;

Heals '

1 Runmng )

S ==

Sores.

=1 EF—=——:—— 1 =

(_;ures P

the SPrpent's

Sting.
CONTAGIOUS .ot seagos com

g i

fkmff
eradicated by S. 8. Ob-
mnmnunm sores and uloers)

yield to tts healing powers’
It removes lg poison and builds up the Ivamm.

A valuab.c eatise on the disease and its t
maied free }

SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., Auanta, Ga.

0.R. &N. CO.

E. McNEILL, Receiver.
TO THE

.  EAST

TWO TRANSCONTINET!

ROUTE
BREAT T
MATHIRNRY. DA .

VIA VIA

SPOKANE DENVER
Minneapolis OMAHA

AND AND

ST.PAUL KANSASCY

LOW RATES TO ALL
EASTERN CITIES.

OCEAN STEAMERS
Leave Portland Every 8 Days
-+ FOR + +

. SAN -+ FRANCISGO

NTAL

For full details call on
C: A WALLACE, McMinnville, O
Or Address
W.HHURLBURT,
Pass. Agt
PORTLAND, OK.

wen

EAST AND

VIA

The Shasta Route

OF THE

SUUTAERN x PAGIETG x COMPANY

Express Trains Leave Portland Daily

SOUTH

TEAVE. ARRIVE
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By WALTER EESANT

0 Pzal, the jun sel in a

e ol 1 importa foanqd
I called npem 1
ma 1 A e | 1 n L1 tl
opit f 1T = = 4
his Fatient 1 it -
kni i | ) il n
A : rd
hi f. 1 I i nt in 1
q 1 1 jless barr O
termin i th 3 W ut ar

od for a few minu talk r th

nnt which had 1 1 d. I nl’s
genior j 3 ) 1 him
proph ! ! s tal never
l't‘ w .' -|‘ r1 t ad 2]
Warks AT il L0 ENGil HNOLas Wit
him, and thes juite a 1 €
of congrat on and trinmp In
midst of our talk Isaw, bearing straight

down upon us, with the evident inten-
tion of speaking, no other than that ter-

rible ex-. C. He was clearly half
drunk. One of the men among us whis-
pered in disgust, ‘‘Good heavens, here’s
that miserable man Brundish!”’ Every-

body stood aside to make way for hi
makes way for a leper. W
than a leper in the courts of Lincoln's
Inn is a man who has been disbarred.
As well shonld a man who has been
stripped of his commission and drummed
out of his regiment for cowardice show
bimself again upon parade

This man, then, with a half dimnken
langh, walked straight to Paul and held
out his hand

““How are you, Paul, my boy?’ he
cried, addressing him independently by
his Christian name. *‘Isabel quite well?”

Paul turied perfectly white. *‘How
dare you,’’ he cried, ““how dare you
speak to me? How dare you address me
by my Christian name?"’

““How dare I? Ho, ho!
Christian name to the
my dear old friend's only daughter?
How do you do, Sir John?’ He ad-
dressed one of the group, a well known
counsel of very high standing and ex-
solicitor general, who made no
‘*Gentlemen, youn know me, all of you
I bave been in court today, and I de-
clare I never heard a better argument
than my young friend’s here. Why, 1
never put a point better myself. "’

“Your friend! Yom r«"' cried Paul,
with a gesture of loathing

“*Come, come!"’ cried I]u man. ‘“‘This
is rather toomuch. Why, Paul, you for-
get that you married the only daughter
of my old friend, S8ir Robert Reeve Eyrne,
baronet, whom I defended. You remem-
ber my famous defense, gentlemen. 1
am sure it nearly pulled him through,
bat not quite, for he got his five years’
penal servitude. '

Then thefe was a dead silence, and
nobody dared to look at his neighbor.
As for me, I understood it all. The
case of Sir Robert Byrne was a canse

m,
a8 one

rSe

Not use his
man who married

reply

celebre. He had been, I remembered,
defended by Mr. Brundish, Q. C., with
marvelons skill and ingenuity. My

delightful host was no other than that
famouns baronet then, and the rest of his
guests—were they also what the ex-Q.
C. had described them?

Panl recovered himself,
true,’’ he said proundly. *‘I married the
daughter of Sir Robert Byrne, but this
man I know nothing of, except that he
is a rogue. "’

Mr. Brundish looked round him.

““It is quite

Ha

saw on every face loathing clearly writ-

ten. Half drunk though he was, he was
cowed. He but
AWAY.

It was Sir John himself who laid his

sald no more, sluuk

think what he would look like in prison
dress, but I never conld. There was an-
other gide to him, thonzh. I = !
the day when I asked him for his« i
ter. ‘Do you,’ know the story
of my past?” I assored him that he nead
not open a painful chapter, becanse I
knew everything And then—then he
broke down, burst into a fit of weeping
like any v thanked God sol-
emnly that
dang

he said, *

come to take I

rhter aw

That mat-

be said, ‘1 n.1 }n.-.-- 1 am sorry
téers nothing. But for my childre
ke, and especially for my daughter’s

am mad.’ 1

left ald

am—szometimes ]
nk that when he ne after
our marriage he was really mad, and I
am nearly sure that he killed himself
However, that is done with. Isabel must
t know what has happened. And sl
15t not be made to suspect that
friends, her new friends, know her se-
cret. Women are not always considerate
toward each other. I must think—I
must think what is best to do, "’

Next morning I was not sury d to
receive a note from Isabel. She said that
her husband was suddenly prostrated
with some kind of a nervous breakdown,
thoungh he looked very well, and that
the doctor ordered him to give up all
work, break off all engagements and go
away for three months at least. They
were going the same day.

The three months became six, and th
six became a year. They were traveling
about in unfrequented places, where
Paul’'s health would not suffer 1
noise and. talk of travelers. They st
mly in towns where there were no Eng
lish residents, and so on. Then Panl
wrote to me that he had given up his
chambers and bought a cottage in the
country, where he proposed to stay, his
health, he said, being too wretched to
think of his practicing any more.

I made many visits to the cottage. It
was three or four miles from any vil-
lage or house. It was on the
and they had a boat. They had no chil-
Iren, and the only people who ever vis-
ited them were the family of the nearest
clergyman, who came often to them.
[sabel was their friend, unpaid govern-
ess, adviser, everything.

Remark here a very strange thing
This man, my friend Paul, to whom at
the outset life without success wounld
have seemed intolerable, who gave up
the most promising prospects solely on
his wife's account, who was endowed
with every quality which success re-
gquires, was perfectly happy in this ob-
scare retreat. He wanted no other kind
of life. To sail in his boat, to wander
m the sands, to meditate in his garden,
always with Isabel beside him, was
enough for him. His love for Isabel was
absorbing and sufficient for both.

They lived in this way for five and
twenty years. Then the greatest possible
misfortune fell upon Panl, for Isabel
caught a fever and died. Then Paul be-
gan to break up. He was only just past
50 and should have been in the vigorons
enjoyment of his manhood, but he be-
gan to fail. In the last months of his

Skt I

was

seaside,

 life I staid a great deal with him, and

ke talked freely about his old ambitious
and their sndden end.

“l am sure,’’ he said, ‘“‘that I did
right in giving all up. Sooner or later
Isabel would have. found out—wonld
bave been made to feel somehow—that
other people knew the truth. In such a
cage the only safety lies in flight.”’

‘*‘But if you bad staid your own career
was certain. "’

“Perhaps — with the explanation
whenever my name was mentioned,
‘You know, I suppose, that he married

8ir Robert Byrne’s daughter.” And she

would have heard it."’
|

“Tell me,” I said, ‘““‘who were the

| residents of the village—the people we

hand upon Paul's shoulder and d
kindly: ““We are all sorry you should |
have been troubled by this scoundrel

whom 1 onece called my friend. As for
your private aflairs, but of them we
need not speak.’

They ull murmured something,
group broke up, and I took Paul by the
arm and wi ni ed with him to his cham-

bers. He threw his papers upon the
table and sank into a chair.
‘It is all over,”” he groaned. “‘My

career is finished. "’
"I—"ll.l this is absord.
“*No,"”" he said. “‘I have already made
op my mind what will happen. These
men are my private friends, they are

met at dinner’’
“I do not kmow. Why do you ask?"’
Evidently Isabel knew pothing of

them. Perhaps, after all, the wicked

old man lied about them.

;'|.r\l

“1 am glad to think,’’ Paunl went on,
““that we never met any of them after
ward, becaunse perhaps they knew.

| Thank God, never, never for & moment

after the marriage did Isabel feel that

| her father's sins were visited npon her, "’

““Why, Paul,”” I said, “‘they were,
but yon shifted the burden to your own
ghoulders and bore it for her. Did Isabel
ever learn why youn left London?"’

No, she never knew, and she never
suspected. The men Brundish died a
very little while after of drink, I be
lieve,

“And yom wpewer regretted all that

you lost?’

“Never—not fgr a moment.
man’s Magazine.

M Lone-

A Shower of Yellow Clay.
On April 4, 1892, Marion county, Ia.,

able obstacle

| ported in this place.

He straps his single bar-
oading hammerless gun to hi
right arm, and when he sights game h
gwings the piece over the sty
akes quick aim and fires, g
effect. His mode of

rel breechl

shell with his
manner loads, I
illl‘) 1]1.‘ l.A‘t !" I' -4

Despite his affl
some of the best

y the past year,

1 118 head
ver his head
tion, Simon has done
ooting in Br
his rec ri~';4 n
opossums, § pheasants, § dozen black
birds, 37 rabbits and 21 guail —Phila
delphia Record

By ROSA MULHOLLAND
There is a lone upper
the Connemara hills s«
any wayfarer from the
of life Mo
around it; the
defiles be

ldom visited by
ordinary paths
form bulwarks
gates into it are n:

ruggzed crags; the
ters of ut valleys are deep lakes,
told and gray as steel or black with the
thadow of the raincl By the wa
ter's margin the dark, sullen earth, with
its gorgeo g of purple and em
broideries of emerald green, upheaves in

mtaimns

tween

its gile

ouds

us clother

carious knolls and bosses or stre
away in wind swept levels. The '!u- aks
aronnd take fantastic shapes, and in

ght the place is like some region of
hades, where disembodied souls walk in
ghadow and muse unpon the mysteries

that death has unfolded to thom.
ars to human

Uncongenial as it appe
life, there are a few inha
world of silent gloom and barren be
Here and there the infrequent trav
will come upon.an isolated cabin bu
of rude and roofed with the
hardly dis uishable from the he mlul
capped rock except for the curl of smoke
that steals through a hole from ths
hearthstone within. On a summer morn
ing an inquisitive explorer of this lone
some world passed by one of these smok
ing hovelg, and while gazing on it in
dismay, almost expecting tosee a gnome
or monster issue from it, startled
by the appearance of an exquisite facs
which shone on him for a moment and
vanished. The solitary rambler in s
eerie a epot was at the moment in an
imaginative mood, and open to all in
fluences of the beautiful and supernat-
ural, and almost believed that a sprite
of the mountain had ecrossed his path,
and that she had a fateful me .
him in her eves, but shaking
into a more rational frame of m
went on his way, with only a lin;
look at the cabin, which seemed
treat into the fastnesses of the
Yet, in spite of common sense, the wild
beautiful c¢yes of the monntain girl pur
sued him, the message that lay a mys-
tery in their depths bewitched him, and
finally, as the sun shot forth long shafts
of flame and glances of gold, setting
fierily behind a cluster of blackening
mountain peaks, he turned upon his
heel and retraced his steps in the direc
tion of the enchanted hovel

Macha, the owner of the be
face, had withdrawn it hastily into the
interior of the cabin, scared at the un

stone

was

IJ'rl

I-
roCK.

rantifal

wonted sight of a stranger, as lowland
dwellers might be scared by a ghost
The cabin was so poor that, only for I‘u

red hearth and the warm smell of smoke,
it might have been mistaken for a shed
for cattlee. The earthen floor was un
even and full of holes; the roof, of
heather and sticks, was blackened with
the hearthstone was broken,
One crazy table, one chair and two or
three other nondescript seats, a kettle,
a pot, a battered tin cam, and a few
mugs and plates—these were the chicf
contents of the dwelling’'s prineipal
room. Looking around, one might well
ask by what means life conld be sap-
Patches of pota-
toes that struggled for existence between
bog and rock close by, and a black cut-

smoke;

| ting, that showed like an ugly wound

and was
only an

on the face of a distant level
the turf mine—these gave the

| swer to such inquiry.

An old woman sat spinning in the
corner of the cabin, lean and smoke
dried, like a muminy, her dark red gax-
ment and the yellow handkerchief

wound turban wise round her head
making a spot of subdued color in the
murky picture. The contents of a pot
of potatoes had been turned out on the
table, and Macha, who, with a peculiar
cry, bad summoned the family from
their work at the bog to dinner, stood
on the middle of the floor, with a slant

must be that nature had created her for
a whim, making her a sort of image of
the wild beauty of this picturesque wil

derness.
Th the sunset was
abroad rent out again, to

in a fashion of her

i r and red reflec-
tion il iinated one side of the sky and
the mouontain pe intensified by
gloowmy fringes trailing along the hori-

Delicate green tints overspread the
and in this f id had

irer skvev fic

blossomed the round white moon, bright-
ening momentari 1 -aiain!l:: among
the early stars like a lily among daisies
E ard. and heaven were pictured in the
gemmed meadows and lurid-
nated deserts on high, the

Q the moving shs

and purple that

ges ol the approa

1 her hands over her
and her half fearfully
lex i th b iy
bad heard of a shining
gold and silver gates of

moon, also of
, but not
1 ) below the
15y world of
but she

She

men.

did not

in wall wa
1 happy des
g whither
]--.t-' would depa
uld send them a me
Nothing natural or

rtw
SEAre
sapernatu
mayed or disgusted her. If tl

in the

gpirits in rocks and fairies
lake, the knew what they
war e, and everything was

d her mother
ing will get

from the cabin.

you."
‘“Aye, mother, I am coming,’ said
Macha, but still she lingered, looking

rock that d to
ehape of “‘something.”
clouds are a and and
change—why should mnot the rocks?
Suddenly a living person seemed to
emerge out of the rock and come beside
her, and, startled, she would have fallen
into the lake had not a strong arm seized
her and swung her into safety.

“Holy mother! 1 nearly drowned
you!"" eried Macha, looking at the
traveler who had passed the eabin in t h-.--
morning.

““l1 nearly drowned yom,” said the
stranger, gazing in wonder at her bea
ty, which seemed to have become ali
nnearthly, as the still warm glow from
one side irradiated her hair, and the
greenish moonlight from the other whit-
med her round cheek and the drapery of
her shonlder.

‘1 thought yon wt
down in the Jake,”
“*“Who is he?’

She looked all 1
her lovely face canghta thousand reflec-
tions of flitting colors and lights. Then
signed with her hand toward the

hard at a picce of
be taking the
The

BeaId

move

re—him who lives
whispered Macha.

uand in the air, and

*“The water is deep,’’ she said, “‘and
there is many a thing down there. But
you are a living man, for I saw yon in

the morning. "’
The person addressed felt a strange
thrill as she spoke and put ont her ronnd

gleaming arm and touched his hand
with her warm fingers, as if to assure
herself that her own words were true,

and that he was indeed a living man

‘““And yon are a living woman,”’ he
gsaid. *‘1 almost thought you were =
irif moving alopg the edge of the

Vhy do you keep g0 close to the
dge? I thought I saw you walking on
the water. "’

“1 like to ]rrrlk in and see what I can
see, '’ gaid the g

“‘Doyou aways walk here in the even
ings?"’ "

““Yes, and sometimes a bit at dawn.
Mother says something wicked will meet
me. But I have 1 yon
are not wicked. "’

“I am not as good as I ought to be,”
said the man tremulounsly, answering
the look of simple faith and approval in

irl mvsteriously.

only met yon, an

brightening moonlight down the rugged
mountain, retracing the steps he had
made in the morning. The inn lay un-
der the hills, a few miles below the
wild region where Macha had been born,
in which she had grown to womanhood,
the potatoes she had ].n]p(-:l to
'['!'-.'—\l'.h't' and watching the blessed :-'l]il"
its trooping vp and down the skies,
'.ml-llaij will get wyou,”” said
Macha's mother for the hundredth time |
as !hr girl appeared for her supper, and |

eating

ehe was not wrong, for fate had ;:m:
hold of Macha. |

Strange and unaccountable are the |
whims of men. Here was one with |

wealth and rank, accustomed to all that
is cultivated, witty and beautiful among

women, and yot, having gone fancy free
till rather a late period of bachelorhood,
he had climbed a savage mon '
an isolated corner of what he consi
an uncivilized country, to fall in lov
with a wild girl with a wild nams
who lived upon potatoes in a hovel un-

der a rock!

And he did not feel ashamed of him
self. Contrast and inconsistencies had
always possessed a fascination for hi

Did not the spotless white flower of
bog flourish there as p ly as thougl
it had not sprung out of the black slimy
substance that held its root? And Mach

with her shining bare feet and arms, |
and her face like a poet’s dream, was |
all the more chanting 1is imagina- |
tion becanss had sprung, with her

cous loveliness, ont of the moun

1 had been mourished and per- |
focted between the wind and the sun |
without help from *‘civilizaticn' or a
lesson from ‘‘art. "

He was going back to the
might have further opportunities of see-
ing this girl, and yet he told himself
that his admiration for her was merely |
an abstract idea; that after he had seen
her a few times and studied her
tional beauty and character
go on his way contented, rejoicing
have perceived that nature can be still |
so lovely and unspoiled in her cwn ge- |
cret fastnesses, bevond the ken of the |

|

inn that he |

1_"‘:'.}
he would |
1

]

world. His rest was broken that night
by a new excitement, and he wakened |
in the dawn to fancy he saw Macha
walking with her bare feet in
the rosy light round the margin of the

white

lake. He wanted to hear her voice azain

and feel the tonch of her hand. 1t |
struck him as remarkable that she had

shown no shyness of him, speaking to

him as naturally as if he had been her |
brother, and he divined that this w: ;
becanse she knew nothng of ranks an

lasses. Only the supernatural had pow-
er to awe he had felt safe and
happy @s soon as she had assared herself
that he was a living man. Acecustomed
to the attentions of women, he we
have felt less attraction toward M
had she shown a sive for his ret
The absence of all coquetry in her di
lighted him.

The girl thonght of him,

r, and she

ny de

Iying on her

straw bed in the dead of the might
There was a hole in the roof above ha
head, a hole that would be thatched over
with heather for the winter, but at|
present it was good to let in the air of

heaven. Through it Macha cot .'t-l
star shining in the sky, like a
land of splendor in an ocean
blue, and the rugged tw
heather made a rough fra
of glory. The beauty of Mac
lay quenched in darkness bencath,
her soul escaped through the of
up to the kindred mystery of the
carrying with it the memory «
event of the evening. Her mind rested
with placid wonder on the

ittle is

t-i' dark
of the broken |
me for the bit
ha's face
bt

OCCTITEN
of her meeting w the stranger. She
had not fallen in love with himn, as le

with her
thing
Roundabont her
grandmothe
soundly,

r, nor did she dream of such a
lay her mother, her
«r, her little sleepin
with the love of Machsa as
in their hearts. BShe loved them passion
ately and had no thounght or hope fm
herself apart from them. To work with
them, hand and foot, that the
all bave enough potatoes and turf to
enable them to live together withonmt
more pain than they could endure——this
Wias objeet of her existence
Vague splendors and delicions rest and
joy were, she knew, awaiting them all
beyond the gates of the sun. The only

sisters,

¥ might |

E -
the one

| thing to be desired was that they might

| the

|all. Pondering this

not be parted meanwhile in their
gatory on the lonely monntain. As the
ght crept on and the stars waxed
iter Macha owned to herself that
“living man’ might have been
“*him who lives down in the lake, '’ after
doubt, she fell

par

| asleep.

The stranger reappeared next day and
for many days afterward haunted the
mountain. Macha had leave from her

" nfans % Chien.

HIRTY years' observation of Castoria with the patromage of
T millions of persons, permit us to speak of it without guessing.
It is unguestionably the best remedy for Infants and Children

the world has ever known. Children like it It
gives them health. It will save their lives. Tn it Mothers have

something which is absolutely safe and practigally perfect as a

ohild’s medicine.

It is harmless,

Castoria destroys Worms.

Castoris allays Feverishness.

Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd.

Castoria oures Diarrhama and Wind Colic.

Castoria relieves Teothing Troubles.

Castoria cures Constipation and Flatulency.
Castoria neutralizes the effects of carbonic acid gas or poisonous air,
Castoria docs not contain morphine, opium, or other narcotic property.
Castoria assimilates tho foed, _r_g_gll_-;!.a!_ih_n__stomn_c_lilﬁ_l.l_li_hg_vd__l,

giving healthy and natnral slaiy.
Castoria is put up in one-size hottles only. It is not sold in bulk,
Don't allow any one to sell yon anything else on the plea or promise

thatit is " just as good™ and " will answer every purposes,”
Sec that you get C=A-5-T=0=-R-I-A.

The fac-simile

signaturo of

is on every

wr i!ﬂ.

YL T
Children Cry for Pitcher’s Castoria.
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““Mother!"" she
mother’s arm.

“What is on you, child?"’

“The sassenach is asking me to go | A Belhwwious, Liternry nnd Family
eway with him. "’ e . e

“*Away with him?"’

The Independent.

NEW YORK.

gaid, her

grasping

Undenominational, unbiased and impartial A
““He wants to give me a eatin gown paper for clergymen, scholars, teachers,
and a ring and to take me to his home. "’ business men and families, It dis
“Well, mavourneen,’’ with a long usses every topic of the day--re
sigh, “‘if he makes you a true wife and ligious, theologieal, political
is good to you, you would be better with literary ticand
him than here, *’ Scientife, 388 Contrib-

uted articles

““Mother,”’ cried the girl passionate-

and especially that portion of it contin- | light falling on her from the sky, across mother to accompany him in his search | 1¥, “*have I vexed you, have I angered £t
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