1 in front eost Sankey's
|t ef 1 ‘ould turn the rotary
rnshed ) 1 ik, They reared llke
mon | s utul pitehed headlong
to the gorge. Sankey went under
thi
I 1 1 saved himself, He
el to » GGeorgle., There wasn't
tir to Ile had to l'hw‘

v @l Llack for thirty days.

11 t ¢ for fighting snow has

1 on the high line

15t a drift be

1 to give

' Sankey got
| time of blockade
! est End they
le header,
y the conductors tell

g ecast or travellng

v t 1 ANy more
Hurey Man Versus Dusy Man,

1 they “always are
icomplish the

use they are Im
busy man, who
¢ amount of work

1 pres m of a per

» the Imagina
| y or a month or
1 \ t, his thought 1s al-

Is end of his ac

1 heels: he s |

g over his own

at an Ccan onever

i the busy man, Having no
If, he saves his own
fuce | g that the man who never
\ wer his work has little to de.
let us hear no more about Imagina-
: lmpracticable, It |s one of
il things In the world.
m of It used with judg-
ut “will from many a blunder free
1 fo h notlon,” The only con-
r which It may seem suo-
s that of one who has some
mionotonous task to perform automatie-
fter day. Doubtless If one 1s
to be In an antomatie Job forever the
tion the better, but If bhe
it of It the quicker he
imagination the sconer
Chicago Tribune,

g ever to get
cunltivates some

will he get out

His Lark of Modesty.
“That Las absolutely no sense
of shame."”

“I kpow It. When he was In college
he allowed himself to be photographed
In hils sprinting sult.” — Lippincott's

Magnzine

mnan

His Stories.
Yeast—Who I8 your wife's faverite
author?
Crimsonbeak—1I am. dw says | make
np some of the most wonderful stories,
she ever heard - Yonkers Statesman,

[}

Anclent rrhilosophy.
“T he | Epleurus solemuly,
“who utilizedd the nutmeg had &
mind "o PBalthore Awmerbead,




