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THE OLD, OLD STORY. eyes for Harry or any other man—excepl | fore breakfast time sand John Besry and

one
; it was the second Sunday, just before
| dinner time—her dinper time—and she
was in the window ns nsnal. Bot she
| had on a new dress, and to save her she
conldn't sit still in her chair more than
thirty seconds at a time All of = sud
! den she clnpped her hands, and gavg a
' little jump and kissed her hand to
somebody v conldn't see, and ran from
| the window And then a manly young
fellow went stnding across the striet
jand ran up the steps The frunt door
| blew open with a bang and Over-the
Way had himn by the arm and was drng
ging him inside in a second Then she
|let go of him in a hurry and ran in
| guicker than she came out. If she hadn’t
'she'd have been kissed right thers on |
the front porch in plain sight of every |

5
|

I § baed told her in the spring
The old, oll story briefly,

Whea the sparrow and rohin began Lo sing
And the plowing was over ohiefly

But hasts AKes Waste, and the story sweet,
I ressoned, will keep through the sowing

Till | drop the corn amnd plant the wheat.
And give them a chance for growing

Had | even told the tale of June,
When the wind through the grass was
blowing
inatead of thinking it mther oo soon.
And walting till after tho mowing.

|

Ov had | binted oul under the slars
That | knew a story worth hearing,

Lingering to put up the pasture inrs,
Nor waited to do the shearing

s
Now the barn is full, and so s Lhe bin
But I*ve grown wise without glory
Since love is the crop not gathered in,
¥For my nelghbor told ber the story
New York Recorder.

the other men were told by Mrs. Smith |
when they came down. The bulletin
gommittes was a littls late and we were
all at breakfast when he appeared. Ths

OVER-THE-WAY.

body |

moment be entered the room he said he :
was sure that Over-the-Way was ill;
when he got home everything was ablaze

with light and there was a doctor’s |
phagton in front of the house, We could

wee for ourselves that the bay window
shades were down.
*Umph!™ said Mrs. Smith. “1s that all
yon have to tell us#™ ° !
*“Why, what’s happened?
“Over-the-Way has a visitor.”

“So he's back at last. is he? Waell, it's |
time.”

*] wish her busband was here: it'sa
dear little girl.”

“Good Lord!" said Jim.
Nobody laughed right then, but a
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PAINT

Now is the time to paint yvour house

We knew they'd show up in the big | minutue later, when Miss Elliott made | and if you wish to get the best quality

| into sight. She wasclinging to his arm | and Elizabeth Hawkins, who were look- |

Over-the- Way —queer
woman. isn't it?

uame

for a and just dancing on her toss, she was so
It was big Jimn Gray— | happy: and just as she was right in the

be's a telegraph operator om a morning |

sswspaper—who gave her the name Ul
oourse we found out her real name after
ward. buot none of us at Mrs Smith's
?’ spoke of her except as Over-the
ay. It wasat the breakfast table—
we are all night workers, and the break-
~fast hour at Mra Smith’s is nvon—and
Jimn sita where hecan look outof the
window. Miss Elliott—she ‘‘does so-
alety” on another morning paper and is
guite vivacious—noticed that Jim was
meglecting bis plate of buckwheat cakes
and staring with all his eyes across the
street. Now Jim is a master hand at
buckwheat cakes, and Miss Elliott, hav-
mg a reputation for vivacity to sustain.
was perfectly justified in remarking that
Mr. Gray did not seem quite himself.
We langhed, as in politeness bound. and
that brought Jim buck He got up and
made a flourish with bis napkin and
amdd -

“LADIES AND GENTLEMEN—It nDow
gives me great pleasure to present to
yoa the neighbor we have long been ex-
pecting. Over-the-Way.™

We were so interested that we got
right up from the breakfast table and
wrowded to the windows. Even that
Teserved and sarcastic Elizabeth Haw-
kins—she's & telephone girl, and | sup-
pose she’s justiied in baying a poor
apinion of wmankind, and trying to get
even out of office honrs—forgot her dig-
mity for once and was as interested as
anybody You see. the workmen had
been busy on a little cottage right across
‘the street for two months or more. We
did not pay any particular attention fo
it until they began to putin a second
story bay window that was almost as
big as the rest of the cottage. After that
bay window had done duty as a family
Jolkee for two or three weeks we fell to
wondering what sort of people had built

it, and who would occupy such a fonny |

Sittle house.

Handsome Henry Roberts—be's a win-
dow dresser in a big State street dry
goods store, and a great hand with the
girls—said he knew some woman was
responsible for that window and hoped
she would be good looking: it would be
a pity to spoil such a fine window
Whereupon dear old Miss Brooks—she's
mice looking even if she is forty,. and bas
eome down from better days to proof
reading—reminded him. in her precise,
genteel way, that young men who had
wo eyes for anything but a pretty wom
‘an sometimes came to grief. The grace
less Harry responded that 'a bomoly
woman was a real grief, and a pretty
one a joy forever. Here the scamp
looked hard at Elizubeth Hawkins
Elizabeth Hawkins looked back at Har
xy, and | thonght she was going to say.
“Busy, what's your number?™ And John
Berry—he's some sort of an editor and
doesn't say muach, being as reserved as
Elizabeth Hawkins and peculinrlike—
saw Harry and scowled

Well, as | was saying, we had many a
discussion over that little cottage, and
finally came to feel a sense of proprietor-
ahip in what we called “*Over-the- Way."”
80 you see it was a great day for us
when Over-the-Way herself appeared.

To be sure, there wasn't much to see
when we did get to the window—just a
big transfer wagon loaded with new far-
miture, an expresa wagon heaped high
with household belongings. two drivers,
an old negro woman with a gorgeous
tarban, and a dear little woman in a
smurt jacket and a wide brimaned hat.

Hurry Roberts declared he was simply
penishing for exercise and fresh air, and
put on his overcoat and strolled past the
cottage. He cmme. back and reported
that the little woman was a bBeauty:; in
fact, he grew quite eloguent over her
charms And then. of course, we had
to talk it all over—whether she was
married, and if she was, whers was her
tmsband, and if she wasn't, was she go-

- img to live all alone with the old colored
aunty . and so on

Over-the-Way was evidently a capa-
ble little body, for she had the furniture
in and the house to rights in no time.
And the way old Aunt Amanda—that's
the name we gave to the colored woman
and her turban—made things fly moved
Mrs. Smith to wish, with tears in her
wvoice, that the days of slavery were back

But though the nest was ready, no
male bird appeared. After a week had
gone by we women began to hate “*him,”
as we called the man Over-the-Way was
‘waiting for., We knew there was a
way. She flew to meet

when she didn't. And there were mighty
 few days when she drooped too.

But his absence didn't seem to bother
Over-the-Way a bit. She was busy

|

|

| Over-the-Way and gave her a little huog | and Mrs. Smith went. Mrs. Smith went

she discovered us at the windows
could almost see her blush clear across |

as tosay. *We're glad he's come at last.™

midst of telling him how fine it all was |
We |

the street, and her yoong huosband |
straightened up and looked daggers |
But John Berry rose to the occasion |
nobly. He had his overcoat and hat on
—he waa just going out—and he took off
his hat and made a now respectful =nd

friendly tike, as much as to say, "“We're | streamer of white crepe to the door bell.
glad fo see yon, sir.” And we women |

clapped cur hands and smiled. as much

And then- Over-the-Way and her hus-
band saw it was all right and they
smiled and bowed, Over-the-Way patted
him on the arm as much as to say.
““Here he is: isn't he nice”™ And the
young husband put his arm around |

right before our eyes, as much as to say. |
*It's all right now; I'll make np for lost
time.” And then we came away from
the windows.

Young Mr., Over-the-Way—we found
afterward that in publie life bhe wasa
traveling salesman for a big drug firm—
stayed three days. Then he went away.
And Over-the-Way went up into her bay
window and bravely kissed her band to
him till he turned the corner. Then she
dropped down into her big armchair and
turned its broad back to us,

He wus gone two waeks, and they
were long weeks for Over-the-Way. But
everything'human has an end and he
came back at last. Well, it was the
sume thing over again. Only he stayed
but one day. Then he was gone ten
days. Next time it was a week, and af-
ter that it was every Sunday when we
sat down to breakfast we found them to-
gether in the big bay window. But Sun-
days are invariably followed by Mon-
days, and poor Over-the-Way had hard
work enongh to lay in happiness enough
in one day to last her mix. Btill, from
Monday morning to Wednesday night
she lived on remembrance, and from
Thursday morning to Saturday night on
anticipution, so she got along pretty well.

But one day, after six or seven months
of this alternate sunshine and shadow. |
the clonds settled down in éarnest over |
the little cottage. He came home in the |
middle of the week, and Over-the- Way |
met him at the door with ascared face
The next morming he left with a big
trunk. He bad his hst down over his |
eves and never looked back at the bay |
window He knew Uver-the-Way wasn't |
there to kiss her hand to him We|
didn't see her at all that day, for by and |
by Aunt Amanda came and pulled down |
the shades

He had been ordered off on a three
months’ trip toSouth America, and Juhn |
Berry said ‘‘reciprocity” or some such
thing was the cause of it | know we
women all hated it, whatever it was

Over-the-Way came back to her bon- |
doir after a while. but she didn't seem
to be gnite the same old Over-the-Way
She got letters. but they didn’t come
every day now Sometimes we fairly
hated the postmau—just as if it was his
fault! But when she did get one—why,
we could tell a block off when the post-
man had a letter by the way be walked

By and by Over-the-Way had a broad.
comfortable lounge put in her window
and deserted her armchair forit. There
she would lie for hours reading or look-
ing idly out of the window. And Jim
Gray said one day that he hoped Over-
the-Way wasn't going to grieve herself
into a decline. If she didn't chirk up
pretty soon he believed he'd get her hns- |
band’s address und write to him to throw |
up his job and come home. And Harry
Roberts said that may be Over-the-Way
wasn't g0 much better than every other
woman after all, and liked to lie around
in a loose gown and read novels just like
the rest of them. Nobody said a word,
and the next day Harry Roberts told
Mrs. Smith that be guessed he'd leave at
the end of the week, and he did.

But Jin Gray didn’t write, for Over-
the-Way did chirk up right away. She
got an industrious streak all of a sudden
and sat in her big armchair and ent and
basted and sewed until Jim said he was
afraid she was getting vain and thinking |
too much of ber clothing for such a sen- |
gible young woman. Then he discovered |
that zll her sewing was white, and he |
suggestéd that most likely she was get- |
ting ready to joim her husband in South |
America: it was so hot there that every |
one had to wear white all the time. We

but he found other things to worry him.
He elected himself a bulletin committes
of one and made frequent reports
When there were no facts he gave us the,
benefit of his specnlations. One day he
snnounced thathe guessed Over-the-Way

DECessary
! o:ondiﬁun of the development of Chris-

ing powerfully glum., had to laugh |
Things get out so in a boarding hounse.
We all knew that he had proposed and |
she had said no. |
Just as we were getting through
breakfast John Berry gave a groan at
the window and turned to us with his
tace working and hie lips trembling. He |
conldn’t speak: just pointed across the |
strest. !
Old Aunt Amanda was tyiog a long

1
|
|

“Over-the-Way's dead,” said some one

| in a strained whisper.

“White's for little children,” said Mrs,
Smith. *It's Over-the- Way’s little baby.
O dear! O dear!” And the good woman |
burst out sobbing. None of us were |
much better off, for that matter,

So it happened that then we made our |
first call across the street. John Berry

in, but John paced up and down in front
of the house Elizabeth Hawkins never
took her eyes off him. She wus as pale
as a ghost, and yet she didn't look exact-
ly unhappy either.

By and by they came back. As soon
as they came in John took ont a roll of
money and dropped a bill in his hat.
“Flowers!” said he, and looked around
as much as to ask if anybody wanted to
follow suit, We all put in something.
Elizabeth Hawkins put in a dollar. 1
knew she had saved it to buy some Sun-
day gloves. After John had gone out
Mrs. Smith told us how she had talked
with the poor young mother in the dark-
ened room, and how the little baby was
to be buried the next day. and how John
was to sse to everything and go to the
cemetery, and how the liftle coffin was
to be put in the vault and kept till the
father got home. |

By and by John came back with 8 |
great box. It was full to the brim with |
lilies of the valley—not another flower. |

Well, John's services were not needed
after all, for that very night the young
husband csme home from Sounth Amer- l

| ica, and the next day, when the carriage

drove away from the little cottage with |
a little white casket on the front seat |
heaped high with lilies of the valley,
the poor young husband looked over to
as in the windows and msude a sort of a |
bow and put his hand on his heart. |

The' evening, when it was time to gol
to work, John Berry came down with a
satchel in his hand and begzan to say
goodby ®o us, eaying he was going to
leave. When he came to the last one—
Elizabeth Hawkins—he hesitated, then
held out his hand jost &s he had to the
rest of ns. She jost barely touched it,
and both of them looked white and
trembling. Just as he was going out of
the door she called to him:

“Johnt” [

It wasn't a bit like Elizabeth Hawk- |
ins' voice, and we all stared. John came |
back, but didn't say a word—just stood |
waiting. And now they both were red i

*Are you going becanse—becanse” — |

John nodded. | don't believe he could |
bave said a word to save bhim.

“Well—well—I1—John, don't gol’

Long befure she finished John had her
in his arms right before us all.

*] eaid ‘No,’ John. because I was
afraid youn were hard and unfeeling—
&1l today. Now | know better.”

“God bless yon, my children!” said
motherly Mre. Smith. The stereotyped
old phrase was a relief, and wse all
langhed in a teary sort of way. then she
added:

'.
E

“When trouble comes and you need
patience and forbearance remember
what brought you together.”

And we all said:

“Over-the-Way " —Chicago Tribuns,

An Odd Time to Make » Speech. |
Thers is a remarkable story of Dr.
Follen, which is told thus: Dr. Follen
bad been a (German patriot, and he be-
came a fervent American patriot: for he
valued political liberty as a

tianized homanity. And hbhe mever
ceased to wonder, during his whole resi-
dence in America, at the want of reli-
gions earnestness in American patriots.
I remember once when he was in Dr

Channing’s pulpit, and was thanking
God for the privileges of American citi-
zenship, in behalf of the whole congre-
gation, he pansed and made an address
to the people, to call their attention to
the deep character of the blessings and
its bearing on their religious gprivileges,
in order that they might join with him
more fervently than he feared they wers
doing, and afterward went on with his
Prayer. i
nobility, bowever remote from ordinary
practice.—St. Louis Globe-Democrat,

| bay window soouer or later, and, sure | one of her vivacious remurks everybody | gnd a fine color use the
|enough, just after dinner they cume | roared—exocept Jim. Even John

Sherwin, Williams Co.'s Paint.

For those wishing to see the quality

| and color of the above paint we call their

attention to the residence of £. L. Brooks,

| Judge Bennett, Smith French and others

painted by Paul Kreft.
Snipes & Kinersly are agents for the
above paint for The Dalles, Or.

Health is Wealth !

Dr. E. C. WErT's NERVE AND BRAIN TREAT-
MENT, & guaranteed spocific for Hysteria, Dizxi-
ness, Convualsions, Fits, Nervous Neuralgia,
Headuche, Nervous Prostration caused by the use
of aleohol or tobacco Wakefulness, Mental De-
pression, Softening of the Brain resulting in in-
sanity and leading to misery, me nnd denth,
Premature Old Age, Barrenness, Lo=s of Power
in either sex, Involuntary Losses and Spermat-
orrhiea caused by over exertion of the brain, self-

s& or over ind Ench box contains
one month's trestment. $1.00 a box, or six boxes
for $5.00, sent by mail prepaid on receipt of price.

WE GUARANTEF SIX BOXES

To cure any case, With esch order received b
us for x accompanised by $5.00, we wi
send the purchaser our written tee to re-
fund the money if the treatment does not effect
& cure. Gumteu}ssued only by

BELAKKELEY & HOUGHTON,
Prescription Druggists,
175 Second St. The Dalles, Or.

L. ¢, NICKELSEN,
—DEALER IN—
SCHOOL BOOKS,
STATIONERY,
ORGANS,
PIANOS,

WATCHES,
JEWELRY.

Cor. Third and Washington Sts.

(. E. BAYARD & [0,

Real Estate,
Insuranee,
and Loan

AGENCY.

Opera House Bloek,3d St.

e .

CrLEvELAND, Wash.,
June 19th, 1891.
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8. B, Medicine Co.,

* GenTuEMEN—Your kind favorreceived,
and in reply would say that I am more
than pleased with the terms offered me
on the last shipment of your medicines.
There is nothing like them ever intro-
duced in this country, especially for La-
I have
had no complainta so far, and everyone
is ready with a word of praise for their

grippe and kindred complgints.

virtnes. Youre, ete.,

M. F Hackrey.

The Dalles Ghionice

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 DALLEStotake her prop-
er position as the

Leading City of Eastern Oregon.

The paper, both daily and weekly, will
be independent in politics, and in its
criticism of political matters, as in its
handling of local affairs, it will be

JUST, FAIR AND IMPARTIAL.

We will endeavor to give all the lo-
cal news, and we ask that your criticism
of our object and course, be formed from
the contents of the paper, and not from
rash assertions of outside parties.

THE WEEKLY,

sent to any-address for $1.50 per year.
It will contain from four to six eight
column pages, and we shall endeavor
to make it the equal of the best. Ask
your Postmaster for a copy, or address.

THE GHRONIGLE PUB. GO.

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

THE DALLES. .

The Gate City of the Inland Empire is situated at
the head of navigation on the Middle Columbia, and
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 shipping f
point in America, about 5,000,000 pounds being
shipped last year.

ITS PRODUCTS.

|
'

Chas. Stubling,

FROFRIETOR OF THE

GERMANIA,

New Vagt Block, Secod §t.

—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL—

.

The salmon fisheries are the finest on the Columbia,
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 beautiful Klickital find
market here, and the country south and east has this"
year filled the warehouses, and all available storage
places to overflowing with their products.

' ITS WEALTH

It is the richest city of its size on the coast, and its
money is scattered over and is being wused to develop,
more farming country than is tributary to any other
city in Eastern

ful! Its

-

&

Its situnation is ! Its climate delight-




