UMMEH TIME IN GEOR™’

% = ek
Ob, stmumer time = e
prolss

- deorgy. I love tosing your

L]
.= the grees fs on the melon and the sun ia
on the blaxe:
When (ko birds are pantin, chantin, an jes'
" rantin ‘round the rills
With the julce of ripe blackberries jes' a-drip-
pin from thelr bills!

3 Oh, Lhe summmer thme lu Georgy, when through

leaves of green and brown

The bright un violet scented dews jes® rain their
richness down

On the cool an clingin gras=es where the fickle
sunbeam slips, =

An the famished 1y puckers up its white re-
splendont 1ips!

Ob, summer time in Georgy, with the glory in
thedells,
Whero the rare and raloy incense from the
fresh*nin shower swells,
" Ano'er the bars to twinklin stars floats twis
light's =l farewells
In the lowing of tho cattle an the tinklin of

their bellsl

Oh, summer time In Georgy, whien "neath the
listenin vine,

Where the purple moinin glory an the honey-

suckle twine, 3

The whippoorwills were singin their notes of
love nn Lilss,

Auto my lips were clingia the lips I used (o

klss,

like a dream cieraxl, while deares:

dreams depart,

An main yvour honey sweetnesy in shoers
round my Licart.

Pshaw! [P'mi gettin so pathetic my oyes can
hardly see;

Oh, summer timein Georgy! You're the best of
times to me.

—Frank L. Stunten In Atlanta Constitution.

HE KEPT HIS PROMISE.

No one ever thonght that May Forster
would asarey Jolin Charrington, but he |
thought differently. and things which
John <Charrington  intended had a
gueer way of coming to pass,  He asked
her to mmarry him before he went up to
Oxford. She langhed md refused hin
He asgked her aguin next time ho came
home. Agnin she laughed, tossad her
dainty bloud head and sgoin refused,
A third time he asked her; she eaid it |
was becoming a confirmed bad habig,
and langhed at him more than ever.

John was not the only wan who want-
ed to marry her: she was the belle of our
village coterie, and we were all in love
with her more or less; it was a sort of |
fashion, lice mauzher collars or Inverness
capes. Therefore we were much
annoyed as surprised when Jolm Char
rington walked into our little local club |
—we had it in a loft over the saddler's, 1
remember—und invited usall to his wed- |
ding.

“Your wedding?"

“You don't mean it!"”

“Who's the happy Fuir?
b’

John Charrington filled his pipe and
lighted it before he replied. Then he
said:

“I'm sorry to deprive you fellows of |
your only joke—but Miss Forster and 1
are to be married in September.” |

‘s “You don't mean it I

“He's got the mitten again, and it's
turned bis head.”

“No, 1 said rising, “I see it's true.
Lend me a pistol some one, or a first
class fare to the other end of Nowhere,
Charrington has bewitched the only
pretty girl in our twgnty-five mile radius.
Was it mesmeriam or a love potion,
Jack?™

*‘Neither, sir; but a gift voa'll never
have—perseverance—and the best luck a
man ever had in the world.”

There was something in his voice that
silenced me, and all the chaff of the
other fellows failed to draw him farther,

The queer thing about it was that
when we congratulated Miss Forster she
blushed and smiled and dimpled for all
the world as though she were in love
with him, and had been in love with
him all the time. Upon my word I/
thought she had. Women are singular
creatures.

We wers all asked to the wedding. In |
Brixham every one who was anybody
knew everybody else who was any one, |
My sisters were, 1 truly believe, more |
interested in the trousseau than the |
bride herself, and I was to be the best |
man. The coming warrisge was much
eanvassed at afternoon tea tables and at
our little club over the saddler's, and the
question was always usked, “Does she |
eare for him?"

I used to ask that question of myself in
the early days of their engagement, but |
after a certain evening in August I never
asked it ngain. | wus coming home from
the club throngh the churchyard. Our
ehurch is on a thyme grown hill, and
the turf abonut it is so thick and soft that |
one’s footsteps are noizeless.

1 made no sound as 1 vaulted the low,
kchened wall and threaded mmy way be- |
$ween the tombstoned. It was at the |
same instant that 1 heard John Char- |
rington's voice and saw her face. May |
was silking on a low, flat gravestone,
with the full splendor of the wesfern |
sun upon her imignonne face. Ifs ex-
pression ended at once and forever any
question of hér love for him, It was

to a beanty | should not
have believed possible even to that beau-
tiful little face.

Jobn Isy at- ber feet, and it was his |
voice that broke the stillness of the
golden Angust evening. i

“My dear, my dear, 1 believe thatl
should come back from the dead if you
waanted me." :

I conghed at once toindicate my pres.
ence and passed on into the shadow, fully
enlightened.

The wedding was to beearly in Sep-
tember. Two days before I had to run
up to town on business, The frain was |
late of course, for we are on the South-
eastern, and as I stood grumbling with
my watch in hand whom should I see
but John Charrington and May Forster.
They were walking up and down the
unfrequented end of the platform, arm
in arm, looking into each other’s eyes,
scareless of the sympathetic interest of
the porters.

Of course 1 knew better than to hesi-

Stay,

is

When's it to

,»1.

| off.

| the night.

_and stumped with impatiencs as | watch-
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1 took the ooroer o a4 flst
e carvinge. 1 @i this with !

ek

5

as guwl an

wir of not seeing themn ns l
could assmne, [ pride wmveslf on oy
dizvretion, imt if Johu was traveling |

i

alone 1 woanted his company. [l
“Hnlle, okl wman,”™ came hi:

ng his bagg i

Vit $ = 2
curripges: I # lucle: 1 was expecting
& dull joorney!™

“Where are yon off tof” | pshed, dis
erdion still bidding wme tar Y eyes
away, thouggh | sxw withont looking

at her's were rod rinned
old Branbridge's,” he nnswensd,
vz the door and leaning out fora
lust wond with his sweetheart

<Oh, 1 wish yon wonldu't go. Joln,’
ing in a low. easrnest  voice
: rtuin something will hapren.”
Do von think that 1 should et any-

thing happen ta keep me, nmd the day
after tomorrow our wedding diay?”
“Don’t go,” she answered, with a
plecudi in vy witch wonld have
gent my Gludstone on the platform und
apes alter it, John Charrington was

wnde differently: he rarvely changed his
opinions, never his resolations.

He only stroked the little nngloved
Lineed that lay on the carringe door,

| must, Mav. I'he old boy's beenawful
goud to we, and pow he's dyiog 1 muost
pro and se¢ him, bat 1 shall come home
in time for"— The rest of the parting
wis lust in a whisper and in the rattling

of the stnrting train.

“You're sure to comne?” shiespoke nsthe
train weved.

‘Nothing shall keep me,” he auswered;
g we stequned away. After he had seen
the Inst of the little figure ou the platform

he leaned Lack 1o his corner and kept

! silenee for a minute
When he spoke it wasdo explain to me |

that his godfather, whose heir he was,

| lay dying nt Pearmarsh place, some fifty

miles uwiy, nued had sent for Joho, and
Julin bud felt bonnd to go.

1 shall be surely back tomorrow,” he
gaid, ~or, if not, the day -afier, in heaps
of time. Thank heaven one hasn't to get
up in the prddle of the night to get mar-
vied nowadays!”

= And suppose Mr, Branbridge diess”

‘Alive ordead 1 wean to be married
vn Thorsday!™ Johu answered, lighting
a cigar nnd unfolding The Times.

At Pearmarsh station we said “'good-
by,” and he got out, and | suw him ride
1 went to London. where 1 staid

When 1 got home the next alternoon
- very wet one, by the way —my sister |

| greeted me with:

“Where's Charrington?”

“(Foodness knows,” Lanswered testily.
Every man since Cain has resented that |
kind of a question.

1 thonght von might have heard from

| him,” she went on, “as you're to give

bim away toworrow."”

“lsn't he back?" I asked, for 1 had cuu-
fidently expected to find him at home.

“No, Geoffrey" —my sister always had
a way of jumping to conclusions, es-
pecially such conclusions as were least
favorable to her fellow creatures—‘he
has not returned and, what is more, you |
may depend npon it he won't. Youmark
my words, there'll be no wedding to-
morrow.”

My sister Fanny had a power of an- |
noying me which no other human being

“You mark my words,” 1 retorted |
with asperity, *‘you had better give up |
making such a thundering idiot of your-
self. There'll be more wedding tomor- |
row than ever you'll take the first part
in.” A prophecy which, by the way,
came true.

But though 1 could snarl confidently |

to my sister, I did not feel so comfort- |
able when, late that night, I, standing
on the doorstep of John's honse, heard |
thut he had not returned. Next morn-
ing brought a brilliant blue sky, gold
sun and all such softness of air and
beauty of cloud 4s go to make up a per-

| fect day. | woke with u vague feeling

of bhaving gone to bed anxions, and of
being rather averse to facing that anx-
iety in the light of full wakeéfulness.

But with my shaving water came a
note from John which relieved my mind
and sent me up to the Forsters with a
light heart.

May was in the garden. 1 saw her |
blue gown through the hollyhocks as the
lodge gates swung to behind me. Sol
did not go up to the house, bt turned
aside down the turfed path. |

“He's written to yon, too,” she gaid,
without preliminary greeting, when |
reached her side,

“Yes, [in to weet hitn at the station
at 3, and come straight to the charch.”

Her fuce looked pale, but there wasa
brightness in her eyes and s tender |
quiver passed abont the month that

| spoke of renewed happiness.

“Mr. Branbridge begged him so to
stay another night thiat he had not the
heart to refuse,” she wenton. *‘Heisso |
kind; but 1 wish he badn’t staid.” |

I wus at the station at 2:80, [ felt |
rather annoyed with John, It seemed a
sort of slight to the beautiful girl who
loved him that he should come, as it
were, out of breath and with the dust of
travel npon him to taks her hand, which
some of ns would have given the best
yvears of our lifs to take.

But when the 8 o'clock train glided in
and ont again,“hiving bronght no pas- |
gingers to our little slation, I was more |
than aunoyed. Thers was no other train !
for thirty-five minutes, 1 ecalculated
that, with much hurry, we mizht just |
get to the church in time for the cere-
mony—but, oh, what a fool to miss that |
first train. What other man conld have |
done it?

That thirty-five minutes seemed o vear |
as | wandered around the station read- |
ing the advertisements, and the time ta- |
bles, and the company’s bylaws and get |
ting more and more angry wiilk John |
Charriggton. This confidencs ia ifis
own powers of getting overvihing he
wanted the minute he wanted it was
leading Lim too far. | buie waiting,
Every one does, but I believe | hate it
more than any one else. The 2:25 train
=ns late, of course.

_I ground my pipe between my Lleeth

ed the gignals. Click! The signals went
dowy, showing Lzt the traim wounld not

| There was dust on his coat, his hair was

| path where the people stood with the

| tested with many whispered expletives

| carriage, and its door was slammed be-

| dow.

[ boy.

stop, as it bad no passengers for our |
station. Five minutes Iater 1 flung my-
self into the carringe that T had bronght']
for John.

“Drive to the church!” I eaid as somé
one shut the door, “Mr. Charrington
hasn't come by this train.”

Anxiety now replaced anger. What
had become of the man? Could he have
been taken suddenly ill? I had never
hnown him to have s day’s illness in his
life. And even so, he might have tele-
graphed. Some awful accident must
have happened to him. The thonght that
he had played her false, never—no, not for
n moment, entered my head. Yes, some-
thing terrible had happened to him, and
on me lay the task of telling kis bride,
I tell you I almost wished the carriage
waonld upset and break  my head, so that
gome one else might tell her, not I, who
—but that's nothing to do with the story.

It was 8:50 as we drew np at the
churchyard gate. A double row of eager
onlookers lined the path from lich gate
to porch. 1 eprang from the carriage
and passed up between them. Our gar-
dener had a good front place unear the |
door. [ stopped. I

“Are they waiting- still, Bylest" 1
asked, simply to gain time, for of course
1 knew they were by the waiting crowd’s
attentive attitude. 5

“Waiting, sir! N, wpo, sir; why, it |
must be over by now.”

“Over! Then Mr. Charrington’s come:™

“Tg the minute, sir; must bave missed
you somebow, and I say, sir,” lowering
his voice, 1 never see Mr. John the
lesst bit so afore, but my opinion is he's
been drinking pretty free. His clothes
was all dusty uud his fuce like a sheet.
I tell you I didu’t like the looks of him
at all, and the folks inside ure saying all
sorts of things. Yon'll see something's
gone very wrong with Mr. Jobn, and
he's tried liquor. He looked like a
ghost, and in he went with his eyes
straight before him, with never a look
or a word for none of us; him that was
always such o gentleman!™

I had never heard Byles muke so long |
a speech.  The crowd in the chorchyard |
were talking in whispers and getting |
ready rico and slippers to throw at the |
bride and bridegroom. The ringers|
were rveady with their hands on the
ropes to ving out the merry peal as the |
bride and bridegroom shonld come out. |

A murmur from the church announced |
them; onf they came., DByles was right. |
John Charrington did not lock himself.

disarranged. Hea seemed to have been
in gome row, for there was a black murk
above his eyebrow. He was deathly pale.
But his pailor was not greater- than that
of the bride, who might have been carved
in ivory—dress, veil, orange ‘blossoms
and all. !

As they pissed ont the ringers stopped
—there were six of themr--and thén, on
the ears expecting the gay wedding peal
came the slow tolling of the passing
bell.

A thrill of horror at so foolish a jest |
from the ringers passed through us slL [

ropes and fled like Tabbits down the bel-
fry stairs. The bride shuddered, and
gray shadows came about her mouth,
but the bridegroom led her on down the

handfuls of rice; but the handfuls were
never thrown, and the wedding bells
never rang. In vain the ringers were
urged to remedy their mistalee; they pro-

that they would see themselves further
first.

In a bush like the hush in the chamber
of death the bridal pair passed into their

hind them.

Then the tongues were loosed. A babel
of anger, wonder, conjecture from the

ts and the spectators.

«If T'd seen his condition, sir,” said old
Forster to e as we drove off, “‘I would
have stretched him on the floor of the
church, gir, by heaven 1 would, before
I’d have let him marry my danghter!”

Then he put his head ont of the win-

“Drive like fury,"” he cried to the |
coachman; “don’t spare the horses.” ‘

He was obeyed.. We passed the bride's |

Forster turned his head away and swore. |
We reached home before it. |

We stood in the hall doorway, in the |
blazing afternoon sun, and in about half |
a minute we heard wheels crunching the
gravel. When the carriage stopped in
front of the steps old Forster and I ran |
down.

‘““Great heavens, the carriage isemply!
And yet"— |

I had the door open in a minute, and :
this is what I saw:

No sign of John Charringlon; and of |
May, bis wife, only a huddled heap of |
white satin lying hailf on the floor of the
carriage and half"on the seat.

“I drove straight here, sir,” said the |
coachman, as the bride's father lifted her |

carrisge.” _
We carried her into the honse in her

| bridal dress und drew back her veil. I |and would like to help. .

saw her face. Shall I ever [forget it?
White, white and drawn with agony and

And ler hair, ber radiant blond hair, I
tell yon it was white like snow.

As we stood, her father and I, half mad |
with the horror and the mystery of it, a |
boy came up the avenue—a telegraph i
They brought the orange envelope |
tome. I tore it open!”

“Myr, Charrington was thrown from
his horse on his way tothestation at 1:30.
Killed on the spot!™

And he wae married to May Forster in
our parish church at 8:30 in presence of
hulf the parish.

“1 ghall be married, dead or alivel™

What had passed in #hat carriage on
the homeward drive, no one knows—no
one ever will know. Oh. May! oh, my
dear. :

Before a week was over they laid her
beside her busband in oar little church-
yard on the thyme covered hill—the
chmrchyard whers they had kept their
love tryste. R

Thos waes asecoriPlishel Jolin Chare
ringion’s wedding. —_-'Iemﬁo Bar.

— ——— o ——

BEAR “HUNTING 11t “ALASKA,
Yhese Explorers Were Tan iadly Fright-
aneill and Frozon to Shoot.

One dark day in winter, during a
heavy snow blizzard, with the thermom-
eter down to 40 degs. and the wind at
the rate of forty wmiles an hour, when
the mere thought of outdoors semt a
rold shuodder throongh the system, a na-
tive came rushing intn the station ex-
¢laiming; “Nan-nook! nan-nook! nan-
nook!” To say -that all were startled
wounld bs speaking mildly. We were
excited. A few queries put'to the native
located bruin abput ten rods from the
gtation, quietly eating his breakfast
from o deal walrus that had drifted
ashore the Gill before. Grasping our

-rifles, handing one to the native, which

we kept convéniently at hand, shovinga
few cartridges into our pockets, throw-
ing on whatever garmentzcame at hand,
we gallied forth for Mr. Bruin's skin.

A short distance from the station the
assistant passed the writer, his long legs
having a decided advaninge in wallow-
ing through the deep snow. Some four
or five rods from the station the steward
was met retorning with face and ears
frozen. The writer however kept on
doinghis Lest to keep the two hunters,
just scen through the dimness aliead, in
sight, when he heard the report of a rifle
quickly fallowed by the report of an-
otber; thinking that bruin had at last
sucenmbed, the writer hurried on until
he cume to the dead walras, when he
stopped to listen. Nothinz of bruin or
hunters could be seen and nothing
but the howlingof the winds could be
heard. Retricing his steps he arrived
at the station with face frostbitten and
both ears frozen. Some half an hour
after the sesistant and native returned
and the assistant tells the following
story:

Appronching the place they snddenly
cuime npon bruin guietly feeding, scarce-
Iy ten paces distant. The native being

in advance withont intimating his inten- |

tion raised his rifle and fired, caunsing

bruin to raise his head and give an om- |

inons growl. The assistaut, in order to
nge his rifle more dexterously, had taken
the mitten in his right hand, in his agi-

| tation dropped it and the wind whirled

it imstantly ont of sight. In stepping
aside to bring the native out of line he
stepped into a hollow, came near falling,
thereby losing his sight on the bear
when he fired, He thinks his bullet
must have struck very near the animal,

as the smow flew all over him, and he |

was so frightened that he marched off,
they following, but soon lost sight of
their objeet.
to get too near and were perfectly will-
ing he should go. One of the natives in
the old signal station hearing of the oe-
currence muffled himself up in skins,
took his rifle and a supply of cartridges,

Perhaps they did not care |

- e
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went down to within fifteen pacesof the |
dead walrus, sat down and waited for |

Mr. Bruin to come back and finish his

breakfast. I
He had uot long to wait, for brain |

I soon came nnd commeneed tearing off |
But the ringers themselves dropped the |t} flesh at a great rate, ns though in |

mnger for having been driven away and

now determined to make up for lest |

time. At the proper moment the native
raised his rifle and fired, killing the
brute instantly. Help being near, he
was dragged into the old station and
skinned, the carcass furnishing s

supply of fresh meat for the natives and
his skin proving to be oneof the largest

and finest the writer ever saw.—Alasks !

Cor. New Bedford Standard.

The People of the Chinese Empire.

In order to understand China you must
remember that the country is not made
up of one people. Nearly every one of
the eighteen provinces has a different
langnage from the others, and the coolie
of Peking can no more understand the
language of the coolie of Canton than
can the peasantof Berlin understand the
jargon of the lazzaromi of Naples. A
servant of north China is no good in
south China, and the people of the dif-
ferent provinces have different habits
and customs and different ideas. They
look different. The Chinamen who
come to America are all from the sopth-

| ern part of the empire. They are lean, |
carriage. I forbore to look at it. and old | scrawny and short.

The Chinamen who live along the
great wall are, as & rule, six footers.

Many of them can carry 500 pounds on
their backs, and they are either fat or
muscular. [no the provinces between
you find diffarences of physical structure
and of intellectual caliber.
of the north have better faces than those

The people |

of the south.—Frank G. Carpenter in |

National Tribune,

Wanted, a Big Dell.

Youug Lady—QGood morning, Mr. Sur-
plice. You stated yesterday that you
wished some of the members of the con-
gregation wonld solicit subscriptions for
a bell.

Clergyman—Yes, Miss De Goode, It
finest bell in the city.

Young Lady—I have plenty of leisors ;

Clergyman—Very well. Here is a
book. Don't waste time applying fo

! horror, bearing such a look of terror as I | families who live within two or three
| have never seen since except in dreams. | blocks of the church. They won't give

anything.—New York Weekly.

Popularity of Blonds.

It is interesting to imow that an intal-
ligent halr dresser claims that blonds |
cannot be dome away with; that blonds |
are essentially the beauties of civiliza-
tion, nod that they cannot be driven
away, He says that the blond can dress
more effectively, and that a well kept .
blond has ten years' advantage in the
point of yeuthful looks. Yon cannof
expunge her in favor of the brumette |

even in literature; for in the novels | Waolant
turned out during the year there hmre‘F § "ﬁﬁﬁm&

been 882 blonds to eighty-two brunettes.
—Ladies’ Home Journal.

Ersily Distingualshed.

[Te—I waa just reading abont life on a mm'-nm-h roturd by ol

cattle wanch. So intercsting, dontcher 1
know. They brand the little calves so |
as to distinguish thém,

She (coldly)—That is. unuecessary in |
the east, —Life.

| out; ““and I'll swear no one got ontof the | is my ambition” to have the largest and |
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A General Line of
Horse Furnishing Goods.
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Wholesale and Retail Dealers in Haruess, Bridles, Whips, Horse Blankets, Bic.
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NDERRY AND GLASGOW.
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A to any of our or W
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$51

T. A. HUDSON, Agent,
The Dalles, Or.
J

¢ |[For Sale at a Bargain.

—A GOOD—
Traction Engine
Has only been run sixt): days.
Buffalo Pitts Thresher
Only used two months,
Chopping Mill,
Capable of 15 t0: 20 tons per day; eost

The above will be sold on easy terms.

W. L. WARD,
The Dalles, Or,




