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A LITTLE LOVE SONG. 1

A year ago today, my love,
My heart was full of care;

. The pathered grief of lung. lony years

Beemed more than T eould bear.
The past was all so fraaght wilh pais,

The presant dim with won,
The future looked so dirk Lo me,

One little year ago

1 thought to tread my looely path
i In silence, all alone:
No friend to checer with kindly word,
Ko hand to clasp my own;
Bo dream or bope of tizht or love
To bless my shadowed way.
Ab, wall! “Tis sukl, “the darkest hoar
= Is just before the day.”

Beo, when my despest night had come,
And life was woll nigh gone,

Heaven's own kind care seat you. my dear,
To berald futhe duwn.

-

s offer it in such a case himsell,

| her: Jim standing alone amid that ring

oeeicz<, He would hive Leen the last to

Suddenly attracted by the tumult zp-
peared Dolly, looking ount at the world
from her great san bonnet.

“Run away!” said the judge sharnly:
“this 'ére nin't no place for little gelis.” !

Dolly was an obedient little soul, and |
in un ordinary case would have obeyed.
But baby as she was, something of the
sigmificance of the sceme came home to

of cruel fuces. !
She gazed pitifully at him. |

“youn’ve nothing to do with him. He's
a thief.™

horse in the world, and never wondered

at Jim's pride in ber. A beantiful creat-

gre she was, indeed, and what was more
to the purpose, swift and strongz.
had been peculinrly vicions, and Jim had
broken ber ia himself. T was present st
that breaking in, and, boy as T was, I re-
member to this day my feeling of ad-
miration as Jim quietly mounted opon
her back.

“He's o blessed yonng scamp,” said n
man near me in involuntary delizht,
“but, by Jove, he can ride!™

S0 he conld.

sglight—in the way of bnoeking, rearing.
shying, kicking and planging. to no pnr-

Dolly’s eyes sought Jim's for a denial. | pose, With his feet well in the stir

As he met them with his own reck-

rups and a firm grip on her sdes, Jan

She :mﬂe Dolly open her sleepy eyes,

Red Mustang exerted ull |
“Go away. Dolly,” said Big: Ben: | her powers—which were by no means |

Iall, it mnust be without his weight on her |
back.

“Dolly™ he said with s shake which
1
want yon to do somethin’ for me,” he
went on persuasively; “I want to get |
down here, I've — I've —a particler |
| resson for wanting to get down here”—

and the arm holding Dolly™s us gently as |
“awoman’s kept her head turned well
'forward. *“Red Mustnug 'l take you
to the camp all righs, if you'll bea brave
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“Oh!” and Dolly's frightened clutch
was very firm. -
o wia Jim teverin- | 1S h€re and has come to stay. It hopes

LY

“Will yon, Dolly®

The tendér touch of love's own band
Reat every cloud wway,

And heaven swimg dasxliog down te me,
A year ago today

less, defiant ones, a something else flashed |'stuck on, sparing neither whip nor spur,
into them, and then and there he uttered | and making the lash curl round her in a
a downright lie: *Don’t you believe 'em. | way that I thonght then, and still think,
Dolly: 1 ain't nothing of the cort.” And. | was brutal. But when, all trembling.
balf involuntarily, he threw a wistfnl | she bowed her beauriful head, and with
glance at Big Ben. } the dark fire of her eye owned him muas-
Spite of his ronghness Big Ben must | ter, he fluug away the whip and never
have had a soft spot somewhere, for. | used it again. That was just Jim.
bending down to Dolly, he said gently:| But after the first meworable tussle,
“There, you see, Dolly, I must have | when it had been so emphatically de-
been mistook. This 'ere fellow. insteud | cided whose will was to be obeyed, mas-
of being a thief, is a wirtuous youth, an | ter and horse came to a very good nuder-
innicent angel, in fact. Now run away.” | standing. Red Mnstang's affection. in-

And now those geotle eyes of blue
Look lovingly in mine:
And strong, brave hands, with kindly clasp,
My trembling ones entwine;
And onward now with happy heart,
I walk life’s joyous way,
And bless the boon which caume to me
A year ago todny.
—Mattie Dyer Britts in New York Ledger

]

Dolly and he were friends. How or : fell upon the men.

DOLLY. |

why the friendship was first struck up l

is anknown.

But this much is certain.

So Dolly departed gatisfied.

| deed, had something pathetic in it, aad

After she left silence and hesitation | the fact that she showed the reverse to

tounched them.
sultation the judge, stepping forward.

that the first advances wust have come | cut the cord round Jim's wrist, saying

from Dolly bherself, for a friendship :.~-.‘|

any kind, much less a friendship with « | well let you off this time.

curtly, “Here. yon young scoundrel,

But clear

chubby, dimpled little maiden, was no! | ont of this: we don't want no thiew-.«|

much in Jim's line.
There was nothing attractive about |
Jim—quite the reverse. A great huolk-

ing fellow, with a snllen face and evi!| place ut once, _
eyes, who, young as he was, had dippe! | ent stuff. Expelled from the camp Le |-

more freely into life's book than is woll
for any wan to dip. And Jimn had wot
come out of the ordeal unsoiled,

here,™

Without & word Jim torned on his
heel. Some men would have left the
Jim was made of differ-

built himself & cabin on the ontskirts.
not trying to live the disgrace down, but

It was | enduring it with the dogged obstinacy
a rough place, that little western mining | which was part of his nature.

The

eamp in which he worked—a rough t miners, even Big Ben, ignored him com

place, full of rough men, with whom. |
moreover, e was no favorite.

“1 calclate.” said Judge Remis,
was taking his ease outside after a hard
day’s work and blowing in a gentle,
meditative sort of way the curling smoke
from his pipe, *'I eale’late that a more |

thorough paced young sconndrel than ‘ ingz carried on 80 long.

who | pride

pletely: for Ben, for all that instant of
softness, had certain rugged fibers of
about him which led him to treat
a thief with merciless justice,

The effects of this ‘severgly letting
alone” rystem were not very appuareut,
which was no doubt the reason of its he-
If Jim had ouly

that Jim don’t wlak the earth—darned [ shown a proper spirit of penitence he

if he do.”

| would have been forgiven.

But, except

This sentiment, as fully embodying | that he was a trifle surlier, he went on |
the views of the camp, was received with | his way pretty much as before, even | trail's too plain for Injins to have left,
Dolly beiug treated in public with savage |

mods of assent. “And yet,” said the

judge, taking the pipe from his mouth, | silence.

The little scene had | every one else certainly did not lessen
After a whispered con- | Jim's fur her.

Over the prairie the little cavalcade
started, Red Mnstang, with that easy
swinging stride of hers, taking the lead
and keeping it. DBt Jim pulled her up
sharply sns there cane i trinmphant shont
from behind, **Here's the trail!”

Riding up, Jim looked at it with his
keen eves. “‘That's no trail!™ he said
contemptuonsiy.

Now, the rest of the men having stated
that it was the trail, and being at least
as well able to judse as Jim, did not re-
ceive his remark in the pleasuutest spint.

“Itare fhe trail,” smd Daryl Dash, in
a quietly conclusive way, as if that set
tled it

“Buat it aren’t!” gaid Jim squarely.

Now, Daryl Dash was one of the most
trusted hands in the camp, and being
backed by Big. Ben, the rest naturally
took his side.

“This sin’t no time for foolin',” they
said” very sternly. “Here's trail, plain
as can be: and we're goin® to follow itup”

“T'm not foolin’,” retorted Jim, with «
kind of desperate earnestness, “That

unless they done it &' purpose. I can

But us she was not alienaped ! find the trail right enongh if you let me. |

1the better to enfores the remark, *‘Dolly | there is reason to suppose that he mended | Trust me, boys."

there seems sort o’ struck with him.™
“That's so,” said
fally.

protest, What did Deolly see in him?
was what the camp wanted to know—a
guestion more easily asked thano an-
swered.

Pretty baby Dolly! with her dimpled
face and brown eyes —darling baby |
Dolly! the God given bit of childhood
which was blossoming in the midst of

| Jim's punishment.
| and
| seamper together over the prairie,

For together they still were at

to refrain fromm making Dolly part of
S0 she and “Dim"”
Red Mustang had many a fine

But there came a tine when Jim and
Red Mustang between them were to do
a fine work—a timmeé when a sndden dan-

that band of wild, hard living, hard | ger loomed ont, and Jim rose to it like

drinking fellows, not one of whom, at
his wildest and worst, would have done
aaght to harm her.

the brave man that he was—when with

| clenched teeth he subdued the demon
| within him, snd proved that on occasion

“Jest look at 'em,” said the judge. | he was ready, not for all he could get,
raising himself np on his elbow from the | but to give up all that he had. For a

molt grass,

The men followed his gaze, and aboat
twenty yards away, appearing over the |
prairie ridge, they saw the two—Dolly

savage ‘“*whoop” rang out one night on
the nnsuspecting camp. Men knew what
it was, aund sprang to their feet with a
snarl of rnge. Rifle in hand they rmshed

seuted on Jim's beantifnl horse, Redd | out,

Mustang, one of Jim's strong
thrown protectingly around her,

RTINS

“Injin,” said the judge, coolly louding

the | his rifle, and in the moonlight glesmed

other currying her basket of berries, full | the dusky painted figures, There was

to an extent that showed that Dolly's | little love lost between Injun and white |
chubby little hands had never gathered | man.

them wlone.

Dolly herself was regarding the luaci
ous froit admiringly., “Daddy’ll yike
‘em. Dim, won't he?” they heard her re-
mark,

“Well!” said Jiin savagely, “seein’ as |
4t is Daddy, Ive no doubt he will. Dad- |
dy's ready for most all he can get.”

There was a safficient amouunt of trath
in the statement to canse a smothered
laugh of amusement smong the listeners.
in which Duaddy, otherwise the judge.
good humoredly joined. :

Dolly did not lnugh; instead. her brown
eyes grew tronbled. Jim's remark had

savored of disloyalty to Daddy, and loy-

alty to Daddy was part of Dolly's simple |
1 watched the fleeing band — “‘a close |

oreed. Suddenly she brightened. “‘So
am L." she announced.

“Are yer, now?" asked Jim.

“Iss,” said Dolly. *“Aren’t you®™

Jim mudde no reply. Catching sight of
the spectators, he lifted Dolly and the
berries roughly to the ground, and went
on his way in his customary moody si-
Jemnce.

Dolly. apparently quite used to such
Sreatment from her strange friend, picked
up her busket and trotted contentedly to
her father's side.

“Who've you been with, Dolly? said
Big Ben, catching her up in his arms and
fessinge her to the eky.

“Dim,” said Dolly from Ben’s shonlder,

The men langhed.

“Well, I am sarprised,” said Big Ben
loftily—''a little gell like you taking up
with such as him. [ wonder at youn,
Dolly.™

For answer Dolly boried her hands in
Big Ben's curls, laughing gleafully.
Whereupon a glorious game of romps
ensuad

However, it 80 happened that Jim was
to give a practical answer to Dolly's ques-
ton as to whether he was ready for all
be could get by committing a theft—a
waring theft, and by no means his first.

for the first time discovered.

“Caunght red handed,” said Big Ben,
Tis hand tightening ominousiy on his
Seavy stock whip.

The camp was soon ablase with the
mews, and from every side there flocked
amngry, flerce eyed men. They made
work of such sinnersin those days.
yards of rope and the nearest tree
“tosed to settle the business effectually.
‘A man might ble or swear or use
as freely as he pleased, but in
communisy theft was necessarily

11

|

The “man-and-a-brother” theory
had not been propounded on either side.

| [t was war to the knife on both. “Steady!

boyu. steady!” said the jndge, to whom

such scenes wers by no means new.
“Ready there? Now—at 'em!”
And “at 'em” it was. Down swung

the muslkets, out flashed the shot, and
with a look that was not good to see
npon their faces the boys began their
work—+harp work—buatchery. The sav-
nges swarmed into the camp only to be
cut down, It was soon over. But the In
dians had fought bruvely, and, old, tried
hand as he was, an uneasy light had
leaped to the judge's eyve. “It was a
close shave,” he muttered, wiping the
great drops of swest from his brow as he
shave. A little more, and”"—— The
pause was suggestive,

The day was alreandy breaking wheu
the judge tarned in bhome. ‘*Hope the
little lass hasn't been scared,” he
thought; and, involuntarily, a queer,

lass,

“Delly!" he said, opening the cabiu
door. Thers was no answer. “Dolly!”
and then again a little quicker, **Dolly!”

Aguin that night the men were aroused
by a ery—an awful cry, wruong from u
strong mun in pain; and when they hur-
ried forward it was to find the judge
with the fashmon of his face all changed,
pointing to the empty cabin, on whose
floor shone the gleam of a tomahawk.
That and the confusion of thé place told
its tale ali too plainly—Dolly had been
carried off by the Indiuns!

And not & man among them but shud-
dered, for Indinn revenge is & very hor-
rible thing at its best, and the pitiful
helplessness of a little child wonld have
no weight with a Blackfoot warrior on
the warpath, especially if the childs
people had defeated his own.

In the dazed silence Jim stepped for-
ward—Jim, with his shoulders well
squared and a resolute look on his face.
He eyed the group rather scornfully.
“(Going to stop here all day? he asked.
“Bein' as this is just the right time to
give your horseés & rest! I'm off!” And
80 he was, he and Bed Mustang together,
racing over the plain. But not before
be had seized the judge'shand in a fierce
grip, saying, with a totally unexpected
catch in his voice, “'Jedge, if 1 can I'll
bring her back.” Not much, but it
meant & great deal.

| his manners when they were alone to- |
big Ben thonght- | gether.
3 | imes; and althongh muttered protest=
The camp uttered a growl or two of | went up from the camp on such occa- |
| slons not a man but had manliness enough |

| be reap. What hud he done, in all his
recitless, dissolute life, to be trusted
now? He was not trusted; nay, more, |

| sight

My poor Jim! As aman sows so shall

he was left, Balf muul with anger and
despair, to find his trail alone.

“Take it, orleaveit.” the:inen had said
as they galloped off upon their trail.

Away in the east the sun was touch-
ing the éky with red gold light.
crimnson  bars, fecked with orange,
gleamed ogut broadly, and then melted
into the softer harmony aroand, and be-
fore one knew it, the whole shining mass
united and oot flashed the sun.  But be-
fore it did that Jim bad made up his
mind to do a very risky thing—to rescne
Dolly single handed. Who else was
there to do it? The others had ridden
away in a direction which was every
moment taking them farther away from
the right track.

“My God!” he said-wildly, Wasita |

prayer from those rough lips?—a prayer
which the Good Shepherd heard and
answered? ForJem played a hero's part
that'day. He found the trail. For the
sun, glinting downward, caught the
light of a smaall pink object on the brush-
wood and rested thers lovingly.
ing much—just the torn string from u
little child's sunbonnet.
Jim broke into a suppressed
whistle of trinmph, and raced Red Mus-
tang forward =ss she had never beeu
raced before. Inever like to think about
that ride. Enongh, the Red Mustang
responded loyally to the situation. From
“moon to. dewy eve” she carried Jim

i steadily, Bat when, trembling, foam

flecked and parched with thirst, . he
stopped her as the Indian camp loomed
in sight, he knew that his work was cnt
out.

“*Quiet! old lass! quiet!” he said,
cautionsly dismounting and patting hex
with a look on his face that few but
Dolly or Red Mustang had ever seen
there.

The gullunt beast seemed to under-
stand, and suppressing a whinny, rubbed

| her nose wistfully against the cares-

tender gleamn passed over the weather |
beaten face as he thonght of his “littie i

sing hand.

Half gliding, half creeping forward,
' Jim took in the situstion at a glance,
The Indians had evidently omnly just
| stopped and were hastily improvising a
sort of camp, But, unsuspicious as they
were of beiug followed so soon, Jim

rival wounld not last long, but that sen-
tries would be set to guard against any
approach. Suddenly his blood thrilled,
for there before him, not a dozen yards
away, lay Dolly reposing on. an old
blanket in the healthy sleep of child-

ly. “Dolly! Dolly! Little lam! Will {matar 3
I e, M eal Dhaily ikh quivesing to win its way to public favor by ener-
lips.

Dismounting, Jim fastened her swittty | Y, 1ndustry and merit; and to this end

and firmly to the saddle and gave Red |

Mustang the word, “Good-by, Dolly.* | Y@ ask that you give it a fair trial, and
if satisfied with its course a generous

. lipa.
*Dood-by, Dim,™ said Dolly.
Red Mustang whinnied uneasily. Buat
her master had told her to go, and she | Support‘
went.
*She'll do it,” said Jim with a great |
sigh of relief.
The Indians were very close now,
| In a curioms, concentrated kind of |
| way, Jim gazed at the plain, which the |
moonlight was kindling into puacel’nll
beauty. Then with an ngly light in his
eve, he drew out his bowie knife and
' tumed to face what was before him.

x The Daily «

Great |

“Whoso giveth a cup of cold water to |
one of these little ones, he giveth it nuto
me.” Amd Jim had given more than
that—he had given his life; for the next
day Big Ben and the rest found him on

* the plain—scalped.—Chambers’ Journal.

sitting Ball's War Club.

The killing of Sitting Ball, the famouns |
| Indinu chief, recalls the fact that Mr, |

! Munx E. Dickerson is the proud possessor
| of this great chief's private war club.
Mr. Dickerson secured the club from

Elroy Post, u scenic artist in the employ |
* of the Union Pacific Railroad company, |

who received it us a present from Sitting
, Bull himself. Mr. Post wus doing some

- work for the railroald compuny at the !

| ime in and around Sitting Bull's head-

| quarters, and the chief took a great !

liking to him, but would have nothing

| to do with the rest of the men, althongh |

there were six in the party. He took
| Mr. Post all through his camp, intro
|duc@d him 1o different Indidns, and
made things as pleasant for him as pos
sible,

In return for his kindness Mr. Post
painted for Sitting Bull two large pict-
, ures of his two favorite ponies, Dry

Camp snd Never Fret, which so pleassd
the old chief that he said he wonld like

, for the compliment.
war club hanging up in the chief’s tepee,
Mr. Post said he wonld like to have it.

Bitting Bull mentioned the fact that the |

club was an old relie, had been-in serv-
jce over forty years, passed
numerons battles, and because of its
euriosity he would give it to him. Upon

to present him with sometning in return |
Noticing a large |

through |

four 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.

[ts Objects

will be to advertise 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 totake her prop-
er position as the

Noth- |

But st the|

Mr. Post's return to Aberdeen, S. D., he
shipped the relic to Mr. Dickerson, who |
| now has it on exhibition in one of the !
prominent business places of this city.— |
| Shelby Cor. Cincinnati Enqguirer. |

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

Where Dirty Hands Areo Allowed.
The most noticeable thing about the
American peopls, in the eyes of an Ans-
tralian recently arrived, is the fact that
| they wear their finger nails closely cnt
| and very clean. [nSidney or Melbourne
even the most aristocratic gentleman
never thioks of cleaning his finger nails,
and seldom cuts them. Even the lower
classes in the United States take goad
care of their nails, which is something |
an Aunstralian can scarcely comprehend. |
| Americans are busy people. and one can |
hardly imagine when they find time to |
| bother with cutting or cleaning their |
finger nails. |
Another noticeable thing is your illu- |
mination of shop windows at night.
After 8 o'clock in a Melbourne street the
streets are as  dark as a cavern, and one |
can walk for a block or more withont |
geeing a light. Here in San Francisco |
there are lights in every windew. Even |
after the shop is closed the proprietor
| leaves electric lights burning to display |
and sdvertise the goods in his window. |
A Melbourne merchant would regard )|
this as a needless expense.—Interview |

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

knew thut this first careless bustle of ar- |

with an Australian. |
Old Shoes of Royalty.

In Dresden there is said to be on view
a number of boots, shoes and slippers
| once worn by emperors, kings, queens
| and princes, which should be of much
|interesl: to relic hunters and shoe col-
| lectors. A uitizen of New York is said
| to have in his possession a shoe and a
sindul which were wom by Queen
Elizabeth more than 300 years ago. The
shoe is in & wonderful state of preserva-
Hon. Americans who show such a weak-
| ness for royalty may be interested to
learn that from the latest accounts one
of our princesses has in her wardrobe a
couple of pair of shoes to mateh every

morocco and black shoes.—Chambers'

iron bottom to prevent burning
him out, and torpedoes and hand gre-
nades which can be thrown all about by
gystam of springs and levérs.—Detroit

| dress, and alot of colored Russia leather, |

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 year.
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.
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