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All this came upon me so suddenly, 

so unexpectedly, that I broke down, 
and tears—very boyish tears—filled my 
eyes. I apologized for emotion,of which 
I felt ashamed.

“Don’t,” said the old man kindly. “It 
does not need it. Have it out now, be
fore you meet the management. Your 
comedy will require great alteration. 
Be prepared for all kinds of wounds to 
your pride as an author. Like a young 
bear all your troubles arc about to be
gin.”

Then he conducted me across the 
stage to the room of Madame Vestris, 
the monumental beauty of the period. 
Vestris, at this time was verging on the 
wrong side of forty, but retained many 
of the ]>erfections of the great divinity 
she had been.

Blanche, Cooper and Mathews were 
there. Seeing that I was speechless 
and very awkward, she came to me 
and took me by the hand and led me to 
the sofa, making me sit down beside 
her.

Oh! to the sweetness of manner of 
those artists and their affectionate re
ception of a poor unfriended boy, this 
heart still bears an undying tribute.

They stooped to encourage and re
store him, for they saw how bewildered 
he was, how unable he felt to speak. 
He listened to these voices, so familiar 
to him on the stage—these people whom 
he regarded with worship as the gods of 
his theatrical anptheon. They were 
tendering homage to him—and receiv
ing his humble self among them ns 
somebody.

It is all there before me now.
* » » * »

A few days after this the comedy was 
called for reading to the actors in the 
greenroom. The cast included Farren, 
Bartley, Anderson, Mathews, Stanley, 
Keely, Madame Vestris, Mrs. Nesbett, 
and Mrs. Honriby. They were all | 
there. Stars of the first magnitude, no ; 
such group has ever since been assem
bled.

I can remember nothing of the ef
fect produced by the reading, but after 
it was over Vestris, who sat beside me, 
rose, and, taking me in her arms, she 
said:

“We cannot tell what reception your 
comedy may meet with, but the public 
cannot alter my opinion that it is a 
brilliant play, and that you will be 
numbered among the dramatists of the 
period. You have» fortune and we are 
glad and proud to be interpreters of 
your first work.”

The rest of the company crowded 
round me, full of delighted assurance. 
Their applause was the first I 
joyed—and the sweetest—oh, 
sweetest by far.

The comedy was without 
Vestris suggested "London Assurance” 

Alas! every one of those great artists 
great hearts, gentle hearts—for without 
gentle and noble hearts they could not 
be the great artists they were—all these 
treasures of nature are gone—before.

For I am sixty now, and then I was 
eighteen.

No.
The heart and the brain never grow 

old—and when I recall those events, 
those faces, I feel their hands in mine, 
I see their smiles, I hear their voices.

1 am eighteen again!
Dion Boucicault.

Mr.|Boucicault has supplemented the 
information given in this account with 
the following autobiographical notes 
that were published last year in the 
North American Review:

“The first night—March 4, 1841— 
came to pass. The name of the author 
was unknown to the public; so a half
filled house assembled to witness the 
first performance of “London Assur
ance.”

“During the performance the woe-be- 
gone author wandered al>out the corri
dors of the house, for he had been 
warned off the stage by Madame Ves
tris, who said his presence would make 
the actors nervous. So he crept up to 
a back seat in the upper boxes and 

1 there listened to his play. Oh, how 
slow it seemed, how bald! The first 

i act provoked a little laughter here and 
there, and then he drew a breath. The 

: beautiful stage setting off the second 
act elicited the first round of applause. 
As the play proceeded he discovered 
Mark Lemon, Douglas Jerrold and Gil
bert a Beckett sea: ?d together in the 
front row of an adjacent box. He crept 
into the row behind them and tried to 
overhear their opinions of the piece. 
When the situation arrived at the end 
of this act, Jerrold turned to his com
panions.

“ ‘That is fatal,’ lie observed, 
has readied his climax too early in 
play. Nothing will go after that.’

The publie had indeed greeted 
scene with the wild enthusiasm 
English audience alone are capable of 
displaying.

"Wellington never awaited the arriv
al of the Prussians at Waterloo with 
the pale anxiety that the appearance of 
Lady Gay Spanker and Dolly’ in the 
third act was waited for by that young 
dramatist. Nesbett came, she spoke, 
and conquered. She out-ranked her
self. The hunting speech carried the 
house by storm. Jerrold, Lemon and 
a Beckett rose in their seats and cheer
ed. The pit seemed to boil over. No
thing was heard for several minutes. 
The author left the house. Up and 
down Covent-Garden Market, back 
and forth, he paced, not sensible where 
he directed his steps, until he found 
himself on Waterloo bridge, seated in a 
recess, trying to cool his face by press
ing it against the wet stone balustrade. 
It was raining, bnt he did not know it 
Then there crept over him a dread that 
the end of the comedy might change 
the tide of succes. He rose and crept 
back to the theater, the fifth act was on 
and there was an ominous silence.

I 
!What!” cried Mathews,and returning 

to the mantel piece he looked at the ! 
manuscript he had been reading. It i 
was the farce in question. <

“I mistook the name,” he said quick- ' 
ly; “I see it is by L. Moreton, not by 
Madison Morton.” After a moments i 
reflection he said: “And tills is your 1 
work.” <

“Yes.” 3
“What is your age?” ;
“I shall be eighteen next month,” I 

replied the boy, coloring to the roots of ; 
his hair, for lie now felt and understood 
the impudence of the intrusion. i

“And you had no assistance in this I 
play? I mean is' it all your own writ
ing—your first attempt?”

“Yes, sir; I know it is full of faults, < 
but---- ” ’ I

“Stop!” said Mathews, eyeing him 
with great kindness “tell me what you 1 
are and who you are.” i

He related that, desolate and penni- I 
less, he clung to the hope of earning 1 
some livelihood in London rather than 1 
return to Dublin to his family, not to 
well blessed with fortune. I

He had been for months utterly alone < 
in London, and at one word of syinpa- 1 
thy he broke down like a schoolboy— 
indeed, he was little better. i

The comedian put his hand on the 
lad’s shoulder pressing him back into ’ 
the chair from which he bad risen. I 
Then in the most delicate, generous and 
affectionate manner, he placed before 
him all the trials, the heart-breaking 
failures and ixx>r returns a dramatie 
author mustjencounter. He urged him i 
to adopt some other occupation.

When he concluded Moreton took 
his hand between both of his own, and 
he said: “I had rather break my heart 
and starve than abandon a hope that 
fills me to the exclusion of any other 
feeling or power. If this fails, I do not 
care what becomes of me.”

“I wish heartily,” said the manager, 
turning away and looking moodily in 
to the fire, “I wish I could help you, 
but we are glutted with farces. What 
we do want nowadays is a five-act 
comedy. Now if I eould find such a 
part as you have sketched here in a 
modern comedy, there would be room 
for such a work. We have nothing of 
that kind for many years.” Then, 
after a pause, he resumed:

“Well, in any case, let me retain your 
farce. I would like Madame Vestris to 
read it. Meanwhile, I must put your 
name on the free-list of the theater, and 
I hope you will avail yourself of the 
privilege frequently.”

With a full heart and throbbing brain 
the lad took his leave, but hesitating a 
moment at the door he turned and said: 
“You have been kind to me, Mr. Math
ews,and you have taken interest in me. 
I had no claim on your attention nor 
on your sympathy, so I am the more 
grateful. Let me confess before I go 
that the name Lee Moreton is one I as
sumed when I assumed when I appear
ed as an amateur in private theatricals. 
My name is Dion Boucicault. It does 
not matter much, but I don’t like to 
wear my disguise with you.”

“I see no reason for assuming any 
name but your own. It is the better 
one of the two.”

"I received his remark as advice and 
from that moment I shook oft’ the silly 
incognito I had adopted.

* * * »
Four weeksfafter this interview I pre

sented myself once more at the stage 
door of Convent Garden. Theater, and 
requested the porter to send up my 
name to Mr. Mathews. And again I 
was piloted into the room 1 remember
ed so well.

“Ah," said Mathews, who met me 
heartily, “What can I do for you?”

I banded a big roll of manuscript 
from under my coatall, and pinging it 
on the table before him, said simply:

“There is the five-act comedy you 
wanted.”

“What comedy?” he cried.
“Well, Mr. Mathews, I understood 

you to say that if you could find in a 
new five-act comedy a part similar to 
that I wrote for you in ‘A Lover by 
Proxy’ there would be loom for such a 
work.”

“Did I say so'.’jPerliaps—yes, I think
I did.”

"Well there is the eomedy. I went 
home full of that little bit of hope and 
and set to work with all my heart.”

“Do you mean to say you have writ
ten a new comedy in five acts since I

' saw you a few weeks ago?”
“Yes such as it is. If you will read 

it it will decide my future one way or 
the other.”

“Bead it,” cried Mathews heartily, 
“of course I will. But, pray, do not 
build any hopes upon this venture. 
We have a little party next Sunday at 
our villa at Parson’s Green, consisting 
of Planche, John Cooper, Bartley, 
Madame [Vestris] anil 
shall hold court over 
Good day!”

This was Thursday.
the three following days standing on 
the brink of Destiny and looking into 
the abyss of life, is not within my pow
er to describe. The agony of a lover 
awaiting the reply of Ills adored; the 
culprit awaiting the verdict during the 
retirement of the jury! Oh the exquisite 
pain of susiieH.se!

On Monday morning Bartley sent 
for me to see him in his private room at 
the theater. I hurried there witli my 
heart in my mouth.

“Sit down, my dear boy," said he, re
garding me as tenderly as if I had been 
his own son. “Let me at once lay your 
anxiety at rest. We read your comedy 
and Mr. and Mrs, Mathews think very 
highly of it. Indeed, so greatly are 
they impressed that it is their inten
tion to put it into rehearsal at once. I 
tell you candidly I do not share in their 
raptures, The play is undoubtedly’ a 
very remarkable—a wonderful one for a I Hush! who is speaking? 
youth of your years; but, remember our 
opinion is not that of the public. It is 
not a verdict—accept it as an encourage
ment. Keep your head cool. Do not 
be sanguine.”

Dazzle—Oh, certainly. 
Charles—Who are you? 
Dazzle—I have not the slightest idea. 
“The house shook with peal after |ieal 

of laughter at the inimitable manner of 
Mathews. And every fiber of the 
young author quivered responsively. In 
a few moments after this the curtain 
descended. The actors had responded 
again and again to the enthusiastic calls 
and recalls of the public when a strange 
uproar commenced—a din amidst 
which it seemed impossible to make out 
what the audience wanted. In the 
midst of all this the author felt bimseff 
seized by some one, who cried, Mr. 
Mathews is searching for you sir, every 
where; please follow me at once;" and 
presently’ he found himself behind tbe 
scenes, standing at the prompt en
trance.

“ ‘Come,’ says Mathews, ‘don’t you 
hear the public? They are calling for 
you.”

“For me?” [he stammered, “What 
for?”

Matthews caught the boy by the 
arm, Bartley pushed him forward, and 
he found himself before the footlights, 
could hear nothing but the tumult of 
tlie multitude. After escaping from 
the ordeal he stood among the actors in 
tlie givemoom, and, looking around 
upon their beaming faces, he stammer
ed out something incoherent to each of 
them, Mathews led him forward to 
to where Madame Vestris and Mrs. 
Nesbett sat.

“There,” cried the comedian. “Does 
tlieir presence not invite you to sjxiak? 
What do you say to your heroines?',

The boy looked from one to the other 
and said:

“Will you’kiss me?”
And they did.
“Tlie boy has recovered his presence 

of mind,” remarked Mathew.
That is all!
I cannot believe it was so long ago.
The Greatest of Telescopes.

The news of the arrival from Paris of 
one of the lenses for the object glass of 
the 40-inch telescope tliat is to lx* made 
by tlie Clarks of Cambrideport, for the 
University of Southern California, has 
attracted considerable attention in tlie 
past week. It does not appear to be 
generally understood that the work of 
constructing the huge object glass tliat 
is to eclipse the Lick telescope, has hut 
just begun, and that the most difficult 
and delicate part of it has not yet lx*cn 
touched. Not one lens only, but a sec
ond must be finished liefore the object 
glass is ready. That portion of a tele
scope consists of two lenses, one of flint 
and the other of crown glass, which by 
their differing refractive properties cor-' 
rect one another’s chromatic errors and ' 
produce an image free from confusing ¡1 
fringes of colored light. For two or j 
three years the makers will slowly ! 
shape and polish the lenses, until every 1 
ray of light tliat passes through them 
is brought as near as human skill can : 
compass it; to one exactly accordant 
focus. When tlie glass is finished only 1 
some of the world’s great gems will ri
val It in money value.

But the most interesting questions 
connected witli the making of this huge 
telescope are: What will it be able to 
do? how much will its powers exceed 
those of t he greatest telescojies now in 

, existence? and, what discoveries in tlie 
heavens may be expected from it? The 
most powerful telescope now on our 
planet is that of the Lick observatory, 
whose object glass is 36 inches in diam
eter. The celebrated telescope of Lord 
Rosse, in Ireland, is much larger, it is 
true, being no less than 6 feet, or 72 in
ches in diameter, but that is an instru
ment of a wholly different kind, being 
a reflecting and not a refracting tele
scope. In a reflecting telescope there 
is no object glass, but the Image of the 
object looked at is formed by a concave 
mirror, which brings the rays of light 
to a focus by reflection. Lord Rosse’s 
telescope, c wing to the vast size of its 
mirror, receives far more light from a 
star than the Lick glass does, but the 
lack of complete reflection from tlie 
mirror, and the imperfections in the 
mirror’s form, more than counterbal
ance this advantage, so that for most of 
the purposes of astronomy California’s 
Lick refractor is a far more effective in
strument than its giant reflecting rival 
in Ireland. So it is with the Lick tele
scope that the new 40-inch glass is to 
be compared. It is easy to compare 
the light-gathering powers of the two 
object glasses, since these vary directly 
as the squares of tbe diameters of the 
glasses. The square of 36 is 1296 and 
the square of 40 is 1600. It appears, 
then, that while the diameter of the 
new glass will be only one-ninth great
er than that of the Lick glass, its light
grasping power will lx* about one-fourth 
greater. This will be a very important 
gain, if the workmanship upon the 
new glass is equal to that displayed by 
the old one, for celestial phenomena, 
such as faint stars and nebulae, that lie 
beyond the reach of tlie great telescope 
on Mount Hamilton, will be readily 
seen with the aid of its larger rival in 
Southern California. Among tlie dis
coveries which Dr. Holden lias achiev
ed with the Lick telescope, is that of 
the existence of heliacal liebulie, that 
is to say, of nebulous masses, which by 
some wonderful process, have lieen 
drawn out into vast spiral coils, like 
the thread of a screw. These are not 
insignificant but so extensive that if 
our own huge globe were expanded in
to a cloud of the thinnest vapor it would 
lie but a speck beside them. The new 
40-inch telescope ought to throw a flood 
of light upon these strange forms. Then Í 
in astronomical photography, which! 
has made astonishing strides within a ■ 
few years past, the new telescope may, 
fairly be expected to perform wonders.! 
Its great object glass will grasp forty

i thousand times us much light as can 1 
' enter the pupil of an average human ' 
eye, and this light, concentrated upon ¡ 
the extremely sensitive plates which I 
the modern art of photography furnish
es will picture there scenes in tbe depth

of space which no eye lias ever lieheld 
or could ever hope to behold in any 
other way. A marvellous field for te- 
search of this description has within a 
few months l>een discovered in the con
stellation of Orion, where many square 
degrees of the sky surrounding the Belt 
of Orion have been found to be covered 
with a network of nebulous streaks and 
patches, amid which shine thousands 
of stars. How this wonderful region 
will appear in the new telescope when 
it has been mounted on its mountain 
top in the transparent air of Southern 
California, can, as yet, only be imag
ined. A great deal of light may be 
thrown upon some of the vexed ques
tions concerning Mars, Venus, and the 
other planets by the new telescope. 
There are very puzzling appearances on 
their surfaces, some of which seem to 
demand for their solution but a com
paratively slight increase of telescopic 
power lieyond our present limit. —New 
York Atm.

Tlie Period of tlie “Ijwt Man.”
The fate of the last man in the world, 

which has always lieen a subject of 
speculation, is more imminent than is 
usually realized, according to the com
putations of an essayist liefore the Brit
tish Association. With a careful and 
elalxirate statistical estimate of the pos
sibilities of expansion, it is concluded 
that the world will lie fully inhabited 
in about 182 years. The population of 
tiw world for t he present year Is estima
ted at 1,468,000,000, dwelling upon 46,- 
350,000 square miles of territory. Eu
rope contains a population of 360,200,- 
000; Asia, 850,000,000; Africa, 127,000,000; 
Australia, 4,830,000; North America, 82.- 
240,000; South America, 36,500,000. 
Supposing that these ]>eoplee increase 
at the present rate of 8 per cent. In ev
ery decade, and supposing there are no 
extraordinary improvements in agri
culture, the ]>>pulation of tbe world in 
the year 2072 will be 5,094,000,000. There 
will then be no room anywhere for tbe 
expansion of the human race and no 
food for its sustenance. Tlie fearful 
thought was suggested tliat tlie baby 
ixim tills year may live to see the birth 
of a grandchild or great grandchild in 
1981, who in turn may live to witneea 
tlie birth, in 2073, of one of lii« decend
ants fated to endure either starvation 
or a diet of grass. Even the most im
aginative novel writer who has prac
tice in looking backwards and prophe
sying forward may be appalled at the 
idea of disaster so imminent. Even the 
most elalxirate system of (xilitical econ
omy woulii lie useless, applied to a race 
in a starving condition, and all ethics 
of brotherhood would proliably fail in 
the direful emergency. “The last man" 
of only two hundred years ahead loses 
all the picturesqueness which a more 
remote future would liestow. Several 
comforting thoughts, however, may 
lighten the weight of statistics. Man 
has lieen increasing upon the earth for 
a very long time without inconvenient 
crowding. If there are no devastations 
of wars in tbe future to cut of the race, 
there may lx* new fields of habitation. 
Wlio can fail to think of Africa in this 
emergency? Before the last num walks 
tlie deserted streets ‘of starve-to-deatii 

j London, or reviews« melancholy world 
from the top of Washington Monument, 

’ the tropics will lx* inhabited by a civ- 
l illzcd race in a future more than 182 
I years distant.—Boston Jmimal.

The following sketch was written by Mr 
Boucicault in 1880 for A M. Palmer’s mana
gerial archives. By permission of Mr Pal
mer the New York Mirror has published it ; 
from the original MS,

I was eighteen then—I am sixty now. 
Forty years ago!

Ah, me! Where was I?
Down a narrow street leading from i 

the Strand to the river. Up four flights ] 
of greasy stairs-turn to the left; it is the i 
back attic. The door is open, for the 
room is small as it is neat; five shillings ; 
per week; and the open door includes i 
the landing and study for the accom
modation of the trunk. A cheap bed, 1 
a table, a chair, a washstand and a rag 
of a blind nailed over the lower half of ■ 
the window furnishes the room miser- i 
ably—but fully.

On the mantle shelf is a row of books, 1 
consisting of prizes won at college, in i 
their showy bindings; French noveLs, i 
ragged and disreputable as their con
tents; Voltaire’s “Philosophical Diction
ary,” a Shakespeare and a collection of i 
Cumberland's edition of the London i 
Stage, flanked by an earthen pot of tea 
and a teacup. The floor is strewn with 
sheets of paper covered with writing, 
while two very untidy-looking manu- i 
scripts sprawl about the small table, on ' 
which a brown ink bottle stands monu- : 
mental, with a quill pen stuck in it, in 
the year of grace, 1840, steel pens were 
not so universally used as now. i

Standing at the window and leaning 
there disconsolately is something older 
than a boy and something younger than ! 
a man. His slim, erect figure, broad in 
the shoulders, thin in the flank; his i 
black hair and gray-blue eyes; his com
plexion, as fair as that of a girl, indi
cates Irish blood. I

The clock of St. Martin’s neighboring 
church struck 3.

“Three oclock,” murmured the youth. 
‘‘I heard that they dine at 4: the re
hearsal must be over by this time. I 
may succeed in seeing him. It shall be 
my last effort”

He slung himself into a pea-jacket, 
snatched his hat and dived down the 
four flights of stairs. With swift steps 
and clinched teeth—half in resolution, 
half in despair—he made his way up 
Bedford place along Henrietta street 
into Convent Garden Theater. It look
ed like a vestibule of a prison:

The stage door-keeper recognized him 
with a nod, half familiar, half sympa
thetic.

“Is the rehearsal over yet?” asked 
j the visitor.

“Oh yes, an hour ago.”
“Will you take my name up to

' I Charles Mathews?”
“It is all right,” said the janitor, 

’ glancing at the card. “Mr. Mathews 
, has been expecting you since 2 o’clock.

_ | Did you not get the message?”
i “No,” replied the youth, tingling all 
I over with delight. “When did he 
send?”

“An hour ago. Oh! here is his own 
man. I say, William, take the young 
man’s name to Mr. Mathews. Quick 
say Madison Morton is waiting.”

William disappeared besore he eould 
gasp out. “No it is a mistake. My 
name is Lee Moreton.”

"Then why did you not tell him so?” 
glow eled the porter.

“You never asked me,” retorted the 
boy. He stood for some moments irres
olute; then tlie situation burst upon 
him, and while he was laughing, in 
spite of his chagrin and dissipointment, 
William reappeared.

“This way, sir—take care! The stair
case is dark. Allow me to guide you.” 
And up the dismal stairs and across the 
great, gloomy stage they wended their 
way to a corridor where several doors 
opened. At one of them the guide 
knocked discreetly and withdrawing 
aside allowed his companion to enter a 
comfortably furnished room—half par
lor half office,

Seated beside the fire in a light-gray 
dressing-gown, faced with blue silk, I 
saw a little figure, surmounted by the 
beaming face of Charles Mathews. He 
was reading a manuscript. Without 
raising his head he mentioned his visi
tor with his hand to a chair.

“One moment my dear Morton; not 
a word until I have finished this scene. 
Just half a page.”

The young man took a chair and 
waited, watching the expressions of 
pleasure that crossed his face and listen
ing to half uttered exclamations. At 
length he rose, and, putting aside the 
manuscript on the mantle niece, he 1 mid-

ELSIA WRIGHT.
| Carries the Largest Assortment of
J Hamess and -addles and also the

LARGEST STOCK IN YAMHILL COUNTY.
Hamess of all kinds Made to Order. Re

pairing Neatly Done
Robes, Whips and all the Necessaries 

are Kept in Stock in Endless 
Variety.

Call and See Stock. Store on Third Street, 
McMinnville. Oregon.

i

MILLINERY
O-o To

Davidson & Squire,
D Street, McMinnville.

New Stock, Fine Quality, 
Latest Styles.

Ladies are invited to call and examine 
our stock.

I
Practicing Physician and Surgeon, Furniture Factory,

LAFAYETTE. OREGON-

Jaa.91, *88.
B. CLARK. PROPRIETOR.

S. A. YOUNG, M. D.
Physician & Surgeon.

McMisnvili.e. - - - Obkgox.
Office and residence on D street. All 

calls promptly answered day or night.

Furniture of all the Latest Styles made to 
order in Oak. Ash or any Wood 

desired.

FINE WORKMANSHIP A SPECIALTY!

CALBREATH. E. E. OOVCHEIS.

Calbreath & Goucher. 
PHYSICIANS AND SURGEONS, 

McMinnville, - - - Oregom.
(Office over Braly’s Bank.)

J. F. E.

J. ID. Baker MD., 
SURGEON AND HOMEOPATHIC 

PHYSICIAN.
Office at II F. Faller's drug store. Resi

lience, first house south of Baptist church, 
McMinnville. Or.

The St. Charles Hotel.
Sample rooms in connection.

o------- o

-----o-----
Orders take» for all kinds of work and 

satisfaction guaranteed. Call at factory 
and sec specimen« of furniture,

Do not buy without first seeing ttie furni
ture manufactured here in your own state 
and county

B. CLARK. i

Prices Consistent with Good Work. 
----------------------------------------------------------- I

JOHN DERBY, JESSE EDWARDS.

Edwards & Derby,
Proprietors of The McMinnville

TILE
TILE FACTORY TK!

Is now fitted np in first class order.

Accommodations as good as can l»e 
ou nd in the city.

S. E. MESSINGER, Manager.

McMinnville

TRUCK AND DRAY CO.,
Carlin & high, proprietors

Goods of all descriptions moved and care
ful handling guaranteed. Collections will 
l»e made monthly Hauling of a.l kinds 
done cheap 

II. ( LAY BURCII,

ever en-
yes, the

a title.

Situated at tlie Southwest corner of the 
Fair Grounds. All sizes of

First-Class Drain Tile 
kept constantly on hand at lowest living 
price« EDWARDS >t DERBY.
41- McMiinville, Oregon.

I
Real Estate, Collection, Insurance 

and Employment Agent.

¡Livery, Feed and Sale!
i

McMinnville national bank.
Corner Third and C streets, in Braly block.

M ’ MINN VILLE, OR EGON.

Transacts a General Banking Business, 

President................................ J. W. COWLS
Vice President.............LEE LAUGHLIN
Cashier..........................J. L. STRATTON

Sells sight exchange and telegraphic 
transfers on Portland, San Franco and New 
York.

Collections made on all accessible points. 
Interest allowed on time deposits.

Office hours from 9 a. m. to 4 p m.

Money to Loan
THE COMMERCIAL STABLE!

Gates & Henry, Props.
McMinnville, - Oregon.

Any business entrusted to me will receive 
prompt attention, and SATISFACTION 
GUARANTEED.

Office with \V T Siivrtleff. Everything New
And Firstclass.

I

GEO. RAMAGE,
i

Special Accommodations for Commercial 
Travellers.

Corner Second and E Streets, one block 
from Cooks hotel.

Eurisko Market,
J S Hl BBS, ... Proprietor.

Fresh Meats of all kinds constantly on 
hand. Highest price paid for Butcher’s 
stock

Third Street, McMixxville. Or.>
I
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The painter, paper hanger, knlsominer am! 
decorator can be found during lhedav bard 
at work, and will he very willing indeed to 
give estinmtes and furnish design« tor all 
classes of work. On Jtinc I. a shop will be 
iqtenrd opposite the Cook house. 1.’

W. II. Fletches. J. L. Fleti

FLETCHER BROS.
AUCTIONEERS.

Parties desiring the servie0 of an auction
eer will do well to give us a call. Satisfac
tion guaranteed Farm sales a specialty.

Address P. O. box 1X1, McMinmlvIe, Or.
PRICE ---- - ----50 CTS.-------- ------------------------------------
I IT IS THE BEST. E
I ... EASIEST TO USE. * F 
I W & THE CHEAPEST. F

is

<
U
t

LIVER 
PILLS.

DO NOT CRIPE, SICKEN OR 
CONSTIPATE.

Suit Cure fm Siok
•nd all troubles «rising frouj 
Indiftstion or Constipation. 

Improve« the Complexion 
by Purifying tha Blood. 

Iba 4um can be nicely adjusted to suit tha case, m 
one pill can never be too large • doae. Easy to taka 
Mao much augar. 42 pills put up in a strong vial 

can be carried J n vest pocket A
foe«« te Traveler* sad Bu«l«e** M«n. N«»« C«e«l«« with- 
sal * *Cr*««»al" Trad« lark. S«ld K. err where, «5«. a be»U* 

Aareal« <>••• Dr*“« B«ok for t«. la stamps.
J DR. HARTER S IRON TONIC. L 
B PtntlFTKS th« BLOOD: RKOULATRS the livers 
I sad KIDNEYS aad RRSTORJtB tb« DEBILITATED I 
M te nllTM sad YIQOIOCBSTRENGTH «fYocraF 

TNI ON. HARTER MEDICINE CO. ST. LOUIS. MB.

HOLD WITH» 
dOOsoi’l to. -.
til lately. Best G N r.
watcu in the world, per

fect Vrr.e

Go! . U..UM.I 
>:it a*vl rna-1 
IreUre'abo ...

Qjnxl value.HF.:
■ — in each iccal* ' r < •

Roni.iet’li p
i iMtrhamw.au uuow to thrx»»
| valaaNeaod very txtofal UMVSKMUL.. S.v,
I Tbeae «ample«.as well as th« «aU-it.w .v -
I have '«v* them in your home for O in.-ut .. - » i
I Io these who may have calted,they bi cotu • ■
| tt to possible to make this itrcit o’.. . . t
COLD watch and <.O*T1 «*mpl*«

I
 the «amplsa tn any locality, alwnye r» st ...
na; after our sam) 1-3« have 1*. niu«!--: a..

sre uenally .et f:oi:i SWoo u in v
i anrrounding country. This, th* bic-st . ■ ' *v«-r

known.te made in unier that our , <• -. <it «nice
where they can be a*«n, all ovvrA’irerh *. W • >. and

| makesnre of the chance. Beader it will be ha. . ri.tr.uMe 
' for yon to «how the rani plea v< these who may cult at your Lome 

and your reward will be most sattofattory. A j>o-t«J card on 
which to write us costa but 1 cent ami after ynuli., al’Ji you 

' do not care to go further, why no harm isdoue. IL. t it you du 
I eeod you» address at once, y»u can«r<-ure FUEL, one of tbe 

Leet eoiid told watches In tbe world and our large line of 
' cotTLY SAMPLES. We pay all express, freiebt, etc.

MtreMQSO. STINWN A VO.,Box SIS, PORTLAND, MAlNK.

said:
“Well Morton, you have put plenty 

of fun and animal spirits into that farce. 
But it does not read like you. I like 
the part you have writtefi for me im- 
mencely.”

“I beg your pardon Mr. Math
ews---- ,” began the youth.

“Hallo!” exclaimed the comedian, 
turning about. “Who are you?”

“My name is Moreton, and by mis
take I have been shown to your room. 
Allow me toexplain how it happened.” 
And he did so.

Mathews laughed cheerfully at the 
blunder, and then—eyeing his visitor 
with some curosity—he asked what he 
wished to see hijp about. Young More- 

j ton told him that he had sent him a 
I manuscript of a one-act piece some 
' weeks previously, in hope that he would 
' find time to look it over; that he had 
i called many times—he was ashamed to 
1 confess how many.

Mathews listened witli great goodhu- 
1 mor and answered that dozens of such 
works came in weekly; that be would 

i get Mr. Planche or Mr. Bartley to look 
it up—it would be found among those 

' docketed for return to the author when 
' called for. He had only send the title 
¡ to either of these gentlemen. As the 
I manager said this he walked to the 
I desk in a manner to convey a dismissal. 
| Moreton rose, and bowing, was at the 
door when he murmured: The title of 
the farce is “A Lover by Proxy,”

myself. We 
your offence.

How 1 spent

He 
the

the 
un

Sir Harcourt—Charles, who is Mr. 
Dazzle?

Charles—Dazzle? Well, I dont exact
ly know who he is. Say, Dazzle, ex
cuse an impertinent question.

The Blondes Dissapenring.
Blondes are said to be dissapenring 

both it England and America. Persons 
who can look back a half a century 
unite in declaring that there is a mark
ed change in this respect. For every 
red-haired person seen how ten could 
have been met with twenty years back.

In New England we are told, the 
blonde has well-nigh disappeared.

In New York a reporter recently- 
made an interesting experiment, which 
any one who doubts it may repeat. In 
the course of fifteen minutes’ walk on 
Broadway lie counted 200 women, 
young and old, with hair ranging from 
a medium brow to the darkest shades 
which till but artists call back. He 
passed only thirteen women of the pro
nounced blonde type. Three of these 
had red hair, and the hair of two had 

I apparently beeu bleached. At the thea- 
I ter the same evening he scrutinized 
fifty women within easy range, and on
ly six had fair skins, blue eyes and light 
hair. They sat surrounded by a bevy 
of dark women, who gave its prevailing 
tone to tlie i-omplexion of tlie house. 
The public school yielded a similar re
sult. One class of eighty girls had 
eight blondes among them, another of 
sixty-five had sixteen, a third of fifty
seven had only seven.

Another oliserver hazards the state
ment that not more than ten per cent 
of New York women are blondes. “Go 
anywhere where pretty girls congregate 
and you meet tall, striking-looking fig
ures with dark liair ami big dark eyes. 
The blondes are dissappearing. And 
why?” ¡Science steps in witli an ex- 

| planation. Dr. Beddoe* of the Brittish 
Royal Infirmary in London declares 
that after examing the hair of nearly 
1,000 young women who came liefore 
bls notice, he lias arrived at tlie con
clusion tliat in matrimony the brunette 
was preferred over tlie blonde in the 
ratio of three to two, anti so, gradually 
but surely, through tlie selection of 
dark women for wives and through 
tbe hereditary transmission of brunette 
traits, the blonde becomes extinct.

---------- ---------------
.lust a Trifle Stout. <

Tiie largest and heaviest girl of her 
age that ever lived lias been unearthed 
at the little village of Cokeland, West- i 
moreland county, Pennsylvania, near 
tlie Indiana county line, about a quar
ter of a mile from Blairsville Intersec
tion and Blairsville. Her name is 
Della Beck,her age is 15 and she weighs 
450 pounds.

The girl is the daughter of a respecta- i 
ble coal miner, and is one of eight chil-: 
dren. Her parents are of ordinary size, 
and none of her brothers or sisters show 
signs of exceeding average limits in 
points of physical development. One 
sister reached the weight of 145 at the 
age of five years, but she died at that 
period.

Recently a dressmaker measured! 
Della for a dress. Some of the mens-1 
urements were as follows:

Sixty-one inches around the waist, 04 
inches around the bust,12 inches around 
the neck, and 31 inches around tlie 
fleshy part of the arm. Her height is 
5 feet 4 inches. Her feet are not long, 
but are abnormally broad, so that it is 
impossible to procure any ordinary pair 
or women’s shoes to fit her. The same 
difficulty is experienced in fitting her 
with hose. Her mother explained that 
to meet the emlmrrassment which this 
causes she buys two pair of hose for 
Della and makes them into one.

Delia’s chair is a curious piece of fur
niture, specially made for her, and a 
settee intended for two people. Her 
bed is furnished with extra supports. 
Della was asked if she experienced any 
difficulty’ in walking. “No,” said she, 
“but in going up stairs I puff a little.” 
Considering her enormous size she is 
wonderfully ligh and active on her feet.

The Old Way the Bert.

While you may not witness any di
rect act of cruelty toward the negro 
roust-abouts on a Mississippi steamer ny 
the mate, you can’t help expect it every 
time the Ixiat makes a landing. He is 
always provideel with a stick or cane, 
and tlie way he flourishes it and curse* 
the hands is enougli to drive a nervous 
person to his stateroom. I was talking 
of this to a mate one day, and lie told 
me of an incident tliat hnppcneai on the 
Robert E. Ixx*. One of tlie owners of 
the Ixiat happened to see the mate 
strike a hand, and lie made auch a fuss 
about it tliat tlie captain promised a 
change of programme from Vicksburg 
down. The mate was told how to de
mean himself, and when the boat swung 
out he was as gentle as a lamb. Before 
she made her first landing lie had on a 
plug hat, a dress coat, and gloves, and 
was smoking a dainty cigar. As the 
steamer swung in to take on 200 bags 
of <t>tton-«eed at a plantation tlie mate 
quietly ordered:

•‘Please get out of them bow and stern 
lines. Please hurry up witli tliat gang- 

i 'plank. Now gentlemen, bringon them 
I bags.”

The hands looked at him in great as
tonishment, consumed double time in 
making fast, and when all were ashore 

“ went into convention to discuss matters.
“Here, you, what’stlie matter there?" 

called the captain.
“Gwine to quit,” replied one of them.

| “Quit! What for?”
“Sunthin’ wrong wid de Ixie on this 

trip, cap’n. She's gwine to blow up or 
strike a snag.”

“What makes you think so?"
“Txxik at the mate, sail. Sunthin 

wrong dar'—sunthin’ mighty wrong. 
When a mate stop flat eussin’ sunthin’ 
gwine ter break.”

The owner was consulted and he said 
it was |xwsil>ie lie had taken a wrong 
view of tlie rase. Ax a t«sit the mate 
might go back to hix old tactics.

“Here, you black devils,” shouted 
the mate, as he peeled off his finery 
and grablxxl n club. “Git along now! 
Up with them bags! Hi, there, Reuben 
walk your heels! Tote tliat seed! Cure 
your livers, bat don't lx* four minutes 
at this landing or I’ll murder every 
black devil of you.”

“Dat's mo' like— dat’s ole talk,” 
shouted the crowd, and in three min
utes and n half tlie Ixiat swung out.

Advertisers who are always hunting 
fororiginal methods will be interested 
in the style of J. J. Haley, a storekeep
er in Oakway, Ga. In tlie last issue of 
his local newspaper he announces that 
he is “for Wade Hampton's captain in 
1866, Alexander C. Haskell, a soldier 
and patriot, for governor,” and notifies 
his debtors that if they don’t dance up 
and settle lie will nut some of them in 
judgement. His announcement con
cludes: “gentlemen, you have had your 
fun cussing and boycotting me this 
summer, now come and j»ay me what 
you honestly owe me and then just cure 
and ixiycott on if you want to; I can 
stand it if you can.”'

Noil-advertisement is financial paral
ysis, and the latest proof is the Louis
iana Lottery. As the mails are forbid
den to newspa|>ers containing its notices 
the business goes down.

The Empress of Germany dresses 
with great plainess and thus seta an ex
cellent example to her Imslmnd which 
i« wholly lost.

From a nutmeg tree in a public ]«rk 
in Kingston on the Island of Jamaica 
as many as 5,000 nutmegs have been 
gathered in a single year

Highest of all in Leavening Power.— U. S. Gov’t Report, Aug. 17, 1S89.

Baking
Powder

ABSOLUTELY PURE
i
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