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A BNOW FANCY.

wm things of June

) bum s Hken dull bassoon,
homos they huve on swaying beds
are unpeoked the clover heads—
bursting globes of purple fire.
The fuzzy coats upon each spire

Of blossoms porch, to search the rim
Lest It with honey overbrim,

But unlike these'the wild, white bees
That swarm upon the leaflons troes; .
For our dull ears they have nu song,
They do not to fhe earth belong.

Mo stirring of the soft white wing

Waa ever heard or fluttering. -

‘.

L R

the darkened air they crowd,
Their happy bhive is in the cloud,
And they forfthe sky childron there
In unseen pastures of the air
Distil the dew. O happy boes
That swarm among the winter trees.
—Annle Bronson King in Centary.

THEONETHATFOLLOWED

Two men, John and David, walked
sde by side along a dusty road. They
were returning from the great town in
she valley to their homes in the hamlet
hanging high above them against the
moun tain.

As they walked they chatted of the
sights in the town. of the good wives
snd little ones to whom they were com-
dng after thré® days’ absence; jolMing,
Jovous, happy in remembrance of their
town jollity and in the anticipation of
their welcome home. Occasionally they
stopped under the overhanging branches
of an orchard and ate apples, or they
Imeeled by a spring, making a cup of
their hands to drink from: then

~ on again.

The sun struck down fercely upon
thair backs-and shimmered on the dust
of the road.
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*“Ah, the heat! Let us go more slowly, |
W | from the Duncan farm?"' and so on. Da-

“No,"” replied the other.
eooler higher up., Let us make haste and
reach the shade of the woods, and be-
wyond there will be-a breeze blowing.”

Saddenly, as they walked, David felt

- they were not alone, and turning

‘his head saw a third person following a
few paces behind them, an extremely
tall man, wrapped in a black cloak. As

. David turned the man's eyes looked into

_ hia with a steady, unflinching gaze, The

~ black robed figure was only a short dis-
tance behind him, walking with a long,
even stride, withont sound, his cloak
Adrawn up to his ears, covering his mouth
sad chin.

As David looked he shivered; then,
turning his head quickly, he walked rap-
idly on, urging his companion to hasten.

“But just now yon wers calling to me

* %0 go slower, and now you want to

“Yes, let us hurry—the heat!" And
they passed on, the ardent sun beating
won their backs. :

As they went forward David turned
wover in his thoughtsa the strange sight he
had seen behind them, that was behind
them now, he felt certain, thongh not
daring to look again, a shiver coursing
the length of his spine at the thonght of
‘the mufiled figure in that fierce heat.
And John, had he also seen it? Did he
kmow what came swiftly, without sonnd,
at their heels? He looked cautiously
from the corner of his eye at his friend
without turning his head even slightly.
John plodded on, his eyes on the ground
and his big shoes white with the dust,
grumblng at the heat, his face dull and
expressionless.

At length they reached the cooler air
where the road climbed between the
arching trees of the forest, and John
balted to rest in the shadow. He was
wolder than his friend and tired more
easily.

“Now,” thought David, **he will look
back and see.” And he watched the
other’s face narrowly.

They sat on the edge of the road, their

hanging down the bank. John's
gaze wandered back, down the long
stretch over which they had come, and
David waited.

But the old man only looked out from
the shadow with a half smile of aatis-
faction that so much of the long journey
was over, his simple countenance placid
with the thought. ““How white the road
!” he said.

*And not many travelers on it,” said
David, in half question, still looking
exrnestly at his comrade's face.

“Not a creature in sight,” answered
John quietly. “We have the road to
ourselves. Others are not such fools to
come out in this sun!™

David, reassured by this, fturned
slowly and looked back. Just below, by

“the first tree, in full view, silent, motion-

" less, stood the tall figure, a little nearer

than before,

David leaped to his feet and ran along
the steep road, stumbling, terrified.
John saw nothing, and this creature so
close, in plain view. ‘“‘Hurry, hurry!” he
ealled back, and ran on.

“What has come to you? Are you
erazy?™ cried _the old man. *“Omne can't
Pause to rest but you jump and run!”

- “I—1 am not—well. I want to get
bome,” punted David. ‘“We have yet
far to goo. We must not waste time

“?oé are sick. Yes, you are pale;
your teeth chatter. We will stop at old

Andrew's and get you something. It is
this day”™
“Yes, yes; we will stop at Old An-

Again they walked rapidly onward,
man fall of concern for his friend.
man looking straight abead.

At the border of the forest the small

“It will be |

| whether I hadn’t better stay lost."—

The two friends throed inatcld An.
drew's little gate. At the door they
were met by the farmer's wife, her
sleeves rolled uap to the elbows.

“Ah! John Martin and Dave! Back
from the fair? Come in."

*“Yes, Mary, on the way home., Where
is Andrew? David here had a turn on |
| the road coming slong below, and we |
| want 'Andrew to mix him something. |

The sun was toostrong for him, I think.” |
|* “Yes, yes. Andrew! Andrew!” She |
{ raised her voice and called into the |
| house over her shounlder. “Come in, |
| both of you. He is somewhere about.
| It is cool in the hoase at the shady side,
and Duve can lie down there.”

David cast one brief glance backward
as he followed the others into the house.
In the road just beyond the gate, and
looking over it, stood the onas that fol-
lowed.

Old Andrew was held in high esteem
among the mountain people as half doc-
tor, half wizard, with his knowledge of
the use of roots and herbs. He brewed
a muddy, pungent tea which David
drank, and Mary, the wife, placed extra
plates at the table and insisted on the
travelers taking supper.

“Let David rest,” she said, “and if he
is better after supper you can go home
in the evening by the short cut. There
will be & moon; or he may stay the night
if not strong enough to go home.”

So it was arranged. Old Andrew and
"John talked together of the simple, worn
subjects of their rade lives—the poverty
of the soil, the long season without rain,
the many hardships that befall the
farmer.

The wife plied David with guestions
about the town. **Was there a big crowd
at the fuir? And the weather—was it
fine every day? Did you see the cows

vid answered absently, thinking of the
waiting stranger outside the gate.

When the twilight fell the young man
felt able to go on, and was anxions to
reach his family, go the two men set out
along the path through the rocky fields.
As they reached the base of **The Roclks"
and began the steep ascent the moon
TOoSe,

John led the way, stepping cautiounsly,
calling back to the other to avoid the un-
certain footholds.

But David, climbing after, thought of
nothing but the somber shape that had
waited outside and had followed close
across the fields after them, and which
he felt climbed up and up behind him,
step for step.

There was no sound, except when at
intervals a loose stone rolled down, dis-
lodged by their feet. The night was beau-
tiful, the broad faco of the cliff shone in
the moonlight. Here and there along
the edge of the path, where there was
danger, rude railings had been placed to
protect the traveles; these were silvered
by the moon. At some -places a rock
jutting out cast below it a dense shadow
amid the surrounding whiteness.

As they climbed, David tried to force
himself to turn and face the mian in the
black cloak, and question him, his name,
his mission, why he followed, gaining
steadily, step by step, but he lacked
courage. Once he had met that cold,
steady gaze: he conld not brave it again.
He watched his comrade climb above
him slowly. Slowly he climbed after,
and, glancing down, saw the edge of the
black cloak blown upward against his
legs,

He stopped and put his hands over his
eyes. “*Who are you? he said in a low,
broken voice. *“Why do you follow,
pressing nearer and nearer?

And a voice answered at his ear, while
the folds of the cloak, blown upward,
flapped about him, *“You shall know
my name when you are at the end of
your journey."”

“*No, now!” whispered David hoarsely.
“Now, your namel”

“Further on!"” came the voice.
you reach the next railing.”

And they climbed on again in the
moonlight. John had gone round a turn
of the path out of sight. David ad-
vanced feebly, rising laboriously from
step to step, pausing often. He eould
feel the other pressing up behind him,
ever nearer.

When they reached the railing above
David stopped, with his hand upon it
“Now, your nsme."”

“Do you not know?

The moonlight fell with tender beauty
over the broad valley below, npon the
white road, upon the forest trees, upon
tbe small brown house at the foot of the
cliff. The black cloak floated about his
bead, before his eyes, coming between
them and the fair picture. A hand fell
upon his, grasping the railing.

“¥Your name!—your name!” ;

David's hand closed firmly on the
wooden rail, snd he leaned heavily
against it for support; an arm closed
round him.

*I am 80 near—so mnear. Do you not
know?"

There was a sharp sound of breaking
wood as the rotten timber parted in two,
and David fell ontward, his strugglin
feat ing along the rock. As he fell
the folds of Llack swept roond him, the
arm embraced him more cloeely and they
went down together. And David knew
that the one that followed was Death. —
Charles Edward Kinkead in Pittsburg
Bulletin.

A Perplexing Situstiou.

“Hello, Willie,” said a small boy as he
met a comrade in the street about dusk,
“yer mother’s lookin’ fer ye.”

“Is ghe?"

“Yes, she’s got the whole family out
and she’s goin’ on terrible. She says you
were the pride of her heart and was
goin' to be the comfort of her old age.”

“Go "way; she dida’t!"

“Honest. She says she never did see
one so smart fer yer age nor such a com-
fort around the hounse. You'd better go

on home."”
might.
them

“When

“I was bhurryin’ with all my
But are yon sure she said all

“Yes, and a lot more. Go on, she's
waitin' fer ye now.”

“Well, I don't kmow. Itell ye, Jimmy,
I'm mighty doubtful in my mind abount

Washington Post.

g | tem will be improved, just as if some

“THE HOUR OF @UNSET." !

A BEevolutlonury Relle Which Barels
Escaped the Refuse Pile.

There wus a new picture in the Na-
tional mnseum of Independénce hall—
come, as it were, to be séen by strungers
from far off lands—and there were faces
there to see it that bad only recently
come to the shores of Amerien. The
picture of its€lf, 15 simple cardboard, ‘
little more than a square foot in size, its
somber print, making a curious reflection |
npon its true mesning, seemed of no in- |
trinsic value. It had held a place be-
times among the cherished relics of a
colonial estate; had been cast amonz
strangers, to be finally rescued from the
rubbish of an anction honse to find final
rest in the hall of all halls, |

It is ““The Hour of Sunset” on the |
Fourth of July, 1776. The members ufj
the old Continental congress, having
signed the Declaration, are seen in the
act of leaving the hall. Hancock, dis-
tinguished by his dark dress, stands on
the steps in frontwf the hall door, an-
nonncing to a friend that the Declara-
tion has just beem signed. Franklin is
seen at his right, Jefferson leans against
the right pillar of the door. Adams is
conversing with Jefferson. Between
their heads appears the face of Living-
ston, and agasinst the left pillar stands
Roger Sherman., These form the group
on the steps,

Beginning then on the left of the pict- |
ure, and counting every fignre with nuo- |
merals as a guide, may be discovered,
first, & citizen of the day with the fanil-
iar Revolutionary costume; thefi Wil-
son, a signer: next a citizen, and in the
order given, & Tory, another signer, a
young woman and presumably her fa-
ther, the Indian who bore the Declara- '

tion to the carriage of Washington,
Thomas Paine, talking with Benjamin
Rush and Robert Morris, both of whom
were signers. Behind the heads of eiti-
zens are seen, and to the right is a crowd
of patriots, Quakers, Tories, ete., eagerly
discussing the nature and merits of the |
Declaration.

For about three years the pictare,
which bears the imprint of “Groome &
Brightly,” was in the possession of John
A. Keell, a well preserved man of more
than sixty years, who has lived in the
guaint two story and slant house, with
its snow white trimmings, for more than
& third of a century. He was formerly
with M. Thomas’ Sons, aunctioneers,
where he lost many valuable relics in
works of art by the fire which destroyed
that firm’s South street house, and lat-
terly has been in the employ of Ellis &
Shaw. It was during a sale by this firm
of an old estute on Arch street, where
“The Hounr of Sunset” was offered and
would not bring s song, that he himself
withdrew it at the best bid made.

Then it lay in the office of the Chest-
nut street store until that house was
closed, and all the rubbish being cleared
out Mr. Keell remembered the ancient
print and saved it from the ash barrel.
He took it to the National museum,
where he thonght it rightfully belonged,
a8 all his ingniries have failed to dis-
cover one like it, and there in the an-
tique case on‘the west gide of the room
it may be found in an obscure corner.—
Philadelphia Inquirer.

Curious Germulp Legends.

It is a belief among the German chil-
dren thst hares lay the Easter eggs, and
the country children go to the woods
shortly before Easter and gather moss,
grassa and twigs and form them into
nests, which they mark with their
names, and then akillfully hide these be-
hind the bushes in the garden or under
the large chairs or sofas in the library or
sitting room. On Easter morning they
go and see what the hare has brought.

No one kmows exactly why the hare
has been associated with Easter, though
there are many pretty legends giving
reasons, which are as fully believed by
the little German people as the stories
of the good Kris Kringle. The only dif-
ference is that one comes at the Christ-
maus tide, the other at the Easter festival
Both are surrounded with mystery, buot
both are alike welcome, and are laughed
about and talked about many times be-
fore the happy days come again.—Emma
J. Gray in Good Housekeeping.

Nature's Troe Tonle,

One of the advantages of light gym-
nastics is that the sick and convalescent
can make what appear to be trifling ef-
forts, and by them in time be restored
to active health. If too feeble to be
practically able to make but little exer-
tion, try what are known as deep breath-
ing movements. Lie flut upon the back.
take as long and as deep breaths as pos-
sible, and while the mouth is closed
slowly throw the arms up in front and
then at the sides. Rest for ten minutes.

Try aguin the same inhalation and ex
halation of air, the latter being pure and
fresh. After a while attempt the same
sitting up., These exercises can safely
be taken by the sick one every day sev-
eral times, and the whole muscular sys-

The Way the Farmer Took It.
We are indebted to the clergy
some odd blunders. A country clergy-
man on a certain ocecasion i

are the conclusions I have reached after
the most diligent study, but I must in-
you that the commentators dis-
with me.” He was somewhsat as-

the next day to receivea big
of potatoes with the following note:
“Reverend and dear sir: You told me
mornin’ a8 how common taturs
't agree with you. I hope as how
kidneys does.”—Providence Jour-

|

EEEE

The Last Desperate Hesource.
Mother—Painting, music, singing; you
have learned everything, and haven't got
a husband yet. We must next try paper
flower making and wood carving, and if
that is no use, will bhave to learn
cooking. —Der

.| To cure nngom. With ench order remahn-.m‘.l?rvl

SNIPES & KINERSLEY,

Wadlsile ani Retail Draggsts

Fine Imported, Key West and Domestic

CICGARS.

AGENTS FOR)

Don't Fo_rget tlIe_

EAST END SALOON,

MacDonald Bros, Props.

THE BEST OF

Wines, Liquors and Cigars

ALWAYS ON HAND.

C. E. BAYARD & 00,

Real Estate,
[nsuranee,
and Loan

AGENCY.

Opera House Bloek,3d St.

~ Chas. Stubling,

FROFRIETOR OF THE

GERMANIA.
New Vogt Block, Second St.

—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL—

Liquor -.- Dealer,

MILWAUKEE BEER ON DRAUGHT.

Health is Wealth !

' '{ <

D E. C, Weesr's NErvE ANB BRAIN TERAT-
MENT, & guarantesd ﬁwiﬁﬂ for Hysterin, Dizzi-
ness, Convulsions, ts, Nervous Nenmlgia,
Headache, Nervous Prostration eaused by the use
of alcohol or tobaceo, Wakefulness, Mental De-
pression, Boftening of the Brain, resulting in in-
sanity and leading to misery, d«m}' and death,
Prematoire Old Age, Barrenness, Loss of Power
in elther sex, Involuntary Losses and S
orrhces eaused by over exertion of the
abuse or over Indulgence. h box econtains
one month's tréeatment. §1.00 a box, or six boxes
for $65.00, sent by mail prepaid on receipt of price.

rimat-
n, self-

WE GUARANTEE SIX BOXES

us for six xes, secompanied by $5.00, we w
the pu our written guarantee to re-
fund the money if the treatment does not effect
acure. Guarantees issued only by
BLAKELEY & HOUGHTON,
Frescription Druggists,

1756 Second St. The Dalles, Or.

YOU NEED BUT ASK

I8 TRUE

THAT THIS

|
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'to make it the equal of the best.

Tie nallesf Coonice

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.

* The Daily «

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

irash 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

Ask
your Postmaster for a copy, or address.

THE GHRONIGLE PUB. CO.

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 | 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 original wool shippa
point in America, about 5,000,000 pounds bei
shipped last year.

ITS PRODUCTS. '

The salmon 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 oﬁh.er

city in Eastern Oregon. !
Its situation is unsurpassed! Its climate delight-
fual! Its bilities incalculable! Its rcsources un-




