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WHAT SHALL IT PROFIT!

| I lny wasts and wither ap with donbt

hﬂ!ﬂd Nelds of heaven where once my

Fossemsed itself sercnely safe from desth;

¥ I deny the things past inding out,

B if T orphan my own soul of One

That scemed a Father, nnd make void the place

Within mé where Ha dwelt in power and grace,

What do I gain, that am myself andone?
—William Desn Howells in Harper's.

ANNIE O'BRIEN.

The Connaunght Castle had arrived in
Mew York. The cabin passengers had
$ome ashore. The steerage people were
being carried away by their friends or
By the boarding house keepers who al-
ways lie in wait for them. Those yet
wmmoalled for sat abont the decks, Wist-
fal eyes turned shoreward, anxious to
soe a fawmiliar face and form mmong all
theee strange ones,

Pat Nolan had come aboard in all his
Wravery—a new blue coat flung open,
shat it might not conceal the shining
watch chain dangling from his vest
pocket, his hat tipped to one side in true
DOonnaught fashion, with a mighty show
of white collar and cuffs and blue neck-
#8e, and his boots for once polished by
sm “Eyetalian.” He threw his shoulders
Back and looked his best, for “didn’t he
wome aboard to bring his sweetheart,
Annie O'Brien, home, and wasn’'t she
the purtiest girl in ten counties, and
=adn't she crossed the ocean for ks
amice™
% Pnat felt as though every one who saw

him must know his business there.

Standing still he looked about him, ex-
pocting to see his little Annie somewhere
mot far, ®

**Sare, an’ wouldn’'t she be as anxions
® mate himm as he would be to mate
her? But strange to say he could not
sse her.

He was a little lave, for there had been
adelay of the frain in which he came
down from the place where he was work-
ing as coachman and gardener. Bat
smrely Annie would never have gone
sshore without him, He walked about
for full ten minutes, looking everywhere.
bat still missing the face he wanted,

Every now and then a gay ribbon or a
Wright coil of hair would make his heart
«Jdance, but it was never Annie's hair or
Axnie's bonnet. At last he made up his
mind that she had gone ashore:; bat in
that case she had left word for him, of

+ mourse—word where she had betaken
hernelf,

“I bez pardom, sir,” he said, stepping
wp to 2 man who wore'a gold band upon

“his cap, and was presumably an officer—

“I beg pardon, sir, lnt Pm Pat Nolan,

ia there a hit of a message left for me,

s you know, sir?™

“Not that 1 am aware,” the officer re-

“It was Annie O'Brien,” said Pat. *'‘She
cmane over on this steamer; she expected
me to mate her, We're to be married,
you know, sir, and she'd lave word
where she is gone—Annie O'Brien.”

The officer turned a curious, startled
gaze upon him.

“Annie O'Brien,” he repeated.
sheerage passenger?

“In coorse, sir,” said Pat. “She's
eomin' over to marry me, and she’s a
wrorkin' girl. We're naytheriv nsrich.”

The officer looked at him again.

*1 know the name,” he said.

“You couldn’t help noticing the girl,”
smid Pat. “She's a party crayther, is
Axnie, wid eyes like the sky and goolden
hair, and a waist ye could span wid yer
#wo hands—barrin’ she wounldn't permit
¥ye to do it—and a foot light as a bird's
wpon the floor. A little jewel is my An-
mie. You'd not fail to notice her.”

“Bit down a moment, Mr. Nolan,"
swid the officer. I will make some in-
quiries. Wait here for me.”

*“A mighty polite gentleman, though
Jee’s as solemn as & funeral,” said Pat to
Mimself. ‘1 hope he'll not delay long.
Pm wild to see Annie. Oh, the divil fiy
away wid the cars that kept me from
her! I wonder is she cryin’ her eyes out
for not seein’ me? It was what she had
a right to expect—the firet one aboord.™

The officer was returning.

He looked more serions than ever.

“Mr. Nolan,” he said gravely, ‘‘the
eaptain would like to speak to youn. 1
will take you to him. We have had a
wery stormy voyage, as winter vo
offten are.” e

“But you've come into port on as
pleasant a day as there is in the calen-
dur,” Pat said cheerfully. “A Christ-
mas couldn't be brighter.”

“Bat we have had a very unpleasant
voyage,” said®the officer gravely.

He opened the door of the captain’s
eabin. Pat entered with his hat in his
hand.

The captain, a grave, bronzed man,
with iron gray hair, sat at a table before
aa open book, on which his hand lay.

“Sit down,™ he said.

“Thank you, sir. It's as easy stand-
ing,” said Pat, with a bow.

“You had better sit down,” said the
saptain. ‘I may have to talk to you for
sane minutes. I have something very

particular to say if yon are the right

A

feel astomished, but then perhaps the
captain, knowing that he was to be mar-
ried that evening, wanted to congratu-
Iate him, to offer him a glass of some-
thing, or perhaps it was the way of

of Goean

yours?”’
“My sweetheart
=xe to be married today,” said Pat.
“If God wills it,” said the
“Ay, sir; we can do nothing widoat
_-#hat, Pwell know,” said Pat. *“The good
Lord above and Father Dunn will help
* mme; but T'll do the best I can to furder it

_pages of the book before him.

as -

!

“And the name of the young girl you
1 are asking for?" he said.

*“Annie O'Brien,” said Pat, beginniug
to think the captain very stupid—** Annie
O'Brien. BShe's the Widdy O'Brien's
daunghter—a dacent woman is the widdy,
and well respected, They are neighbors
there at home in the ould counthry.”

The captiin ran his finger down & long
| column of names, and stopped at last
and looked at Pat again,

“We had avery unpleasant voyage,” he
said slowly—*a very, very unpleasanit
voyage."

“Tha other gentleman was telling me
that, sir,” said Pat, wishing that this old
gentleman would stop talking about the
weather and tell him something about
Annie. ““Bad weather must be a threat
on the say,” he said, in order to be polite.
“And wid all thim passengers to be
watchin' and carin’ fer—worse than u
stableful of bastes!”

“Yes,” suid the captain, “we try te
care for our passengers, but the steerage
is a little crowded. They are often very
sick."

“Yes, gir. I was that sick myself 1
thought 1 be dyin’,” said Pat.

“Some are severely ill,” said the cap-
tain.

This time Pat made no answer, but
stared at him with a hot flush rising to
his fuce.

“Sometimes they are so very ill that
they die,” the captain went on. *“*Del-
cate women, you know—little children
and delicate women.”

Pat still looked at him in silenes.

“When [ said that we had a very un-
pleasant voyage I meant,” said the cap-
tain, “‘that we had serious illness—thaut
we had death on board. Two steerage
passengers died. One was William
O'Rourke, an old man coming over to
live with his son.”

“God rest his soul!” said Pat, crossing
his forahead.

*“The other, who was very ill, was a
woman,” said the captain, “a young
woman, and very pretty, Mr. Nolan,
we have to prepare for storms in this
life—we have to brace up and bear them
as well as we can. They usre very hard
to bear. I have had a great many my-
sell. At my age that goes without say-
ing: but you are young and full of hope.
I am very sorry to say that I amn afraid
you are about to suffer a terrible shock.
It is & puinful task tell yon. Brace
up, my lad. The other passenger was a
young woman, and her name, as we have
it written here, was Annie O'Brien.”

All the color had gone cut of Pat's face
by this time. It was white, lips and all.
He dropped his arms on the table and
hid his face on them, and great sobs
ghook his frame.

The captain wiped the tears from his
owWn eyes,

““Talk does no good,” he said.
only can comfort you."

‘It seems as if I could not believe it,
captain,” Pat cried, lifting his tear swol-
len face. *“Annie—my little Annie!
Are ye sure it was Anuie?"

“There was but one Annie O'Brien on
our list,” said the captain, ‘‘She gave
her name just before she breathed her
last. The only steerage passenger of the
name of O'Brien died on the voyage of
a fever. The doctor cared for her as
well us he knew how. The women
nursed her kindly. We buried her at
sea, and the burial service was said by a
Catholic clergyman who was on board.
You might like to know that, so I tell
you."

“My Annie—my Annie at the bottom
of the say!” mouned poor Nolan. ‘‘An’
I'll niver see her ugain; niver kiss her
red lips; niver feel her two arms about
me neck! Ah, Annie, I won't live after
you—I won't live after yon! Life is too
hard to bear wid that to think of. It's
turned me to & womsn, sir, I'm thinkin’:
but it's the worst blow I iver had in me
loife.™

There wasa knock at the door just
then. Pat hid his tear stained face

“Time

“No admittance jnst mow,” cried the
captain.

] didn’t mane to coms in, plase, sir,”
gaid a sweet voice, “‘but I'd like to spake
to ye, captain, af ye'll les me. I'm
waitin’ this long tiwne till me frind comes
aboord to bring me homse, amd I'm get-
tin' anxions, fearin’ something has hap-
pened him. What will I do, sir? 1|
know no one in Americay. Perhaps he
might be on boord and me not know it.
He'd be askin' for Annie O'Brien, and
he'd be Pat Nolan, that I'm promised to.
Wonld ye"—

But the captain bad flung wide the
door, and Pat was on his feet, and with
a roar like that of a buffalo had fiung
his arms abont her.

“Glory be to God and all the saints!™
he cried. *“You're not dead at all!
You're alive! I've got yom safe and
sound! They've been tellin' me you
were deud. God help the man that put
the thrick on me, for I'll lave but the
bonss av him!"

“Quiet, there!” shouted the captain.
“Down with your fists, or I'll put you in
irons! What did you mean by asking
for Annie O'Brien, a steerage passenger,
when you wanted Annie Bailey, a first
cabin That is the girl that
stands there. That is the name she gave
us—Annie Bailey.”

“Captain, dear,” cried Anmnie, clutch-
ing her Pat by the coat tails, “captsin,
darlin’, Pat niver kmew—he did not
Since writin’ him, my mother —a widdy
—married again wid Mr. Peter Bailey,
that kapes a foine tavern in our town.
B0 long as I was goin' from her, and he
proposin’ to her, why wouldn't she? And
he, havin’ money to spare, ssid I should
com® like a lady, and paid me passage
in the foinest place; and out iv compli-
ment to him—being my mother's hus-
band and so genercus to me—1 sailed as
Annie Bailey. That is the way it was,
captain; and indade all the throuble
arose from it—for I wanted Pat to find
me sated in the illigant saloon, and re-
mained there waitin' for him.”

“You'll excuse me, sir,” said Pat, bow-
ing low, ‘‘on sccount of what Pve been
throogh.”

“All right, my man.” the captain an-
swered; and then Pat threw his arm
about his Annie and led her away, the
hsppiest fellow alive.—Mary Kyle Dal
las in Fireside Companion.

THE WESTERN BOOMERS.

Tous of Thousands of People Seeking
Homeas in Far Off Reglona.

The rush to the new lands that are now
open for settlement in seversl parts of the
west is going on, and there is no doubt that
it will be increased largely during the com-
ing months. Nearly two years ago the
Oklahoma boomers were pushing their
way Lo the Indian Territory, and thousands
of thens were camped beside their teams
along the sonthern border of Kznosas, anx- |
fously waiting for vhe opening of that re- |
gion to settlers.

Muny of them crossed the line before they
had the right todo so, and a8 nocrops conld
then be raised there were hardships and
suffering amoug them. Some took refuge
in Eansas Missouri and Arkausas, some
were driven out by Federsl troops and
others mnde their way to obscure regions,
where they lived for a time on such pro-
visions as they had brought with them or
as could be procured from Kaansas. The
boom had suffered a setback, though
squatters still got into Oklahoma somehow
in considerable numbers. Last year the
government hud trouble with the Cherokee l
Indians in its negotiations for the surren-
der of their Iands, and this eontinued till it
wis evident that legal settlements could
not be made on these lands in 1890,

M boomers were again gathered on
the er at the close of the year, and
when the report came to them that nego-
tiations had been closed several bundred
families struck out for the lands in ques- |
tion. As the report proved to be inaccu-
rate, they had to return to the Kansas side |
of the line. The trouble has not yet been |
brought to a satisfactory termination, bat {
as the pdjacent lands of the Sue and Fox |
Indians are pnow open by treaty the new |
settiera have begun to tgke up claims |
there. though the land is not yet surveyed. |
It is very certain that the movement in l
that direction will be heavy during the |
next few months, or till every acre of ths {
soil has its claimant. According to a re- |
cent dispatch, the “town lot boomers” are |
especially busy there at this time, !

It is not ouly to Oklahoma that the land |
hunters are bound just now. Recently |
printed dispeteches from northern Wiscon- |
gin describe the rush to the big strip that
has been opened to claimants there. At
the land offices in Ashland, Wansau and
Eau Claire thousands of settlers have stood
in line awaiting their turn to file their
claims, and so highly bave advanced places
in the line beeu valued that ronnd snms of
money have in some cases been offered for
them. At two of these offices a short time
ago the homesteaders became so turbunient
that & compuny of infantry was needed to
keep order. It is probable that by this
time nearly all the claims in the big strip
have been taken up.

There is news also of a heavy Immigra-
tion to the atate of Washington on the Pa-
cifle coast. It has been in progress during
the winter monthy, and is now verysure.of
enlargement, The papers there do all they
can to encourage it by publishing acconnts
of the fine climate and fertile soil of the
state, especially those parts of it west of
the Cascade range and along the rivers
that empty into Puget sound, which, aec-
cording to the Seattle papers, beat all the
rest of the world for raising grains, vege-
tables, berries and all sorts of “family gar-
den truck.” *“Nowhere else,” so it is said,
“oan man live and flourish on so small a
piece of land as in this attractive region.”
—New York Sun.

Birds That Are All Fasthers.

The biggest of all reslly powerful fiying
birds are, I believe, the wandering alba-
troas and the South American condor—for
the roc I reject cutright as worthy only of
the most restricted Arabian and noctarnal
ornithology. Seen on the wing, or even
with the wings expanded merely, both
these great existing birds have a most ma-
jestic and colossal appearance. But feath-
ers in such cases are very deceptive; they
make fine birds out of very small bodies,

For example, our well known little En-
glish swift, which looks so impasing in
flight as it passes overhead with pinions
poised, is hardly as big when plucked asa
man’s top thumb joint, and weighs only
balf an ouunce, So, too, the albatross,
though its expanse of wing is said to ex-
ceex that of any other known bird, amount-
ing sometimes to nearly ten feet from tip to
tip, does not average in weight more than
fifteen pounds, which is just exactly the
poulterer’s statement for my Christmas
turkey.

As for the condor, while he spans from
wing to wing some eight feet, his length
from beak to tail is only three and a bhalf,
and [ doubt il he would pluck into any-
thing corresponding to his magnificent
outer show, though I am bound to admit
that I have never personally tried the un-
pleasant experiment.—Cornhill Magrsine.

How Some EKinges Died.

Kings have died in mean fashion, as-
suming the shape of indigestion. Did pot
a dish of lampreys kill Henry I? and was
not overeating fatal to George 1?—*'pallid
Death pressing upon him,"” as eray
says, “in his traveling chariot on the Han-
over road. What postilion can outride
that pale horseman?” Both Frederick III,
emperor of Germany, and his son, Maxi-
milian I, died through excessive indulgence
in melons; Baldwin IV, kingof Jerusalem,
died of leprosy; Philip III of Spain, of the
etiguette which left him to be roasted be-
fore a flaming brazier because the official
could not be found whose special function
it was to remove it, and Stanislas -
ski, king of Poland, of the terrible hurns
he received through his dressing gown ac-
cidentally taking fire.

Antiguity of Man in Americs.

Professor Putnam, secretary of the Amer-
fean Association, according to Popular Bei-
ence News, recently made an interesting
discovery which furnishes fresh evidence
in aupport of the theory that man in Amer-
ica was contemporaneous with the mam-
moth. Inacommunication to the Boston
Bociety of Natural History, Professor Put-
nam describes a shell found by him in the
state of Delaware. Upon a portion of this
shell is scratched the rude outline of what
without doubt represents a mammoth.
The shell was found under peat, and near
by were human bones, charcoal, bones of
animals and stone implements,

The Very Thing.

Miss Toppin—This plece of ribbon was
made to order. There’s not another bit
like it in the world. i

Miss Hoppin—I'cc going shopping to-
morrow, and I wish you'd lend it to me to
match —Puock.

A Ceorroboration.
“Soe is straight goods,” remarked Miss

“Yes,"” replied Miss Emerson of Boston,
“she is undeviating merchandise.”—Judge.

Many Creditors.
“My wife borrows lots of trouble.”

ly when she is so suc-
esesaful mnking_it.."—!:hrper’t Bazar.

'SNIPES & KINERSLEY,

Wholesale and Retail Druggists.

Fine lmporteii, Rey West and Domestio

CICGATRS.

{AGENTS FOR)

EAST END SALOON,

MacDonald Bros,, Props.

THE BEST OF

Wines, Liquors and Cigars

ALWAYS ON HAND.

(. E. BAYARD X C0.,

Real Estate,
Insuranee,
and Loan

AGENCY.

Opera House Bloelk,3d St.

Chas. Stubling,

FROFRIETOR OF THE

GERMANIA,
New Vogt Block, Secand .

—WHOLEBALE AND RETAIL—

Liquor -.- Dealer,

MILWAUKEE BEER ON DRAUGHT.

Health is Wealth !

BRALM

Di. E. C. WesT's NERVE AND BRAIN TREAT-
MENT, a guaranteed ific for Hysterin, Dixsi-
ness, Convulsions, s Nervous Neuralgia,
Headnohe, Nervons Prostration caused by the use
of aleohol or tobaceo, Wnkefulness, Mental De-
pression, Softening of the Brain, resulting in in-
sanity and leading to misery, decuy and death,
Premsature Old Age, Barrenness, Loss of Power
in either sex, Involun Losases and rmat-
orrheea caused by over exertion of the brain, self-
abuse or over indulgence. h box contains
one month's treatment. $1.00 a box, or «ix boxes
for $5.00, sent by mail prepaid on receipt of price.

WE GUARANTEE SIX BOXES
Tocure any case. With esch order received b
us for six boxes, sccompunied by $5.00, we wi
send the purchaser our written guarantee to re-
fund the money if the treatment does not effeot
acure. Guarantees issued only by

BLAKELEY & HOUGHTON,
Prescription Druggists, -
175 Second St. The Dalles, Or.

YOU NEED BUT ASK

THAT THIS I8 TRUE

Th
are well liked wherover n!actvrg
st Dufur, Oregon, For sale by all druggists

The Dalles Ghronicle

is here and has come to stay. It hoggs
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 S

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.

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.

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 CHRONICGLE PUB. CO0.

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

THE DALLES.

The Gate City of the Inland Empire is situated at
the head of navigation on the Middle Columbia, and
is a thriving, prosperous city.

ITS TERRITORY.

It is the supply city for an extensive and rich agri-
cultural an-i grazing country, its trade reaching as
far south as Summer Lake, a distance of over twc
hundred miles.

THE LARGEST WOOL MARKET.

The rich grazing country along the eastern slope
of the the Cascades furnishes pasture for thousands
of sheep, the wool from which finds market here.

The Dalles is the largest' ori wool shipping
point in America, about 5,000,000 pounds being
shipped this year.

ITS PRODUCTS.

The salmon fisheries are the finest on the Columbia,
yielding this year a revenue of $1,500,000 which can
and will be more than doubled in the near future.

The products of the beautiful Klickital valley find
market here, and the country south and east has this
year filled the warehouses, and all available storage
places to overflowing with their products.

ITS WEALTH

It is the richest city of its size on the coast, and its
money is scattered over and is being used to develop,
more farming country than is tributary to any other

Its situation is unsurpassed! Its climate delight-
fal! Its bilities incalculable! Its resources un-
limited! And on these corner stones she stands.

Sukpe|city in Eastern Oregon.
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