f*mhola. becatwe she had

o MM a Government Bond, higher rato of interest, indemnity in old age
or ii death. You cannot lose a dollar in a Massachusetts company. Cash and paid

| np values guaranteed each year.

Mr. H. G. Colton, Gen'l Agent of the Massachu-

setts Mutual Life Insurance company, in in the city and if you are thinking of carry-
inginmmme he will be glad to see you. Call at the Willamette Hotel or at the office
MITCHELL & LUNN, Resident Agents,

The D’ako de Hardimont

mall in Bavoy.
Wﬂlﬂl‘ for the bnneﬂt of the wa-
ters, he had gent his famous tt;ﬂf‘t‘
woen

coughing since a chill she caught at
o ilu Derby. The duke was finishing
& !:lﬂ! breakfast, when glancing cave-
" lesily at the newspaper he read in it
~ the news of the disaster of Reichs-
 hoffen.

He finished his glass of Chartrenss,
~ put his napkin on the table of tho

- restaurant, orderad his valet to pack
~ up his things and two hours after-
~ wand took tha expreas for Paris and
hastened to the recruiting office to
en!ht in a regiment of the line,

One may have led from nineteen
to twenty-five the enervating life of
a swell, one may have become de-
moralized in racing stables and the
" boudoirs of actresses, still there are
eircumstances where it is impossible

de Hardi-

d felt the horrible

of having received a blow,

?hi.na how, in the boegin-
ovember, 1870, on return-

e withof %ls regimeut

part inoy's corps,

 Henri do Hardimont, private in the
third company of the second bat-

his company in front of the redoubt
of Hauntes Bruyeres, a hastily forti-
fled post, which was protected by
the canuon of the fort of Picctre,

It waa a wretched looking spot; a
road bordered with stunted trocs
thet looked like broom handles, and
‘all cut up with muddy ruts crossed

ficlds of the suburb, and

of the road was an aban-

where the soldiers

] their post. Hore
there bad been a combat a fow days
before; the musketry fire had cut in
two some of the roadside poplavs
and all of them bore the white scars
of riflo balls, As to the houso, it
would make you shiver to look at it.
The mof had been crushed by a
ghell, and the walls, of a wine leos
color, seemed to be plastered with
blood. The empty casks under their
network of black twigs, the upset
shuffle board, the swing through
whose mouldy cords the wind had
whistled, the bullet scarred sign-
board—all recalled, with cruel irony,

hlsg:In amusements of bygone

And overall thisstretched

a villianous winter sky in which
rolled heavy, leaden colored clouds

-a low, angry, hateful eky,

At the door of the wine shop the

duke stood motionless with
his chassepot slung over his shoul-
der, his eap over his eyes and his
pumb hands in the pockets of his
red pantaloons, shivering under his
- He had abandoned him-
self to gloomy thoughts—this soldier
of defeat-—and looked with a dull eye
on the line of hills lost in the mist,
from which at every minute there
shot out with a loud report the white
pufl of smoke from a Krupp guu.

All at once it struck him he was
bhungry.

He knelt on one knee and took
from his haversack. that lay near
him against the wall, a big piece of
comissarint broad; then, as he had
lost his knife, he bit it and ate it
slowly.

After a few mouthfuls, however,
he had enough of it; the bread was
hard and had a bifter taste. Nor
would there be any fresh broad until
it was gerved out next day, and that
ounly in case the commissary should
bo in good humor. Well! It was
sometimes pretty rough, was this life
of a soldier, and then—lo and be-
hold !—he began to think of what he
nsed to call his hygienic breakfasts,
when on the morning aftera too heat-
ing supper he sat at the window on
the ground floor of the Cafe Anglais
and ordered—the merest trifles—a
cutlet and scrambled eggs anx poiutes
d‘uperges, while the waiter, know-

fng his habits, placed on the table
oloth and uncorked with care a fine
hattle of old Leoville, lying softly in
its wicker busket. Confound it alll
Those were good old times and he
would never got used to this bread
of affliction.

In a moment of impatience the
voung man flung the rest of his
biread into the mud.

At this very instant a soldier came
out of the wineshop; he stopped,
picked np the piece of bread, walked
fn few sleps off, wipad it on his
vleove and began to devour it greed-
iy.

Henri de Hardimont was already
nshamed of his action and looked
with pity upon the poor devil who
elivwed guch a good appetite, He
wias o great, tall, ungainly lad, with
feverish eyes and a hospital beard,
and so thin that his shoulder blades
gtuck out under the folds of his well
worn cloak,

*You are pretty hungry, com:
rade,” gaid De Hardimont. approach-
ing the sgoldier.

“You may see that,” replied the
othar with his mouth full.

*1 beg your pardon, then; If ¥had
known that it could have done you
any good 1 would not have flung
aviay my bread.”

“‘No harm done," said the soldier;
“I am not so easily put off my ap-
petite,”

“No matter,” said the duke; '1
did what was wrong and regret it
But I do not want you tocarry away
a bad impression of me, and as 1
have some old cognac in my flask,
by Jove, we'll a-nip together,”

Theman had finished eating. The
duke end he twok a mouthful
of brandy—acquaintanceship was
formed,

YAund your name!" said the soldier.

“Hardimont," replied the duke,
suppressing his title, “And yows?”

“Jean Victor. I have only just
been sont back to the company, 1
am just out of the hospital, 1 was
wounded at Chatillon, Ah!it is a
comfortable place, is the hospital;
there the doetor gives you excellent
horse soup. But I d only a
scratch; the major signed my dis-
charge, and s0 much the worse, I be-
gin again to die of hunger. For yon
may believe mo or not, comrade, I
have been hungry all my life, just
as I am now."”

The declaration was appalling, ut-
tored as it was to a voluptuary who

bad just detected himsell regretting
. St

the cookary of the Cale Anglais, ana
the Duke de Hardimont looked at
hia eompunion with an air of terri-
fied astovishment. The goldier wore
a sad mnile, which disclosed his
teath, the teeth of a wolf, tho teeth
{of nstarving man, so white in that
| clay colored face, and as 1f he under-
gtood that an explanation was ex-
pected, he said-

“Look here. Letus walk up and
down on the road to warm our feet,
and 1 will tell you things of which |
am sure you have never heard.

“My name is Jean Victor—simy's
Jean Victor—for I was a foundiing.
and my only happy recollections are
those of my early childhood in the
hospice. Our little bedsin the dor-
miitory had white curtains. We used
to play i tho garden under the big
trees, and there was a good gister,
quite young, pils asa wax candle—
she was goiug (J[I' in cum-}um;,;tinn—-
whos=e pet I was, cod 1 liked better
to walk with b er thon to play with
the other children, bm-a.'. + shoe drew
me close to her as ghe laid on my
brow her thin, Lurniog hand,

“But when I was twelve, aftor my
first communion, nothing but want!
The trustees appreuticed me to a
chairmender in the Faubourg St
Jacgues, It is not a trade. you
know, and no one can make a living
at it. And so it was there that T be-
gan to suffer from hunger. The old
master anid his wife (who was after-
ward murdered) were terrible misers;
the very loaf of which they cut you
a thin little slice at meal times was
koept under lock and key the rest of
the day, and in the evening at sup-
per you should hive secn the nus-
tress, with her black cap, sighing
and groaning at every dip of the
ladle into the soup tureen. There
were two other apprentice lads from
the Blind.asylum, and they were less
unhappy; they had no more than I,
but they at least did not see the re-
proachful looks of the wickod old
woman when ghe held out my plate,
But just here was the trouble; I al-
ready had a fierce appetite. Was
that my fault, 1 say?

“1 passed the three years of ap

nticeship ravenous all the time,
hree years! The business could be
learned in a month, but the trustees
cannot know everyfhing, and never
guspect that people male money out
of the children. Ah! you are aston-
ished to see me pick bread out of the
mud! Why, Iam used toit; I have
picked many a crust out of the ash
barrel, and when they were too dry
I would let them soak all nightin
my water basin,

‘““T'o be honest about it, however,
I had sometimes streaks of luck; I
would light on bits of Liread nibbled
at ono vnd, such as the boys pull ont
of their bags and throw on the foot-
path when they come ont of school.
I made it a point always to pass that
way when I went on errands,

“Aud (hen, when my apprentice-
ghip was caded, T had only a trade
which, as I told you, would not keep
a man in foed, Oh, I have tried
other trades; I am not afraid to
work, look you. Ihave worked for
the masons, heen a shop boy, sweep
or; what do I know hesides?t Bah!
gometimes thore was no work; other
times 1 lost my place, In short 1
never had enough to eat. Ah! con-
found it; what a rage 1 have often
beon in when passing a bakery! For-
tunately for me at these timesI al-
ways remembered the good sister in
the hospics, who 8o often told me to
be honest, and believed I felt on my
brow tho warmth of her little hand.

YAt last, at eighteen, I enlisted.
You know es well ns 1, the private
soldior has just about enough. Now
it's almost (it to make one laugh-
here comes siege and [amine. Yon
#eo Idid not lio to yon a nu
when I teld you that I had alwoys,
always, been hangry !

Tho young duke was a good hearted
man, and in lstening to this terrible
complaint uttered by a fellow man,
by a soldier whom his uaiform made
his equal, he felt decply moved. It

nnent ago
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was Tucky for his reputation as a
phlegmatic swell that the evening
| Traeze dried a couple of tears that be-
gan to dim his eyes.

“Jean Vietor,” he said, “'if we both
of us survive this frightful war, we
ghall meet again, and I hope to be of
gorvice to- you. But just now, as
there is no other baker at the ad-
vanoed posts but the commissary
sergeant, and as my ration of bread
is twice too large for my small ap-
petite—it is agreed, is it noti—we
will pro shares like good comrades.”

T.oclasp of the hand which the
two 1. 0 interchanged was firm and
wann; tren as night was falling,
and as they had been harrassed by
night duty and alarms, they returned
to the rcom in the wine shop, where
o dozen soldiers were lying on the
straw spread floor. Here, flinging
themselves down side by side, they
fell into a deep sleep.

Toward midnight Jean Victor
awolke, most probably being hungry.
The wind had swept away theclouds,
und a moonbeam, entering the room
by a hole in the roof, lit up the blond
and charming head of the young
duke, sleeping like an Endymion,
Atill touched by the kindness of his
comrade, Jean Vietor was looking at
lim with simple minded admiration,
when the sergeant of the platoon
opened the door and called the five
men who had to relieve the advanced
pickets, The duke was one of the
{ive, but did not wakewhen his name
was called.

“Hardiment, get up,” repeated the

ﬂ]"r_’u‘.‘"!t,

“If you will be good enough, ger
reant,” sald Jean Victor rising, ‘1
will teke his place, Ho eleeps so
sorndly—and he is my comrade.”

“As yvou like,”

When the five men had gone the
snoring recommenced,

But half an hour after shota in
close succession and very near at
hand broke the silence of the night,
Inan instant every man was on his
feet. 'The soldiers came out of the
wine shop, marching warily with
hand on trigger and looking out
ahead on the road which was whit-
ened hy the moon. .

“Why, what time is it?" asked the
duke, ‘I was to be on guard to-
night.” Somo one replied, ‘*Jean Vie-
tor has pone in your place," At that
instant they saw a soldier who came
running on the road,

“Welli" they asked, when h»
stopyed quite out of breath,

“"The Prussians arve attacking—we
must fall back on the redoubt.”

“*And your comrades?”

“They are coming. There is only
that poor Jean Victor, who was"—

AV hat!” evied the duke,

“Iilled instantly ; shot through the
head, He badn't time to utter a syl-
lable."

Ono viht last week, about 2o'clock
in the moming, the Duke de Hardi-
mout wad izsming [rom the club with
his neizhber, the Count of Saulnes.
He bod just lost some hundreds of
louds e felt o little out of sorts.

"“' )'lnl "'-'lj'.i}.'i I!l{l'_.'. A\IJL].I'I'.‘, 4 h(!ﬁ-[l.ii.]
to his companion, “we will go home
afoot, I want some fresh air,”

“Juet a3 you like, my friend, al-
though the sidewalk is pretty bad.”

Accordingly they sent their eoupe
home, turned up their cont collars
and woent down toward the Made-
leine.

All ot once the duke’s boot struck
aguinst an object which rolled away
belore iim. It was a great crust of
bread, oll covered with mud,

Then, to his amazement, M. de
Saulnes saw the Duke de Hardimont
pick up the pieco of bread, wipe it
carefully with his embroidered hand-
kerchief and place it on a bench in
tho boulevard under a gas lamp.

“What are you deing therer” said
the count, bLursting into laughter.
“Are you mad("

“It 15 in memory of a poor man
who died for me,"” replied the duke,
whese volee trembled glightiy. "“Do
not laugh, my friend, you will dis-
oblige. me,"—Translated from the
Freuch of Francois Coppee for Pitts-
burg Bulletin.

Health and Wealth,

Two Americans in London were
spoaldng of a mutual friend. One
said, *“Yon tell me he left nomoney. "

'No, " replizd the other: “yonsee, he

loet liis beslth gotiing wealthy and
then lost his wealth trying to get
healthy.”

'Nr mnd Mese Minks.
Winks—1 see Minks calls his wife
*deur” in public.
Jinks—Yes, she's a terror.—New
York Weekly,

A Teying Mament,
A party of huuters the other day,
desaring to rest, luid their guns on &
fat rock, near Ironton, Mo, In-
stantly the guns moved from their
resting place and leaped up to & buge
bowlder n few feet t. At first
the men were terrified at the mys-
terious action, but they soon discov-
ered that the bowldor was com
of maguetic fron ore.—New
Tribune.
The Serrowful Tres.

Tha Polion of Hatilers

"Out of a thousand people bitten
by rattlesnukes,” snid B, D, B-mfnu,
of Palm Spvings, the other day. 1
am enre that not fifty ever really
recover. Ho far as 1 know, and 1
have posted mywelf thoronehly npon
the subject for over twenty Years on
the descrtand in Arizona and Toxas,
there is no known cure for rattle-
enake poizon, inepite of Lhe fact that
many peoplo have said that they
were cured Ly whisky, You may
depond on it that when a man says
he was cured of a rattiesnake bite,
though not necessarily a liar, he is at
least laloring under o misapprehen
sion of | e facts,

“There is a small spako gimilar to
the ratiicerale in appearance whose
poison i# nol so venomous, and ne
groes bitlen DLy it place lime upon
the spot or ¢l=o drink enough whisky
to counternct the poison, Whisky,
if taken in o large quantity, goes di-
rectly into the hlood and counteracts
the poison of the enake. But the
regular Arizona rattler, from five to

seven feet fn length, is a deadly cus-
tomer to meet. It does not give any |
warning, but strikes the moment ‘ltJ
is disturbed, and it can strike an ob-

ject almaost twice as far distant as it |
is long."—Pomona (Cal.) Progress,

Plagiarists.

The suctess of Henry Mackenzie's
gentimental novel, *The Man of Feel-
ing," was very great. Eccles, a young
Bath clergyman, availing himself of
the circumstance that the author's
name was very little kmown, tran-
scribed the whole work, with
ernsures, corrections, swears and
smudges, and on the strength of this
manufactured copy gave himsalf out
to be the author, and adhered to his
pretension with ko much pertinacity
that Mackenzie's publishers were
compelled to adopt legal meansures to
vindicate his clpim. In our time we
have seen a similar fraud attempted
with regard to “*Adam Bede."—Gen-
tleman’s Mnf ruzine.

An E lephnnl. Story,

An elephant train was on its way
from Lucknow to Seetapore, and one
elephant becoming lame knelt down |
and refused to go on, The elephant |
pext in the column stopped of 1ts own |
accord, and when driven on turned F
back and began without instructions
to remove some part of the load.
Instances of aid rendered by birds to
others in distress may ui.fu be found,
showing that the instinet of sym
pathy exists and takes !n wm inaction
when. the causes of the sufferings ure
such that the fellow bird can under-
stand and see its wuy to remedy.—
London Bpectator,

|

Too l*l‘l!"i:t-lhf"lli-

“What! fell down stairst
did it happeu ™

“Why, vou ses, 1 sturted to go
down and my wife ssid, ‘Be careful,
John,' and I'm not the man to be die-
tate(l to by any woman—and so down
I went."—London Tit-Bits,

Tutt’s Pills

CURE CONSTIPATION.

To enjoy health one nhnnld have
=L‘II'I:'.%::‘:‘:'II.I'I.-'¢'.‘ twen y fTour
physical, resulting from Shani

HABITUAL CONSTIPATION

aremany and serfouns.
ﬁ:’a‘}? ‘t"umm’cl:dcruubl Fl‘?lii:.:.lj?::
egnineda " t pare
cled. f egantly -'-':}'..-T-ZJ e

SOI-D RVEBYWHERE.

How

STARTLING FACTS)

The American peopls are rapidly
meo of nervons wrooks, nnd the 1 -l‘wln;
the best remedy: Alpbenso l!emmum. u
Pa,, swoars that wh huwnm-;m m from
"-**:*“Ms e i '-;:*,.""
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.'.m'«x "B Hayton o Logmaapire Jad,

Dr.Mlles’ Modlcoal Oo.,llkhaﬂ. Ind,
TRIAL BOTTLE FREE.,

Bold by D. J Fry, druggist,Balem,

year.

!'nldhynl m.dmuin.&lom

ELEL ( RIG BELT

“Onstoriainso woll adapted to children that
T recoramend it as superior to any prescription
H. A. Ancuzn, M. Dy,
111 Bo. Oxford 5t., Brooklyn, N, Y.
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Late Pastor Bloomingdale Reformed (}humh.

for Infants and Chlildren.

usa of ' Castorin * ls g0 umiversal and
tu m-rln 80 well known that it ssems & work
to endorse it. Few aretho

who do not keep Castoria

Tax Cewravi Comrawy, 77 Murnay Srauer, New Youx.

Uhoice Imuly Strawherry  Plans.

NOW IS THE TIME TO PLANT THEM.
Bubach No.

Matteson, only a few hundred left; earli-
est }:orry in Salem market for several

Years .

Warfield, early, a great bearer and most

beautiful

Pearl, early and “a pearl.”.
: .
Oregon everbearing. .

Have many other varieties.
above as especially early varieties.
next few weeks on well prepared soil to get crop next

Buy early stock.
Why grow late berries that only glat the market at
Plants are carefully trimmed and well
Must be sold in next few wee

low prices?

Salem,

LR B )

fruit

for mail or express.

g% (all next door to P.

5 and Crawford, fertilize
each other, and best combination for
large, early berries for home market.
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New York City,
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Doger, Per 100,

25cts

$2 00

50 “ 3 00

25
25 i

25 “

2 50
2 50
3 00

Can recommend any of
Should be put out in

Eut up

or at residence, North

E. HOFER, Salem.
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TheMassachusetts

MUTUAl LIFE

INSURANCE ~ COMPANY

It you would be clean and haye your clothes done up
in the neatest and dressiest manner, take them to the

SALEM STEAM LAUNDRY
where all work is dove by

prompt manuer,

E.M.Waite Printing Co.|y

Larges! estabiisbiment in the eity,

OVER BUSH'S BANK,

SALE AN, = OREGON.

—IN THEIR NEW—
——CONTINUOUS OPTION POLICY,—

COLONEL J. OLMSTED,

e seeking Life Insur-
Send for

233 Stark St., Portland.

YIUO[\ & SJU3C(G

afetyv to thos

H. G. COLTON, Gen’l Agt,

Policy in the Massachusetts Mutual guaran-
SAMPLE POLICY.

Salem, Or.

Every
tees Cash Paid up Values every year.

Offer the greatest protection and s
ance.

J. L. MITCHELL,

white labor and in the most
Liberty “tpeet

r" Ay -nﬁ' Lhavien, Smit

E. K. HALL,

White's No.
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