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the pane the rain drops beat.
hunter beats the wood,

Me is 8 yonth of good saddress,
For he is dressed (o won,

And as he's there his suit to press,
Her suit he presses too,

To press his suit he is ot slow
fast the moments iy,
But when he turis the lamp down low
Her volor rises high.

To Kiss her lips, those rosebuds rare,

* Dliss, e thinks, would be

And hie would freely Kiss her were
shie: with her Kisses M,

But in the gloom, foom eight (o ten,
From -i;zlint to ten takes hie;

They see s well lo court as when
They courtexd by the soan.

H

f

Oh! witching hours, ol ! honeyed love,
Wiho eares that summer’s Hown
When one beside the paarlor stove
Can sit aml holid his owne?
— Pemtem € Cowrier,

THE DECEIVER.

An Episode of a Young Artist's Life in
Paris.

By Alphonse Daudet: | have loved one
woman in my life, the painter said one
day. I spent five yoars of perfect happi-
ness and peaceful and fruitful Fanquility
with her. 1 may say that to her | owe my
present celebrity, so casy was work and so
spontancous was inspiration by her side,
Even whoen I first met her she seemed to
have been mine from time immemorial.
Her beauty, her character were the realiza-
tion of all my dreams,. That woman never
left me: she died in my Louse, in my arms
loving 1o the last.  Well, when I think of
her, it is with a feeling of rage. If I strive
to recall bor, the same a= 1 ever saw her
during those five years in all the radiance
of love, with her lithe, yielding figure, the

lded pallor of her checks, her oriental

ewish features, regular and delicate in
the soft roundness of her face, r slow
speech as velvety an her glance, if [ seck
o em thet charming vision, it is only
in order the more fireely to ery to it: *1
hate you!™

Her name was Clotilde, At the house
of the mutual aeguaintances where we
[l she was known under the name of

me Deloche, nnd was said to be the
widow of a captain in the merchant ser-
vice. Indeed, she appeared to have trav-
eled a great deal. In the course of con-
versation, she would suddenly say: When
I was at Tampico: or e¢lse: Onee in the
harbor at Valparaiso, Buat apart from
this, there was no trace in her iunanners or
language of a wandering existence, noth-
ing betrayed the disomder or procipitation
of sudden departure or abrupt returns,
She was a thorongh Parisian, dressed in
wrfect good taste, without any of those
MIrNOOses or cecotiirie sacapes by which
one pecognizes the wives e-‘ oflicers amd
sailors who are always arvayved in travel-
ing costume, !
Chen 1 found that 1 lovedd her, my lirst, |
my only idea was to ask her in marriage, |
some one spoke in my behalf,  See simply |
replicd that she would never marry again,
Heneceforth 1 avoided meoting her; amd as
my thoughts were too wholly absorbed
and occupicd by her o allow me to work,
I determained to travel, 1 was busily en-
gaged in preparations for my departure,
when one morning, in my own apartinent,
in the midst of all the litter of opencd
drawers atd seattered trunks, to my great
surprisc, I saw Madivme Deloche enwer.

“Why are you leaving ™" she said softly.
“Beeause yon love n 1 also love. 1
love you. Ouly (and here her voice
shook o litte iy 1 am marricd.”  And
she told me her history.

It was o romance of love and descertion,
Her husband drank, struck her! At thoe
end of three years they had  separated,
Her family, of whom she seemed very
proud, held a high position in Paris, but
ever sinee her marriage hoad refusaed wo re-
ceive her, She was the niccee of the chief
rabhi. Her rister, the widow of & superior
officer, id married for the second time o
chief ranger of the woods and forests of
Saint-Germain,  As for her, ruined by her
hushband, she had fortunately had o very
thorough cducation and possessod some
accomplislunents, by which she was able
to augment her resources.  She gave
music lessons in various rich houses of
the Chaussee d*Antin and  Faunbourg
Saint Honore, and gained an ample liveli-
hood.

1 her story was touching, although some-
what lengihy, full of the pretly repeti-
tions, the anterminable  ioncidents that
centangle femine discourse.  Diadeed, shic
took several days to relate it. 1 had hired
for us two a little house in the avenue de
'lmperatrice, standing between the silent
strects and peaceful lawns. 1 could have
spent a year listening to and looking at
her without a thought for my work. She
was the first to send me back 1o my stidlio,
and I could not prevent her from again
taking up her lessons. 1 was touched by
her concern for the digoity of e life. 1
admired the proud spirit, notwithstand-
ing I could not help being rather humili-
uted at her expressed determination to
owe nothing save to her own exertions,
We were therefore separated all day long,
and ouly met in the evening in our little

With what joy did I not return home,
what impatience [ felt when she was late,
and how happy 1 was when 1 found her

before me! She would bri me

bougquets and choice flowers from
her journcys to Paris. Often 1 pressed

her some present, but_she laughin

e o her, de-

h'r“m:«r “’nu up rot:l;:uu mﬁ
r. and was eom
dramatic situations. Ebru- idle lﬁ:-elh

ly excuse this

foreseen.

Onee only did a suspicion or rather a

mtiment eross my mind, One Sun-

ing she failed to return home.
espair. What eould I do? Go to
Saint-Germain? 1 might compromise
her. Nevertheless, after a dreadful night
of anguish, 1 had decided on starting,
when she arrived, lunkinf pale and wor-
riedd. Her sistor was ill, she had been
obliged to stay and nurse her. | believed
all she told me, not distrusting the over-
flow of worls called forth by the slightess
question, which swamped the principal
matter in a deluge of idle details; such as
the hour of arrvival, the rudeness of a
guard, the lateness of the train. Twice or
three timmes in the same week, she re-
turned to Saint-Germain and slept there ;
then, her sister's illness over, she re-
sumed her regular and peaceful ex-
istence,

Unfortunately, shortly after this she in
her turn fell ill. She eame back one day
from her lessons, shivering, wet and
fevered. [Inflamation of the lungs st in:
from the first her case was serious, and
soon—the doctor told me—hopeless. My
despair was maddening. Then I shoughs
only of soothing her last moments., The
family she loved so well, of whieh she
Wils 80 {')rmnj. 1 would bring to her death-
bed. Without letting her know, 1 first
wrote to her sister at Saint-Germain, and
1 went off as once myself to her uncle, the
chief rabbi. [ bhard remember at what
unreasonable hour reached his house,
Great catastrophies shrow such & con-
fusion into life an’d.'_\g-ﬂ every detail. 1
fancy the good i was dining. He
came out inte the hall, wondering and
amazed, o speak 1o me.

“Monsieur,” 1 said to him, “there are
moments when all hatred must cease.”

He turned his venerable face towards me
with a bewildered look.

I resumed :

“*Your niece is llyiur ™

“My niece! But | have no niece; you
are mistaken.”

*Oh, sir! I implore you, lay aside all
foolish family rancor. [ am speaking of
Mudame Deloche, the wife of Captain

* 1 do not know Madame Deloche. You
are mistaken, my son, I assure you.”

And he gently pushed me towarnd the
door, taking me for a hoaxer or & mad-
nan. 1 must in fact have appeared ve

. What I heard was so .m.-s.u-u-ff:

s#0 terrible. She had lied to me, then,
Wherefore? Suddenly an idea flashed
across me. 1 directed the cabman to

drive me to the address of one of those
pupils of whom she had so often “noken
to me, the daughter of a well-snown

upon

ly said she was richeor n 1; andin truth
ber s must bhave heen very well
paid, for she nlways dressed in an expen-
sively nt manner, and the black
dresses which, with uettish care for

xion and style of beauty she
Elm had the dull softness of velvet,
brilliancy of satin and jet, a confusion

of silken lace, which revealed o the as-

ity, a world .sl' fem‘i“l - leg:t:t;:tl“p{::
« nine o n

thousand shades contained in a single

Mercover her occupation was by no
means laborious, she said. All her pupils,
daughters of bankers or stockbrokers,
loved and respected her; and many a time
she would show me a bracelet or a rin
that had been presented as a mark
gratitude for her care. Except for our

wWe never one another, and we

went nowhere. Only on Snnljnyn she
went off (o Saint Germain to see her sis-
ter, the wife of the Chief Ranger, with
whom she was now reconciled. 1 would
asccompany her to the station. She would
same evening, and often in the

summer days we would to meet

at some station on the way, the river
side or in the woods. She would tell me

banker,

I inguiredd of the servant. *Madame

| Deloche 2

*There is no one here of that name,™

*Yes, | know that. It is a Lkuly who
gives musice lessons to your young ivlies."™

“We have no young laufit-u here, not
even a piano. | don't know what you
mean.'”

Aud he angrily shut the door in my
face.

I made no further inquiries,
of mecting with the same answer, the
same disappointment.  On my return to
our little house they gave me a letter with
the postimark of Saint-Germain. 1 opened
it, instinctively guessing  the contents,
The Chief Ranger also had no knowledge
of Madame Deloche. Morcover, bhe had
neither wife nor ehild.
This was the last blow.
years cach of her words

1 felt sure

Thus for five
bad been a lie,
A thousand jealous thoughts took pos-
session of mwe, and madly, hardly know-
ing what I was about, 1 entersd the room
in which she was dying. Al the gues-
tions that were torturing me burst forth
over the bed of suffering.  “*Why did you
T' to Saint Germain on Sundays ? Where
did you spend your days? Where did

you spemnd that night?  Come, answer
"
me.

And 1 bent over her, seeking in the

depths of her still and beautiful eyes the
answers that 1 awaited with anguish, but
she remained mute and impassive,
I resumed, trembling with rage:
never gave any lessous. T have been
everywhere, Nobody knows you, Whenee
came that money, those laces, those jew-
els?" She threw me a glancee full of de-
spaviring sadness, and that was all. In
truth, 1 ought to have spared her and al-
lowed her to die in peace. But 1 had
lovedd her to well; my jealously was
stronger than my pity. I continued : “For
five years yon have deceived me, lying to
me every day, every hour. You knew my
whole life and T knew nothing of yours
nothing, not even your name; for it is not
yvours, is it, the name you bear? Ah, liar!
linr! What, she is going to die, and [ do
not even know by what name to call her!
Come, tell e who you are. Whenee came
vou?  Why did you intruade into my life ?
Speak! Tell me something!,”

Vain efforts. Instead of answering she
with ditfficulty turned her face to the wall,
as though she feared that her last glance
might betray her secret. And thus the
unhappy ecreature died. Died without a
word, liar to the lnst!

DIVORCED BEFORE SHE KNEW IT.

She Told Her Hushand to “Ge St Thun-
der When Informed,
From the Chicago Inter-Ocean,

For the past two weeks the case of Mea.
George Stahle, charging her husband with
unlawfully living with another woman,
has been hanging fire at the Armory po-
lice court because of the officers on the
case not bheing able to find the woman.
Yesterday the trinl was ealled up for the
third time and Mrs. Stahle asked for an-
other continuance., Justice Prindiville
ref to grant the request and ordered
the trial to proceed.

“Your honor, as 1 undersmand it,” said
Attoney Linscott, *“this complainant is

- w-utinu her htl‘urnml -IiE“ o to secure
urther evidence to be usaed in divorce pro-
ceedings.  If she had kept as elose watch
on the divorce matter as she has on this
case she :llrmnl& k nowltluit aln" in o divorced
woman, the decree having been gra
Saturday last.™ " - o

*“*What, have [ secured a decree? Is it
true 7%

"-ii?e was banded a newspaper account
of it.

* There, now, G
thunder,” she said to
am free, free, free, Juc
g0, fulr I nu_lulmw -?i“l:“ﬂl A

And, smiling an ughing, the fo
Mrs. Stahle lﬂ“;.i[ml out of tig- du--kf ::::.‘:1:

“*You

« You can go to
*r husband, *1
v It thin case

about her visit, the children's good looks,

giving George another glance.

A WOMAN LAWYER.

aports an ex-, only 1o find that her confl-
denee and trust had been betrayed and
that he wouldn't marry her at all. She
had a big bale of incriminating and red-
headed letters, which she was prepared o
swing on him as right and lefs bower, both
acea and the joker. I didn's want o tackle
it, sn I ealmed her grief, wi away her
tears, gave her some simelling salis, and

“‘You want revenge ™'

Lol 'I r'a.mngn! ¥

*tAnd damages 7’

* *Yes, heavy damages!’

“ sAh! my dear m.m’ lul:i'.
B

IF CRillse My Oowil.
ines on a sheet of r, §
and addressed it. ‘Take shis letter to the
address given. This lady is at the head of
the Washington bar as a re tative of

1 will make
1 a few
lowredd

her sex. She will pursue  this man to the
hillu-rrml. She will be a tiger on his
trinck.

*T'he young woman departed in as good
spirits as could have been expected, and
my learned sister ot the bar took the case.
I heard nothing more of it for a month
and concluded it been settled outside.
One day 1 met the sister.

* *Well, what has become of my young
lady ?* 1 asked.

“Oh,.she has gone back to Booerumguin-
my with §1,000.

'::l"h«- denece you say! How did you do

*(Oh, 1 sat down and wrote that bhase
villain and betrayer of innocence a letter.
He paid no attention to it. It is only the

fifteenth ease of the sort 1 have had. Oh,
these wicked congressmen, They
pay any attension so the first letter. 1 do

not expect them to. But the second one
always fetches ‘em. [ wrote the second
one. My! he couldn’s around soon
(-ll:’m.mh. He l‘: ’ slm and 'l.hl.-n l;:cned
t telegrap a w way from i7" 4
Branch, » second letter fixed him. He
planked down two thou—"

*How much did you say the girl took
away 7'

“Two thousand dollars. 1 did
charge the poor dear one red cent.”

BY NO MEANS ABASHED.

The sSimple Way in Whicrh a Chicage Child

Asked the Preacher to Pass the Butter.
From the Chicago Herald.

Harriett Beecher Stowe's son, Rev.
Charles B. Stowe, of Hartford, Conn, mes
with an experience the other evening
which completely nonplussed him.

One evening quite recently he dined

with Mrs. J. W. Boardman, proprietress of
the Hotel Woodrafl. Visiting Mrs. Board-
man is a cute little niece about 5 years
old. She is o regular catterbox and makes
many bright remarks during the day.
Fearing lest the child would astonish the
preacher by some outlandish saying her
annt warned her to keep mum during the
dinner.
“he admonition was listened to with
awe, and at the table the little one searce-
Iy dared look at Mr. Stowe, not wishing
to commit a supposed =in.  'While the ser-
vant was ahsent from the room, the little
wirl noticadd there was no butter on her
simall pink dish.

She didn®t mind holding her tonggoae, bat
to eat bread without butter—that would
never do,. She took a survey of the table,
amdd lo and behold, the butter«dish was
directly in front of the preacher, Wist-
fully ul‘m gazedd at both for a few secounds,
Never in her brief existence did she ap-
pear so pensive.  Then gathering all here
courage and clearing her throat, she said:

“Dear pastor, won't you ’;‘-l-.-nm-. for
Christ's sake, pass the butter

Rev. Mr. Stowe never received such a
shock. He leaned over in his chair to pick
up his napkin, which, of course, had not
fallen. Mres. Boardman must at that mo-
ment arrange a window ecurtain,and other
puests were siddenly  troubled with o
friendly cough.

Little Mabel, self-satisfleed that she had
done the proper caper, was the only one
at the table who could positively prove
that she was alive,

not

-

A FEMININE JOKE.

Two Chicago Girls Whe Curled Their Vis-
iter's Hair While He Slept.
From the Chicago Mail.

I met a friend who always looks rather
chipper the other day and asked him why
he wore his hat tilted down on his nose.

SWell,” he said, *it's just like this: In
the first place there were two of us, and
my friend said he’d like to have me take
him down to see some girls 1 knew on
Oakwoml avenuae, Of course, | agreed
and we went, Now, by the way, did you,
on the dead square, ever see a girl with
sense 1 mean good, sound man's sense 7
Of course you didn't. 1 thought I did
when 1 met these people. Finest girls |
ever saw and I got to be right at home in
the house. Well, I wasn't feeling any too
well when 1 got there and  after awhile 1

woent out  in the back wrlor and
laid down on the  sofa. Then
one of the girls came out  and

when 1 told her I was sick she said she
was real sorry, and the wl, kind erea-
ture drew up a chair and sat down beside
me* st commenced to rab my forehead.
Now, | know I ain't built like a fool, but
hanged if | didn't go to sleep. Couldn't
help it for the life me.

“] don't know how long [ slept, but I
dreamed I wasa agnin and 'lhlu'hing
on' the back of a 'bus, and that the driver
had swiped me across the forehead with
his whip. Did 1 wake up? Well, I should
say so. And what do you suppose it was?
A red-hot, sizzling curling iron that those
female jokers had been eurling my hair
with while I was asleep. [ turned my
head and they didn't know any better
than to let go of the thing and it hung onto
my forelock and baked me. I've got sense
enough to cover up the wound with
hat, so folks won't think I'm a bran
eriminal, that's all."

" Thirty Deer at a Time.
From the New York Evening World.

I waa in the Rockies in the winter of *77.
Went there in quest of health. I had n
good rough and ready man with me fora
guide. He was a Cheyenne man and had
spent all his life on the plains and in the
diggings.

We started out from Placer one morn-
ing loaded for big game. We went up the
Vita Pass till we got where there woaas
lota of snow and then struck out into the
wilderness on  the mountains. We
tramped an hour or two and it began to
BNOW great guns,

Sud(‘only we came toa gully and in it
were a herd of deer, sheltered from the
storm by a little clump of trees, Bill
Marks walked around to the other side of
that gully and gave a signal and we began
to fire our repeaters.

OF course t‘w deer fled, but after all was
over we went down into the valley and

found that no less than 30 deer had fallen.
This isn't much of & story, but it's true.

MRS. HARRISON'S BR!C-A-BRAC.

The Quaint and Brases Bhe
m the White »
From the Washingion Hiar.
mllﬁ: furniture that
purchased m-lln-wrh-
she was there during Mra. Lord’s illness,
nwmdm-ﬂdm&
in the Nantuchet vocabulary a
“low boy." It veral drawers in

]

f
g

ita bhroad sop, with polished brass
the graceful arching spindling legs of
%m“:'lu'wmﬂ:hrde hkﬁ.mh-
ish-yellow ting, and has & - five

of FEngla :l' beef he:

A 1 Oore > eVer-y

1776. A spinning-wheel set m

hooks for a hall rack is also a

Mrs. Harrison's purchases at Martha's

Vineyard., Mrs., Harrison had on approval

on Saturday an exquisitively fashioned sil-
ined cup that she had ordered

inches high, in solid silver, and the out-
side is chased in a « of elirysanthe-
mums in low relief. rs. Harrison re-
turned it to the maker to be suitably en-
rravml. Another pretty silver piece which
wd a  position n Mra. Harrison's
bowdior table is the souvenir log cabin
presented to the president when he visit-
ed Baltimore this summer. It was quietly
handed to him in its mualherry-morocco
blue satin-lined ecase. It is about two
inches square, and is a perfect eabin and
suitably engraved.
A MATN DRUGGIST.
Why a Jacksonville Chemint Mined His
Perfumery.

From the Jacksonville Metropwlis,

There is a druggist in this city who is in
danger at the hands of two young ladies
upon whom he recently played a most
outrageous trick.

Among the other features of this drug-
gist's counter display is an unusually fine
and costly line of perfumery. For the
past week he noticed that two very viva-
cious, preity and well dressed g ladies
who made uent visits to his store were
in the habit of nom.-hahnll{ lu;}pl ng them-
selves 1o the odorous liguid. hey would
drop in 0 make some such purchase as
five cents’ worth of ehewlnﬁ gum or ten
cents' worth of stamps, and while Mr.
Druggist was waiting ?n them, each
fair one would seize a “*Mary Sumart,” or
“New-Mown Hay" bottle and splash the
contents upon the dainty handkerchiefs of

the twain.

Of course these triflic thefts are
woman's little vi b t, just the
same, the dm t wasn't inclined to let

them go unchallenged. He determined to
head vivacious ung ladies who
were playing havoe with his profits on
rfumery. And he did it in the most ef-
cctual, if eruel, mynner. One morning
he removed all the perfumery bottles
from the counter. He then substituted a
large bottle labeled *Breath of the Rose,"
or something of that sort, and flled it
with a most vile decoction. It contained
asafoetida, did this decoction, and other
elements equally sickening. So shrewdly
was the mixture componnded, however,
that it would not develop its nauseating
effects exeept under the influence of slight
warinth, such as that afforded by a pocket.
T hat dday the ‘,-mmu livdlie= paid their usaal
call. Flouncing into the store, they made
a trivial parchase, hastily saturated their
hanelkerchiefs, and dashed out to eateh o
sissing streot car, utuillmlz the delicate
vits of lace and linen into their pockets,

The young ladies had scarcely seated
themselves before the asafoetida combin-
ation began to get in its deadly work, The
odlor became sickening, but no one knew
whenee it came. One man mumbled some-
thir about limberger cheese, another
made a facetions remark about a glue
factory, and one and all the passengers
wondered and suffered. The conductor
racked his brain to find _a solution of the
malodorous mystery.  No solution. All
at once one of the aforesaid young ladies
happened to draw out her handkerchief.
She dropped it, and dropped it suddenly,
with a shriek and a gasp. The mystery
wias solved. A moment later the car was
stopped, and, amid a roar of laughter,
blushing, rn.nping. and almost fainting,
the two unfortunates got off. drug-
gist was never again molested.

MUST BE QUANGLE WANGLES.
Fish From New York Which Eat Ice
Cream and Beans,

From the New York Sun.,

Nobady vwisits Lake Pennesscowassee,
the prettiest point in Oxford county, N.
Y., without going to see Miss Emma
Smith's natural aquarinm. The young
lady is the possessor of Tanglewood, o
picturesque eottage on  the western shore
of the pona. She spends the season at
Tanglewood cottage, and takes pleasure
in ealtivating this rather remarkable
nquurium.

The aguarinum had & small beginning,
but it has become great.  This is the
third season of her cottage life, and she
noticed at the begining that the sunfish
chubs _and horned trout liked to llmi
around the little dock. They were care-
fully encouraged to come by liberal dona-
tions of crumbs and feed seraps, until
this year the number attracted to the
landing reaches up into the bundreds.
Two or three have become sufficiently
reckless to allow themselves to be picked
up by the fair hands of Miss Maud Allen,
a fearless young lady of Boston, who re-
wards each one by feeding it with beans
from a spoon. The latest experiment
tried on the fish was to test their taste for
ice cream. They fought to get at the
wmmln‘_t:poun ils after a couple of

tastes - oy hit &
horned trout t where ves.
he trout are in the majority in the col-
1, chubs come nex sunfish lass
in order of numbers and Some !
of the chubs are a foot long, and this ie
the average h of the trout. The lnt-
ter are .ﬂﬂnﬁ horribly obese and roll
around weightily. They occasionally try

off wi nk fi be ng to
S e Loks and GiEls ese: ookive
"Tn.: they Il:uﬂli,th-l itean's .I;n had.
" The black bass and

pond is refuse to
m?kd.hl.:nw accepting this profuse hos-

pitality. B T
A Chloroform Amnitdote.
From the 8t. Louis Globe-Democrat.

You never hear of a man dying in France
while under the influence of chloroform.
Several years ago a patient in a Paris hos-
pital was undergoing an operation, when
the chloroform seemed to be having too
great an influence over his heart. An old
nurse from the country who was present
raived his feet and lowered his head. In
Iy flew -numdn t‘he slmlnnt.ion became nor-

‘Ild‘ o siinple ren or precau-
o' bas been adopted I hundreds of
cases since and always with success.

When -ﬂm lady of ;;se house .im a Co-
n the ntleman of the
II:.“...-"'L eminmwdown town that

evening.

FRASER & CHALMERS -

—CHICRGO—

MINING MACHINERY |

HOISTING ENGINES

Geared and Direct Acting,

Prospecting and Development Hoists. Builders of

IMPROVED AIR COMPRESSORS,

—AND—

- Wire Jramways -

True Yanning Machines and Embrey Concentrator. Electric Light Planta.
Agents for Rand Rock Drills and Compressors, Otis Elovators, Knowles’
Pumps, Root Blowers, Kingsland & Douglas Saw Mills. Penunasylvania
Diamond Drill and Mfg. Co. Baragwanath Heaters.

SHAY PATENT LOCOMOTIVES,

United States Electric Light Co. New Haven Machine Tools. Masea
Reducing Valves.

L. C. TRENT,

GENERAL WESTERN MANAGER.

SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH.

Sole Weatern Agenta for

Tyler Wire Works Double Crimped Mining Cloth.

o -

E. C. FREYSCHLAG & CO.

Burt & Packard and Laird, Schober & Mitchell's
FINE SHOES AND SLIPPERS.

0 * Desirin
Goods and :
continue our sale of Clothing at Actual Cost until every garment is

sold.

to close out our entire stock of Clothin
andle nothing but Boots and Shoes exclusively, we wi

If you need a suit, a pair of pants, or an overcoat.

CLOSING OUT SALE

—0OF —

CLOTHING

—AND—

FURNISHING GOODS.

aud Furnishin

See ous

prices before you buy and save money. ‘

E.C. FREYSCHLRERG & CO.,

Next Door to Bank, - -

Anaconda, Mont.

@ __9© r1

If you want

the best News-

paper in the State

of Montana, subscribe for

@ Jhe Standard @

Its rates are ten dollars
a year, three do

lars a quarter, or

$1 a month.

ANDERSON & THOMAS.
Contractors and Builders

PFlaning Mill East End of Town.

R. MANDOL.,

WHOLRBSALE AND RETAIL DRALRSR &N

CHOICE FAMILY GROCERIES,

Exeelieat Fresh Fruits and Table Vegeinbies
@O00D WINES, LIQUORS AND DOMES-
99C AND IMPORTED CIGARS.
Finst STRRET - ANACONDA, Mowe.

ELEGANT FURNISHED ROOMS

—AT—

TH6é DELMONICO.
THE HANDSOMEST IN ANACONDA

At Reasonable Rates.

Main Street, Near Front. CHAS. BERTSEE

S,
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