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KING COPHETUA THE ELDER.
Benesth the pahm she found A seat
(Her image made the river suuils),
And bathed her licthe ivory fost
And slender ankles in Lthe Nila

I faith, o pleasans
Of all the pretty malds that be
The circling sun mizht never kiss
A prectier maid than Rhodope

By chiancs an engle Aerve and proad
Cane Oying over Lunid and se=a,
And stooping from hia lofty clound
Looked down on lovely Riodope.
Then, ultering o scream of jov,
He soined ber littles slipper bright—
<A daloty, silken, pearly toy—
And bore It swiftly out of sighs.

The kiug, he sat in golden crown,
About him stood a glitterins bond;
When lo’ an eagle gliding down,
Hand placed » slipper in his band
Ha kissed it once, be kissed it Lwice;
“Swent slipper—swester foot!” quoth be,
G, flud it slaves!™  And In & trice
They brought bewitching Rhodope
©Ooe Hitle fool was sandaled fafr
In pearly slipper, as was fit;
The other little foot was bare,
Fo peari on earth could equal it

The courders sing “Loag live the king!™—
*“But nat withoat a queen,*’ sakl he;
Then gave his crown and evervihing
To juvity littls Rhodope.
—New York Tribune

MORNING GLORY.

Once upon a time, somewhers, in Some-
Body’s garden, there grew a Morning
Glory vine., Nobody kunew how it came
there, for no one bhad planted it, but it
was a pretty little thing, with green
hearts for leavés'and cunning little pale
green curls here and there upon its fuzzy
stem.

She wanted to get nup off the ground
where she lLad been all of her short
Hife, so she crept slowly along to find
something to take hold of that she
muight climb high up into the bright
sanlight, She put out her tender ten-
drils and felt carefully along, for she
was bhnd, poor little thing, and eould
not see where she wus going.

As she reached oot she felt something
hard.
Nigh,” thought the Morning Glory, so
she crawled up the side guite to the top,
but ahe was not high at all—not much
higher than the ground—for it was only
a semall stone That he had found; so she
sadly crept back down the other side,
mad she luy there guite dirconraged.

There was sn old man who unsed to
take care of Somebody’s garden, and he
‘saw this plant growing there and grop-
ing about fur sapport, #o he fastened a
string from a peg stuck into ths groand
up to Somebody's window sill, and then
he gunite forgot ull about it

The next worning the Morning Glory
felt more cheerful, and she started npon

sight wasx shisi .

**Ah, perhaps this is sowething |

Euhe proudly pif a great, beauntiful pinik
. blosaom into his band., He conld not see
| that it was pink, but he felt that it was
lovely, and he kissed the pretty flower

'snd muornuurel, “You little beanty;” |

and that mude the Morning Glory very

| have their babies admired, you know.

And the pext morning Somebody hid |

a surprise for the Moming Glory. Thut
wasd a secret, too. No one kunew it yet
| but the doctor. and Somebody drew the
little Morning Glory close tohis lips aud
' whispered it into herear. Then the little

i green haud twined about the great white |

one, and this is what it said. *‘I am so
|glud that yon are not going to be blind
| soy more,™

| first ones; they were very sweet, becanse
they were tears of joy.
After this Somebody went away and
was gone o long time, The weeks pass-
ed and he did not return, and the little

Morning Glory was very sml; she felt |

| hart that e had left her so suddenly
and with no word of adieu.

|  Bverything was in a state of great

| bustle and preparation all over the piace.

! Little Morning Glory conld hear thew |

| hbammering and running about, and she
felt that something was going to happen.

| Onee she caught the word “bride,” and |

{ something told her what it ull meaat,
| and x little jeslons pain went throungh
{ ber heart, for she had once overheard
| the housemaid telling the cook that ull
men were jickle, and that when they

| of one at all, and were taken up with
whouver was nearest them, and the
| cook hwl ngreed fally with all that the
| honeenaid had said, and the ecook knew
| men if auyv oue did, she suid.

So little Morning Glory hung her
leaves in sviness and quite forgot to feel

| were o great mnany of them now.
Onee she felt something tug at her
roots and & rough hand grasped her:
| then a kind voice said, *‘Don’t tonch that;
| master loved the little vine, and it mnst
be lefr as it i8.” Oh, how relieved little
Morning Glory felt ut these words! She
reached out and tried to touch
speaker, but the maid hurried away and
never saw the little grean hands ut all.

tered to the ground, and she hers«1f
| grew pule and felt very weak and ill.
| and she fenred that she was going to die.
| How she wished that Somebody would
| come buck: she was afraid thst he wounld
I e ton late.

| Oue morning she heard the window

open, sud Somebody again stood there; |

there was some one with lim now—au
| beantifal lady—and he held bher in his

/happy, for all mothers dearly love to !

And Somebody understood |

it, and the Morning Glory agsin felt two |
! great warm drops which she knew to be |
| tears; but they were not bitter like the

were away from one they never thought |

proud of her pretty pink babies—for there |

the |

Soon the nights begau to be chilly, and |
onv by ope her babies left her and Hut- !

HAPPY END OF A DUEL |

| HOW A DEADLY INSULT WAS PAID |

WITHOUT LOSS OF BLOOD. :

ey i

Two Captalina of the Same Regiment At- ]
tompt to Settle = Seore That Lingered |
from Thelr West Polot Days—Of Coarse
a Lady Was the Cause. i

An emblematic button of the Loyal |
Legion adorned the lapel of n cheviot
coat worn by Maj. Oscar Bell at the
Albany.

“A story, eb? laughed the ex-army
officer. ushe detached his eyeglasses from |
the bridge of higs nose and looked in a
good natured way at the expectant re-.
porter seated begide him.

“*Well, lemme see.’ The smoke of
Shiloh is a chestuut now, and the battle |
of the Wilderness probably has been |
smothered from further interest by a pro- |
fuse growth of weeds. By Jove! Ican
give yon a little incident that has never
been in type. It happened in 1868, when |
our regiment was in camp at a little
Missouri town called Lexington. I wore |
a captain’s straps at that time and did |
the shonting for Company B. |

“Thecaptain of Company D wasnamed |
Henry Poor. Unknown to me he detested
me, and all becanse I once made a pun
on his name while at West Puint. Being
a young man of stringent means he was
mortally offended, but later seemed to
have overlooked an unintentional sally
of wit that I got off at his expense among
a group of fellow ecandets,

“Well, when we got onr commissions
the loaded dice of fate threw uns both in
the same regiment, and when the war
broke out we went to the front under the
same colonel.  As I said before, our regi- |
ment camped at Lexington, Mo., near
| Kansas City, or Westport, as it wus
| Enown 1 thosedays. Among the events |
that transpired during the two weeks of |
our spjonrn was a grand hall, given at
the residence of aloyval northern woman, |

| for Lexington, althongh o Missouri town,

| had great respect for the Confederate |
| colors, and-a great many of its citizens
| heartily sympathized with the southern |
cause. At the ball several of the officers |
of our regiment were invited—Poor and |
myself included.

THE CHALLENGE.

“*During the evening I placed my name
on the programme of one of the Lexing- |
ton belles, but when [ called for the |
dance I was borrified at the discovery |
that my name had been deliberately
erased and that of Poor snbstituted, evi-
dently by himself. When Poor and the
young lady started off amid the seductive
straing of the orchestra my blood fairly
boiled with indignation. Later in the
evening 1 canght Capt. Poor in the gen-
tlemen's dressing room alone. I slapped
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her search again.  She had not far to go | arms and called her “Sweetheart.” " In |

shia time, because the kind old man had | his new happiness he had quoite forgotten
fastened the peg very near to where she | hig little friend, and Morning Glory’s
lay; so she reached about with caution | beart ached us she rememberad what the

himn roughly in the face, and told him

i just what I thonght of him. He did not I’BI,)UL

| resent it there, but the next day I re- | On Second 8t., near corner of Madison.

%o avoid another stone, and took holid of |
the string, 1

The poor, sightlees little thing did not |
kmow that the old man had put it there |
for her, but somehow she felt that it |
would lead her to where she wished to |
go—up toward the beautiful blue sky
=nd the great golden sun.

80 she climbed along the string, slowly |
atfirst, then faster esch day as she be- |
gan to know the way, until, like Jack's
‘bean stalk, she had reached the window |
sl

Now Somebady, the person who owned |
the garden, was ill; so ill that he had to |
slay always in his room with an ugly |
black baudage over his eyes, and the |
doctors feared that he might never ses |
again.

He was very unhappy, and was often |
—aoh, g0 very!—cross, and the servants
quite feared him when he spoke to them |
in a harsh and anthoritative voice.

Ha had no relatives, and he lived quite |
alone in his great house, with many peo- |
ple to wait upon him, and with ever so |
much money to buy things to male him |
happy, but the things that one buys do|
mot always make one happy, and he was |
terribly wretched in his big, fine house.

One morning he groped his way to the
open window and put his hand out!
mpon the side of the frame, and he felt a |
EBftle, sharp nail. Now if he had been
gentle the nail would not have hnrt him,
for it was a linrmless little thing, but he
made s ronzh, infpatient movement,
and it caught his finger and bruised it a
Ettle.

This made Somebody very angry, snd
be gaid some very unplessant things
sbout the person who dared to put a
mail ountside his window, and he felt
about, very cautiously this time, to find
the nail once more, that he might tear it
out.

So he moved his hand slowly along
upon the sill, and the Morning Glory
was reaching her little hand about there
at the same time, and their two hands

med,
One did not look at all like a hand,
but it was one just the same, and the

green hand said to the
very tenderly: “Oh! so you are blind,
too! I am so sorry™

The great hand did not try to find the
mail after that; it just touched the Morn-

the Morning —grew to love
very dearly, and each day
feel about for one another,

maid lsd told the cook.

Just then Somebody looked out and
saw poor little Morning (Hory with her |
leuves all faded and brown, and he re-|
pronched himself becanse he had not
thongzht of her before.

“Here, dearest,” he said to the lady.
“this i8 the little friend I told yon of, |
and he laid the withered little stem in
the lady’s delicate hand.

A glad thrill ran through the Morning
Glory, and she dropped sixty tiny seeds

! into the soft open palm; then as the wind |

swept around the corner o sudden shnd- |
der seiged her, and little Morning Glory
wns dead.

“Hee!my pet!” said Somebody, pointing |
to the little black seeds, ‘‘that means |

| good luck; 1t is her gift to the hride.”

And the beautiful lady smiled and she |
put the seeds in a little box, saying,
“Next yenr we will have another Morn- |
ing Glory vine there just like the old one.™ |

“*No," said Sowebody, “never one quite |
like that, for that one was like a little |
friend; it really seemed to understand |
me, But then I don't need any one to |
understand mme uwow, for I have you.,”|
and agnin the lady was folded in a loving |
embrace uud Somebody kissed her softly.
—Marie Moore Morse in Chicago Times.

The Poets of Ireland.

No critic has yet given us a scientific |
analysis of Irish genius, but there are
ceritain features of it whieh all recog-
nize us distinctive—as peculiarly Irish. |
The most murked of thess, perhaps, is |
the delicate subtlety of the language |
used in  espressing the emotions. |
Through all the agesa this has been noted. |
No matter whether the poét or orator |
was Keltic or Norman, Dane or Saxon, |
if only his family bad been in Ireland |
long enough, his effusions showed the |
same exquisite perception of the delicate |
shades of meaning in all words expressive |
of sorrow or love, anger, humor or|
hatred, devotion or patriotism. Is it in {
the air or the scenery?

The verses of Tom Moore, Oliver Gold-
smith, Dr. Maginn, Charles Lover and
many others nght be cited in shis con-
nection.

These are but specimens of the most
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electricity on Enpglish lines gives the
muswwm.m This is
l i especially for bad
m, Sth;mnwhom
the would stir his with
mﬁwhmm clos-

| and into a neighboring wood, The fifth

ceived a challenge from him to fight a
duel,

“I hadd never fonght aduel, and I hesi- |
tated some time, but rather than be ac- |
cused of cowardice I consented. The
matter was placed in the hands of |
friends, and one bright moonlight night |
five dark figures sneaked ont of she camp |

figure was that of a doctor of Lexington, |
who had been let into the secret and con- |

sented to act, in consideration of a big |

fee for his services. To every appear- |
ance the duel was to be a tragic one, al- !

| though 1 thought at one time I detected |

a slight smirk in the features of the eec- j
onds, who were mutual friends of the 1
determined principals.

* *Measure off ten paces,’ commanded 1
the doctor as he wiped a tiny stream of
Missouri nicotine from his chin whiskers. ’
The doctor was to act as master of cere-
monies. The space was measured. !

“‘Bring on the weapons,’ was the |
next command. The seconds brought |
forth an ominouns looking bundle care- |r
fully wrapped up in cilcloth. Capt. Poor |
shuddered. I was equally nervous. Ugh!
the weapons were evidently wicked sa-
bers, and it would be a dnel from which
neither principal wonld emerge alive.
We took our places ten paces apart and |
stood glaring at each other, patiently
waiting for the supposed swords to be
placed in our hands ready to pierce each
other’s heart.

THE RESULT. |

* ‘Gentlemen, here are the weapons,’ |
exclaimed the doctor as two large base- |
ball bats rolled out of the cilcloth. He
advanced and placed one in the hands of
each principal. ‘Mind, gentlemen, yon |
are not to violate the rule to keep ten
paces apart. Are yon ready?

“Capt. Poor and I gazed at each other.
The seconds were doubled up on the|
ground in convulsions of langhter. Even
the doctor smiled, and to cap the climax
a gilvery laugh from a woman's lips
broke the stillness of the air as the fair
cause of the duel strode on to the duel-
ing ground with eyes sparkling with
mirth.

““ ‘Do be sensible, gentlemen, and
shake hands,’ said she. "There is going
to be another party next Tueaday even-
ing, and I will divide my programme of
waltzes with you both if yon do.’

“1looked at Poor, and we met half
way and ghook hands. The ludicrous
contemplation of a dnel with baseball
bats at a distance of ten paces was toc
much for ne. We langhed heartily after
casting a reproachful glance at the mis-
chievons seconds who put the job up on

us.

At this juncture there was a rustle of
satin near the hotel elevator, and the
major arose in response to a signal from
a well Iady. As he left the
reporter he said, with a ely wink of his
left eye, ““I got that young lady for life,
though, and Poor is up in the Bioux
country now, and still a bachelor.” With
these parting words he disappeared into
the dining room with the wife of his ro-
mance.—Denver Repablican,

Spider poison appears to have special
effects on certain insects, and the larges:
flies are not always the least affected by
it. Insects over which spider poison has
but little influnence are usually left mesh-
ed in the web to struggle until exhausted
before the spider attempts to devoar
them.
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Branch Bakery, California

Orange Cider, and the

Best A}ll,:le Cider.

If you want a good lanch, give me acall,

Open all Night

C. N. THORNBURY,

T. A. HUDEON,
Late Ree. U, 8. Land Office.

Notary Publie.

THORNBURY & HUDSON,

ROOMS 8 and 9 LAND OFFICE BUILDING,

Postoffice Box 325,

THE DALLES, OR.

———x

Filings, Contests,

And all other Business in the U. 8. Land Offies
Promptly Attended to.

X

We have ordered Blanks for Filings,
Entries and the purchase of Railroad
Lands under the recent Forfeitute Act,
which we will have, and advise the pub-
lic at the earliest date when such entries
can be made. Look for advertisement
in this paper.

~ Thornbury & Hudson.
Don’'t Forget the

EAST END SALOO,

MacDonald Bros., Props.

|

THE BEST OF

Wines, Liquors and Cigars

ALWAYS ON HAND.

$500 Reward!

We will pay the above reward for any case of
Liver Complaint, , 8ick Headache, In-
digestion, tl]‘). on or Costlveness we eannot
cure with West's Vegetable Liver Pills, when the
directions are strietly complied with. They are
ﬁm!!' vegetable, and never fail to give sa

on. Bugar Coated. baxes mmmt? 80
Pills, 25 cents. Beware of counterfeits and imi-
tations. The uine manufsctured cmlz&%y
TE‘]}R"&EN Ci #m COMPANY, CHIGAGO,

BLAKELEY & HOUGHTOY, -
on Drmhu.
175 Second St. The 1es, Or.

FOR SALE.

HEAD OF CATTLE CONSISETING OF
Cows, Calves and Y 8 0
W. D. RI RDS.

Near E. H. Waterman's, Eigbt-Mile,

!

? The Dalles Ghionicle:

here and has come to stay.

-

0 ]
It hopes

'to win its way to public favor by ener-.

Y, industry and merit; and to this end
we ask that you give it a fair trial and

if satisfied with its course a generous
support. -

x The Daily «x

Ef’our pages of six columns each, will be
issued every evening, except Sunday,
‘and will be delivered in the city, or sent
by mail for the moderate sum of fifty
\cents a month.

Its Objeects

will be toadvertise the resources of the
city, and adjacent country, to assist in
developing our industries, in extending
and opening up new channels for our
trade, in securing an open river, and in
helping THE DALLES to take her prop-
er position as the

Leading City of Eastern Oregon.

The paper, both daily and weekly, will
be independent in politics, and in its
criticism of political matters, as in its
handling of local affairs, it will be

JUST, FAIR AND IMPARTIAL.

We will endeavor to give all the lo-
cal news, and we ask that your criticism
of our object and course, be formed from
the contents of the paper, and not from
rash assertions of outside parties.

For the benefit of our advertisers we
shall print the first issue about 2,000
copies for free distribution, and shall
print from time to time extra editions,
so that the paper will reach every citi-
zen of Wasco and adjacent counties.

THE WEEKLY,

sent to any address for $1.50 per Ror.
It will contain from four to six eight
column pages, and we shall endeavor
to make it the equal of the best. Ask
your Postmaster for a copy, or address.

THE GHRONIGLE PUB. GO.

Office, N. W. Cor. Washington and Second Sts.
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