IN THE NIGHT.

~Jm 1 enter the shadowy portals of nighy,

We stray In bor solitude vast,

Fale memory whispers a vanished delighs
And summons swhnde from the past.

sl my Marguerite plays: the swoeel passion

and skil)

That we loved speak sgain in her art.

Mow tho strains of her violia sound, at her will,
Like the chords of a human heart

3 s only & drosi, such ns travelers say
gives in the lands of the sun;
Aol the sad, sweet face and the form pass
awny--
The music aud glory are done!

Zeall on my love in grief's pnssionate words.
If caly one moment to stay;

Wt all that | hear is the twitter of birds
That wake in the morning gray.

"Where the far distant Alps seem a clondland
of smow,
Arve a lake, and a valley so fair,
slasd & sculptured stone, with its record of woe,
e tell she is sleeping there.
—W. Gow UGregor in Once & Weok.

WAYLAID.

*Chip, you'd better start at once.
Dom’t be on the road after dark with so
mmach money about you.”

The window was high from the ground,
sad the disreputable looking tramp who
#ad entered the garden heard Mr. Stock-
well's remark snd came to a stop on the
smveled walk.

Neither Mr,

Stockwell nor his trusted

glerk, Chip Ferris., saw him as be half |

cronchad beneath the open window, frosn
which place their tones were plainly
smdible.

Mr. Stockwell had the largest grocery
im Lebanon, und Chip Ferris, though only
17 years old, was his right hand man.

He owned ancther grocery in Milldale,
a thriving little village eight miles away,
amd Chip had just been directed by him
%o go over and collect the month's re-
ewipts from the man in charge.

“Tell Hanley I'll be in Milldale to see
him just as soon as [ can get out of the
house,™ said Mr. Stockwell, who had been
overcome by his old remedy, the rhen-
matism. ‘‘T've instructed him in the note
%o turn over the collections to yon, and
if any stock is needed he can let you
kmow.”

The man at the window did not wait
%8 hear more, but went noiselesaly to the
gate, all thought of begging removed
from his mind.

A companion, as ragged and vicious
Jooking as himself, stood waiting for
¥ some distance down the street.

“What kept you so long? he growled.
~Any luck?"

*“1 should say so,” was the response.

“¥You didn't get any money, did you?

“No. but we'll soon have plenty if wa
manage things right.”

And be proceeded to confide what he
bl overbesrd, whereat the other worthy’s
ayes glistened. |

=“Well, that is luck, and no mistake,”
‘3o said. ““If he's only a boy it will be as

saxy as rolling off a log. There ha comes
mow."
At that moment Chip Ferris was clos-
dimg Mr. Stockwell’s gate.

He walked down the street in the di-
»ection of the two men, giving them no
more than a casnal glance as he passed
Wy, for tramps were no rarity in Lebanon,

““Those fellows are pretty rongh look-
dmg castomers,” he thought. “It'sa won-
der the constable hasn’t got them.”

It was 8 o'clock then, and he went to
the stable in the rear of the shop and
harmessed the horse to a light vehicle.

The drive to Milldale was a pleasant
ape, and Chip enjoyed the prospect of it
emosedingly.

About & mile from town, resting un-
der a leafly tree by the roadside, were
the two tramps he had seeu some time

TG,

“Hello!™ he said to himself.
e those fellows again,
they're up fo now.”

He passad by in a cloud of dust, and,
Moolcing back, saw that an animated con-
wersation had suddenly sprung up be-
tween the two.

Somehow Chip got it into his head that
they were talking about him.

“They can't know about the money,
of course,” he said, uneasily. “Suach
mmen look evil enongh to do anything.™

When he reached Milldsle he was dis-
appointed to learn that Mr. Hanley had
gome into the country to look at a colt
that he thought of purchasing.

The money was locked up in the safe
and he had the key with him, so that
there was nothing for Chip to do but to
wait for his return, which he did with a
good deal of impatience.

it was neurly 6 o'clock and the sun
was far down in the west when Mr.
Hanley came back, snd Chip lost no
time in transacting with him the basi-
mess on which § had come.

*“‘Better stay with me to supper, Chip,”
maid Mr. Hanley. “There'll be a moon
at 8 to light you back.”

“No, thank you,” ssid Chip. ‘‘I don’t
want to be out late with this money.
I just take some bread and chdese with
me."”

He bade Mr. Hanley gouod-by, and,
giving his horse the reins, was soon
going at a smart pace through Milldals,
mntil the last of the straggling honses at
Jt= ontskirts was left far behind.

The sun sank behind the distant bine
“hills and twilight came on.

*It won't be long now beforeit’'s dark.™
‘maid Chip. *“I hope [ won't mest thoss

“There
I wonder what

reined in the horse to carry it out, first
dooking around to satisfy himself that

have likely enough taken another
“but if they should try to rob me this
_gus roll may fool them.”

-~ He was half way home when he came
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to & large tract of woods, throngh which
the road passed for some distance.

The thick foliage of the over arching
trees shut out the light, and the road
was so bad that Chip was obliged to let
the horse walk.

There was an absurd story which had
| long been current of a beadless horse-
| m
| and Chip could not help recalling it with
| a shudder in spite of its utter improla-
| bility.

Suddenly the horse shied, and the
startled boy caught sight of two dark
figures lying in wait at the side of the
road.

The horse gave a leap forward, but a
hand seized the bridle and swerved the

| was nearly overturned in the deep rut.
*“No, you don't, youngster,” a gruff
voice said. *“Just yon give np that
money you got at Milldale or it will go
bard with you.”
“How do you know I got any money?"

for he saw the gleam of & revolver that
was in the man’s hand.

*“None of that,” replied the rascal an-
grily. ““You just give it up, that's all.
If you don't you'll never drive this wagon
again.”

Chip took his pocketbook out with
trembling fingers, and the man greedily
snatched it from him.

*You'll let me gonow, won't you?™ the
boy pleaded.

“Not much,” said the robber ecoolly.
*(Get out of that vehicle, and don't waste
any time abont it. Do you hear me!™

With shaking limbs Chip obeyed and
sabmitted to a thorough pearch of his
pockets, after which he was bound, with
his arms behind him, to a tree.

“There, [ fancy that'll do,” said the
man, with a chuckle. “*Turn the wehi-
cle round, Bill, and let's be off.”

“Are you gsure you've got all?” his com-
panion asked.

“Yes,” was the reply. *“If we bhadn't
used up all the matches trying to get a
light for our pipes 1I'd connt what was in
the pocketbook.™

The two rogues jumped into the vehi-
ele and drove off in the direction of Mill-
dale, leaving Chip straining and togging
&t the rope that bound him.

His fear that the robbers would return
when they discovered the deception that
had been practiced npon them made himn
almost frantic, bat all his effortas to free
himself were in vain.

Helpless and exhausted he awaited the
outecome, turning paleat every noise that
he heard in the woods.
| He was as brave as any ordinary boy,
but beads of perspiration were on his
brow aud his hair almost stood up on
end when at length he heard the omin-
ouf sonnd of wheels drawing near.

“Good gracious!™ he said in terror.
“It's they; and they'll kill me.”

Nearer and unearer came the sound,
and then, as the vehicle passed by, there
wus o Fudden transition from despair to
hope.

“Stop!”
heip!"

“Who is it?" a startled wvoice called
back. **Whatare you doing there?"

“It's [ —Chipman Ferris,” said the boy.
“*Two men, who tried to rob me, have
tied me to & tree.”

He heard some one alight, and the
next moment footsteps came crashing to-
ward him.

Chip was overjoyed to recognize Mr.
Balton, a farmer well known to him.

*How did you come to get in such a
fix, Chip?™ he asked, as with a few cuts
of his knife hereleased him from his un-
comfortable position,

Chip explained to Mr. Bolton how he
had been waylaid, and the farmer said
indignantly:

*“The villsing! They must have taken
the road to Malden, for I didn't pass
them,”

Just as they were getting into the fur-
mer's vehicle they heard the sound of
angry voices from behind,

*Quick, Mr. Bolton!" cried Chip, ex-
citedly. *They are armed, and they ars
coming back.”

The farmer needed no urging, bai
gave his horse the whip.

As they flew on they still heard the
desperate men venting their rage in
angry threats, and they knew they were
in hot pursuit.

They emerged into the open, and look-
ing back in the light of the moon that
had risen, Chip could see the men us
they beat their jaded horse in their ef-
fort to overtake them.

The rascals shoated out for them to
stop, and discharged their revolvers 1.
intimidate them, but Mr. Bolton's horse
was the fresher of the two, and they
soon gave up the chase.

Chip was glad when he saw at lengih
the lights of J.ebanon shining out frow
abead, and it was not long bafore every-
one in the village knew of the attampted
robbery,

The constable and several men at
once started out to arrest the tramps
and found the horse and vehicle abau
doned by the roadside, the men having
feared capture and taken to the woods.

But the telegraph is effective, and the
very next day the robbers were arrested
in another county and got the pumish
ment they so richly deserved.—New
York World.

He Didn't Purchase the Shooa.
It was nearly 6 o'clock one evening
when a gentieman, apparently 80 years
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cried Chip wildly. *‘Help.

sn who appeared in these very woods, |

animal to one side, so that the vehicle |

asked Chip, with a fast beating heart, |

ODDS AND ENDS.

Miss Nellie Gould is said to have made
up her mind never to marry.
Pails and tubs satorated with glycerine
will not shrink.
To be well shod and better gloved are
| peculiarities of the French and American
| women.

| character ought to be careful and have it
always with him.

Gen. Miies, the Indian fighter and pacifi-
eator, is ao expert rider of the bicyele.

The peuple of the United States will eau
$50,000,000 worth of candy this year.

Don’t carry your umbrella with utter

either side.
Don't fret,
mnke more women thin and wrinkled than
anything else in the world.
A pismo shounld never be allowed to re-
main unopened for a period of geveral
months or longer.

When merely eating an ice or other slight
refreshment between daneces it is not neces-
| sary to take off your gloves,

The emperor of Germany, while enter-
| taining mnch more freely than his grapd-

favher did, has a keen eye to economy.

Cowper was over fifty when he published
| »John Gilpin” and “The Task,” and Defoe
| 58 when he published “"Robinsou Crusce."”

The first London directory was printed in
| 1687, and contained but 84 pages, with the
names of 1,700 persons and frms.

If paint has been scattered on window
panes wet the spots with water and rab
thoroughly with a new silver dollar, or
they may be washed with hot, sharp vin-
egur.

The actual expendituare of the British
government in 1889 was £88 683 K80,
we consider §5 to be the equivalent
§448,410,150.

A dealer in old sermons in London ad-
vertises 400 manuseript sermons in job lots
at a very low price per 100. Those that are
written “‘in a large, bold, clear hand”’ bring
a higher price.

, or, if
to £1,

Not Quite Baild.

“I gnve my mother such a fright the
other day,” said a pretty girl. “Youknow
thut aithough she has a grown up daongh-
ter her hair is the sumeshade of brown as
mine, and there is not the slightest tinge
of gray to he seen in it. 1 am very fond of
doing mamma’s hair, and as I can arrange
itin a movre becoming manner than she
can she generally allows me to fix it ex-
actly as I choose, and goes out afterward
fecling that she looks as well as she possi-
bly can. Lately my taek has been more
difficalt, as mamma’s beautiful buir has
been falling out and getting thinoer and
thinner. We bave both worried a little
over this, and have tried every hair re-
newer we could think of, but without suc-
oesE,

“One day when I was pondering how I
could make my mother’s coiffenr eapecially
beautiful for a reception that she was to
attend in a few days, an idea came into my
bead, and collecting all my combings I had
a switch made up which matched mamma’s
bair perfectly. On the eventful evening I
dressed her hair as usual, and withont
saying anything to her used my new
switch, She paid no sattention to what 1
was doing, and only praised my efforts
when I got through, saying that ber hair
bad never looked so well. [ was nearly
asleep when she returned from the recep-
tion, but was suddenly startled by a lond
scream. Rushing to my mother’s room, !
found her with the swigch in her hand and
a look of horror on ber face, *What shail
Ido, Alice!” she exclaimed; ‘look at this
enormous piece of hair that has- just come
off. 1 must be perfectly bald.’ Of course
I immediately explained, but she has hard-
ly forgiven me yet for giving her such a
fright.”"—New York Telegram.

Iniand Lakes Inereased and Utilized.

It is not generally realized that there are
in this country literally millions npon mill-
fons of lukes available for water farming,
in size all the way from mere ponds to the
great inland seas of fresh water. In Ilinois
alone there are tens of thousands of lakes,
and hundreds of thousands more can be
readily created. There are in that state
‘hupdreds of thousands of extinct lakes
| which caun easily be transformed into sheets
of water by the simplest means. All the
enormous *‘Lake Plain,” as it is known to
geologists, comprising Wisconsin, Minne-
sota and Michigan, north of the Ohio river,
is dotted with countiess sheets of water,
conditions bving abundant for creating a
million more by such inexpensive artifices
as the dumming of streams.

By damiming at intervals every cresk
and rivulet can be made to form artificial
lakes, Everywhere in the United States it
is pretty much the same, and every acre ol
this water can be made to produce several
times as muuch {ood as can be obtained
from the most fertile acre of land.

Even the wvast arid region, the “Great
Desert” of the west, is specked all over
with multitudes of extinet Iakes which
can be filled once more and made to teem
agsin with fish life as they once did.—
Washington Star.
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Arranging for a Speedy Trip.

Lecturer (to hackman)—Now you're sure
your horses are in good condition?

Huckman—Oh, yes, sir. Trost me for
that.

“It's only proper for you to know that
when I get through my lecture I like to
leave the hall in a harry.””

““What time shall I expect you, sir?”

“Um: ah—well—that will depend a good
deal on thaaudience.""—Texas Siftings.

Eeconclled.

A boy undersix years of age was bemoun-
ing to his mother the ésxcape of one of his
white mice, which had disappeared through
a hole in the floor of the nursery; but a
happy thought struck him, and he seemed
reconciled to the loss as he remarked quite
cheerfully to her, “Oh, mamma, won't it
g0 among the black mice, just fike a mis-
sionary to black men?'—London Tit-Bits.

Neglecting His Business.

In one of Addison’s plays the undertaker
reproves one of his mourners for langhing
at a funeral, and says to him:

“You rascal, you! I have been raising
your wages for these two years, mpon con-

: | dition that you should appear more sor-

rowiul, and the higher wages you recesive
the happier you look.”

A Heavy Smoker.

De Mascus—Did you say Wings was a
heavy smoker? I find that he rarely
smokes more than one cigar a day.

8t. Agedore—] know. DBut he welghs
200 pounds.—St. Joseph News,

Works Both Ways.
0ld Parrott—My boy, you ought to be
like a postage stamp—stick to one place.
Young Flyaway—Humph! Whatis there
that goes around more than postagestamps
dof—Judge.

The man who makes loud claims to good j

SNIPES & KINERSLEY,

‘Wholgsale and Retail Druggists.

Fine Imported, Key West and Domestic

CIGARS.

disregard uf the people behind you or on

Fretting and fanlt finding |

(AGENTS FOR)

|
| E8T'D

" Don't Fc_J_rget the_

EAST END SALOON,

- MacDonald Bros, Props.

THE BEST OF

Wines, Liquors and Cigars

ALWAYS ON HAND.

l

¢ E. BAYARD & 0,
Real Estate,

Insuranee,
and Loan

AGENCY.

Opera House Bloek,3d St.
Chas. Stubling,

FEOFRIETOR OF THE

GERMANIA.
New Vogt Block, Second St

—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL—

Liquor .- Dealer,

MILWAUKE BEER ON DRAUGHT.

Health is Wealth

Dr. E. C. WEsT'Ss NERVE ANDP BRAIN TREAT-
MENT, a guarintesd fie for Hysterin, Dizzi-
ness, Convulsions, ts, Nervous Nem
Hendache, Nervous Prostration caused by :
of alecohol or tobacco, Wakefulness, Mental De-
pression, Softening of the Brain, resulting in in-
sanity and lesding to misery, decay and death,
Premature Old Age, Barrenness, Loss of Power
in either sex, Involuntary Losses and Spermat-
orrheea e by over exertion of the brain, self-
abuse or over indulgence. Each box contains
one month's trestment. $1.00 a2 box, or six boxes
for §6.00, sent by mail prepaid on receipt of price,

WE GUARANTEE SIX BOXES
To enre any case, With each order recelved b
un for six es, sccompanied by §5.00, we w

t purchaser our written guarantee to re-
fund the money if the treatment does not effoct
acure. Guarantees Issued only by

BLAKELEY & HOUGHTON,
Frescription Druggists,

175 Second St. The Dalles, Or.

= THAT THIS I8 TRUE

AND LivER CURE taken
will keep your Blood,
pang .

-]

The Dalles Ghronicle

is 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.

L

x The Daily x

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 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 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. o

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 GHRONIGLE PUB. GO.

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

migis, |18 8 thriving, prosperous city.

ITS TERRITORY.

It is the supply city for an extensive and rich agri-
cultural an1 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 origi wool ships
point in America, about 5,000,000 pounds
shipped this year.

ITS PRODUCTS.

Thesalmon fisheries are the finest on the Columbia,
yielding this year a revenue of $1,5600,000 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 wused to develop,
more farming country than is tributary to any other

Its situation is ! Its climate delight-
ful! Its possibilities incalculable! Its rcsources un-

he City in Eastern Oregon.

limited! And on these corner stones she stafnds.




