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WEN MELINDY TOL' WM& YES mdtomo.hehmnghlmomlhgdxhh (ur:hodayatmt.hh“ suiled for Can-

Jeat two weeks from my big fall ont with my |
first sweetheart, Lucindy,
id Melindy, my Molindy, talea"‘Zfeﬂ
An' the atmosphere
Pokumpville to Indy,

Windy with the breesy music ef eternal are lovelier than any other music ever them
blessedness. written, t0 my mind: and it ended in | paoplalever met: most of all T loved | man, who had taken my hand in his,

An'she sald it fair an' squarely.an’ not "Call
" or ..H-y M‘II
An'a New Jerpsalem glory lit “the flel' an
wildernees.
An' the sun burst out Hke laanghter on the
round face of a baby,
Wren Melindy, my Melindy, tol' meo "Yes!®

Like a twonty milllon orchestra away beyond

all countin’,
The bob'links hubbled over in a masic watar-
L

fal
An" I felt jest like s-mountin’on the meotin
house an® shoutin’
That Paradise was open. with admission free

to all.
Each grass biade In the medder wasz a wiring
to Natur's fiddle,
Thet waa played on by thezophyrs with a vel-
vely caross:
An' ol' Natur's Jints were Umbered, an’ sbhe
masha

yed down the middle,
W'en Melindy, my Melindy, tol’ me Y eal™

An'the angels played so bully thet the musis
reached tho gateway
An' came mpillin® through the opmin, and
a-singin* down to earth—

Came a-singin' such a great way thet the uni- |

| tongues. And for the bloody handker- | trustees of said institution as they see ' taken for my own.—Buffalo News.
sShontin® in the giad redem'tion of a holy

verse was stralghtway

secon’ birth;
An' 1—1 set a-atraddie on the ridge pole of cre-
ation,
An'’only fit wo-holler in my hootin® happi-

ness,
Wien Mollndy, my Melindy. Alled my heart
*th jubllation, -
Wlen Melindy, my Melindy, tol® me Yes!"
—=Yankees Blade

UNDER A CLOUD.

I am Agnes Grey; or at least that was
my name when one bright summer day,
the sky as blue as though there never
could be another.cloud in it, | came home
across the fields from Nellie Hobart's
wedding. Very sweet she looked in her
bridal dress, and very fond the gentle-
man to whom she bad given her hand
seemed to be of her. The church was
decked with flowers, and not one of
those whosat there but wished the pretty
young creaturs well; and as she stepped
out from the shadow of the painted
windows into the clear, golden, out of
door light 1 thought of the old rhyme—

Happy ia the bride
Whom the sun shines on.

And thought that she looked like one of
those fair saints the old masters were so
fond of painting, blue eyed and blond,
and with mouths like those of smiling |
babies,

I thought of something else, also, as | |

suppose every girl who had been to that
wedding did, cenld one but know the
truth. [ wondered whether it would

ever be my turn to stand where Nellis |
stood that day, and what manner of man |

wmy bridegroom would be; for [ had never
yet seen any one | could fancy giving
myself to, almost body and soul, as a
wife must.
him for myself, like a goose, when my |
foot caught in the grass, where some
boys had tied it, and down 1 fell, twist-
ing my ankle and hurting my head, so
that for uwhile 1 knew nothing.

At last 1 felt some one lift me off the
ground, and opened my eyes to see that
it was a great, swarthy, black eyed girl
of seventeen or so—a girl with a careless
look about her dress which was not lady- |
like. But she had the woice and manner
of a lady, and she asked me v ery kindly
if I wers much hurt; and, seeing that 1 |

was, picked me up in her strong arms |

[ was making a picture of |

. made of fruits am:ml;m:w-
Emdﬂppﬂngﬂthdminthom
and he sang, as 1 never

my loving them.
Sowhenlwumuenwghbogoamy[
i took Madge's hand in mine and eaid,

“How shall | ever thank yom for your died, remembered or forgot me,furthrae5 He has told them how, yielding to his

tender care of me?”

And she answered, “Agnes Urey, the
.only gratitude I ask is belief in us. The
people down there” (and she pointed
with her brown hand toward the town)
“call us the children of a murderer. We
are the children of a martyr instead. 1
never saw my [ather, but we both know
' that be is innocent. And Gideon remem- |

bers his kindness, hiis tenderness. his gen- '
tleness and his honor.
“Yeour uncle Mathéw—forgive me, but
. it is the truth—was a wild, bad fellow. |
He quarreled with my father, not father |
with him, and the debt was paid. Mother |
' saw it done, and heard him boast that

ads. Grandfather was a Canadian, and
it was partly to revisit his native land

heard any one ' Lees and me that mm&mw this man? Have yon normoﬂncﬁuwo!
| sing before, those Scottish ballads that | But he could not tear myhearthun]him?‘

I loved them better than any

But 1 never heard ol hiw ur from him, [
nor could | guess whether ho lived or

long years

At the end of that time my grand-
father died. and I, his heiress, returned
to my native land a rich woman and my
own mistress, though this was the codi-
cil to the will that left me all:

“L, Henry Grey, having canse to fear
‘that my beloved grandchild is easily
misled by artful persons, and is Dot
guaileful enough to anderstund their |
| guile, do, for her own welfare, add this
proviso, That. should she ever give her |
hand in marriage to the son of the mar-
derer of my son, Matthew Grey, all |
claim upon the moneysand estates above
beqneathed her sghall be forfeited, a:nﬂ

1
|

{ Arab’s tent upon the desert and wan-
dered with him over the

|i!’omdmpo£chnsﬂ.nn pltylingm‘edm

And 1 turned my emnpmthauid

and knew that I locked upon my uncle
Mathew. |
The whole town krows the story now., |

, wandering impulses, he leff, as he had
done once before, the home and friends
ofhisanlymanhaod.mdtnrﬂomall
news of Christian lands dwelt in the

burning sands,
loving the life too well to leave it, and
never hearing of Gideon Lee’s unjuost
condemnation, or of his ferrible fate, until
his son stood before him and bade him,

-his sogl for the man on whom he had
‘brought this awful doom, to return and
prove by his living presence the fact of
his innocence and of his unjust death,
They speak of Gideon Lee's children

|

the money should take him beyond the said property go, withont reserve, tothe now as of those of a martyr; and the

reach of irksome laws and chattering

chief, he had cut his hand, and nnbound
and washed it, and tied it up afresh m

| mother’s very sight that day. Don'tdare |
| to doubt it; don’t be so cruel as to donbt
it, Agnes Grey."

Then she bronght me the picture that
,theykaptuanwndmﬁclndverm
written by hia hand and tender lovnlet—
ters yellow with age, and' as I looked at
the face—eo sweet, so good, so like that |
of the Grideon Lee I knew—1 felt anra'
that those who stood before me, thongh
they were the children of the mmwhm
was hung, were not the offspring otll
murderer A.nd afterward Gideon also |

8,
*It is bard to bear,” he said; *‘hard to

know that we must bear it all our lives;

but if yon only see the truth—if only,

without proof, you will understand that |
we know no murder was ever done by
our dear father's hand—we, who hn'o|
his pictured face upon tfe wall, the let- |
ters written to omr mother, the words
our mother wrote begging us to vead |
them often when she was dead, md
[merdoubtthamnwho on his kneu
| in the condemned cell, calling on God to
| witness his last words, bad sworn to the |
wife who would have loved him even
had he in some hasty moment dealt a
| fatal blow, that he knew nothing of
| Mathew Gmy s death and even doubted |
that he was dead at all—if you can believe

| with ns and not with those who were

‘his muorderers. I, at least, shall have a

lighter heart.”

the other to Madge, and said honestly,
“l1 do believe as you do, and I always
will"”

And so | went away; but 1 took their
faces with me, their pleasant ways, their
voices. Aas for Gideon's face, it haunted
me. There was about him a charm that

| no one else ever had. They were all |

| quaint, all charming in their way, but
he most of all.

A pretty scandal there was through
| the town when 1 began to go down to
| the farmbouse to see my friends 1
| kmew it, and fought it bravely.

“(Fideon Lee never killed any one,” 1
vowed aloud to those who chided me,
**1 will not ban hischildren for the fanlt

of othern.”
But there in the town were those who

| mea kiss that had true love in it.

And | put my hand into his, and gave |

zmd carried me throogh s garden gate | had been af the trial, and eleven of the
and into a little parlor, where she laid | jurymen and witnesses: and under a
me on a sofn and bathed my head with ' stonein the graveyard were the bones
rose water and told me te keep up my | that
courage. for ‘‘Gideon has gome for a doc- Mathew's, and in o bleak, lonely spot
tor.” | near the prison the coffin of the man who
That name told me where | was, | |W hung; and how dared I, a baby al-
was under & roof that | had never | most at the time, to judge for myself.
thought would shelter me, no matter I knew they were right enough, but 1
what wounld come to pass, I would have | never faltered. 1 was as sure as Madge
risen and gons away if | could have | was that bher father never killed Uncle
stirred from the odd old sofa. For this | Mathew
was (Gideon Lee's old homestead, and | They would uot come to my home.
here dwelt the children of the man who, | | Indeed, grandfather would have had the
sixteen years before, had been hung for  doew closed in their faces, but nothing
the murder of my Uncle Mathew. | could keep me from them. And it was
I was but a baby when it all happened, | dangerous work for me, too, as I began
but 1 could remember how the whole | to know before long, to sit so much by
willage was astir in search of the miss- | Gideon Lee's side, to hear his dear voice
ing man, and how a body was found at | g0 often, to feel my heart thrilling with
last in the heart of Alcott’'s woods, and | a loyving pity for him for which I had no
how the facts that therse had been a | words. He wasmy wounded and des-
quarrel between Gideon Lee and Uncle | pised knight, this dear Gideon Lee, be-
Mathew, and that Gideon Lees owed the | fore 1 had kmown him three months, and
latter money, and how they were last | [ would have given my life for him.
seen together guarreling in Gideon's | But he said no words of love to me nor 1
garden, where a bloody handkerchief, ! to him. - Just friends we were, and noth-
marked “M. G.,” was found sooun after , ing more, ontwardly. That was enongh
and brought Gideon to the gallows. | for the town—enough for grandfather.
Perhaps hearing the story afterward [ was called unnatoral. I found my
from my grandfather made me fancy 1 | dearest friends grown cold. Even tha

remembered it, but at all events the | clergyman asked ma if ““it wonld not_'
name 1 had learned to hate was that of | harm me to hold companionship mth !

Qideon Lee. And now it was the child | such people.”
born on the day of her mother’s death— | And I said:
the very day on which the father met | ! bave ever known. And even had their
his awfnl fate—who lifted me from the ' father done the deed for which he died,
ground, donsky Madge Lee, who had they wonld be no worse forit. As itis
never found a playmate nor a friend in he was murdered, and you are all croel
the town because of the ban upon her | to these poor children of his—ocruel and
father's name, and (Gideon, the son, who | unchristian.”
bhad been old enough to understand it So he left me angrily, and so many a
all at the time, who came in with old | friend left me, and all my comfort wae
Dr. Humphries soon after, | to sit between Madge and Gideon in the
They were not poor people. The house | quiet evenings and talk to them.
In the summer time we used to lig

hands spoke contemptuonsly of the “son head upon Madge's lap. We would
of the man who was hung,” and the serv- | stories of fairies and goblins or sing ro-
ants who were hired by Madge Lee mantic songlwrithenant:latoro any of us

be there for some. time, for the doctor any one might have thought there was

forbade my removal. no more harm in it than though we had
“] must go home—l must go away | been children. -

from this house!” 1 said, and | - Justso we were sitting one evening,

feverishly. when grandfather walked into our midst
And Madge Lee ing down on me

them tn-l;nuhn&-
clﬂehﬂ

had been sworm to as Uncle

**They are the best peopla '

M"

Hospital of St. Martha, 10 be nsed by the |

ft."

But, despite this codicl, | went down
into the walley in whick Gideon Lee's
homestead stood before | had been at
home a day. It was sunset when 1
reached it, but the light did not as of
yore gild the panes of the npper win- |
dows to sheets of burnighed gold. Every |
shntter was closed and the house seemed
to frown opon me. The gnrden had run |
wild; the fields Iay desolate: the broken
branches of thes orchard trees told |
of boyish depredation. Strange cattle |
grazed in the meadow and Rover’s ken-
nel was empty. The sight brought tears
‘to my eyes. | went np the old porch
'nnd found there, wet with rain and
tangled in the relics of last year's vine, a
scarlet ribbon, ons Madge must have

worn. [ patitin my bosom and came
away. No one could tell me anything
of Gideon Lee's children, except what

the empty house had told me—that they
were gone.

I had lost them; and whut did 1 care
that all the country place besides wel-
comed me bome? Gideon's smile would
have been more to me than all their
greetings, and Madgs would have given

I was not happy; I conld not be gay.
I could not care for anything verymuch.
I lived a quiet life for two long years,
and, let those call me cold and proud who
would, 1 was not cold, but those who
courted me were Gideon Lee's enemies,
and had persecuted pretty Madge since
her very birth, and had done their inno- |
cent father to death, and | hated them |
for it, though 1 said nothing.

But at last, ons bright morning, walk-
'ing up the road to look at the desolate
dwelling where | had learned to love
Gideon Lee's children, | saw a change |
in it. The windows were open; a man |
was at work in the garden. Three fig- |
' mres in traveling costume bhad just en- |

tered the porch and a carriage stood at |
the gate.

I knew Gideon’s tall figure at aglance,
but who was this—superb, glowing, beau-
tiful. with a look of trinmph on ‘her |
fnce— who came toward me? And who
was that old man with the strange, nr-

castic smile, that T fancied T had seen |

|
|

before?
As I advanced 1 knew that it was
Madge who ran to meet me—Madge,

grown to be a magnificent waman—
Madge, who kissed me as of yore, but |
more gladly, and who left mamtma—

stranger away with her.

And Gideon held my hand, and I could
only say,**it has been very long. Gideon,”
and try and hide my ftears.

‘It has been long for we, Agnes!” he
said. And then there was a panse. He

broke it by kneeling down beside me, |
with my hands in his ns I set on the low |

step of the porch

“Yon are Miss Agnes (Grey,” he said,
~and the world honors yon. I am the
son of the ann who was hanged. Even
now, loving you as | do—as I have all
this weary while—that stands between
us, & barrier you could not cross, Isit
not so? Wera 1 all else, and so worthy
of yon, | should still be Gideon Les, and
an outcast, branded with Cain's brand
apon the forehead, and yon muldneither
love nor wed me!"

Counld [ say “I love you? It was not
m maidenhood to do that. It was im-
possible. | trembled; I faltered; I only
said these words: ‘It is an unjost brand
—unjust and cruel. My eyes never see
it, Gideon Leel™

He showered fond kisses on my hands,
bnt he spoke again.

“*Do you dare to do it, Agnes—to love
an outcast man; to bring upon yourself
contempt and hat.e to relinquish wealth
for the humble life of a simple farmer?
Is your love strong ecnough for ﬂxin?
Will you never repent?’

“Never,” 1 said.

“When your gold is gone, your land
another’s * your friends turned to ene-
mies and your name, your very name,
Agnes—that of the man who was hang-
ed? he asked slowly. “Think! can you |
bear that ignominy? 1 know how t-en-
rible it is.”

And 1 took my hands from his snd

{ laid them on his broad shoviders and f
said—but no matter what I said. 1|
have forgotten the words that told him |

| that I loved him too well to doubt my
courage to bear anything for his ‘dear
sake.

But suddenly, as be knelt there look-
ing up into my eyes, | saw a look in his
face that I could not understand—a look
that made me cry out and begin to
tremble; and 1 saw others draw
and I saw Madge clasp her
hand, and the old man held oat both of
his to me.

“We have been parted five yenrc."-id
“In that time 1 have

*

| of 8 Terrence Court, B. ¥. writes:

| Callfornia in 1839,) and I kuew it wonld help me

ment alone with Gideon and drew the |

ban is lifted from the name that I hnvei

Just
24.

In just 24 hours J. V.8 muerum-upot!m
and sick headsches, After it gets the system
under control an occasional dosoprevents returm,
We refer by permission to W, H. Mamshall, Bruns.
wick House, B, F.; Geo. A.Werner; 631 California
Bt, B. F.; Mrs. C. Melvin, 156 Kearny St., B F.,
and many others who .have found relief from
constipation and sick headaches. G.W. Vincent,
*]1 am 60 years
of age and have been troubled with constipation
for 25 years. - I was reccntly induced to try Joy’s
Vegetable Sarsaparilla. - I recognized in it at
once an herb that the Mexicans used to give na
in.the early &0's for bowel troubles. (I came to

and it has, For the first time in years I can sleep
well and my system is regular and In splendld
condition. The old Mexftan herbs inthisvremedy
are a certaln cure in constipation and bowsl

troubles.” Azk for
Vegetable

Joy's

A Revelation.

Few people know that the
! bright bluish-green ecolor of
the ordiuary teas exyposed in
the windows is not the nat-
ural color. Unples-2nt as ths
b1 fu~t may-be, it Is nevertheless

artificln': minera! eoloring
. matter beinz used for this
pur ave. The etfect is two-
fold. It mot only makes the
tea s bright, a.hlny green, but al=o permits the
use of * off-color ™ and worthle s teas, whicl,
onee under the greew cloak. are remllly
worked of a: agood quality of wa

An emlsent authorily wriltes «n l! - -ur_-
ject: *Thw ruavipaiatinnof po rien 1o
them & fier o) omanes, fsenp, o1« ncien-

alvely. .Grevo  ess, bolog in o country

ropeaially popnlar, are prodice L 1o uedt the
demand by colori=g«her or ) ol Sinds by’
glaging or faningwth Lrassing ane. tomerie,
grpsum, and § oduge - Tade ovcicanl fa s gen-
sty (Rl pery WL yenulol o ! preen tea
s wlceed for salr.”
1t was the Kopeliilen « [ ihis oo 1itlon of
afairs tha: proviyded Wi pise i evtrh’s
} Tem before the public. -1t = £y are
| ard wilthmt estar. INE yoe i <00 2Ly any
| geanine uucolo«d Jdo ao L. e raur
grcorton; and farkn =l da » wad yun
WAL see U, knd gavele uls fue e voy Tiost
ttae. Iew U be fou 13 In 00 ur 1o e ] ist Do
twern Loe st inl creoniien a3 have
boro neonsToamed fow L1 - L Nalv=
Lidrmwesns i hinl ysaneyenior, winl ls po
frageanl toas It wil be a g nt (0 ten-
deiokers. e purily mdkes 30 ks mOPE
eoouuruical thas the ar idolnl (oo ine Jow
of 17 fs requindd percap. « Boidon 4 pound

| Beknges bearl o this tralleiou: =

1t yuurmdnumhauu he will get
it for you. Pricedlc per pound. For sale af

Ieslie Butler,

THE DA LLES

" Phil Willig,

124 UNION S8T., THE DALLES, OR.

OR!-.( H’ n\

Keeps on hand a full line of
MEN’S AND YOUTH'S

Ready - Made Clothing.

| Pants and Suils

MADE TO ORDER
On Reasonable Terms.

Call and see my Goods before
purchasing eiaawhen

* New VlgtM Smd EL

-—wnoxnm AND II‘I'AIL--—- .

Samaparilla :

|
|

is here and has come to stay. It hopes
to win its way to public favor by ener-
g2Y, 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.

x» The Daily «x

four pages of six columns each, will be
‘issued every evenmg, except Sunday
‘and will be delivered in the city, or sent

‘by mail for the moderate sum of fifty
cents a month.

Its Objects

will be to advertise the resources of the
city, and adjacent country, to assist in
developing our industries, in extending
and opening up new channels for our
trade, in securing an open river, and in
helping THE DALLES totake her prop-
er position as the

Leading Gity of Eastern Oregon.

'The paper, both da.11y 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.

L G, NICKELSEN, | SHIPES & KINERSLY,

SR Wholesale and Retail Druggists
SCHOOL BOOKS, A
STATIONERY,” | ~~PRALERS D%
ORGANS, Fine Imported, Key West and Domestic
L LLANGS. CITGARS.
WATCHES, = _
JEWELRY. PAINT

Cor. Third and Washington Sts.

Now is the time to paint your house
and if you wish to get the best qunltw
and a fine color use the 1

Sherwin, Williams Co.’s Paint.

For those wishing to see the quality
and eolor of the above paint we call their
sttention to the residence of 8. L. Brooks,
Judge Bennett, Sgnith French and others
painted by Panl Kreft.

Snipes & Kinersly are agents fo# the
above paint for The Dalles, Or.

CrezveELAND, Wash.

June 19th, iam.} :
S. B. Medicine Co., -
Gmnmm—Your kind favor received,
andlnmplywmﬂcl uy‘unf. I auwi more
than phéeﬂ with ﬂu terms offered me
last shipment

on the pment of your m 1es.  PROPRIETOR OF THE
Thmztﬂﬂ.;hh‘n‘h ﬁemmtnﬁo- G F Y
duced 2 ra,nge eed al‘d
gripps:nd‘ﬂnd’nﬂ wmpﬂinh. I have . r

THIRD STREET.
ut_l_l_:;_n-'. qll wdm)

so far, and everyone
tgprﬂ'é!nrthlr

I.YHM-I'!
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| h’q-iy'm i’&f word
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