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AT MIDNIGHT.

T was in my nostrils;

liﬂy wlu tlie swtul aflence. |
Aa n headlong diver, plunging in the ocesn, |
Seta dimly glimmering through the green |

dnrkncss . [
The swinging surges pulsating above him:

Seoos the slimy keels of diligent vessels,
With bubbling wake of ghostly foam in fur-

TOWS,
Amd a dull shine of sails swollen by tempests:

~-Seos lidloss uyovd monsters loering past him,
And wrecks mnd drowned men constantly
sloking,
While the muMed knoll of thesurf s tolling: |

So as | hoard the sad lapsoof the mill strenm.,
Wwwn, down, quickly my spirit descended
To the resldence of dead men and women.

m an unearthly sepulchral twilight

The grasay firmament was visible

Fieoked with white clouds of motlonlesa
daisien.

Thee oraggy roots of the headstones protruded |
Wecomlortably from the low ceilings of the
Tertuous ohscure damp cavern.

Seddenly from ton thousand eyeless sockets |
A mild but awful glureof light glowed bluely, |
Eaghting the streets of that bencvalent city.

A hespitable city., whose gates were always
opon;

With low priced temements for God's poor |

A oleap resart for desolate age i winter.

Tha neighborhood was orderly and quist, !
As from each cofllo window a skull was grin- |

__ ning
Am Wle mockory st life'ns foolish satire. |
lsrful sa in

Theere was o

Waern by rich ludies and thelir poor servants,

Amd no bills presetited to embarrassed hus-
bands,

Sido by side lay the spendthrift and the |
lser

miser,

Thee maid and her rejected lover,

T prodigal and his vurelooting father.
Nolsea there were of feot in sad procession,
And gleams of eyes with curious saduness,

Peering Into the dark they soon or late must |
Llennnt.

=:ul. moved by an irresistible impulse,
the thistledown before the sast wind.
Weat through many anonymous avenues.

1 beard a sound of deep perpetusl thunder,
Lilice life’s flood tide throbbing in monotonous |

pulses,
Wpoa the shinre that has no road or harbor. |

Waa it » reality, or was it a vision merely |
Teaw upderground as my spirit descendsd l
into |

The land of the moble and the gopher?
—John James Ingalls in Minoeapolls Joarnal.

ELEANOR IN LOVE

#he held in her hand the letter. Should |
sho send it? That moment was one of |
these wistfully ¢ritical epochs of exis-
Semce upon which may swing, as apon a
kimge, the door of destiny.

Eleanor Armstrong stood in dounbt.
Why? It was a little thing, just a friend- |
Iy letter to Jack Renshaw out in Texas. |
What matter? Why should she hesitate?
HEeanor conld not tell. Still she lin-
gexed, dimly prescient of that swinging
dgor of destiny. :

She bad written his name across the
smvelope: should she complete the ad-
dress and let it go? Hers was a gnick,
positive nature, given to the obedience
of impulse. [t was vexing to.be so puz-
slled over so slight a thing.

An acvident, if soch, it was, decided
the question. A caller was sanounced.
She descended to the drawing room, and
%he letter went to the box, gathered up
wwith the rest of her mail
e muid.

*It was destiny,” said Eleanor to her- |
#elf inf an afterthought..

After all nothing could come of it. |
She was under no obligation to Jack |
Renshaw, nor to any other man, in fact. l
Then she wondered idly if she eyer
should care for'any of them—one more
than another—for Eleanor Armstrong,
while no beauty,. had grace and sparkle,
and a subtle personal magnetism which
drew about her plenty of admirers. |

She favored them all by turns. Last |
sammer it was Lew Hunter. She went |
boating with himn up in lovely Chocorna, |
where they snmmered. played tennis and
climbed countyy roads and hills,

*‘He was so strong and good natured,
and made such a good alpen-stock.” she
ooolly explained to her aunt, Miss Jane
Mears. who was her careful chaperon.

This year. lnst past, it was Jack Ren-
shaw, at the same place, Chocorua— |
“dear old dreamy town,” Eleanor said, |
“1 could never tire of it.”™ Jack did not |
dance, cared nothing for tennis, and had
mo experience with oars: but he read
poetry beautifully, and conld tell her
oharming old idyls as they walked by
the river. |

He interested her in a way that others
diid not: and yet he had such a dreadfully
intepse earnestness about him that he
positively frightensed her sometimes. she
wmid.

Now the sumnmer was gons, Jack was
im Texns, and Eleanor was in her city
kome with only Aunt Jane and memory,
¥es, there was always Fred Kensel. He
lved in a handsome house up in the
square, with a stylish mother and sisters. |
He was the oldest friend of all, and was |
always at hand. sometimes more than
Bleanor wished. For in ‘the last vear
their frank, unrestrained good fellow-
ship had in'some way taken on a color
oo strong for, ordinary friendship, and
Hlemror often found herself ancomforta-

.

|

by the hand of |

was Aunt Jane? Or if they were on the

n complained of his pace: why
mw-‘ Couldn’t pé walk up like
sy other mun? Poor unwittingly
folt the smart of wmany thorns that

T
1+ Thus shs re

: choice.

| miss but an antiguated old

| week

plked away. Eleanor tripped lightly
o he khoaghold up to hic room, flikg
o her hifl hiileiately 50 b %L "ur
gher 2 1 g 3t Ay

g D eiT Dere it no -m:".%

.mhimu.amnull}‘ll!m.m u'an.'

|

Bo the days went by, m.u.ll 'ﬂ:;’ letter
snd Jack went alimost out of mind. Oc-

| casionally a reniark or tone of voice, or | pect an answer, and may I

a marked passage in some favorite book |
they had read, would recall him. Then |
memory wounld stir, and she would idly
wonder if he got her letter, and wiwn
and how he would wrnite. But the spec-
ulation was owne of indifference. It
troubled ber not. The issune was all too
vague as yet.

Lew Huuter was around occasionally:
she bezun to meet and sing duets with |
Jerome Arthur at the houses of friends, |
while Fred Kensel was in eonstant |
attendance for lectures, concerts and
drives. Therefore, if Miss Eleanor's
time did not fly, it at least did not drag: |
and she spent very few hours either in |
ennui or in serious reflection:

Muw Jane Mears was sometimes anx-

| ious for the future of her niece, and took |
. occasion to remind har of the ultimate |

necessity of a choice and a judicious set-
tle.aent in life. reupon the spirited
girl, with lsughing audacity, averred
that Aunt Jane berself was to be con- |
gratulated upon her own mercifol preser- |
vation from such a climax! That good "

[ lady reccived the lively sallies of her |
| utece with the good humored toleration |

of a mother cat under the attack of a
frolicsome kitten.
“But, Elesnor, my dear,” she wonid

| purr, “*‘yon know you cannot always go |

on in this way: yon really must make a |

“Make a choice—how shall 1 do it, !
aantie? Advertise for sealed proposals
and award the contract to the highest
bidder, or put the candidates in a bag
and raffle for them®"

“Don’t be absurd, child,” responded |
Miss June: “‘you know what I mean, of
conrse. | amafraid you will go throngh
the entire pastnre and then take uap with
a crooked stick.”

“Well, | haven't seen any quite
straight enongh to suit me yet.”

“Well, well, iny dear, I only talk to
you for your own good. | have been
afraid yon misssed it when youn didn't
take up with Josinh Hawlkins.”

“Josish Hawkins'—and ‘missed it,
indeed!” retorted Eleanor. “*What did 1
pig with |
I trust 1

dyspopsiia and squeaky shoes,

| am not reduced to quite so low an ebb.”

“No, no, child; don't fly in a passion
80; it isn't ladylike. | am only afraid |
you will never do any better, that is all.” |

“‘Do any better!” [ shounld think 1
could hardly do worse than marry a
man for whom ! hadn't a spark of
love!™ and the girl's eyes flushed.

**Well, there, there,” soothed the se-
rene maternal cat, **don’t let's talk any
more about 1t."

*No, but you mustn’t begin it, and |
please don't scold wme any more, dear,”
succumbed Eleanor, with a kitténish
embrace. And so the dinlogue would
end. And the autnmn days went by.

November came on. gnd no letter from
Jack. Eleanor began to think abont it.
Sometimes she watched. half uncon-
scionsly, for the postman. with a little |
sting of disappointment when he went |
by. Yet her intimacy with Mr. Jerome |
Arthur grew apace, and she was quite |
fascinated by his tender tones and aark,
passionate eyes.

December—no letter. Eleanor's feel-
ing of mere guestion of the cause passed |
into the stage of positive pique. Her |
pride was touched. Not even to write |

| to her, to leave any letter of hers unan-

swered, when any other man wonldhave
written two. Well, if Jack Renshaw |
had a remote idea of her wearing the wil- |
low for him he had not read his p’s and
q's correctly, that was all.

S0 she sang mare and ‘sweeter duets
with Jerome Arthur, smiled more gra-
ciously on Lew Hunter, and completaly
dazzled poor Fred Kensel with her affa-
bility. On the whole she was rather
glad he did not write—so she solilo- |
quized—for inasmuch as she cared noth-
ing for Jack, and mever conld, a corre-
spondence would be stupid and only lead
to trouble.

Of conrse he cared for her—that is,
well, of conrse he did! Then, in proof
of that fact her mind reverted to the
night last summer when they parted at
the gate of the old farmhouse where she |
stopped. They had taken theirlast walk
by the river. They had then sought the
top of the ‘ledges” to watch the sun set,
Finally, in the twilight they had was-
dered back %o say goodby at the gate.
Jack was going tomorrow and she at
luter. Their conversation was
broken and intermittent as they came
down the grassy road.

“Perhaps this may be our last walk
forever,” spoke his low, earnest wvoice.
“Shotld you care if it were, Eleanor?”

**Oh, don't be so solemn,” exclaimed
she. “*Of course we shall have more—
doséns next summer.”

He detained her geatly by the arm.

““‘But would you care if we never did.
[ asked yon?"

“Jack Renshaw,” facing him andaci-
ously, “*did youn ever see an owl? You :
positively make me think of one some-
times."”

His face paled a little. His mouth had |
a firmer look as he walked in - silence by |
her side to the gate. Hesitating a mo-
ment while she cogquetted with her para-
sol and shifted soime wild flowers un- |
easily from one hard into the other:

“Goodby, Eleanor,” very gravely.

“Goodby, Jack,"” vivacionsly,

“Isthnt all—can yousay nothing else?”

“Why. what shonld
d’ -

“'Say that you care—a little—for our |
suminéer ended—if you do.” taking her |
hand.

“Buat -what if - | don’t® withdrawing

_-Hawauluf chiallenging face a
mofnent; Sedtously
*Geodby,” ha’nid. and turned and

]

[eay?" she laugh- !

| snubbed Lew Hunter and privately voted

! ranged.

| dismally in the trongh.

| forceqd an/answer.

she had received & letier from Jack
Texas, parely friondly, but the clesing
paragraph of which was this, *‘May I ex-
hope
do regret, justa little, the ending of
summer idyll” So Eleanor had written
her reply warily eschewing the subject
of “regret,” however, and that was the
letter to which she had received no re-
ply.

The winter days wore on. in-
difference to curiosity, from curiosity to
pique, sand now from pigne to anxiety
and fitful depression her feeling bad
passed. From a careless dream of se-
curity in his regard she had awakened
to donbt and uneasy guestion. Had he
never cared himself for their summer
idyl? Of coupse she didn't, she stoutly
maintasined to herself, but someway the
growing conviction of his indifference
was extremely nnwelcome to her.

If the trnth must be told, her anxiety
wore on Miss Eleanor, and she even
moped a little, dismally sometimes, at
twilight in her room, and pretended she
had a hesdache when Fred called. She
dropped by degress out of the duetsand
petulantly declared it bored her to sing.
Her friends and Mr. Jerome Arthur im-
plored, but she was obdurate. Neither
passionate glances nor tender tones had
power to move her more. Then she

as when she:souzht the kitcllen $0 assort
the daily she and the Kensel girls
proposed w, up to the village t-
office for letters. They were joinago:m
the way by Fred, aud at The Elms by
re-enforcements, including Mr, Jerome,
Arxthur and Jack. At the postoffice de-
livery Kitty Kensel volunteered to call
for letters for the company.

“Mr. Jerome Arthur, one; Miss
E. Morris, two—thres! more than your
share, Grace Morris; Miss Persis G. A.
Pratt, fiwo and a card; Miss Catharine
Kensel—that’s me—one; Miss Eleanor
Armstrong, card and letter—oh, seas!
and a dead letter, tool”

“A ‘dead letter? Oh, let’s seel” cried
all the girls, huddling togethsr.

Jack Renshaw stood at Eleanor’sright,
looking quietly on.

Bit:!d he'r_ rosy cheek doth pale,

grow her lily hands;
Ehe dare not rend the mystic vell—

ran on the giddy girl who had delivered
the letter.

Eleanor fushed and wrenched the en-
velope in langhing contempt.

“See if 1 dare not!” she excluimed.

The inclosed letter fell to the floor,
with the addressed side . conspicuously
oppermost. Jack stooped and restored
it to her, inevitably reading the super-

wing the arrlvnl of

him stupid.

Miss Mears moticed capriciousness of
appetite, and was anxziously salicitous. |
Did Eleanor sleep well nights? Had shea |
pain in her side? A diazy head? Waa her |
tongue coated? And wouldn’t she have

| on & porous plaster or wouldn’t she take |

same tonic bitters? Toall of which her |
niece objected with laughing contempt. |

‘“What do you think about going t.oi
Chocerus sgsin this summer? inguoired |
Miss Mears of her niece one morning the |
following June. They were sitting at |
breakfast, and Eleanor was dallving with |
her coffes spoon. J I

*‘Oh, that stupid little town, no. Any |
place but there,” was the guick response. |

“Why,” said her aunt, in' mild sor- |

|
r

, prise, ““I thopght you liked it so much

last year. [ am surethe farm honse was
cool, the vegetables fresh, and youa know
you thought the river scenery was de-
lightful.”

At mention of the river scemery Elea-
nor was conscions of a paung at her heart
like pain; but. she answered carelessly: |
*“Ome tires of things sometimes. [should |
like a change.” |

That evening as she took down her |
long hair in her sunt’s room, before re- |
tiring, she said suddenly, and with a |
little nervous fiutter, *-Yes, let's go to !
Chocorua, auntie; you know you like it, |
and the Kensels are going, and it's as |
good as any place, after all.”

Miss Jane Mears received the proposi-
tion without surprise, having had twen- |
iy years' experisnce with the flactuating |
inclinations of her niece. So it was ar-

A month later found them settied. |
There were numercns gay young peo- |
ple, Fred Kensel, his sister and Jerome
Arthur among the rest, and Eleanor |
walked and drove and sought cut her |
old baunts by the river. But there was |
A lack, a buunting memory, aod a wist- |
ful pain which her heart songht in vain |
to ignore. :

Une night & merry half dozen of them |
were playing tennisin the fisld near the |
farm house which was the temporary |
bome of their choice, when a carriage |
passing, the driver raised his bat and |
drew up. y

“Jack Renshaw!” exclasimed two or
three, recognizing and runmning toward |
him, raclkets in hand.

Eleanor felt as if stunned, but, being |
possessed of too much tact and pride to
allow herself to seem disconcerted, she
approached with the others and offered
her hand. He leaned from the carriage |
in greeting them =sll, and Eleanor felt,
when he took her hand, that his eyes
were seeking her own. But she could |
scarcely look up. Herold fearless con- |
tidence was gone, sand she blushed half |
angrily at her disadvantage, I

Jack Renshaw recognized, too,. the |
difference, and a something intuitive di- |
rected his reply to the -general impor-
tunity whether he wounld not be with
them before the season was over.

“Yes, certuinly, I think I shall,” was
his reply as he drew his reins and drove
on.

He had told them that a telegram
brought him from Texas a month ago to
the bedside of his mother, who was crit-
ically ill, and whose only son he was.
Her home was in an adjoining town.
She was now convalescent, and he was
to return south in September.

That night Eleanor plesded weariness
and retired enrly to her roomn. But she
could not sleep. She did not try. With-
out u light, und in ber flowing wrapper, |
she'sat long, dreaming in the wide west |
window: dreaming of all things, of last |
summer and of the dull, gray faotare.
But throngh every vision there moved |
one cenfral figure. All else revolved |
about that. One face haunted her mem-
ory, one voice thrilled her heart.

She rose st last and nervonsly paced
the flcor. Wuy should she think of Juck |
Renshaw? Why cotld she not shat him |
out of wind: She—Eleanor Armstroug |
—wiio always had sailed on the crest of |
the wave, to find herself now chopping |
It whs too ex-
asperating. |

YéL again and agdin the same vision |
baunted her memory, and ever and ever,
against her will, the .same questions
¥ could she not
forget him? How well he looked!  Why
had she never noticed his fine expression?
What ease and. self - possession were his!
Why had she been so blind before? And
80, 'and 86 shé vexdd herself as the night |
bours wore away. : -
i i — '-Jh.l UI at §
““h'itﬁ” the village

¥ g .
o e Py ipy, Tl

| does mnot fir.

scription a8 he did so. Eleanor at that
moment read it also.

“J. H. Renshaw™—nothing less, noth-
ing more. In amazement and confusion
she raised her eyes to his, which were
eagerly réagarding her The lightning
recoguition flashed betwesn them.

There it was, her own.letter of & year
ago sent to the dead letter office on ac-
count of an unfinished address. She re-
membered it all. She had written his
name, vothing more, that day when she
was hesitating tosend the letter. A call-
er had interrupted and made her forget.
Then the maid hud mailed it as it was.

So Jack had never heard from her,
and she bad never heard from Jack

Eleanor hastily thrust the letter in her
pocket and burried from the office, fol-
lowed by the chattering company, whoss
attention was already eanght by another
matter.

Jack soou took his place by her side
on the homeward way, Neither spoke
until they came to where the old path
led out from the main road and through
the meadow along the river,

|
. The shadows were long and cool, and

the golden sunset light ewept down the
depths of the quiet water like a reflected
B -
k?:I.-‘.ln.*nnm-." said Jack, psusing at the
turn, "I think I see how it all was; 1
think I understand. Do I not?™

Her heart beat thick and fast. She
wonld not trust herself to speak; she
only looked away to the sky.

“Shall we walk by the river tonight™
he continued, ‘‘and would you care now

"

. as I wounld, not a: little, but with all my

soul and for all my life, if we never had
walked together again®

Eleanor lifted her eyes to his with a
look which answered his fondess hope,
as they turned and went down the river
path.

*“But really, Jack, you do make me
think of an owl sometimes—you look 80
very solemn and wise!” she said, with a
fiash of her old audacity, as they came
again fn the twilight down to the farm.
house gate.—Elmira Telegram.

Womun and Hor Foot Wear.
“Please try the left shoe on,” said the

-lady who sat next me in a shoe store.
“Why was that® | asked the man who
had served her, when ehe depiirted.
“Hole in her stocking. Oh, yes; you
would hardly believe how many ladies
have holes in their stockings., We al-
ways know it. It's ‘try the right shoe
on,’” or the left, ‘never mind the other.’
Some of themn say: ‘I'm afraid I have a
Little breal in my stocking. [ didn’t ex-
pect to get my shoes tried today.” And
often the little break horrifies them, hay-
ing grown to a big break during the day.
Oh, yes; little bfeaks come sometimes,
and the lady herself does not know it till
the shoe is removed. [n those cases she
usually says nothing, but just blushes.
The hole is always u 'genuine case of ac-
cident when 2 woman takes it that way.
Sometimes they gasp, so that we shall
see how sarprised they are; but then
some women pretend that. We can usu-
ally tell the real thing. A successful

shoe sulesman needs peculiar gifts of |

tact and the genins of patience,” this one
continued.

“When a woman has s really large

| foot it’= best to bring a shoe slightly too

small, and then appear surprised that it
‘Some feet look smaller
than a really =smaller foot’ is a good ex-
planation of your error. Bring to,the
woman who has a genuinely tiny foot a

shoe too big and then fit down to her. |

Nothing pleases her so much. A sales-
man influences the buyer tremendonsly.
I bLelieve a womasn wonld rather have
her foot praised than be told she is
clever. Always humor a woman with »

| big foot. *You can wear & much smaller

shoe than this, of eonrse, but you want
this for really comfortable wear.” That
makes her want to hng you.”"—New York
Sun. :

Woeden Lace.
Lace making in America is still an in-
fant industry. though the gontinent can
claim .the only lace tree; yet discoyersd.

It is the lazzeits, or lace tree of Jamaica,

whose inner bark cpn be separated into
layers' of mymu‘ym Qniieéni’ Vic
toris has had a dréss of it, pressnted by
the :péople: of ‘that loyab:eolony.. His
Majesty Churlen IL had only a cravas.
History does not record if he wore it.
It does tell, thongh, of & wooden lace

%‘ It mp:nn d by thé famious
Grinling Gibbons in imitation ‘of “point

Iace, and wus 3o flexible that it could be
M&‘@@Hfmmt inijury.

The Duke of Devonshire was its firss
%h—w S e
the of =4 ole, who. de-

ul'l

B aal

Tie Tlls

=Eh L g
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 x

ifour 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 DALLESto take her prop-
er position as the

Leading Gity 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 CHRONICLE PUB. CO.

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

e
.

|
|
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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 twec
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 shipping
'point in. America, about 5,000,000 pounds being
shipped last year. :

: ITS PRODUCTS.
The'salmon’ fishieries are the finest on the Columbis,
yiélp‘%tm year, a revetiue of $1,600,000 which can
and will be-more than donbléd in the near future.
market here, and the try. south and east-has-this
yeéar filled the wearehouses, and all available storage
plages to overflowing “with-their produects.
. Iml""t : “;_' [ B8 : i P
It is the richest.city of.its size-on the coast,and .its
money is scattered over and'isbeing: usedto
more farthifig- try than is'tributary to any’ other

it




