cursion. - Provide weather that will suit
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7 e L " 1 it s cadalf ferete Shipg it is coow a8 bead. showar of tearful emotion.., Yea, .blﬂL it snd he will say: “Thy sins and thine
S = | 'wind rurtbis':h'ar. There ian farm that | rain of tears. "Ka&ht.ha.\‘:ulna_. her?" | Iniguities’] Will remember no more; - Open 1 :
BR. TALMAGE PREACHES ON THE | {g dried up for the Inck of rain, and there | 6OD SEES OUR TEARS. ! | Wi the s 1 will &lka"‘tbo throne, N.y i
COMPLAINTS ABOWT THE RAIN. sout.for a field ex-/ ' “OK,” you say, “a tesr is mothing buta Peife 1. give unto you” And then, "“;

¥he Wonderful Smagery of the Book wf

Job—How the Stady «of It Hus Made
! Weak Men futo InSdels—Nower Wade
fnto » My=tery Over Toar Head.

BRoOKLYN, Ju' .—ir. Talmsge's ser
mon today is oo n kind of gospel in which
fow people belisve. The weather is a com-
mon object of complaint and fault finding,
but Dr. Talmage finds a gospel in it, which
today he proclaims from -the zext. *Huth
the rain a father™’ Job xxxviii, 28

This Book of Job has been the subject of
mabounded theological wrangle. Men bave
made it the ring in which to display their
ecclesinstical pugilism. Some say that the
Book of Job is & true history; others, that
i is an allegory; others, thsat it is an epic
poem; others, that it . Is a4 drama. Some
aay that Job lived eighteen hundred years
Pefore Christ, others say that be uvever

Mwved ut all. Some say that the authoref |

this book was Job: others, David: others,
Bolpmon. The disoussion has landed some
in blank infidelity. Now, I have no tronble
with the Books of Jab or Revelation—the
Swo most mystarions books ion the Bibie-
because of a rule I ndopted some years ago.
I wade down into a Beripture passuge us
as 1 cap  touch bottom, and when 1
eannot then 1 wade out. [ used to wade in’
until it was over my head and then 1 got
drowned. [ study s pusiage of . Seripture
sa Jong as it is sccomforsand belp ooy’
soul, but when it becomes u perplexity and
a spiriturl uptursiong 1 quit. In other
words, we ought to wade in up Lo our
beart, but never wade in autil it is over

the dry farmn and the pleasure exenmsion.
No, sirs, 1 will not take one dollar of stock

one Being in the universe who knows
| enongh to provide the right kind of weath
| er for this world: *“*Hath_ the rain a fa-
thert"”
., GOD 1B INFIKITE 1IN INFINITESIMALS.
My text also suggests God’s mioute su
pervisal. You see the divine Sonship in
every drop of  rain. The jewsls of the|
shower not finng. away by & spend

princes of heaven, ‘They all have an eter

kipg. ;. ‘‘Hath the rain u father}’ Well,
minute raindrop he will take notice of the
+ most. insignificant affair of my life [t ix
| the, sstronomical - view of things thut
bothers me.

We Jook up into the night hesyvens, mud
! we say, ' Worlds! worlds!” and, how insig
nificant we feal! We stand st the foot of
Mount Washington or Mopt Blane, and
wa feal that we aro only Insects, and theo |
we say 1o ourselves, '"Fhough the world is"
so lurge, the sun is one million four hun
dred thoosand times lacger.” 20h!" we
say, “it 18 no use, if God wheels that great
machinery through immensity he will not |
take the tronble to look down at me,” In
fidel conclusion. Saturn,

and swung by the band of (God than are
the glohules on a liac bush the morning
nfter a shower.

| .God fs no more in magnitudes than be is
in minntie. If he has scules to weigh the !

in your wealher compuny There is only

drop of limpid fluid secreted by the lach-
rymal gland—it is only a sign of weak

. Great mistake. It is one of the
Lord's richest benedictions ‘to the world.
There are people in Blackwell's Island in-
sane asylum, and at Uticia, and at all the
ssylums of this lund, who were demented
by the fact that they could not cry at the

public institutions, under a Gospel sarmon |

.that started the tears: “Do you see that

| thrift who knows not how many he throws |
{ or where they fall. -They are all sbining,

cthen, | say if God .takes motice of every |

tear? that is the first | have weps for |
twelve years. [ think it will help my |
brain.” . |
There are a greal muny in the grave who |

| could oot stand |} nder the
| nal lineage: They are all tim children of a | - = Mmoo

glacier of trouble. [f that glacier had only |
melted into weeping they could haveen |
dured It. -There bave been times- in your |

: life when you wonld have kiven the world,

if you had possessed it, for one tear.  You
eould shriek, you could blsspheme, but you |
ecould not cry. Ve VOT neVer seen & man |
bolding the hand of » dead wife, who had |
been all the world to bim! The temples |
fivid with excitement, the eye dry and’
frantic, no moisture on the upper or lowsr |
tid.. You sew shorve were bolts of anger in

the clond, but no rain. To yenr Clristian'| Cressida). lst's mike the ivstant by the | .

» somfort, be suid, *Don’t talk to me nbout |

Meroury and
‘Japiter are no mors rounded and welghed |

our heid. No mum shoald ever expect to ! mountains, he has balunces delicats enough
swim across this great ocean of divine | ¢5 wuigh the infinitesimal. You can oo

truth. [ go down into that ocenn as [ g0 | more see him throngh the telescope than

down  into the Atlantic

mgreiful,

God: there is no God, or if thereis I bate |
bim; don't talk to _me abont God; wonld |
he have left me and these motherless chil- |
'IU
‘But a few hours or dsys after, com- |
ing across some lead pencil that she gwned |

in life, or some letters which she wrote |

“ when be was away from bome, with an |

outery that appals, there bursts the foun- i
tain of tears, and as the sunlight of God's |
eonsolation strikes chat fountsin of tears, |
you find out that it is a tenderheasrted. |
pitiful und all compassionate |
God who was the father of that rain. “Oh,” |

Ham n, Long Ialand, just.far enon
h&hl:‘?han I come ouLJI never h any

ides that with my weak hand and foot I
could strike my way clear over to Liver

pool.
GOD'S MYSTERIOUS GOVERNMENY.

+ A suppose. you understund your family
!'-”.r paremts, your grandpareots,  your
grest grandparents. Perhaps you koow
where they wers born, or where .they died.
Have you ever studied the parentage of
the shower, “Huath not the rain a father?”
This guestion Is not asked by a poetaster

to

cqr a scientist, but by the head of the ani-

werse. Top bumble aud te save.Job God
auks him fourteen gquestions: About the
world’s architeeture, abopt, the refraction

of the sun's rays, about thetides aboutthe_

snow crystal, about the lightpings, and
then be'arraigns him with the interroga-

oveas at East |

| you can see him through the mieroscope; no
| more when youn look up than when you
J ook dp
I"head all nn

| a God, “Hath not the rain a fatbher?” |

4
{iof your everyday life If God futhers a

| tagher thae? .

When Druyse, the gunsmith, invented
the needla gun, which decided the battle
of Sulows, was it a.mere accident? When
& farmer’s boy showed Blucher u short cut
by, whigh he could bripg his army np soon
enough to decide Walerico for Bogland,
| was it.amere gecident? When Lord Byron
saolk S;piese of money and tossed it up to
«decide whether or not he should be affi-
anced to Miss Millbank, was it 2 mere ac
cident which sida gf the money was up and

| take this doctrine .0f a particular Provi- |
dence, and I thrust it into the very midst 'l

win. . Are not tha hairs of your'
mbered! And if Himalaya bas

ogy. . You know something sbout | rindrop, is. thére, anythiog so fnsignifi-
cant in your affairs that God will nol.1

| FOU eAnDOl Argue, AWSY A pareunt’s grief.
«:How often! you hesr the moan, *Oh, my

tion of the text, “Hath the rain a father?”
With the scientific wonders of the rain 1
bave nothing to do, A minister geta
through with that kind of sermons within
the fmst three years, and.if he has piety
«nough he gets through with it in the first
thres months. A sermon hss come to me
%0 mean one wi rd of four letters, “belpl”
You all know tuat the rain is not an or-
phan, You know it is not cust out of the
mates of heaven a foundling, Yon womld
answer the questioa of my text in the af
Srmative. &

which was down! .When,  the. Christian’
army -was besieged at Besgiers, and =
deanken drummer came fin at midnight
and rang the alaem bell, not knowing what
be was doing, but waking up the host in
time fo fight their aveniles that moment
1 arriving, was it an accldent?

|  A¥hen-in one of the Irish wars a stary

ing mother, Aying with her starving ehild,
sank down and fainted on the rocks in the
night and her band fell on a warm bottle

either in the affairs of meu or par religion
mmﬂnﬂﬁ:a AT yOu pl;w | is worth nothing at all, and you had better
agal b e, | take it away from: d i him |
and you find it senrching all the erevices | Hibie. Whick teachen. the. doetrine, give na
of the window sill. , It first comes down in'l 4 weeulnr book, and let. us. as the. famons
.ﬂg:ﬂ' df&:-ﬂl:?;:ﬂﬂ“dl‘ the dusy, and then | Mr. Fox, the member of parliament, in his
e e ek vy e Sy S

. o regi

plore -__halm. You kll::w M’thu rain is Oh! my friends, let us rouse up 1o an up- |

mot.an accident of the world's economy. |ipreciation of the fact that all the allairs of

, 1 Xou know it wrs bern of the uloud.. You | gur life are under s king's, comanand, and |

know it was rocked in the rradle of the | ypder a father's watch., Alexander's wur
;i::-w V""YI‘DD:’ i ‘"‘;:“i“ﬂ ‘: illel'f' by | hoe. Bucephalus, would allow anybody |
Tm. Fou knuw that it a fiying evan- | o mount him when he was unharnessed, |
ﬁtnm ll'lenvun to_.lr}t'h You know it ia | but ax soon as they put on that war horse, 1
gospel of the weather You knuw that l Bucephalus, the saddle and the trapplugs |
God is itx father of the conqueror he would allow no one |
I phis \be true, than how wicked jsour | but, Alexander, to toualy' Bimd . And if a-]
‘nﬂ:;::i:: m:;iMicrci‘mm o soulless horse conld- have so much prid: in |

first ole afte en € | his hall i "

ministry it stormed. Tbhrough the weck ';hen:::, ;:M w:m'.“:snwm :ni:::-,:;;[
it was clear Weather, but ou the Sabbaths | “Haih the rain a-father?"’ §
the old country moa!.lng bouss looked GOD'SE WAYS ARE PAST FINDING OUT |

_of milk, did that just happen sof God is9 _

you say, “it is absurd to think that God
is going to watch over tears.”” No, my
friends. There are three or four kinds of
them that God counts, bottles and eter
nizes, First, there are all purental tears,
and there are more of these than of any
other kind. becaase the most of the racs die
in infaney, and that keeps parents mourn-
ing all around the world. They never get
over it. They may live to shout and siog
afterward, but there is abways a corridor
{s the soul that is silent, thongh it once re-
sounded.

My parents never mentioned the death
of a child who died fifty years before with-
out a tremor in the voloe and a kigh, oh,
how deep fetoched! It-was bettershe should
die. [t was amerdy she should die.. #She
would | bove been alifelong inwalid; But

ghild, my child?! - Then there are the filial
tears.  Little children soon get over the
losa of parents. They are easily diverted
with a new toy.- But where is the man
that has come to thirty or.forty or Ofty
years of age, who can think of the old
people withont having all the fountaine of
his soul stirred np? Yon may have had to
take care of her a.good many years, bm.]
¥ou never can forget bow she used to take |
care of you. .
There have been MALY sesé CADLRINS  con- '
verted in our church, and the peculiarity
of them was that they were nearly all
prayed ashore by their mothers, though
the mothers went into the dust soon after
they went tosen. Have yon never heard
an old man in deliridm of some sickness
call for his mother? The fact is weé get
s0 used to calling for her the first ten years I
of our life we never get over it, and when

she goss away from us it mukes deep sor-
row. You sometimes, perhaps, in, days of
trouble and dorkness, when the world
would say, “You onght to be able to t.akel
care of yourself"”’—yon wake up from your l
dreams finding yourself saying, *'Oh, moth- |
erl mother!” Have these tears no divine |
origint - Why, take: all the warm hearts |
that ever beat in all lands, and in all ages, |
and put them together and’ their united
throb woald be weak compared with t.be*
throb of God's eternal sympathy. Yes, |
God also is father of all that rain of re |
pentunce. i

Hke Noah's ark before it landed. A few | toac .3t Did you ever see a rain of repentunce? Do |
drenched people sat before a drenched pas | d,ﬁi‘f:i;; !::g";u!;{:c:" ilit::pg;t:lhe?‘ hii‘:?a: you know whut it is that makes & man re- ':
tor; but most of the farmers stayed at | was the original force of my text. The | peat? [ see people going around trying to

home and thanked God that what was bad | rhin was a great mystery to the ancients, |
for, the church was ‘good for, the craps. | | Thiy could not wnderstand how the water |
committed a good deal of sin in those days | gshonld get into the cloud, and getting i
in denouncing the weather. Ministers of | there, how it should be suspended, or fall-
the Gospel sometimes f{ret about =tormy | jng, why it should come down in drops. |
Sabbaths,or hot: Babbaths, or inclement | Modern science comes along and says there
Sabbaths:  They forgot the fact that the | ara two portions of air of different tem. '
same God who ordained the Sabbath aod ] peratinre, and they are charged with mois- |
ment forth his ministers to announce sal: | ture, and the one portion of air decreases
vation also ordsined the weather *‘Hath | |p temperature so.the water 1bayno longer ||
the rain a fathert™ pr ; be held -in. vapor; and i¢ falls. «And they
INCESSANT COMPLAINTS OF THE WEATHER | tell us that some of the clouds that look
Merchants, also, with their stores filled | to be only as large as 8 man’s hand, and to’

! lsod, bat { bave wasted my life; God

. bla.streets they never once asked the ques

with new goods, and theirclerks banging:
idly around the counters, commit the same
transgression. There have been seasors
| when thy whele springand fall trade has.
bean ruined by protracted wet weather,
The merchants then examined - the
“weather probabilities” with more interest
shan they resd their Bibles. They wutehed
for a patch of blue sky. They went com
plaining to the store and eame complain
ing home again. In all that season of wet
feet und dripping garmenta and impassa

tion, *“Hith the rain a fathery” :
So agriculturists commit this sin. There
ia nothing . more annoying than to bhave
planted corn rot in the ground becauss of
%oo much moistare, or hay all ready for the
mow dashed of a ‘shower, or wheat al
most rendy for the sickle spoiled with the
rust. How hard it is to bear the agricul-

be almost,quiet in the heavens, are great
mountpins of mist four thousand feet, from
base to top, and that they rush miles a
minute, 2 Vs & 2+ - I AT

But after all the brilllant experiments of
Dr. James Hutton, and Saassure, and other
scientists, there is an inflnite mystery
about the rain. - There is an ‘ocean of the |
unfathomable in every raindrop, and God |
-says today-as he sald in the time of Job, |
“If you cannot understand one drop of |
rain,do not be surpriséd if mydealiogs
.with you are inexplicable.”” Why doesthat.
aged man, decrepit, begegared, vicious, sick
of the world and the world sick of him, |
live on, while here is & man in mid life, |
consec | to God, hard working, useful |
in every respect, who dies? Why does that |
old gossip, gadding along the street about
everybody's business but her own, bhave

repent.  They cannot repent. . Do you
know no man can repent uotil God helps
him to repent? How do | know? By this
pessage, "‘Him hath God. exalted tobea
prince and & Saviour to give repentance,”
Oh, it is a tremendous hour when one
wakes up and says: *1 am a bad man. 1
bave not sinned against the laws of the

asked me for 'my services and [ hawven’t
given those serviees.  Oh, my' sins; God
forgive: me” When thut tear starts it
tbrills all beaven. An augel cannot keep
his eye off it, and thechurclrol God assém-
bles around, apd there is acommingling of
tears, and God is the Father of that rain,
the Lord. long sufferiog, merciful and gra.
clons
THE CRY OF A MOTHER'S HEART.

In a religious assémbinge A man arose
and said: “I'have Beén a very wicked man;
1 broke my mother’s heart. 1 became an
‘jnfidel, 'but [ have seen my evil way,
and [ bhave surrendered my heart to
God, but iv is a grief that I never can
get over that my parents should never
have bheard of my salvation; [ don't Koow
whether they ars Hving or desd.” While
¥ét _he waa standiog in the aundignce a
voice from the gallery said, Ok, my son
my sont". He looked up and he recogn 3
her: It was his old mother. She had been
—praying for him & great many years, and

| indications are amiss will be & millionnire

| the honse to strang-rs and tall ‘thestory of

tural disappointments. God. has infinite
resources, but I do not think he has capao-
make weather to please all the.
3 2 . |Bomesimes it is Loo. haos, or it is
800 cold; [t is too wet, or it is too dry; it in.

Aiy, o

jtoo early,or-it is too late. They forget | die with a cancesf L NPL = | with an.appreciation of  his mercy. . Tears
thas the God who promised seed time and Why does thac man, selfish to whe core, | over our wasted life. .Tears over a grisved
harvest, summer and winter; cold and | go on adding fortune to fortune, consum- | '8y Tears over an injured futher. Oh,

heat, also ordained all theclimatic changes. .
“There is one question that ought to be
fence, on

onse, .

written on every barn, on ev
every baystack, on every
**Hath the rain a fathers”

If we oply knew what o vast enterprise
it'is to :rovlde ‘appropriata weather for
this world we would not be so eritical of

Well,” said father, hluao. instesd c:il'
your complaining about the hymns, go and
amake bymns that are better.”’ And be did
make bymuns ubat swoere. betiter.
say to you if you do not like the
get up a ar company and
and, a secretiry, and n
: . and a board of dim:h?' nndﬂtzn
million dollars of stock, and n provide
_mg&_anwill suit os all. There is a
~anan who has & weak bead, and he cannot
stand the glareof thesan, Yon muost have

SBEensieeroria ol
Pt g s
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| ope question, “Why?"' and follow it far | _army. ' He marched again toward Car-

such good heaith, while the Christian | when at the foot nf the cross the prodigal
mother. with a flock of little ones about | son and the-praying wotber embraced éach
her whom she is preparing for usefulness other, thers was & rain, n tremendous rain,
and forheaven—the mother who you think .of tears, aud God waaz the Father of-those
could not be spared an hour from that  tears. Oh, that God would break us down-
bhousehold—why doea she lie down and with as&ense of our sin,dand thes §ift us

spirit,

ing everything on himself, continue wl:gﬁ God'would move  upoty this ‘wadicnce
prosper, while' that man, who has been | with a great wave of religions emotion]

‘giving ten per cent. of sll his Income The king of- Carthmge was -dethroned.
\.to _God and the church, goes into bank- | His people ribelled agninst hine. He was
raptey? Before we make stark fools of { drivehointoobanishment. (His wifd and
ourselves, let us stop pressing Ithis ever- | ehildren wers antrageonsly abused.: Years
lasting “why.” Let us worship where we | 'went. by, and the king of Curthage made
cannot understand,  Leta man take that | many friends. Hé gathered'up o great

ess. and o, + We want in
onr theology fewer interrogation marks
and more exclimation
the ‘piace for 'exfilana
| place forgrust. If you ennnot anderstund
s0 minute a thing s a ruindrop, how can
}W L] mmnd God’s dedlings®
. a f : i1 + 0
p Agﬁn‘??n, makes me think that the
m‘_um bl.g of divine mn. Great
of uble sometimes ' Over .

They .-;-“I:Lch.m.chq arChargt, and
they are thunderons. They aré more por

ameet S dlsatio. The one is going to

4

enough, and ‘pusb it, and be will laod in | thage. 'Réaching the guates of Carthage
wretchedness. and

ints. ‘Heaven is| arpund their ‘necks, corying for mercy.
u. Eartd is the| They said, *We abused you und we abused

the best men-of the pince came out bare-
- footed aond bireheuwded, sand with ropes

{:imr ‘r;;muy; but we c?ﬂ ft:{ merey, 'xé::
Jeing of Carchage look own Tpon |

‘péople from' hischariot and mﬂ?“m
‘to bléss, I dido't come 1o destroy. ‘You
-drove int‘:l-':?f;t:ut chis day r'pmm“
pardon for all the people. Open the gates
and let . ¥ in,” The- king

T

through this audience, from the young and
from the old, there will be & rain of vears,
and God will be the (ather of that rain!
A Literary Cuariosity.
A verituble literary curiosity is the invi-
sation to the annual dinner of the Fort-

|.nightly Shakespeare clnb in New York. It

I right time. ‘Said & maniac in one of our  reads this way:

“Good friends, sweet friends (Julius
Caesar), "tis hot June (Henry IV), (but)
there are sweet rases in the summer air
(Love's Labor Lost), {which) sweetly rec-
ommends itselfl nnto our gentle senses
(Mucbeth). :

“We hold au fenst (Midsummer Night).
It will be pastimé passing excellent (Tam-
ing of the Bhrew), The iwauty of the king-
dom will be there (Hunry VI11), Please
grace as with your company (Macbeth).
Yon shall he welcome (Pericles),

“Excuses shall snot be admitied (Henry
V), tud so fail not our feast (Muobeth),

“That you dolove me 1 ao noshing jeal-
ons (Jnlius Ceanr), and so, | pray you,
come, sit down and do your best (Winter’s
Tale).

"“We know ewch  other well (Trolius and
foreward op (All's Well), frame our minds
to mirth and merrimeot; which bars a
ithousand horms and lengthens life (Tam-
iog of the Shrew). (We'll e'en) be red with
mirth{ Winter's Tule), and fHeet the time as
carelessly as they did in the golden time
{Ax Yon Like It} .

“But wherefore waste. [ time to counsel
thee (Two Gentlemen). Briof let me be
(Hamlet). If "tweré done, when "tis done
it were well it were done quickly (Mac
beth), i

“Write it straight (As You Like It), l]
pure letver (Twellth Night) (aye), s floe |
volley of works and guickly shotoff (Cym- |
beline). |

“(Bay) It is near dinoer time (Two Gen-
tlemen), I am #s constant 48 the northern
star (Midsummer Night) and will be there
(Two Gentlemen).

Pl drink the words yon send aod
thank you for yoar pains (Cymbeline).

‘**When all is done (Muobeth) (each guest
shall say) night hath been foo brief (Troil-
us and Cressida). | am yours forever (Win-
ter’s Tale). Adieu til we meet (Cymibeline).

- “ANSA RANDALL Diesy,
“President of the Fortnightly Shakespeare.

“Yet here's a postacript (Twelfth Night).
Open thy purse thut the- money (for the
dinner) may be at once delivered (T'wo Gen-
tlemen). Deéfer uo time: delays have dan-
gerous ends (Henry VI). “A. R D"
—Philadelphia Enquirer.

As Birange as 8 Bomance.

Thesa are days of great and surprising
financvial boosts

Twelve yehrs ago s young man lived in a
Mrine town, His parents were poor, so
poor that they required help from the
town. The young msan himself was erip-
pled by rbeumatism, was discouraged, and
instead of hustiing for the wherewjthal
spent bis timein idleness avd fishing, For
several venrs he, too, was sppported by
contributions from relatives and the town
fathers. The currént belief waa, “He will
nevér ampount to anything.”

Waell, did he? He cut locee from his
home and assoclates; ed enough
money to carry him to Massachusetts, and
struck in for fame and forsune wich dll the
vim and' grit for which thoroughly awak-
ened Muine boys ure famous.

That was twelve years ago. Today he
can draw his check for 500,000, sand unless

within five years. He is one of the leading
shoe manufacturers in Brockton, Mass.,
aud every dollar of his fortune was won by,
his own endeavore. He has made 8 pres
ent of u handsome new school house to his
unative town. He still owosand peys taxes
on the old home: place, and there jsn't a
man in town but who Is prand ¢ paiot out

the man who bhas made a big bright mark
in' the bustling world.—Lewiston Journal. |
The Coffen Cnp a Busineas Thermometer.
Germans began drinking water doring
the Seven Years' war (1758-83), stolidly
scoffed at oppolion v -vhe practice, and
hated Napoleon nll the more for restricting
it by his “Continental Blockade.”  Uni-
versal peace was necompanied by universsl
inditlgence in the exhilarating cup.  Ameri-
cans took Kindly to its contents; and by
constuntly enlarging demand imparted
'powerful impetus to coffes commercd and
enlture. Riwe in prices during the great
civil war “diminished the consumption
about two hundred thousand tons.”’ But
for that it is asserted that “the world
would not hnve hud coffée enough.”
Demand* rose with every Union vicvory,
and fell with every Union slefeat. Con-
sumption increased 86.84 per cent. in 1864,
175 per count, in 1863, 28.5 per cent. in, lmfl
and 97.25 per cent. in 1867, | Remosal, o
duties and Hopanciul prosperity increased
the call ! for the aromatic berry; and ad-

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

j'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
'icents 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 ofr
trade, in securing an open river, and'in
helping THE DALLEStotake herprop-
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 weas that yourcriticism
of our object and course, beformed from
the contents of the paper, dnd 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 ¢€ight
column pages, and we shall endeavor
to make it the equal of the best. Ask
your Postmaster for a copy, or address.

THE CHRONIGLE PUB. €0. . |

“r

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

yance: in prive becunse.of short erops or

cate opurations diminished it. The
United 'States. — Richard Wheatley
Harper's Weekly.

The Largest Gas Taok in the World.

‘The erection of &n immense gas holder—
said to be the luariest in the world—is now
mander, way for the Hast Greenwich station
in London. Bows idea of the magnitude
of the structure may be obtained when it
is stated that it will have a capucity of 12.-
000,000 fest of gas; that 1t will be 500 fest
in disameter, with an altitude of 180 feet
when at fta’ full height; that its total
welght will ‘be 9,200 tons, of which '1,840
tons will be of wrought iron, 6 tons of
cast iron and 830 tons of steel, and- that it
will require 4,200 tons of coal to fill it with
gas. For the recaption of the gigantic gas-
ometer a conorete tank 303 feet in diameter
and 81 feet 0 inches deep bas been made, at
a cost of $75,000; the greuter part ‘of the
work having been done by the stokers, who
would® otherwisd have been’ discharged
during the summer mont Ehé cost of
the holler dlone—its mant . erection.
and " dompletion—will' ba §206/075—~New
York Telegram. : 1

“a L Pakt Time Eating Eggs.
| BEdwaxd Smith,
ploy of the Giibert Clock compuny, made a,
wager with'one of the workiién ‘that he
couid eat twinty-four’ eggs in thred min-
utes. The contest between Smith aond thé
eggs oame off Suttirday 'aiternoon, and
was won by Smith. As the bet was for oniy
{one dollar if looks desidedly as though.
| Bmith liad the ‘worsl' of It.—Waterbury

i

coffes pap is n bnsiness thermometer in tl\:a |
o |

i

THE DALLES.

The Gate. City of the Inlamilljlgmdl;;irgo i? ai_t_g;ted. at
um and

‘the head of navigation on.the
is a thriving, prosperous city. - .
ITS TERRITORY, :
It is the supply city for an extensive and rich ag
cultural an . grazing ‘country, its trade S
far south as Summer Lake, a distance of over twc
. THE LARGEST WOOL MARKET.

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

The Dalles is the largest origi ‘wool shipping .
point in America, about 5,000,000 pounds being |
'shipped last year. Zaatr -, '

o . o ITS PRODUCTS. ' _ |
salmon fisheries aré the finest onthe Colambia, =
‘+his year a revenue of $1,500,000 which can

¥
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a Vvood carver in the em-

ol ' future,
Jia i, be ziore than doubled in the neat fture,

‘| mioney is

torage’

|. /The products of ,
market here, and the country south and east
{year filled the warehouses, and all available
{places to overfiowing with their ot
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