]

_ the kitchen door.
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=t home. Perhaps it was for that resson
that he spent somuch time in the store.
A man likes to feel large and to hawk
-ﬂ expectorate in an vmivpc-ndant man-

W'hm under the protection of his own
*cof this gentleman was very much in
the shadow of his wife, He never
hawked and he never expectorated there.
He shrank up into the smallest possible
oompass and seemed to deprecate the
fact that be was alive at all. If he conld
have come in and gone ont at the key-
kale he would have felt an unutterable
rolief,

As it was; be was in constant fear lest
e should forget to wipe his feet, or lest
ke shonld leave a door unlatched. He
waften told himself ‘*he’d rather be darned
any day than to forgit to wipe his feet
twice.” first on the husk mat in the sink
woom and next on the braided mat at
When Mr. Marsh said
“he'd rather be darned,” he meant that
he preferred being consigned to hades.
He oftén thunght it wounld be a kind of
welief to be in that place “‘and done with
it.” But he always was very meek in-
deed when he had indulged in such
shotights.

Mra. Marsh was a large, dark, mus-
tached woman, who was believed by
some to be a good nurse. She certainly
kad the merit of subduing her charges
into absolute quiescence. She boasted
#hat folks that “she took care on knew
their places mighty quick; 'n’ their
places was to Jeﬁt lay still 'n’ lot the Lord
do as he pleased.”

She was fond of mentioning’ the Lord
at the most unexpected and irritating
fimes. She bad referred to him onso
muny occasions in regard to: her hos-
Band’s bringing in “medder mud” and
ether kinds of so0il on the soles of his
boots that Mr, Marsh was continually
harassed by n fear lest he might become
prejudiced and acquire a habit of think-
ing disrespectfully of the Lord. If he
did acquire such a habit, he hoped fer-

vently and in plain terms that it might
be laid to D'rindy's charge rather than
%0 his. Dorinda was his wife's name;
and it was the name given to each of
five consecutive daughters who had been
Born to Mr. and Mrs. Marsh and who
had all died when children.

There were residents in the village
{7who always took fricnds who came from
=& distance to the graveyard to. see the
“row of D'rindies,” as this series of
mounds was nsnally termed.

These continnal bereavements were
wery hard to “hear during their occur-
reace, but after some years had passed
and the wounds were scarred Mrs,
Mlarsh was conscions of & certuin dis-
sinction coming from the fuct that shse
was. in o certain sense, owner of thgt
‘wow in the cemetery. She had a pride

* i keeping the small graves and their

heslstones in the very best condition:
or rather she made Mr. Marsgh keep them
O,

When | have seen that womun strid-
img toward the hill slope where the

graveyard was, I have wondered if ghe|

did not feel a satisfaction that there
were five mounds instead of four:; tive
made a inuch more impressive row. [f
ons of those babies had grown it wounld
doubtless huve brought in a great deal
of mud in the spring, snow in the win-
ter, and road dust in the snmmer. It
would have **littered things op jest aw-
ful.” to nse u favorite expression of Mrs,
Marsh. Wias it possible that there
were compensations? . [tis n distinetion,
800, to have had a “‘dretfol sight of
“sickneds in your family:” to huve **notes

" put up” for the sufferer and the suffer-

wr's friends.

Do you know what it means to have a
mote put up? It is to arrange that the
. mminister shall find, apparently in the
hymu book, a scrap of paper asking the
prayers of the congregation for a family
in affliction. The vume of the person is
often given, and then there ia a rusthing
and a turning and a looking at the near-
est relutive who happets to be present.
When things by land and by sea have

~been prayed for, when people “‘scattered
-ap und Jown this sinful earth” have been
mentioyed, then the ministerchanges bis
tone to one of more feeling, and petations
that this desrsis o whose child is on n
bed of sickuess mnay be strengthened to
eundure, and that, if it be so decided that
she be called updn to give np that be-
boved one, she may be enabled to bow
bher head to his great and glorions will,
and to bless hiin, even thongh he slay.

There isa great sameness about the
words used in response to this asking for
prayers, but who shall say that those
phrases do not sometimes tonch healing-
Iy a sore heart?

Reuben Mursh never missed going to
meeting a single Sunday during all the
times when his children were pining and
dying.

Sometimes he wounld far rather have
stopped at home, being possessed by that
piteous and natural feeling that he, with
all his strength and _vigor, might in
some way give of that strength to the
poor little thing moaniog on the bed.
But his wife had made him go. Bhe
had even found tiine as usual o fasten
his collar and button on the rusty black
mecktio.

And he had always heard those pray-
ers in answer to the note he had put up.
He beld himself rigidly npright. His
beavy, bearded face was hmpuassive to
look upon. People who looked at him
curiously saw nothing but the calm.
rough face. His hands were thrust into
the big pocksts of his loose sackcoat; the
great, knuckly fingers writhed and
twisted as the prayer proceeded.

Mr. Marsh heard the words going on
and on over his head. He felt as if he
were groping in horrible darkness. All
the time he was saying to himself: <O
God, let her live! O God, let her live!
L can't live if you take this one, tool”

He he counld net live, Baut
that one, too, was taken, and still the
-sun continued to rise and set on Reuben
Marsh, ‘and still Mrs. Marsh hectored

Mrs, Marsh taliced n great deal to her |

about the fact that nll her children had |
been born without any constitutions.
She didn’t know why it waa, for all her

quired how it was that a child with no
live. She told Reaben it was too much |

stand that-Reuben seemed to believe
their children ought to live. but she knew |
they conldn't.

| Marsh keep those little graves, and their
headstones, and their lettering of “Dor-
inda, danghter of Renben and Dorinda
Marsh,” more .and more “‘trigged np.”

at the store it was well known that he
must be **to the cemetr'y triggin'
them graves.”

Mr. Marsh put on his overcost apd his

down to the store and guessed he shonld
just stop in at the graveyard befors he
came home. The hill sloped to the
south there, and it was warm and sunny,
almust like a spring day.

The man had. it in his mind that there

it'as some kind of “litter.” He shouid
stop at the store, as he said, and he
should probably see Tom Ryder's for-

small, pinched face would suddenly

diant way that alwayvs went like a knife |

if" any of those Dorindies, if any h:
lived, would have had such a face and
such a smile as that. If they
after” their mother they surely would
not.

transformation take place in the, face of |
Tonr Ryder's danghter when she had re-
ceived a kinduness he had ventured to
speak ubout her to his wife, with a wild |
hope in the bottom of his heart that thev
might adopt Ryder's child, for Ryder
was only o drunken wretch whose wife
had long since died of a broken heart
and too much work,

Mrs. Marsh made it very plain indecd |

whatever of that nasty Belle Ryder.

home mood of dull, cowed silence. He
sat with his slippered feet on their wood-
en cricket, and hung his head, punlling

was living for.

He supposed men never hated their
wives, He supposed there was no may |
in the world whose wife was snch a good |
cook, who kept her hasband’s clothes so
well mended and so clean as D'rindy |
did, but he said plainly to himself that
“he'd mtlwr be flogged than to be whf.-rt-
she was."”

Often, us he sat there pulling his |
beard and watching D'rindy as ghe made
everything painfully clean, he told himn-
self that he must have been even more
of a fool than most young mnen to have
fallen in love with a girl who could tarn

man to hate his wife.

mud of the 1nain street he was conscious
that there was more than the ordinary
bitterness in his beart, He stamped
down his heavy feet with an air of bra-
vado when he reached the store. He
took in a large quantity of mnd, and he
tulked so loud and spat so emphatically
that the storekee¢per winked at the man

D'rvindy must have been carryin' an un-
common high hand with Renben thuas
day.

But for all this extra swagger Mr.

depressed. [t did not seem to exhilarate
him to have his heels on the stove. He
did not understand himseif today, and

his custom. One of the men sactually

treating figure.

“Something or other’s the matter of
Reub Marsh,” he said pityingly. *I
never seen him miss his sim sa-spittin’ be-
fore, 'n’ he missed it every time today.”

The storekeeper was chopping of a

piece of tobacco.
He said he was sorry for Reub.
s'posed he was goin'up to them graves
now. He haped it wa'n't wicked, buthe
did think 'twould be jest as well if there
wus a sixth grave in that row and
D'rindy was laying in it. For his part
he'd like to help trig up D'rindy Massh's
grave, whether “twas wicked or not. - *
_ 'rhen they #ll to talking abount Tom
Ryder, and of the fact that he had besn |
goue a week, nobody knew where, on &
worsa spree than ever.

“I guess they'll have to takn the little
one to the poorhouse this tine, and uno |
mistake. Somebody ounght to speak to
the sclectmen, 'n’ have her seen to.”

Mr. Marsh walked on mechanically ap
the road. He did not know why it was
that he eould not throw off his wife's in-
fluence when he had left her, as he'wus
usually able to do.

Soine strangely desperate mood was
upon bhim. He put his hand to his head.
and said if he didn't know better he
should almost think he had been drink-
ing.

guut_ before he reached the cemetery
he passed by the house where the Ryders
lived, an old place with low eaves that
looked as if they would always drip
with unhealthy moisture. Some of the
window panes were stuffed with rags,and
a cat walked with ostentations misery
among the puddles near the front door.

- Mr. Marsh wished he had 'l:mhght

-
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husband und to thé neighbors generally ',

folks were made of iron. She often in- |
constibution’st all could be expected to |.

to ask. She gawe every one to under—|

| As the years wenti-by she made Mr. |

When Mr. Marsh was not at home nor |
up !
It was ome mild day in winter that |

rubber boots, He said he was going |

was just a chance that some snowdrops |
might be blossomed, or st least badded, |
But if he should find a bloom he wus |
not so crazy, he told himself, as to talke |
it to his wife, who would only consider |

lorn little girl shivering about, and he |
should give the flower to her. Then her |

lighben and she would smile in that ra- |

to Reuben Mursb's heart. He wondered l
.d | door further open, apparently taking but | pression, Softening of the Brain, resulting in in-

to her busband that she had no opinion |
Mr. Marsh had fallen into his ordinary |

is beard slowly and wondering what he |

out to be such & woman as that. He |
also asked of his own roul how it wounld |
be with him 1if it were possible for a |

When he walked slowly through Ll.w_l

next to him, and swid in a whisper that |

Marsh was aware that he was greatly |

he left toe store much earlier than waus |

got up from his broken backed chuir and |
went to the window to watch the re-'

He nodded his head. |
He |

pathetic look of eagerness. No, it was |
too egrly: the aun had not heenwnm
euongh. There were no b]m—m
' even buds.

“It's too bad—too badl™ he mnm
“How shé wonld er liked 'em!™
| .He stood up. ‘He brushed a mist from
his eyes that made- the -headstones look |
as if they ware not straight.

Something that felt cold and wet, like '
| ice, touched the hapd that bung down!

by Hiz side. But he did not notice the
{ tonch until it was repeated, this time ac- |
companiéed by a whine.  Mr. Marsh |
aroused-himself and patted the lean, un-;
huppy looking car that stood beside hing. |

“Huilo, Juck,” he said, “where's your |
| little mistress?

Jack wugged his tail nnd made as if
| he would trot back home, but as Mr.
Marsh did not follow him he returned|
jand licked his hand again. He went)|
through these movements so many times f
that the man at last walked after him, |
the dog coptinually looking behind, un-
til he had led his friend (’ut.hebackdmrr
of the Ryder honse. This door stood
open. |

Hr Marsh bhad not heard that Tom
Ryder was **on a spree,” and he expectud
every moment to be greeted by the own-
er of this place, whom he despised and |
whom he always wanted to kick every ,
time he siw him.

Instead of a masculine voice, however, |
a piping, feeble treble sounded from one |
of the front rooms,

“Oh, Jack, don™ you leave me tool |
. Don’t you go 'n’ leave me toof”

Reuben Marsh stood suddenly stili)
from sheer weakness, His great, tender |
| heart seemed to choke him. He heard |
the dog wining joyfully and scuttling
[ about the room he. had entered. He’
breathed a long breath and pnshed the |

one stride from the door toa *“‘trundle !

stook | bed"™ which was in a corner. 'On the bed | in either sex, Jnvoluntary Lossss and 8

| was & child who stared wildly for an in- |
| stant at this intrader, them a flush of |

| two bony arms to the man bending over '
She laughed.

| “Tve jest be'n prayin’ for a friend,”
she criel feebly. **1 kep' s-prayin’ so
bard that (God hal to hearfinally.™ |

| Mr. Marsh gathered the child to his|
breast. His heart glowed. His eyes

| sparkled us he felt the fruil form leaning

| confidingly aguinst him.

He took a frayed bisuket from the bed
and wrapped her up until she was like u |
mummy. He was smiling all the wiale |
he was doing this
| “\Where's vour father?™

“1d’ know. Hes been gone ever so |
| many days, I guess.”™
*Ain't you bungry?
“I was lmngr)' after 1 et up all there |
| was, some bread 'n' sansage. ThenIgot .
faint; then I wasso awful kind of sick.” |
| Thechild leaned her head on the man's
shoulder aud shut her eyes. He beld ber|
! yet closer.
“I'll take ye right home,” he said. '
| He stepped ont into the mild, d.amp

i He held his head very high, .mnd1

| his eyes sparkled more than ever. He!

walked down and into the village street |

a8 if he bad been a soldier coming from |
| & victory.~ He mnodded at the few ac-|

guaintances he saw, snd who looked at
him wonderingly, but he would notstop | |
to speak to any one,

The storekeeper saw him, and said to !
a customer that there was Reab Marsh |
with Ryder's little girl, ‘o’ he guasee-l
Reub 'd ketch it when he got home.

Mr. Marsh still held his head ap when
he entered hisown kitchen, tracking ina |
guod deal of mud as he did so, for he did |
not pause at the huskmut, nor yet at t.be
rog by the kitchen door.

“Briug me a cnp of milk with a drup
1 of hot water in it,” he said, sitting down | l
in the large rocker by the stove.

Juck had entered also, and he also hmi.
{ brought in mnd. He sat calmly on hls‘
dirty haunches on the shiny eileioth by |
the chuir which held Mr. Marsh and his |
mistress. |

Mrs, Marsh stood a momentin bewild- ;
erment: then she brought the milkn

looked at the pinched features on her
busband's shoulder. i
said Mr. Marsh, |

vShe {4 starving,”
shortly. |

“We'll give her & good meal, "n’ then |
you c'n take her right back,” remarked
| Mrs. Marsh, with her msual decision.
She added that Renben conld go rigit.
over to Mr. Wallis, who was one of the
éelectmeon, and have the child taken to
the poorhouse that very night.

In ten minutes the girl was sound
asleep, ‘Mr. Marsh laid her on the lounge
and covered her with a shawl. He fed
Jack, who ate very hastily and with the
utmost greediness and then curled ap on
the floor by the couch. -

Reuben Marsh rose from his bending
position over the lgunge. He looked his
| wife squarely in the face, a thing he
| bad not done for years. \
| She gazed back at him with some-

“I'm goin'to doone of twn things,
| D'rindy," he said very slowly, ~and it's

for you to say which it'll be. Tm
| $o Keep Tom_ Ryder's child if he don't
take hér away from me, 'n” I guess he
won't. [ goin' to keegp her here if
you're willin'; if you ain't willin® I sh'll
go where I can keep her.., 'N” she's goin'
to be Leated well too. Now which shall
it_be. D'rindy?”

Mr. Marsh, with that delicions love for
the J.lild in his hau't.kmhdvm big
and manly.

Mrs. Marsh mechanically hrmhad&he
the stove hearth with Aturha:winsba-
fore she replied.

I ruther think, -

" she sail,
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Fme Im[nﬁau. Key West and Domestie | 1S here and has come to stay. -
. |to win its way to public favor by ener-
gy industry and merit; and to this end

CIGARS.

PAINT

Now is the time to paint vour house
and if yau wish to get the best qnﬂ.litv
jand a fine color uge the

Sherwin, Williams Co.'s Paint.

For thos: wishing to see the quality
and color of the above paint we eall their
| attention to the residence of 8. T.. Brooks,
| Judge Bennett, Smith Frénch and others
painted hy Puul Kreft,

Snipes & Kinersly are agents for the

_abo\'n, paint for The Du]!es ()r

Health i Is WEallh '

hERY

I

Pr. E, C, Wesr's NERVE AND BRAIN TREAT-

MENT, n guaranteed

fie for Hysteria, Dizsl-
ness, Convualsions, ln
Headache

Nervoms Neuralgia,
he, Nervous Prostration enused by the use
nf aleohal or tobaceo, Wakefulness, Mental De-

sanity and lending to misery, decay and death,
Premature Old Age, Bnrremnm. Losx of Power
TIm -
n, self-
Each hox contains
one month's trentment. $1L.00 a box, or six boxes

| orrheen onnsed by over exertion of the b
abuse or over indulgence,

Once after Mr. Marsh bad this | Joy overspread her face. She put out | for 5,00, sent by mall prepaid on receipt of price.

WE GUARANTEE SIX BOXES
| To eure emé‘J With each order recelved by
' us for six boxes, neompanied by $5.00, we will
send the purchaser onr written guamantee to re-
fund the money if the tréatinent does not effect
ncure. Guarantess ixssucd only by

BILAKELEY £ HOUGHTON,
FPresceription Druggists,
t?b ‘imnnd ﬂt.. The Dll!au, Or.

Don’t Forget the

EAST END SALOON,

MacDonald Bros., Props.

THE BEST OF

Wines, Liquors and Cigars

ALWA\'S ON HAND.

€. E. BAYARD & [0,

Real Estate,
Insuranee,
and Loan

AGENCY.

Her face softened somewhat as mlOpera House Bloei,3d St.

HURRAH !

—FOR—
1f you get Colie, Croup, Diarrhoea or
the Cholera Morbus the 8. B. Pain Cure
is a gure cure.

4th of July!

If yon need the Blood and Liver
cleansed you will find the Headache and
Liver Cure a perfect remedy. For sale
by all druggists.

Chas. Stubling,

GERMANIA.

—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL—

Liquor .~ Dealer,

mmm BEER ON. DRAUGHT.
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= TOM RYDER'S CHELD:- 1lia'ntlly reminded tmafw'lutamthrrr had nothing he went on Mﬂlluc. i o AR Y R Pt
Sk X suffered in the loss of n child. She said | Ydli:lr?:"ﬁtiﬂwwah?#umr ! | ; 3
Mr. Marsh, wissn he was sitting i the | 8be s'D0SSQ & (futher had some feelings, | s few mintteg more he was stand- | ; _
willage store ';::nghe;::r:lor ‘well | but how cotld. h?ﬁ w'knowsinather-' big by the yow of graves and m;:“m “ﬂ Rﬂ[ﬂll Dmmml i "
saflowed boots carefully poised on the | heart? down at the sodden " turf for the .
M of the mg-am cy]inde' stove, Evldmu\" there lwﬂ;{uu aunswer to tth:' f g;'w . Mm:&m&dﬁ% leaves. { L)
. larger mun uestion. Certainly Mr. Marsh attempt- knel brown,
» far than wmh‘m 2&‘0:“'8“0‘1&! ! wet gTass. His hﬁﬂw tm took on a 4 T e — !

It hopes

'we ask that you give it a fair trial, and
if satisfied with its course a generous

| support.

|

| ,."'-‘ = pe "‘ ‘_ i a . I'i

* The Daily «

four pages of six columns each, will be
issued every évening, 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
developmg our industries, in extending
and opemng up new channels for our
trade, in securing an open river, and i in
helplng 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
handlmg 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 fﬁom
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.

THE CHRONICLE PUB. (0.

Office, N. W. Cor. Washmg‘ton 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 surply 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 shipping

point in America, about 5,000,000 pounds bemg&

shlpped last year.
ITS PRODUCTS.

The salmon fisheries are the finest on the Colum.‘bu.
yielding this year a revenue of $1,600,000 which can
and will be more than doubled in the near future.

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

. ITS WEALTH ;

Itmthencheetoxty 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
city in Eastern

Its situation is nnsu::pas'sed.! Its climate
ful! Its possibilities incalculable! . Its rqpo
limi'r.ad. Andontheneoomrﬁonaa  Stal

Ask °*
|your Postmaster for a copy, or address. g
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