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THE OLD HOME.

Removed a little from the elty tide
Of tears and toll, of artifice and plot,
There proapers In some sweel. ssqhestared
spoL
The home of olden time, whose chimbeys wide
Outsend thelr old-time cheer with roddy pride:
Whose aged oracle, wi=e though untaoght,
Sits by his hearth, nor longs & better lot.
Troe frienda his jor. the Bonk of honks his
seanicls )

Still lives the spirit of an earller day

Still thrives the old homo type: its open door
Bnvites the prodigal: its simple lay

Cormforts the careworn ax it did of yore.
ita figes still burno; its Influences

|

: |
And blessings guard its sweet old fashioned |

lore.
=Frunk W. Haott In¥pringfield Homestoad.

CUNNING MRS, QUINN.

It was quite an open secret in the
Brannigan family that Mrs. Bmgniian
bad taken a villa down at Clamville-by

the-Sea for the express purpose of offer-
ing her eldest danghter Tilda extra facil-
itles for sectiring A husband.

Both Mary Cadogan, Mrs. Brannigan’s
Awin sister, and Mrs. Delia Quinn were
aware of this, and as the summer began
to wear away these two old worthies
laid their heads together and decided
that they must horry mnatters on a bit
and bring Tilda's matrimonial quest toa
satisfactory conclusion.

“I'd loike to doJuliaa favor, I would,”
exclaimed Mrs. Quinn. beaming as she
discnssed the matter with Mary on the
back piazza. “She's been mighty good
to e this summer.

" ~Julia's queer and she gets highfaultin
notions now and then, but her heart’s
in the right place. It ain't many girls,
now, when they've made their pile and
got as foine a place as this, as would be
askin their ould time friends*to come
down and stay all summer. Faith this
in the first time in me life that for two
months runnin 've had puddin every
day.” .

*Yes,” declared Miss Cadogan. ‘Ju-
lia’s good hearted, there ain't no use
talking. But she's enjoyed havin nus
here. She told me if it hadn't been for
Tilda's goin’s on in that old shed, there,
she wouldn't have had nothin to com-
plain about all snmmer.”

After & moment's mature deliberation
Mrs Quinn exclaimed, impressively,
with u broad sweep of her large right
hand

*Do you know what I'm goin to do,
Mary? Well, I'l tell you now. I'm
goin to get rid of that barn for Julia and
get an engagement ring for Tilda at the
same toime, or elfe me name ain't Delia
Quifin and me invention has gons back
on me.

The shed in guestion stood at the bot-
tom of Brannigan's garden and was a
most dilapidated cross between a stable
and & pigsty, entirely out of keeping
with the other portions of the villa.

The landlord seemed to have entirely
overlooked it when he was repairing
aaid repainting the other parts of the
establishment. and though Mrs. Branni-
gan had entreated him with tears in her
eyes either to pull it down or make it
reasonably respectable, he had kept put-
ting it off fromn day to day, until here it
was the middle of Angust, and not so
much as & coat of whitewnsh had been
;chginintered to the shed.

“You'll have to help me, Mary, as
much as you can.” pursued Mrs. Quinn.
“First thing we want to \do is to get a
balo for Barney McGivern. He's a foine,
honest, good lockin fellow, Barney, but
he ain’t romantic enongh for Tilda. If
we don’t she'll be hitchin bherself to that
putty faced young Eugene Wyncoop, the
man wid the pedigree.”

“Hut what does Barney ‘be wanting
wid u malo round his head® He nin't no
angel.”

*Oh, Mary, can't you see things at all?
I don't mean a halo of that kind. Bt

it's fike this  There's that Engene Wyn-
ooop, Just travelin on his manners
mgd his pedigree. a8 he oulls it. which

‘ ‘wlways carrying in his ke
Tilda’s go struck wid the nmme anll the
nirs of bim that whe won't as muach as
look at Barney ;

“What Barney needs ia a little of what
the poets call the light which never was

.onland ors*a. | ocallit a hale just to
save toime.”

That evening Clamville-by-the-Sen
was treated to two sensations The new
fire engine arrived in town and Miss
Tidda Brannigan announced to her as-
sambled family at vhe tea table that she
was about to go ou the boards of the
Ulamville theater in the capacity of a
star.

The fire eggine. had cost a good deal
more money than had been expeated.
and therefore the amateur fire compuauy,
to which both Eugene Wyncoop and
Barney McGivern ;'were shining  lights,
decided 10 giveea performance of *'Se-
wanuka. the Sguaw,” to defray
the expenses. Wyncoop, who was the
fire chief, 1mmediately offered Miss
Braounigan the leading wole, and that
evening after fire drill be came up to
the Brannigaus to talk things over

to the compauy and then went over and
st down by Mrs. Quinn
“Here's something ths perhapsa gou
would like to lock at, Mra. Quinn,” he
reanacked ns he presented her with
“roll of parchment “Fve just been
showing & to Miss Besanigan: and |
t perhrit might intevest the
you It's my coat of arms, you
. and my genealogical tree.
' trace my anvestry back to 1154,
he comtipned, with a smile of pride

“The. ¥ yROOOD, 48 you will uotica
‘was shop of Canterbury in Heary
XI's A . '

L ] : ‘.‘W tex ﬁhllﬂmf ] ; o
b without saying a single word.  But
~ mo sooner were she and My Cadogau

"",_  alone than she nxitonished that . gond
4 wWomman by

to herselfl
Willimm | 1086 Wilbam 11, 1083
ry [, 1100; Stephen 115 Henry

L)

LU

i a8 Henry XL"
Mrs. Quinn went off into such a
fit of langhter that shook her like a ver-
itable jelly 2

“The foine gentleman’s got a thing or
two to learn yet. Why, he can’t trans-
late a number yet. [I, which is Roman
for second, be goes and reads in- plain
American eleventh. Did you ever hear
the likes of that™

**Delia.” exclaimed Miss Cadogan mys-
teriously, '-did ‘you notice- the bar can-
nister on his crest?” |

“The what?"

“The bar cannister, I tell ye. Wance,
ata house where [ was cook, the mis-
tress gave me a book of suits of arms to
look at. Then she told me a whole lot
about 'em and what all the different
things meant. ['ve forgotten all the
rest she told me, but the bar cannister
made an indelible impression.

“T'd  know wan hem now wid me
eyes shat, and that Wyncoop has got wan |
gure. Put your head down and T'll whis- |
per the particulars tg you."” . :

Mrs, Quinn obeyed, and gradually, as |
the drift of Miss Cadogan's remarks |
dawned apon her, her features took on a |
trinmphant grio. a

“Faith, now, why didn't that efrike |
me at all? Archbishops can’t marry, to
be shure. But that settles it. Tilda
shan't marry him now if 1 die for it, for
I'll never own as nephews and nieces
childers whose great-great-great-great-
great-grandmother wasn't a perfect
lady." .

Within three days every fencein Clam-
ville announced that Miss Matilda Bran-
nigan, the renowned society amateur
actress; would appear in *SBewanaka, the
White Squaw,” on Saturday night, Aug.
15, “supported by Mr. Eungene Wyncoop

mm'wnnomh

QE

There was nothing for it but to pall
the curtain down and go and eomfort.

the White Squaw. Buat when he reached
the dressing room the squaw had wan-
ished as completely as any of her war-
riors, and. looking ountof the window
Wyncoop canght sight of her
madly gp the street. An instant later
the fire engines, armed by ninefeen
dusky Indians, dashed by in the direc-
tion of the Brannigan house '
“Where's the fira®™ he shonted, and a |
mall boy who rao tearing up the street
& lled back at bim;

BEAR BRAVELY.

Be still, sad heart;
on thy mask smid the crewded atrest,
lstthysmﬂateljdmumdmt._ -
With feigned calm » curious faces greet.
Who careth for {hy smart?
Bae strong, my heart:
Though wondrous sad, thou owess the world a

T

To ses it happy shauld thy grief beguile:
Loves, ho and joys surround thee all the

Wherein thou bearest a part.

" Ba brave, my heart;
Each season's sweeping hath its silent song:

“It's the Brannigan barn.” !

There was a red glare in the sky in |
that direction, and as the poor White
Squaw. out of breath and half ‘dead |
with fright, rushed towdrd it it seemed
to her as thongh she would never reach
there alive  If there was one thing
above all else in this world which the
White Squaw loved it was her brother |
Baby. Thep guddenly she . remembered |
what Mrs. Quinn had gaid gfn_}pt Baby
going np into the hayloft fo play. |

The glow was getting brighter every |
minote, and she Was still three blocks |
away. She had to stop a moment to
catch heér breath, and as she did 8o ghe
saw an [ndian rushing from the direction
of the fire toward her who locked mar-
velously like Barney.

“Barney.” she cried, “‘for Gawd’s sake
tell me where's Baby!™”

“Oh, he's all right.” exclaimed Mo-
Givern, 'l was jost runnin back to tell
you about it. Tilde. |1 t'ought you might
be scared.

“} got there just in time; though
When we ran out of the teayter [ seen
where the fire was, so 1 left the other
fellows to get the engine out und 1 ran
on°by ashorteér cut. When [ got theére, [
there was Mrs. Quinn and Miss Cadogan

o

and a select coterie of society leaders.” | wstandin in the yard a screamin’ and
Rehearsals were' called for twice a | wringin their hands, and there was
day, and consequently so much was Baby, wid the flames a creepin up all

To night alone the silver stars belong,
Aupd right grows ever mightier than the wrong
Im deed and act.

Be patient, henart:
Blessings come sweet to those who ne'er were

And brief the days. s little span at best,
Till raylesa, deep, irrevocables rest
Eternal peace impart.
—J. R. Parker in Detroil Free Press,

ormen.

Theccmmon affilelions of wonten cresick-cnd:
nehies, Indiscss

o.r gl voervoos 1rotbles. Thoy
mmise lerpely Rom etadach Gisarders. As doy's
Vegeiable Sarsaparille is the omly Lowel regn-
Inties preparation, yon can see why It 12 more
effcetive (hnu any other Earsapnriila in those
troubles. It is dally rclleving Lundreds, The
action {x mild, dircet and effoctive. We have
Ecored of letters from gruteful women.

We reicr to o fow:

Nervohs CobMity, M. J. Barzron, M2 Tth 8L, & F. |

Fervons dobility, M. Frod. Loy, 327 Ellisst., S F.
Geneml debility, Mrs. Dolden, 510 Mason St., 8.F,
Xer;;nll{a debility, M. J. Lamphere, 785 Turk 8t

‘Neryous t'e_hility. Mies K. Rosenblum, 282 17th

BtyS. ¥
Stomach troubles, Mrs. B. L. Wheaton, 704 Post
3y, 8. F.
Sick hendaches, Mra. M. B, Price, 16 Prospect
“Place, 8, 1.
Bilck beadaches, Mra. M. Fowler, 527 Ellis 8t.,&F.
Indége}gﬂon. Mre. C. I, Btuart, 1221 Mission St.,

Tilda engrossed with her part that her |
family saw scarcely anything of her, |
and poor MoGFivern nothing atall, He
used to hang about the house and make
love in a mild sort of way to Tilda’s sec-
ond sister Bridgie, who had not been in-
vited to take part in the play.

He had consented to appear as one of
the white squaw’s Indian warriors, more
for the pleasure of being near her than
from: any desire to appear in public, but
as this was essentially d thinking role,
he was left with a good deal of time on
his hands, and Mrs. Quinn, seeing how
disconsolate he looked, finally took com-
passion upon the poor fellow. .

She dragged him off for a long walk,
and by the time she brought him home
again his features were one broad grin,
Mrs. Quinn and Baby Brannigan ‘were
algo much together in those days.

By Miss Cadogan's express stipulation
baby was not to witness his sister’s de-
but. Miss Cadogan'did not approve of
theatrical ‘ performances in any shape or 1
form, and as Baby was the prospective |
heir, it was thought best to regulate his |
conduct accordingly. }

On the morning of the day of the per- |
formance Mrs. Quinn did a most ex-
traordinary thing She volunteered to
water the gurden of her own accord.
Just in front of the barn, to which Mrs,
Brannigan so strengously objected,
there was quits a little pile of hay. Mrs. |
Quinn was observed to examine it very
carefully and then' to gauge with her
eye the distance from the hayloft down
to the ground. Then she turned the
hose on the hay until it was thoroughly
soaked. and-betook herself to the house
again. There were piles of hay in the
rear of the barn and also on each side.
Mrs. Quinn didn't bother about scaking
them, however; the pile before the hay-
loft absorbed her entire attention.

That night, when Tilda was all ready
to start for the theater, Mrs. Quinn and
Miss Usdogan wished her svery joy.

**Waell, | hope you'll be a thumpip suc- |
cess. Tilda,” remarked Mrs Quinn.
“Me #nd May shall be thinkin of you,
though we shan’t be there [Pdgoina
minute if it wasn't for me toothache,
and anyhow, even. if it did let up, |
couldn't go wow, for ["'ve promised to
take Baby up in the hayloft and let him
play in thie bay. Tell Barney, if you see
hims, to come up for su What wid
thess rehéarsalsand the fire engine prac-
ticea, | nin't laid eyes on bhim in t'ree
days.”

Then turning to Baby, she exclaimed:
“Now, come along, darlint, let's go np
in the hayloft.”

When the curtain rose on the fimst act
of “Sewanska.” standing room was at a
prémium -

The stage was set as a prairie, with an |
Indian encwmpment in the foreground. |
The twenty-one members of i1hs Clam- |
ville fire department, metamorphosad for |
the time being into the Indian ! ,ll.vwm}
of the white squaw, lay about Luv stage i
in various attitudes of ianguor. |

Oune by one the warriors grew drowsy
wsud sank to rest. - The moon arose above
the pesirie geass, and while the orches-
tra played slow munsic there entered
from R. E. Miss Tilda BManigan. the
White Squaw

Yon tould have heard a pin dvop any- |
shere in the theater na the

[

should fall from her silvery lipa. There
was ap instant's pause and then she

“Se;o}" she

toward the engine house, helter akelter,
The White Squaw, left alone in :
glory, beat an’ ignominious: retreat be-
self upon a eampstool and at once began
h'.mv" = B
; who |
then ad-
_began to

il

round hini, standin in the hay 16F8™ " | ¢ outiation, Mra. C. Melvin, 196 Kearny 8t., 5.F.

Tilda tarned away her head in horror |
and ejaculated:

“Oh, for Gawd's sakel' !

1 run up to the barn and called out |
tohim, ‘“Jump.’ | sez., ‘T'll catch you |
ghure. Sothelittle beggar he just shuts
his eyes and grits his teeth together and
then he jnmps right into me arms.  For |
heaven’s sake"— |

Before he could say another word the |
White Squaw had thrown her arms
about Him. ' e

*Oh. Barney,” she cried, **I have been |
pretty mean to you., but after this you're |
the man for me.” :

Then, for the first time, she noticed
he was wearing his right arm in a
sling.

“Oh, thgt's nothing,” he explained.
*“When Baby jumped he hurt me arm a
bit, and Mrs. Quinn says she thinks it's
broke. Sheé happened to have this sling
lyiug around. so she told me to slip me
arm intoit and run off fo tell you, ‘and
we conld exsinine it when we got "

“Now, ain't that lucky,” d ]
White Squaw. who, now that the dan-
ger was over, was fast regaining her
composure. ’

*“Why, 1 seen Aunt Delia sewin on
that sliug vesterday morning: She told |
me then it'was a bit of faney work.™ °

By this time they had reached the
bouse, and the White Squaw rushed
forward. -seized Baby up in: her ‘arms |

and hugged . |
“Arrah, now it's Barney you may be }
thankin that he's alive at all,” cried |

Mis, inn, as she mopped her eyes. |
*“The poor darlint would have been a
cinder now if it hadn't been for him.
How the juice am 1 ever goin to meet
your poor ma and tell her as her beauti-
ful barn's been burned while she was
AawWay?

*Oh. the barn don't masser, auntie™
excliimed the White Squaw “‘Let's go
and look at Barfey's arm.”

“Be jabers, | was forgettin all abouf
it *Mary, you stay here wid-Baby and
watch for Julia. Come along wid me,
Barney dear, and we'll see if you'rehurt
bad  Tilda, you'd better stay here too.
Pcun make the inspection better by me—
sall,” g

Two minates later Mrs. re-
tarned with a very solemn cast of %onn-
tenanca.

“lt's. broke,”™ she said.' “IUH.-take

abont ten weeks to set it right.. We

won't need to call in a dootor. for it's as !
eaky ‘us winkin o sst an armi.

find betier stay here, though, so
buve bimnn under oureye.”

The Wyncoap ge Arée"was |
on the piano.’ te
%:fl Jt varefully up. and then m

it to Baby, she said: .

“Baby, dear, take down to Mr.
Wyncoopn first thing tomomow mown
Tell fiimn vhat it's very nmice, but T've
no fartber nse for it, and he’ll bave to
get an understudy for his part In-the

ay.
p!"’l‘he whole thing worked ke clock-
work,” whispered Mrs. Quinn. *There
wasu't wan of us thHat missed a cue,
Julia’s tickied to death that sheals lost
ber burn, | can go back to town wid a
free beart now, for 've fulfilled me vow
and obligations. " ! et 3

“Yes: but how e divil did yeun
keep the fire dowy | got hews®
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'’ Vegetable
Jﬂu s Sarsaparilla

Most modern, most effectivé, largest - bottle
Bamie price, §1.00 or 6 for $5.00.

For Sale by SNIPES & KINERSLY.
THE DALLES, OREGON.

S @ B =
CLeveELAND, Wash., i

June 19th, 1891.§
8. B, Medicine Co.,

Gexrremes—Yourkind favor received,
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-
dtged in this country, especially for La-
grippe and kindred complaints. 1 have
had no complaints so far, and everyone

is ready with a word of praise for their,
virtues. Yours, etc., 3

ealth is

M. F. HaoxrLzy.

‘contains
one month's trestment,  §1.00 s » Or afx boxes
o $5.00, sent by mall prepaid o1 vecelpt of peice
WE GUAEREANTEE BIX BOXES

us for six e, mocoinpanied $5.00, we wili
our written ntee 1o re
fund the money if the treatment does not effes
a oure, ees lssued only by, i
BLAKELEY & HOUGHTON,
-Freseription Druggists,
175 Secomd St. . The Dallas, Or.

AR

;elatioi.

( : od the placing of Beech's
Tes mm 3¢ e absolntely juwe

withiont solor. Did you ‘ever seé any
St R et you

will sog &, sod prebably lov the very Smt ’

Hme  Ttwill be found ju eeior to be jest bo- |

o7 e iy

4890 required pecbup. SoBlonly ia poubd

THE DRLLES GHRONICLE,

=<
is hege and has come to stay. * It hopes
to win its way to public favor by ener-
gY, iIndustry 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 Da‘i.ly -

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 to take her proper position

B 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.

four pages of siy 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, '

JUST, FAIR AND IMPARTIAL.

Wejwill endeavcr to give all the local news, and
we ask that your criticism of out object an-i course,
be formed from- the contents of the paper, and not
from rash assertions of outside parties.

THE WEEKLY,

sent to any address for3$1.50 per year. It will
contaif 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 CHRONIGLE PUB. (0.

¥

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

AUCTION SALE ]

Dry |Goods and Clothing at Your Own Price.

The entire stock of N. Harris] consisting of General Dry
(Gaods, CGlothing, Boots and Shoes, Hats, Caps, and
Gents’ Furnishing Goods will be sold at
Auiiction to the highest bidder for

: ‘cash-in hand.

Sales held every night commmencing at 7 o'cloek.

J. B. CROSSEN, Auctioneer.
New -¢- Columbia .g- Hotel,

THE DALLES, OREGON.

{Best Dollar a Day-House on the Coast!

First-Class Meals, 25 Cents.
First Class Hotel in Every Respect.
None but the Best of White Help ‘Employed.

T. T. Nieholas, Prop.

-~

SITUATED AT THE HEAD OF NAVIGATION,
1)

] Best Selling Property of
| the Season lr, the North-
i

| west.

Destined to be the Best
mw ng Center in
the Inland ey pire.

For Further Information Call at the Office of




