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MAYEE LAND.

whero tho marshes are dank aod wide

e,
On a vapor bank e'er the misus oxpand,
To darken the wind swepl ses.

"Tia thero that our wishes are sll ninde true,
Where frowns may not mar the brow,
Where storms never mutier the whole yeas
through,
Where Then is transformed to Now,
Amd only the dreaumner who idly bhalts
With a pencil and brush in hand
Oan trevel the path to the mystic vaalta
And the troasurcsof Maybe Land.
—Philander Johnson in Washington Post.

LOVE AND RAPIERS.

. The village~of Bay St. Lonia was a
favorite dueling ground in the days when
= appeal to swords or to pistols wns
shought by southern gentlemen to be the
omly honorable way of settling personal
grievances. Thore daysare past, and now
there is not 2 more peaceful and certain-
3}y not a more beauntiful town in all the
pictaresgue coast country.

If ever you xhall be going to New Or-
¥eans by way of the railroad from Mo-
bile you will find it well worth while to
stop and spend a few days at this lovely
sammer resort.

If you will take a carriage and a driver
who knows the place you may spend a
day or two delightfully in exploring the
ins and onts, by highway and byway, of
& settlemnent that dates back to the time
when the Spaniards aud the French wers
playing battledore and shuttlecock with
all our rich and salubrions gulf-coast
country. Even now in the streets and
picturesque little shops of Bay St. Lonis
you hear the soft accents of Spain and the
polite intonations of Paris.

The people have soft voices and gentle
manners, and it is hard toimagine, much
harder to believe, that it was ever true
of them that they stood ready, on the
strength of the slightest insult, to fight
to the death #s a matter of honor; but
oo it was. There are men living now
who saw many duels in the days of the
*“oode.” One charming old gentleman
mformed the present writer that be luad
witnessad twenty hostile meetings with
wword or pistol.

Before the days of the railroad which
mow makes Bay 8St. Louis but one
bour and thirty minutes from New Or-
leans, the only approach was by water,
save from the interior of Mississippi.
This rendered the place one of the most
secluded nooks in America, and, as a
matter of conrse, a considerable number
of refugees from justice or from mis-
fartune or tyranny fled thither; but the
Sarger part of the population was highly
respectable: some of it was made up,
especially in summer, of the wealthiest
and best French families of New Or-
leans, who came by steamboat to spend
the hot season in elegant cottages on the
TBreezy bluffs,

Nearly all the doels ever fought at
Bay St. Louis toock place in one or an-
wether secluded spot in the lonely woods
behind the town. These woods are now
dotted with crecle and negro cottages,
the homes of poor people, who find an
easy if not loxurions life where the fish
im the bayous and the fruits on the trees
are to be hud with but the smallest ont-
lay of labor. Ever since the place was
first eettled, and even before, these
woods have boen a maze of crossed and
tangled roads, paths and trails first
made by the Indians. You ean ride or
drive everywhere and in every direction,
and yet the growth is thick, often ob-
structing the sight on all sidea. Now
and aguin you eome upon little nataral
glades or openingn set in wild grass and
surrounded with a wall of trees. These
awe the spots that were chosen for the
dreadful work of the duelista

About the year 1824 two young men
of New Orienns were lovers of a beauti-
fal girl by the name of Marie de Noyant,
whose father had a summer place at
Bay St. Louis. Of course, Marie conld
mot aocept the attentions of both if she
doved cither, and as Honore Chauvin
bad captured ber beart, there was noth-
img for Piere Matoun to do but to chal-
lenge his successful rival to mortal com-
Bat

The three families—Noyants, Chau-
wins and Matons—were of the best in
New Orleaus, and had always been on
the most intimate terms gocially. Honore
and Pierre had known Marie from her
childhood up: they had bean her play-
mates, her friends, and now they were
her lovers. Both wuere handsome, rich
and honorable, as honor was understood
at the time and place. If Marie hesi-
tated to choose' between them it waa not
becanse of any doubt in her heart. She
knew that she loved Honore, and quite
ms well she was aware that under no cir-
cumstances could she ever love Pierre.
8till it was very hard for her, when
Pierre came to her home on the bay and

begged for time to consider, and thus
put off the unpleasant, nay, the tortur-
ing, duty that she owed to herself gnd
t0 ber lovers, But the moment came
when she could no longer procrastinate.
Honore, doubtless aware that his rival
waus besieging the citadel of his lady's
heart, came also to Bay Bt. Louis and
wmrged his suit.

Gently, kindly, sweetly as she could,
Marie pat au end to Pierre's hopes; bat
it was not. ‘power to blunt in the
Jeast the terrible point of her refusal.
Love is not to be set- aside with polite-
mess, nor can it be assmaged by generous
friendship and tender kindness. Any-

# shing short of love is a stab to love.
*“Then it is Honore Chauvin that you
wsre for, Marie®

arose also, and they stood look-
other. They bhad been sit-
covered verands, with the

said , Pierre, rising | panting

| not made that counld in any way serve

{ his torn in this moment of utter defest.

**Oh, I am so sorry, 8o grieved, Pierra,
to see you feel like this!" cried Marie.
“You knmow [ love vou as a birother is
loved, very, very much, and™

“#As a brother!” mutiered Pierre, with
bitter, desparnte emphasis—*‘as a broth-
er!™ And he turned and left the girl's
presence without another word.

She made a movement as if to follow
him, but he had passed down the steps
and out of the gate with long strides.
like some actor in a melodrama.

Her first thought was of danger to
Honore Chsuvin; for in those days the
hot French blood rarely cooled withount
| first having boiled over in deadly fight.

What Pierre Maton did was to go
straight to his friend Honore Chsuvin
and slap bim in the face.

“That for Marie de Noyant!™ he ex-
claimed, still choking with the desperate
choler excited by his sense of defeat.
“That for you!" he went on, repeating
the insulting blow. Then he turned and
left Honore, well knowing what would
follow.

The challenge was promptly sent and
as promptly accepted.

The following morning at a little past

sunrise the combatants, with thsir sec-

roads, dim and straggling, crossed each

known as the Tonlne plantation.
were to fight with swords,

The weapons were measured, positions
chosen, the word given, and the fight to
the death wus begun by a thin, keen,
far reaching clink of steel crossing stesl.

Many & time had thess young men,
now eager for each other’s blood, fenesd
in manly play, and well did both ku:.
how equnaliy were they matched, and
how doubtful was the ountcome of the
struggle they were beginning., -Both
were pale, but cool and wary; in their
eyes burned the hateful fire of unforgiv-
ing anger. The seconds stood aside, si-
lently baut intently ga=zing on; the sur-
geons, a little farther away, held their
bandages und instruments ready.

Honore Chauvin, to do him justice, did
not wish to kill Pierre Matomn, but
meant, if he could, to disable him. This,
bowever, was not so easy, for Pierre,
eager to gluy, and burning with rage of
disappointed passion, wus fighting like a
mad tiger, and yet with supreme vigi-
lance and art.

Their ewords cut the air with hissing
swiftness and filled the space with a
clangor and shower of spiteful sparks
that might well have stiHed all the wild
songs of the birds in the woods round-
about. Once the keen point of Pierre's
rapier barely touched Honore’s throzt,
letting the least show of blood. In tarn
Pierre felt a tingling scratch on his own
breast, but this exchauge of touches
only shot into the fight & new access of
energy. As the exercise began tostea:ly
their exrited nerves and lend suppleness
to their leaping muscles they redoubled
their efforts, and Honore forgot his re.
solve to only wound Pierre, while Pierre
felt his desire to kill swell into a steady.
deadly tempest of passion.

Again and again each of the combat-
ants received elight wounds, mere
scratches: but neither appeared able to
break the other’a guard or to find an un-
defended point, sunch touches as they
bhad given und received being more the
result of close fighting than of advantage
either way. Bot no matter how young
and strong they were, or how expert,
this could not last very long. Ths tre-
mendous strain was sure to tell. Who
would fail first and permit the other to
make the futal pass?

They were pauting now, and the white
foam was gathering on their purple lips.
Their eyes, starting and glsring with
concentrated fury, were fixed and ter-
rible in their animal expression. [t was
as if these two men, so lately friends
and almost brothers, were ready to man-
gle and devonr each other like savage
wild beasts.

Happily the time when such things
could be has gone by, but it is by keep-
ing record of those strange acts that we
are able to understand the growth of
our present civilization. The doel lin-
gered longer in the south than in the
north, and especially in the low country
did it last without much sign of passing
away till some time after the close of
our great war, Looking back now we
ean scarcely rexlize that only half a
century ago it was a common occurrence
for two men to do what we are witness-
{ng between Honore Chauvin and Pierre
Maton.

So much was dueling a part of the life
of the people in the early years of the

They

not to give gne on fit occasion was sure
to attract contempt.

The seconds and the surgeons stood by
80 wrapped in contemplsation of the even
handed fight, so engrossed in watching
the leaping blades, and so forgetiul of
everything save this play of death, that
they did not bhear the sound of wheels

onds and surgeons, met in a small open | haq flung them.
space where two or threelittle wildwood |  Marie de Noyant had arisen eurly that

| morning to kee npmmiaenhehadmsde|
other in the forest part of what was then | 3 g e

present century that in some parts of our |
country to refuse a challenge was to in- |
vste social ostracism, and not to give aud | Aunt Clothilde.

ing stremgih; bLut Honore was failing,
Pierre gsaw this and ruoshed upon him’
with feebls but furicus energy, striving
to beat down hisa goand. He had suc-
ceeded, and Honore wns at his marcy.
The next breath there was a sharp cry
of terror, the voice of & woman in utter

i and a strange, dull roshing
sound followed iy a crash.

The duelists were swept from their |
feet and dashed headlong, s horse |
tumbled over them and the fragments of
a small vehicle were scabtered around. |
In the midst of this wreck thus hurled
ppon the contestants a young woman
rose to her feet and siood, beantiful, dis-
heveled, frightened almost to madness, |
but mnhurt. [t was Marie de Noyant, |

The horse, after falling and rolling |
over, struggled to its feet, and, with |
parta of its harness still clinging to it |
and truiling and whirling about, ran |
frantically away through the woods in |
the direction of the towm |

Overcome for & moment, the seconds |
and surgeons stood staring and motion-
less, but they were men of nerve, and
neaded but time to take a breath and
pull themselves together befors spring-
ing forward to the assistance of Honore
and Pierre, who lay as if dead on the
ground where the shock of the collision

to visit a sick and extremely aged crecle

woman who lived in a small honse back !
in the woods on the road to Jordomn |
river. Feeling oppressed with what had
occurred between her and Pierrc, she or-
dered her servant to fetch her pony and |
and cart and drove awnay alone before'
the rest of the hourehold were np. Bhe |
left the servant behind, wishing to be |
entirely free to commune with her heart |
and to devise if possible some means of |
softening Pierre’s disappointment, While |
she feared that something dreadful
might come of the terrible passion of the

young man, she did not dream that,
even while she drove slowly slong the |
dim road onder the trees, a doel was in

progress hetween him and Honore |
Chauvin. Her pony, a stout, gentle ani-

mal, jogged quietly forward in the sand |
between the tufts of Spanish buyonei 1
and thickets of bay bushes; overhead

the pine trees moaned and the grand |
magnolias rmstled their |
fohage.

Suddenly three or four goats, part of a
herd that had beea turned out to graze
and browse in the woods, leaped out of a |
little tungle of tall wild grass hard byl
and dashed secross the road elose in front
of the pony. Marie at tho time was al- |
sorbed in thought and held the lines with [
a slack hand. The pony took fright, as |
the gentlast horse sometimes will. and |
whirled about and, almost upsetting the |
cart, ran away through the forest as fast ‘I
as his legs eculd carry him. The move-
ment whisked the lines out of Marie’s
grasp, and so she lost control. Discover-
ing his freedom, and crazed with fright,
the hitherto gentle little animal now be-
came a savage and terrible beast, reck- |
less of everything, giving no attention to |
road or direction. !

The reader will understand at unce
how the catastrophe came about at the |
dueling ground, for the pony, accident- |
ally heading itself that way, ran madly
and blindly npon the combatants. It
was found dead s half mile from the spot,
with Pierre's rapier sheathed to the hilt
in i‘s breast. Ithad struck the weapon's
point just as it was about to dart into the
heart of Honore Chauvin.

The strangest part of the whole adven-
ture was that Marie escaped withount
even the slightest hurt.

The young men were borne to the
nearest house, where for many hoars
they lay gide by side insensible. Homnore's
hurts were nearly fatal and Pierre was
crippled for life. In the course of their
convalescence they both received the
gentle and untiring care of Marie, and
before they were able to leave the horee
their friendship had been restored.

Annt Clothilde, a very old colored
woman, who speaks nothiog but the
French patoia of the crecle country, is
the only survivor of the slaves owned by
Marie de Noyant's father at the time of
the duel., You may, if you will wvisit
her in her little house on Hospital street
in New Orleans, have the story, that I
have here sketched, told to you in the
most picturesque way, and it always
ends with & minute description of how
besutiful Marie looked in her white
wedding gown when she and Honore
Chauvin were married.

In the course of frequent and long
sojourns in the old French region of the
south I have made note of many roamnan-
tic, odd or «therwise interesting stories
of dueling, but none of them seems to
me more strauge than this told me by

stiff, glossy '|

Last winter I visited the spot where
the duel wus fought, and while I tried
to imsgine the scene as it was sixty-six
years ago a mocking bird quavered its
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CICGARS.

tAGENTS FOR)

|
Fine Imported, Key West and Domestic

Pxe€ )

Iis here and has come to stay. It hopes

to win its way to public favor by ener-
gY, 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 *

four pages of six columns each, will be

issued every evening, except Sunday,

Eﬂs-[ EH]] sm_mm’ 1| and will be delivered in the city, or sent

MacDonald Bros,, Props.

THE BEST OF

Wines, Liquors and Cigars

ALWAYS ON HAND.

€. E. BRYARD & CO0,

Real Estate,
Insuranee,
.and Loan

AGENCY.

Opera House Bloek,3d S't.

Chas. Stubling,

FROFRIETOR OF THE

GERMANIA,
New Vogt Block, Second St.

—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL—

Liquor .- Dealer,

MILWAUKEE BEER ON DRAUGHT.

Health is Wealth !

DR. E. C. WEsT's NERVE AND BRAIN TREAT-
MENT, & gunrantesd -;u:l!lr: for Hysterin, Dizzi-
ness, Convulsions, Fits, Nervous Neuwulgia,
Headnche, Nervous Prostration caused by the use

or tobacen, Wakefulness, Mental De-
pression, Softening of the Brain, resulting in in-
sanity and leading to misery, decay and death,
Premature Old Age. Barrenness, Loss of Power
in either sex, Involuntary Losses and Spermat-
orrhoed canssd by over exertion of the brain, self-

incomparable finte score from a wax
myrtle bush on the edge of a flowery
thicket hard by. What & peaceful sput
it wus!—Manrice Thompson in New |
York Ledger. |

e e n e |

Effects of Pride.

An ancient and distinguished indi wid-
ual writes:

“] owe my wealth and elevation to
the neglect with which I wead to be

swakened a zeal which did its duty,
and was crowned with success. 1 de-
termined, if this neglect was owing to
my want of learning, I would be studi-
ous and acquire it. 1 determined, if it
was owing to my poverty, I would ac-
cumulsate property; if extreme vigilance,

prudence and eelf demial

abuse or over Indulgence. Each box ecountalns
one month's trestmont.  §1.00 » box, or six boxes
for $5.00, sent by mall prepaid on receipt of price.
WE GUARANTEE SIX BOXES
To cure any cuse, With esch order received b
us for six xos, accompanied by $6,00, we wi
send the purchuser our writtéen guarantee to re-
fund the money if the treatment does not effect
acure. Guarantees {ssued only by
BLAKELEY & HOUGHTON,
Prescription Druggists,

175 Second Rt. The Dalles, Or.

YOU NEED BUT ASK

THAT THIS I8 TRUE
'HOEHDIAN ¥NO0A

CuRe taken
your Blood,

HEADACHE AND
directions will k
dneys in order, &

Iby mail for the moderate sum of fifty
‘cents a month.

i Its Objeects

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 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 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.

THE CHRONIGLE PUB. GO.

Office, N. W. Cor. Washington and Second Sts.
4 ’3"
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