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PAULA’S ANSWER,

Raula, with ruffled apron pinned over
her hesd, was out on the back porch
gathering morning-glory seed. The wind
mt’. up through the withered leaves

dry stalks, and rustled them with a

mournful sound; the sparrows in the
ivy, which clamored to the eaves,chirped
with a sorrowful cadence, as though la-
menting the passing of the Summer.
Even the old house dog, Jack, lay with
his head betwixt his paws, as though he
sniffled & dreary melancholy in the Au-
tumn air. Slowly the black, beady seeds
rattled out from their diy husks and
dropped into the rosy palm, while the
pretsy face above them was downcast,
and the brown eyes more threatening of
a storm than the leaden-gray Autumn
2ky.
“Pinin' like, for the city, and needs
livenin® up a bit, J reckon,” said good
Aunt Debby, as she sent Paula ito the
isp morning air, much as she would
& child out to play. “I must ask
Dr. Stone about her; she’s looked pimpin’
these three weeks.”

‘As good fortune would have it, at
that identical moment Dr. Stone came
up the road, jogging leisurely along be-
hind his gray horse, singing softly to
himself. Paula saw him from behind
her screen of morning glory vines on the
porch, and of a sudden the world seemed
to brighten. She almost felt the warmth
of sunshine. .Jack roused himself with
a start, and bounded off to meet the
new-comer, and, although Molly McGil-
lup was singing across the way as she
scoured the pewter spoons in the wood-
shed, even those hearty tones could not
wholly drown the tender pathos of the
doctor's voice, as he softly hummed:

“Oh, thaw with beams of love divine,

This heart, this stubborn heart of mine!"

It was very silly, of course, to blush
when no one was looking, but Paula did
blush vividly, and then said to herself :
“He's » great goose, anyway !” though
why she called him a goose was certainly

" remarkable, and not in the least appli-
cable to such a man as Dr. John Stone.

Paula watched him as he stepped from
the buggy, stooped to pat Jack’s shaggy
head and say: * “Good fellow! old
Jack?” and then came lumbering' up the
door-walk. “Lumbering,"Paula called it,
because she was always trying to find
the most disagreeable terms to apply to
the doctor, nowadays. And she remem
bered how she had watched him the first
Sabbath she sat in the little Hollylands
church, when he rose with the choir to
sing, and she wondered if his head
would not go to the ceiling, and if the
little woman beside him was not stand-
ing on a pile-of singing books in order
to see the miusic he held for her.

Therehas been times when she thought
better of him, when she had become
well acquainted, and had learned how
fascinating he cduld be in conversation.
How he knew about every country, and
could picture scenes, which had always
seemed dull to her in so life-like a man-
ner, and they were as beautiful paintings
by a master hand. He had knowledge,
too, of books, of musie, of people, and
Paula knew, better than many another,
how imaginative, how tender hearted and
true to his manhood was apparently this
commonplace doctor,

Many a long drive they had taken to-

er in the late summer, and Paula
had told him of her city home, her gay
companions, and the constant rourd of
calls, parties, opera and theatre-going
that made her life one constant whirl of

excitement, until she came to spend a

few quiet months with her aunt in the

country, and rest for anether Winter of
dissipation. - Of & sudden he had bent
his head until his eyes could search her
own, and asked in a voice that visibly
trembled with emotion: “Doyoucare for
it all so much, Paula, or could you be
bappy away from the city’s gayetyl

Could a home and a heart of love ever

take the place of admiration and excite-

menti”

Quite startled out of her ordinary self-
possession, Paula had seen that this man
was terribly in earnest, that what she
had regarded as merely a passing sum-
mer flirtation, had become a matter of
life and death to him, and, vexed with
herself and her lover, she had given him
to understand in the most pointed man-
ner that she detested the country, "It
wes all very well when the sun was
shining and the earth green and beauti-
ful, when flowers were in bloom every-
where, and people were kind and agree;
able. But when these things faded, and
dark days came, and dreary winds and
winter, when people one had learned to
like as friends had turned to lovers, and
so made themselves disagreeable, then it
was all changed, and she could be glad
to get away from everything and every
body associated with her life for the past
few months, and never see the country

*Very much shockdlat this rude awak-
ening from his dream of happiness, Dr.
Stone had set her down at her aunt’s
door that sunny afternoon, and driven
slowly homeward, with a pain at his
heart that plainly showed itself in his
honest face. He had even resented her
softly spoken plea:—

"% e shall be friends yet, doctor, shall
we not?” :

“Friends! do not talk to me of friends.
You have played with a man’s heart as
o child with & toy, and when tired threw

il it away. Friends, indeed! you have
5 made me hate the sight of your pretty,

| false face.” . e
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why she had stayed on st Hollylands,
why all the joy had gone out of her|
heart, and why, but a moment ago, a
thrill had comie into her life, and made
the day more fair when the doctor came
into sight. It must be love—it must, it
must be, And she never could have a
place in his heert, now, for he had told
her he hated the very sight of her
“pretty false face,” and would not even
be friends any more,

“Paula!” it was Aunt Derby's voice.
“Dr. Stone is here.”

“Yes, ma'am, answered Paula, still
shelling away at the morning-glory seed
as though the whole door yard wust be
planted that very day.

“Paula, arn't you coming? The doctor
wants to see you.”

“O—o0—h." and Paula dropped the
seed, unpinned her apron her off head,and
went into the kitchen with a very flusned
face—but then she had been out in the
wind, you know.

Dr. Stone stood by the fireplace.  He
shook hands in a very professional way,
looked at his patient critically, asked a
few questions as to appetite and exer-
cise, left a half-dozen powders to be taken
at intervals, and remarked, as he took
his leave, that he hardly thought it a
case where a doctor’s attention was re-
quired, and that, unless especially re-
quested, he should not deem it necessary
to call again.

That last remark touched Paula.

“Of course you needn’t call again!”
she flashed out, utterly regardless of
Aunt Derby's presence or consternation,
“I'd sooner die than be saved by vou,
and if Ido want a physician’s care I
ghall have one who is tried and true to
vreseribe for me, for I am going home
to-morrow,”

‘With this spirited announcement she
flung herself down in uncle’s arm-chair
and burst into tears; while Dr. Stone,
with the coolest bow and most frigid
“good-morning,” stepped into his buggy
and drove away.

That very afternoon Paula started off,
unbeknown to Aunt Derby, for a long
winlk. There was a green-house some
two and a half miles out the old Holly-
lands road, which contained some plants
of a rrre variety, which she had set her
heart upon ecarrving back to the city.
Two and a half miles were nothing to
Paula, and she made her purchases, then
sat a while to rest with the old Scotch-
man aml his wife, and partake of a slice
of their caten bread and a bowl of milk,
before she turned homeward.

“There's a nearer road,” said old Jus-
tin, as he was about to bid her good-by;
“you'll need it, too. Only see how the
wind has risen, and there's already snow
in the air. It'll be a tough walk home
in the face of such a storm.”

But Paula laughingly assured him
she liked a stiff breeze, and did not mind
walk at all, though she would take the
nearest way he pointed out. And off
she went, down the mountain side and
through the pasture, out of sight.

For a half mile or so Paula tramped
briskly along, not feeling the cold. But
the wind was biting, and constantly
blew her wrapping away, and by this
time the snow came a blinding sleet iuto
her face, almost driving her back. Still
she kept on and on, holding fast to the
little plants which Justin had carefully
wrapped to keep the cold from them.
But the road was a strange one, and she
vainly wished she had taken the familiar
highway, even had it been further. It
wias gmwing dark early, too, and Paula’s
heart, which had not been brave that
day, began rapidly to grow traitorous,
and she felt very much like erying
Tears would have frozen, though, on her
cheeks, so she pushed on, hoping soon to
come on the traveled highway.

Wilder and wilder grew the winds,
rushing and whistling down the moun-
tain side; thicker and faster came the
gnow, and colder and colder became the
little hands that elasped the treasured
plants. A mile, it may have been, had
been passed, and already it was dark.
She could never face that fearful storm
a mile and a half further. It was use-
less to hold out any longer. In utter
despair she threw down her plants and
dropping on a fallen log by the roadside
commenced to sob bitterly.

Above all the roaring of the wind,
and the wild rushing of the Hollylands
creek, at that moment the rumble of
wheels came to her ear. She started up
wildly. 'Was relief at hand! Yes; there
through the blinding snow mist she
could see a something coming towards
her, and with renewed energy she swung
her scarlet searf high above her head.

The something proved to be a man
with a horse and buggy, driving rapidly
down, the road. Hesaw her. He stopped
his horse in amazement at the sudden
apparition. And then—oh, horrors!—it
was Dr. Stone.

For an instant Paula wished she had
died before he came. But he had jumped
from the buggy and was close beside her
before he discovered whom he was be-
friending,

“0 Dr. Stone! It's I—but I'm almost
frozen—and—and—you'll take me home,
won't youl”

There was something very pathetic in
her appeal, but he took no note of it
ouly said, coldly—-

“Uertainly, Miss Derwent; you ean
hardly imagine that I wounld let a human
being perish when I could save them by
80 simple & means.” Without another
word he lifted her into the buggy, drew
the heavy robes about her, and drove on
as rapidly as was possible in such a |
storm,

Not & word was spoken. It was bad
enough to be chilled by the cold; it was
mfinitely worse to be chilled by such
reserve, and as o sense of desolation
swept over her; Paula found that tears
were chasing eachotherdown her cheeks.
She tried, as best her numbed hands
would allow, to find her handerchief, and
failing in that, she drew a corner of the
rope hastily across her face. Instantly
the great, silent fieure was on the alert
and active. Leaving his horse to take
his own course, Dr. Stone had drawn
the two aching little hands from their
gloves, was pressing them between his
own warm palms.

“Panla, Paula, poor child! don't ery.
I was a brute, and you are nearly per-
ished with cold.” And then he drew
the little unresisting figure close to him,
and whistled the old gray to go faster,
and assured Paula that they would very
soon reach a where she should
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tips, and it seemed to her, hugged close
%ﬂ“ coat, and she would
gladly almost to death agan to be
rescued by such a doctor.

“Paula,” he said, at length, after he
had rubbed the little hands to a glow,
wishing all the while that he could kiss
them, and after he had watched the
color come creeping back to the Pretty

wished he might kiss that, too. “Paula,
did you really mean those dreadful,
dreadful words this morning, that you
would sooner die than have me save
you1”

Quickly Paula sat erect.

“Dr, Stone,” she said, tremulously,
“did you really mean those dreadful,
dreadful words you said that day, that
you hated the very sight of my—my—
pretty, false facel”

“GGod knows I did not. No; Paula,
Paula! I love you better than anvthing
on earth beside. Can't you learn in
time to love me, just a little, Paulal”

And Paula’s answer was:—

“] can never, never learn to love you,
for I've loved you ever since you told
me you hated me you hated me, Doctor
John."

The Loundon Liqnor Traflic.

It is estimated that were all the gin
palaces and other drinking places in the
metropolis put side by side, they would
extend 100 miles. A “public house”
stands at every street corner; it is im-
possible to walk three minutes in any
direction in any part of London without
passing one or more liquor shops.  Their
gaudy signs and glaring gas lamps stare
vou in the face, go which way you wili.
“Publies” were, in olden times, intended
to “furnish meat and drink for man and
beast ;” but nowadays the “‘meal for
man and beast” is conspicuous by its ad-
sence, In no city in the world are the
facilities for obtaining alechol in all its
forms so great as in this “City of
Towns.” A total abstainer i3 quite a
curiosity; men drink, women drink,
children drink, The poorest man must
have his beer to his dinner and supper|
(m some of the agricultural counties
they take beer to breakfast.) The
worst feature of the liquor traffic in this
country is its relation to the family
Search England through and I will
guarantee that in ninety-nine cases out
of every hundred you will find it & reg-
ular custom to keep wine or beer in
larger or smaller quantities. It is taken
to dinner, luncheon and supper, equally
in the lowest as in the highest circles
To ask a man to your house, and not
offer him drink in some form, is to be
considered at once as most inhospitable.
Alcohol is the balm in Gilead used to
soothe the ruffled spirits of enemies, the
cementer of friendshipe, the seal upon
bargains, the form of gratuity of Cabby
who drives your Honor, or the man who
delivers your coal, and the panacea for
all the ills that flesh is heir to.

Some years ago in the belief that it
would lesson the enormous amount of
public drinking, an act was passed au-
thorizing grocers to sell beer, wines and
spirits in quantities not less than a whole
buttle, on condition that the liguor was
not drank on the premises. This may
have lessened the quantity drunk in pub-
lie, but it is complained that it has given
an opportunity to women and others for
private tippling, who would otherwise be
free from the temptation. Efforts have
also been made to reduce the evil by
contracting the lhours wherein liguor
might be sold. A growing party, rep-
resented in Parliament by Sir Wilfrid
Lawson, are in favor of pressing a local
permissive bill; but such legislation is
regarded with great jt-:.luusy as an in-
fringement of the liberty of the subject,
and it is very unlikely to become a law
so long as a govermmgnt with such strong
“mmperial” instincts as Lord Beacons-
field's is in office.

-

The Art of Conversation,

One of the greatest pleasures of life
i8 conversation; and the pleasures of
conversation are of course enhanced by
every increase of knowledge; not that
I we should meet together to talk of alka-
lies and angels, or to add our stock of
history o1 philology, though a little of
these things is no bad ingredient in con-
versation; but let the subject be what it
may, there is always a prodigious differ-
ence between the conversation of those
who have not enjoyed this advantage,
Education gives fecundity of thought,
copiousness of illustration, quickness,
vigor, fancy, words, images, and illus-
tration; it decorates every .cominon
thing, and gives the power of trifling
without becoming undignified and ab-
surd. The sulijects themselves may not
be wanted, upon which the talents of an
educated man have been exercised; but
there is always a demand for those tal-
ents which his education has rendered
strong and quick. Now, really, nothing
can be farther from our intention than
to say anything rade and unpleasant;
but it must be excused for observing
that it is a very common thing to be in-
terested by the variety and extent of
female knowledge, but it is a very com-
mon thing to lament, that the finest dif-
ficulties in the world have been confined
to trifles utterly unworthy of their rich-
ness and their strength.

“HowLp TaE Fort.”"—Everybody sings
“Hold the Fort,” but few know the on-
gin of the remarkable song. The Chicago
Inter-Ocean gives the following: “There
is a fort at Altoona, about 18 miles from
Kennesaw Mountain, which was being
badly pressed by the Confederate forces.
When Sherman reached Kennesaw he
signaled to Altoona, which was com-
manded by Gen. Corse, ‘Hold the Fort,
for I am coming.’ The message was
seen and read by the men at the fort,
and as a reply was necessary, General
Corse ordered the young officer standing
near to send the ly— ‘Wave the an-
swer back to Sherman that he hold the
fort.” It was easy to order, but while
rebel bullets were flying thick and fast
several members of gthe signal corps de-
clined to signal, until General Corse was
impatient, when the young officer above
referred to grasped the flag, mounted the
dangerous post and ‘waved the answer
back to Sherman.” That young man was
James W. McKenzie, of Hampton,
Towa, and the war records mention the
brave and cool act for which he was pro-
moted.”

It has become very fashionable to have

cheek nestled against his overcoat, and | §12

Bobby Fenmer’s 'Iroubles,

Bobby was thirteen years old and
lived in a little seaside village with his
father and mother. He was a well
grown, rather pale looking lad, with a
very nice face—that is, a face which
looked gentle, honest and sincere, with
no lines of evil passion or cunning be-
inning to stamp themselves upon it.
Whether Bobby Fenner's face could
be called handsome or not - T cannot tell.
1 think not; but it certainly looked kind
and truthful, and his clear gray eyes
looked out at one without boldness and
without shame.

Bobby's father was a sailor, and, con-
sequently, he was left alone with his
mother. Once the father was ubsent
four years, and they sometimes could
not hear from him for months together,
and what the poor mother would then
have done but for Bobby, I know not.
A great help and comfort it was to her
—doing all he could for her in the
house before and between school times,
and always ready to stay in and be her
companion when she wished it. In the
evenings he would prepare his lessons
and then amuse himself with his books
and maps (for his father had once
brought him home a nice atlas), his box
of paints, his attempts at carpentering,
cr any other simple amusement.

I am not going to praise Bobby for
his cleverness, for, perhaps on account
of his parents’ frequent change of resi-
dence, he was much lower in the school
than many boys of his age. Still his
teachers always liked him and spoke well
of him—they said he was attentive,
painstaking and obedient, and you bave
often heard that those qualities will, in
the long run, often do more for a boy
than mere cleverness without them.

From what I have told you of Mis.
Fenner's circumstances you can under-
stand how it was that Bobby did not as-
sociate very mugh with the other lads of
the village. His mother did not care
for him to do so, for there wers many
rough and rude and ill-disposed boys in
the vicinity, whose parents did not seem
to mind what sort of hoys theirs were
becoming so long as they were not a
plague to themselves. Se they turned
them into the streets, and never trou-
bled where they went or what they did
except they happened to want them,
and then if they were not forthcoming
there was generally a great cominotion.
But Miys. Fenner had carefully trained
her son, and did not wish him to be cor-
rupted by such evil and degenerating
influences.

Now do mnot begin to think that
Bobby was a “milksop,” who “couldu’t
‘Boo !" to a goose” and so on, and that
he was “a little prig who thought him-
self better than other people.” He was
peither. He could sail his boat with
the rest, liked a good run and a good
game, had his falts too, for he could
throw stones on ceeasions, as you will
One day his mother sent him into the
village on an errand. He had only to
leave something at the shop and return.
Unfortunately he did not go straight
home, for outside the house he met Will
Bevan, a lad much given to mischief
and stone throwing.

“Let us go and see how they are get-
ting on with the church,” suggested
Will. The church was being repaired,
and was, of course, an ohject of inter-
est to the whole village. Hardly a boy
but visited it daily to watch the work-
men, and go home and report progress.
Bob and Will ran off and had their look,
and Bob was about to return, when
mischievous Will made a further pro-
posal. “Let us see which can throw a
stone over the roof.”

“All right,” said Bobby. You will
think my good boy ought to have said,
“all wrong,” but you see he was a boy
and didn't.

No Will chose a stone and Bobby a
lump of mortar. Up they went und
down they came with a nice clatter
upon the lead roof. You will think
that did no particular harm. It might
have done, and so thought the vicar who
was inside the building and heard the
| rattle,
|  “There are those rascals at it again,”
he said, and out he ran in great anger.
But the boys were already scampering
up the street, and were soon out of
sight. The vicar, however, followed
them home. The worthy man had been
sadly annoyed and irritated by this
stone-throwing, propensigy among the
boys. Whether it was that the new
roof being higher than the old one seem-
ed to offer a perpetual challenge and say,
“You can’t throw over me as you used
to over the other poor thing,” I know
not; but certain it is that the windows
were broken, work was spoiled, and the
safety of workmen endangered bv this
perpetual throwing of stones.  And the
vicar had declared he would make an
example of the first he caught. And
now he thought he had caught them, or
as good as caught them, in the very act,
and he stood before the mother of
Bobby—Mrs. Fenner.

¢ Hasn't your boy been down at the
churh throwing stones 1" demanded the
viear.

“Certainly not, sir,” said the mother,
believing she spoke the truth. “I sent
him to the shop but a few minutes ago,
and now he is back playing in the yard.
Here, Bobby "

This was quite correct, all had hap-
pened within a few minutes.

Bobby came forward and the vicar
asked :

“Were you not throwing stones at the
church just now 1"

To some boys the question would have
presented a loop-hole of escape; they
would have thought, “I can truly say I
did not thiow stones” You will re-
member that Bob did not throw “stones,”
or even a stone—it was a lump of mor-
tar. But Bob was not one to practice
such evasion; he knew it would be an-
other form of lying

So what he said was this. “I did not
throw stones, &ir, but I did throw a piees
of mortar.”

“Then I shall summon you before the
magistrates,” sai. the clergyman. “I
am determined to put a stop to this
stone throwing.”

Was not this & pretty position for my
good boy to be in? He who had never
thrown a stone near the church before
was now to be publicly brought up and
questioned, punished. I dare
say somé of you timk that it would

to have dome |
it had not been
ic. But it was
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and take the punishment, though in this
case it must be admitted the punish-
ment was something of the scapegoat
kind, thah to tell a falsehood and eseape.
So thought some of the magistrates.

For one of them said to Mrs. Fenner,
“We are sorry for you, Mrs. Fenner,
and for Robert, But William Bevan is
a notorious stone thrower, and is always
m mischief. We are determined to pun
ish him, and we must punish “both.”

A fine was inflicted, which, with costs,
amounted to about fifteen shillings.
This would have come hard upon Bobby's

sea), but that the afore-mentioned mag-
istrate, a wise and kind man, said pri-
vately, “You shall not lose the money.
I will make it up to you, for I woild
rather be the father of a boy who tells
the truth and gets punished, than of one
who lies and escapes.” So though the
boy lad 2 painful lesson concerning the
choice of companions and throwing
stones, I do not think he is thought less
of than before.

‘When his father came home from sea,
he bad, of course, to be told the disagree-
able news, but the unpleasantness was
much mitigated by finding that his son
had boldly told the truth, when the truth
must have been hard to tell, and that he
wus respected much more than he was
blamed. This was the episode in Bob's
life, and so I say, May every mother’s
boy among you mever give his parents
more cause to complain of him than
Bobby has.

The Indians and the Army.

The veplication of Secretary Schurz
in the controversy with Gen. Sheridan
and his comrades has been sent to the
press, and it displays all the author's
customary adroitness and vigor of state-
ment. If there is a slight change of
base in the defense of the Indian Bureau
against its military critics the strategm
is productive of great results. Secretary
Schurz shows by a leng series of quota-
tions from documents on file in his de-
partment that Commissioners, inspectors
und agents have repeatedly recommend-
ed since 1870 the removal of the
Kiowa and Comanche agency from Fort
Sill; and thus it may be assumed that
the consolidation of the Fort Sill and
Wichita agencies has the strongest war-
rant that the testimony of the officials
of the Interior Department furnish.
Certainly the Secretary of the Imterior
Department cannot doubt the wisdom
of such a course without discrediting lis
own subordinates.  But on certain
points their evidence seemed to be di-
rectly in conflict with that of General
Sherman and Lientent-General Sheridan, i
and whatever Mr. Schurz might think
of suth a discrepancy the country woud
be apt to put faith in the soldiers. The
conflict of testimony has been softened
in such a way as to saye the veracity of
both parties and yet embitter the whole
controversy. “The Kiowa and Coman-
che agency was removed from Fort Sill,”
said the Secretary in effect, “because the
water was impure.” “I know the place
well,” said Sheridan, “and it is the best
watered region in the West. Medicine
Bluff' creek is moted for its purity.”
“True,” rejeins the Secretary, “but the
soldiers oceupy the Medicine Bluff ereek
and compel the Indians to camp on
Cache creek or take water rendered im-
pure "by passage through the military
post.” In the same way the Secretury
said the land about Fort Sill was bad
Sheridan answered that it was remark:
able for its fertility, and the Secretary
replies that the post is so large that the
grass is exhausted for the use of the
military. In regard to the bad condi-
tion of the agency buildings at Fort
Sill, the Secretary simply reiterated his
former assertions, and cites evidence in
support of it. He againsets forth the
necessity for removing the Kiowas and
Comanches northward, where they will
be free from the raid of Texus cattle
thieves, and declares that it would be
folly to break up the homes of the
Wichitas, who have already made great
progress in the arts of peace, to bring
them under the demoralizing influence
of the post at Fort Sill.

The whole controversy sprung out of
the demand made by the Indian agent
for a company of cavalry to guard the
consolidated agency. Sherman, Sheri-
dan and Pope assumed that this was the
first step of an old process by which the
whole military post of Fort Sill would
be transferred at an immense cost after
the vagrant agency, and they asserted
that agents got the soldiers away from
the vicinity that they might plunder the
Indians unmolested and then send for
the soldiers when they had irritated the
Indians into rebellion by their exactions.
Secretary Schurz retorts that the cav-
alry company is not wanted and that it
is absolutely necessary to free the Indi-
an agencies from the presence of sol-
diers in order to teach the savagées any
of the virtues of civilized life, since the
licentiousness of a garrison more than
counteracts the effect of chmrches and
schools. This is a pretty hot kind of
debate, and perhaps both disputants are
somewhuit unjust, If not, two of the
great departmenis of the government
are very badly managed. We are in-
clined to think that in the past the
policy of keeping Indian agencies and
military posts united may have been the
only Oﬁa that could be pursued with
safety; but wherever the Indisns settle
down to cultivate the soil, build houses
and acquire the arts of civilization the
presence of soldiers is not merely un-
necessary, but actually injurious. There-
fore, when Sherman says that Fort Sill
must be moved to Wichita agency, he
speaks the lesson of old experience, and
when Schurz says that he would not
have Fort Sill post removed to the con-
solidated agency cn any aceount, he
speaks the wspiration of the hopeful
future.

Surprise is one of the principal ele-
ments of wit.  This is why it always
makes a man laugh when he sits down
on a pin.

A Norwich youngster of five years
having been found playing in various

mother (for her husband was away at |

1856.

KNAPP, BURRELL & CO., 1878
Front, First and Ash Streets,

IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN

FARM IMPLEMENTS AND FARM MACHINERY.
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Sole Agents for the Following Specialties, which are Ackuowledged the Best in use:

The Bain Farm Wagomn, the euly wagen that has steed the test for lust fiftesn years in Gregon

Champion Moline Plow,
Garden City Plow,

Superior Gruin Drills and Superior Broad Cast Bevders, lstatinprerted sod unequaled.
ers, latest improved
oW, too well known to need comment.

Mmenitor Broa Cast
Garden City Sulky

Evans’ Salky Plow, which has taken first premium st Oregon State Falr for last four years.
Bayl fss Wneeled Harrow, the ouly successful wheel harrow yet introduced. : ’
Pacific Fan Mill, the only mill in market that will clean wheat perfectly and take out all the wild oats, cockle, ete., ete., ) -

Cider Mills, Feed Cutters, Cultivators, and Harrows and Iron and Steel Harrow Teeth.

. 3 =
Mil intersding to build Flour or Saw Mills will It thei interest b um trefore elsewhere as wo a full stock of e sl
WATER n\; E&ﬂ. l'lllﬁ.;l. HTONES, .'ﬂltt'ﬂzim, BOLTI??(?:LOTHT l"'L.;ETABLE SAF#“!.I uu(,! ULARSA RU and LEATHER B ‘ﬂm, o I
taining vo mill fu goinds first class, und prices nlways the lowest, d ‘
CORRESPONDENCE INVITED. SaT
KNAPP, I!ll“l.l\' & CO.. =
. it ”m -'.I._..'_ H
Alfa Merrill wife of a New York X 3
dentist, has made her debut as “Julia.” New Pubhﬂherﬂo s
She draws better than her husband. g
Jesse Poxeroy's confinement in the i

Massachusetts State prison is not having
effect, it is said, for he paces his cell like
a caged lion, and recently, when some
one gave him a kitten for a pet, he flayed
it alive with the knife and fork provided
for his meals. Two holes started in the
sides of his cell for escape have also
been discoverad,

FOR SALE.

This font of Long Primer, nearly
new, hgs been in use pnly a few months
on a weekly paper,'is for sale. 125
Ibs. complete with quads, spaces,
figures and italics,

D. H. Sreaexs & Co.

Also 120 1bs. Brevier of which this is
a sample, will be sold cheap for eash,
D. H. STEARNS & Co., Portlana, Ogn.

Messrs. Shindler & Chadbourne have
a Jarge stock of carpets and wall paper,
of the latest styles; in fine furniture
and carpets, they take the leal in the
city, They have a manufacturing es-
tablishment a few miles from Portland,
using water power to drive the machin-
ery; the establishment is a perfect bee-
hive. The productions are sent in every
direction, using great quantities of
native woods, and seattering every Sat-
urday evening hundreds of dollurs for
Inbor. Parties at a distance should send
for photograph and price-list; an experi-
ence of many years enables this firm to
supply the wants of the furniture trude.

A Daring Altiempl.

On the night of Tuesday iast, the 3d
instant, some thieves broke into the
station at Milbrae, and attempted to
burglarize Hall's fire and burglar proof
safe belonging to the Southern Pacific
Railroad Co. They removed the safe,
whieh wighed 2,000 pounds, from the
building, and after selecting the heaviest
tools they could find in the tool house,
which was also ransacked, endeavored
with sledges, erow-hars, picks, ete, to
force the door. Not succeeding in this,
they threw the safe down on its face and
attempted to break open the burglar
proof box in the back. Hers again,
bhowever, they were completely foiled,
and were compelled to desist. We, un-

siderable amount of specic end other
valuables belonging to the railroad com-
pany, all of which the robbers failed to
obtain access to.—San Francisco Stock
Exchange.

Drake’s Specifie,
Manufoctured by Hodge, Davis & Co.,
of Portland, is not a patent medicine in
the ordinary sense, but a real specific of
great value to every family. Tt will re-
lieve a child's earache in five minutes,
and is a sure and speedy curative in all
cases of neuralgia or rheumatic affection.
A trial will prove its merit. For sale
by all druggists and dealers in patent
medicines,

Philadelphia 10 Portiand Direet.

The Pacific Const Steamship Company will dispateh
their oew and elegant iron steamship ** of Califor-

nia” from Philadelphia, Pa to Portland, Oy direct on
or about Februsry lst. For freight apply to J. Me
Craken & Co., @0 North Front street, land, Ogn,

Goodall, Perkins & Co,, 10 Market street, Ban Fran-
visco, Cal., Willurid K. Freeman, 74 Pine sireet, New
York City, or 109 Walyut street Philadeipdis, Pa.

Essexce oF Jaxaica GINGER is o sim-
ple aud effective remedy in many com-
plaints, Hodge, Davis & Co., wholesale
druggists, Portland, “manufacture an
aromatic essence which is absolutely pure
and reliable, It should be kept in every
house, and buyers should see that the fac
simile of their signature is lithographed
on the label of each bottle.

For diseases of the Liver and Kidneys
try the Oregon Blood Purifier.

i In making any purchase or im
writing im response to any advertlse-
ment in this paper you will please men-
tion the namwe of the paper. : i

DRY GOODS.

ADIES AT A DISTANCE FROM PORTLAND CAN
deal with us as satisfactorily as ot our counters,

We keep the Largest and Finest Stock of
Dry Goods, Dress Goods, Silks, Cloaks,

And thit site toa sirlétly FIRST-CLASS
I'BTA:;ISEIIMEH%: Urm. iy

It will cost very little tosend to us for sam and
prices, and it will enable everybody to take advantage
aof the recent decline in the price of DRY GOODS,

We also keop a Full Line of

GENTS’ FURNISWING COODS.
Clarke & Henderson,
Corner First and Washington Streets,
PORTLAND, UREGUON,

M'CORMICK'S
Ay
AL VYE A wWAC
Is valuable in every house.
SEND FOR IT.

Address F, 1. McOORMICK, Pablisher, -
Poriland,Oregon .

derstand that the safe contained & con- |’

New Editors.

THE WEEKLY BEE.

| The Best Agrienltaral and Live Steck
Journal Published in the Northwest.

THE MONOPOLY BROKEN.

The Intest telographic news from all parts of the coun-
try reparted specially for the

Daily and Weekly Bee.

The best agricultural and live stock writer in Oregon
has been engaged to write exclusively for the WEEKLY
DBEE  The best literary talent money csn procure le
cewiployed in all its departments, and the WEEKLY
BEE Is now the most complete and relisble farmers
paper published on the Pacific (vast, as well as the
cheapest.

Subscription price 82 ;:n:.nnnm,h:urhbtyh ad-
vRnCe.

All new yearly subscriptions from this date will be
sent till January 1, 1880,  Address

D. M, STEARNS & CO.,
PORTLAND, OREGON.

Oregon Standard Soap Works,

IRVING & WEBB, Propriciors,

PORTLAND, OREGON.

The only stean factory north of San Francisco. Send
for circular and price ilst.

The Northwest Coast

A closely printed 58 page pamphlet on the resources of
Oregon, Washington and Idaho and their relation to
the North Pacific Railroad, by

Rev. Geo. H. Atkinson, B. D.

Tliustrated by two complete maps of the territory
It should be in the hands of every inquirer about this
country, and s sold at the extremely low price of 25
cents per copy,

A dincount of 25 por cent. to dealers. Cash must ac-
compmny all orders.  Address,

. H. Stearas & Co.,
Newspaper Publishers, Portland, Oregon.

Aromatic
Essence of
Jamaica

Warranted pure and of superior quality.

This Ginger
Is made under our own supervision,
of the purest and best materials,
J and we offer it as absolutely The
‘ Best in* the Market, as a
single trial will convince any one.

Hodge, Davis & Co., Proprietors.

PORTLAND, OREGOX.

J. A. SsTIROWEBRIDGE,
Direct Importer and Dealer in

LEATHER AND SHOE FINDINGS,
Na. 141 Frent Nt., Portiand, Or.

Ginger

i

©Oliver Chilled I*ow, the only chilled plew that has provad of any value. Beware of spurious imitatioos.

po

Magazines and a Copy of Webster’s Un-
abridged $12 Dictionary of 1878 Edition

70 INTRODUCE THE WEST|

Btates uhmuwwﬂm
-rmmnpngd‘ Pubacribert to The West Bhoes

'.I'.'ha. West Shore

Is now a large 32-page paper, handsomely
illustrated, ably editad, and is sent out
stitched and :nvelopad in a handsome
M . »

without it. Price per annum $§1 50,
ifmtinmorbefmulmzls

The West Shore
Will be $2 00 per annum.

The Hon H. H. Bancroft, who is considersd one of
the very best authorities oa 1 in the
United States, mys of it: “Asa .
callv scientific 1 ! y
a8 by far the best sublished on the Pacific Coast.”

STANDARD AND ESTEY
D. W. PRENTICE CO,

3

SCROLL SAWS!

HOLLY & WALNUT. BAW AND PATTERNS
&4 Write for Price List.

DAYTON & HALL, Portland, Or,

GREAT REDUCTION IN PRICES.

J SIMON & CO.,

Dealers in

Doors, Windows, Blinds and Glass
WEIGHTS, CORDS AND PULLEYS,
128 Fromt St., bet: Washington & Alder,
foé 1m PORTLAND, OREGOK.

BURTON HOUSE,

Cerner Third and F Nireets,
Nesr th ¢ Steamship Landin and Railroad Depots,
PORTLAND, OREGON
Lewis ton & Fretland, Proprietors
(Lats of Minn sota Hotse.) \
Will speire no pains nor exponse to make this houss
THE REST HOTEL IN PORTLAND.

FINE FARM FOR SALE.
800 Zor .

-

l

IR
fully fenced,

Improvements
rauchinery, Everything to be sold
n.ulll.bm:vbuh
good &N average

bushels every year,
Rea'! Fotate Agonts Pnﬂh-!,ol;“.

- . L

Lubricating Oils.

Lard O1],

Caato r O11,

China Nut O11,

Dog Eish O11,

Salmdaon O1l,

Parafine OI11,

‘Downer's Spindle Q14

For sale by

i

4

Wholesale Druggists,

- private stables in the neighborhood ﬂsm:mm[% 115, | New aciicle. Fortape for E
where he lived, on being remonstrated | Fareks mamsfactosing Company 4o Boond Stoact. o 1
thereupon by his mother, replied: “Well | Francisco. H
I dess if a barn was good enough for
Jesus to be born in, it's dood encugh for WMDBURUURBM.
i in” Fruit, Shade, Ornamental and Nut
little boys to play in. - .

For | sor Oontetegon vt ﬂ'-""“" e Ppay

e S8

‘TME BEST CICAR ON IRECORD,
“*Club House Cigars. '
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HODGE, DAVIS & CO.,|

i

D. KERR,
Book & Job

608 Market 8, San Francsseo.
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THE CHIEF OF HEALING COMPOUNDS.

egneadlon.

mnshm-sm 4j
POINTS T0 BE BORNE 1N MIND.
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Carbolic Salve cures the worst wores.
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To Obtain any Number of Newspspers,

Free of Charge. 200

cover. No family should be
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Agent Ever Discovered,
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