LITTLE FEET.

Patter, patter, little feet,
malody 80 sweet;
Music wo all love to hear,
Charming to the list'ning ear;
Never weary in the Hght,
Tireldts in the shades of night;
Restless lttle feot at play,
Patter, patter all the day.

Patter, patter, little feet,
Chasing butterflics so neat,

0ar the fragrant lawn and lea,
Busy as the toiling bee
Dancing where the sunbeams fall,
Running quick at papa’s call;
Happy, sportive at your play,
Patter, patter all the day.
Pattor, patter, little feet,

*Mong the rosea blooming sweet,
Where the robin sings his lay
And the precious children play;
Summer akies above the glow
Bright as baby's eyes below,
Winsome little feet that stray,
Pattor, patter all the day.

Pattor, patter, little feet,
Straying where the brooklets meet,
Flitting o'er the meadows falr,
Beeking pleasure everywhere;
Fondly answ DVe's gweet ~all,
Bringing blias o o to nll.
f Precions little feet at play,
Patter, patter all the day.
Mheodore D. C. Miller in New York Weekly.

TWICE TEN YEARS.

? I remember it as well as if it were yes-
terday. The carriage sfood at the door
that was to take me back to school for
the spring term. My mother gave me
innumerable instructions, smoothed my
collar and adjusted my cap on my head
properly, thén gave me a kiss and stood
looking wistfully at me as I went down
the walk and got into the carriage.

A month or two later—it was in June,
I think—after a hard struggle one after-
noon with some figures, all about a ship
and a cargo and the profit and’ all that,
I went out to join the boys. When I
reached the ay ground they were gone,
and there was nothing for me to do but
amuse myself as best I could. I strolled
around the house with my hands in my
pockets (which my mother had told me
distinetly I must not do), and suddenly
remembering her instructions took them
out again: then, for want of better

!uu:ne
;.oome.

|
| to hold on to?

l pliable to a boy older and stronger than
| leading her out on the dam.

| determined tbat she should go to a point

“0Oh, no,” she said; “I'm afraid.”
“Afraidl Yon little goose! with me

Betwixt her fear and a disposition

herself, it was not long before I was
“Don’t you see it's nothing?” I said.
She shrank back asIled her along. I
where the water poured over a portion
of the dam lower than the rest. Iturmed
my back to step up on the post. It was
but a moment. Iheard a cory, and saw
Julia in the flood. The expression that
was in her eyes is to this day stamped
clearly on my memory—an expression of
mingled reproach and forgiveness.

I could scarcely swim a dozen strokes,
but not & second had elapsed before I I
was in the flood. !

I swam and struggled and buffeted to
reach her; all in vain. Aneddy whirled
me in a different direction. My strength
was soon exhausted, 1 was borne down
Ll:e riyer, sinking and riging, till I came

‘a place where I canght a glimpse as I
came to the surface of a man running
along some planks extending into the
river and ru.seg above the ‘water on
posts,. My feet became entangled in
weeds. Isank. Iheard a gredt roaring
in my ears, then oblivion.

When I came to I was lyink on my
back. I remember the first thing I saw
was & light cloud sailing over the clear
blne. There was an air of guiet and
peace in it that contrasted with my own
sensations. Then I saw a man on his
knees beside something he was rubbing.
I turned my head aside and saw it was a
little figure—a girl, Julia. She was cold
and stark.

My agony was far greater than when 1
had plunged after her into the stream.
Then I hoped and believed that if she
were arowned I wonld be also. Now I
saw her beside me lifeless, and I lived.

Then some men came, and the man
who was rubbing Julia said to them,
“Take care of the boy; the girl is too
far gone.” They tookmeup and carried
me away and laid me for awhile ona
bed in a strange house. Then 1 was
driven to the school.

amusement, I began to whistle.

Next to the school there was a pretty
cottage separated from the school house '
by a board fence. The two houses werse |
not 100 feet apart, and I could look right |
through under the trees, and there on
the croquet gronnd stood a girl, a trifle
younger than myself, looking straight
at me,

Now, when a boy suddenly finds him-
self observed by a girl he feels very
queer. I remember that very well. My
hands went right into my pockets, but
remembering that was not the correct |

thing to do in the presence of a girl I |

Then 1 :

took them directly out again.
concluded that it would be a good way

The next day my father came and
took me home. I wasill after that, too
ill to ask about Julia, but when I re-
covered what a load was taken from my
mind to know that by dint of rubbing
and rolling and a stimulant she had
been brought to and had recovered. I

through it and out on the river bank.
There was the water and the dam;
everything as it had been.

“Pid you ever iry to walk out there?
I asked. ;

“Once, when I was a child, I came
here with a boy, and we walked to where
the water pours over. I met with an
accident. I fell in.”

“The boy overpersuaded you, I sup-

=

It was difficult for me to concenl a cer-
gain trepidationat the mention of my
faolt.

“No, I went of my own accord.” -

“He certainly must have been to
blame. He was older and stronger than
’on.Dl

“On the contrary,” she said, with a
elight rising irritation, ‘‘he jumped after
me like the noble little fellow that he
wm"l

I turned away on pretense of examin-
ing a boat down the river.

““At any rate hs must have begged
your forgiveness on his bended kmees
for permitting you to go into such a

dnnfer."
“l1 never saw him again. He went
‘WLBY-"

I fancied—at least I hoped—I could
detect a tinge of sadness in her voice.

“I have often wished,” she went on,
“that he wonld come back, as the cther
scholars sometimes do, as you are now,
and let me tell him how much I thank
him for his noble effort.”

“Julia,” I said, suddenly turning snd
facing her, ““this is too much. I am that
boy. Iled you into the wood. I forced
you to go out on the dam with me, I
permitted you to fall in.”

*And more than atoned for all by risk-
ing your life to save me!”

Ah, that look of surprised delight
which accompanied her words! It was
worth all my past years of suffering, of
fancied blame; forin it Iread how dearly
ghe held the memory of the boy who had
at least shared the danger for which he
was responsible.

I do not remember if she grasped my
hand or I grasped hers. At any rate
we stood hand in hand looking into each
other’s faces.

I blessed the Providemce that ended
my punishment; I blessed the good for-
tune that had led me to & knowledge of
the kindly heart beside me.” Of all the
moments of my life I still count it far
the happiest.

Then we walked back through the
woods, over the jntervening field, and
stood together leaning against the fence

also learned that the man who cared for

us had seen Julia fall and had rescued |
her. When I saw him ruonning along |

the planks it was to his boat chained to
the end. :
That summer my father removed with

| his family to the Pacific const. He was
obliged to wait some time for my recov-
ery, but at last I was able to travel, and
left without sgain seeing the little girl

. between the old

|
|

school and her home.
L 3 - - * -

We did not part after that for another
| ten  years. Then she left me to go
| whence 1 can never recall her, Yet
| there is a trysting place in the woods,
| through which we once passed as chil-
| dren, and often afterward as lovers.
There I watch the flecked sunlight and
mark the silence; and it seems to me that

to show how little I was embarrassed by | Whom I had led into danger. I only |Ican “hearit bestilL.” Morethan that,
turning twice around on my heel. a | beard that I had been blamed by every | I know the puresoul looks at me through

movement on which I greatly prided |
myself, After that I don’t remember |
now—it was so long ago—what new |
But one thing is very cer- | constantly hsunted by one idea: that

capers I cut.

one.

- - ] - - -

Ten years passed, during which I was

tain. I wassoon hunting for something | was to go back to New England, find
I pretended to have lost in the grass be- | Julia and implore her forgiveness. The

side the fence.

“If it's your knife you'te lost,” I heard
& little voice say, *“‘it isn't there. I
picked up a knife there a week ago, but
it was all rusty and no good.” +

“Oh, never mind,"” I 'said, looking up
into two eyes away back in a sunbonnet,
““it wasn't much of a knife anyway, and
I've gotanother.”

“Are you one of the boys _at the
achool?™

“Yes."

*What reader

“The F\ A

“Do you study geography?”

JIYu"

“*“What's the capital of the United
States?

I scratched my head.

“] domn't remember that,” I admitted
relpctantly. *‘I'm first rate on capitals,
‘but I can’t recollect that one.”

“Why didn't you go off with the
boyl?"

“I was behind with my snms. I ex-
pect they've gone to the river. I like
the woodf pretty well, they're foll of

are you in?"

“And snakes,” she added.

“Pm not afraid of snakes.™

“And lizards.™

*“Nor lizards. I suppose you're afraid
2o go there.”

“No, I'm not.™

“If you want' to go there now, and are
afraid, I don’t mind going along, just to
keep off snnkes and things.”

She looked wistfully out at the wood.
I can gee her now leaning on her mallet,
deliberating—if such a process can be
called deliberation where the conclusion

is predetermined—the straight, lithe fig |

ure: poised between the mallet and one
foot, one little leg crossed on the other—
peering out at the forest. Suddenly,
without any warning, she dropped the
mallet and started for the wood,

We were not long in crossing the field

and were walking in the dense shnﬂal

when she stopped, and looking at me
with her expressive eyes said:

“How still it isin here! It seems to
me I can elmost hear it be stll"

“‘Yes, it is pretty solemm,” I replied.
“Let’s go on; the river winds around
ldown there and we can see the water go
over the dam.”

I heard a distant voice calling “*"JFulia.”
It was very faint; she did not hearif: I
stood a moment hesitating.

“Come, let’s go.” I said, starting for-

ward. _

*Julia,” 1 beard again, more faintly
‘than before. _

I hurried her on, fearing
‘hear the voice and turn back. o

Presently we emerged from the wood
.and stood by the river. I was familiar
swith the ground, and led mylittle friend
directly to the dam.

“Most of the boys are afraid to walk
out on that dam,” I said.

“I'd be afraid.”

*“Buat you're only a girl; a boy ought-
jn’t to be alraid.” With that I started
boldly out, occasionally starding on one
|foot and performing sundry anties to
|ehow what a brave boy I was. Then 1

R~ Xl
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| years that I must be a boy and depend-

ent seemed interminable. At last I
came of ageand received asmall fortune
that had fallen to me, and as soon as the
papers in the case were duly signed and
sealed I started east. -

It was just about the same time of the
year and the same hour of the afternoon
as when I first saw Julia that I walked
into the old school grounds. I had fully
intended to go in next door and call for
| her, but my courage failed me. I had
heard nothing of her for years. Was she
dead? Was ghe living? Was she in her
old home, or far away? These thoughts
| chased each other throngh my mind and
I dreaded to know..

I was standing at the school entrance
| with my hand on the bell when I heard
a door in the next house open and then
ghut. From that moment I could feel
that Julian was near me. She came out
of the house a slender, graceful girl of
nineteen, and picking up a croguet mal-
let commenced to knock the balls about.
I wanted to make myself known, but
| dreaded the horror with which she would
i regard me when she shonld know who I

was,

| *“1I beg pardon,” I said, raising my hat,.
“can you fell me if the school is still

there?" pointing to the house.

“It was moved some years ago,” she

| replied, regarding me with the old hon-

est gaze,
| **I was one of thg scholars.”
|  “Indeed!” She spoke without any

| further encouragement for me to go on.

“1 see the wood has not been cut
away,” I added, glancing toward it.

“No, it does not seem to be.”

“Were you ever there?”’

*Oh, yes, often.”

“And is that old dam still across the
river?”

“] believe it is.”

‘“Wers you ever on the dam?"

Bhe looked at me curionsly.
on withonb waiting for a reply: .

“Wonld you mind showing me the
way to it? Itis a long while since I was
there,”

She drew herself up with a slight
hanteur. Then thinking that perhapa I
was unaccustomed to the comventional
’ w% of civilized life, she said pleas-

pak. ;

“Yon have only to walk throagh the
wood straight back of the house and you
will come to it.,”

I went

- .
b

“Thank you,” I ied, “‘but I hoped
you would show me way.”
She looked :

puzzied.

“‘Miss Julis,” I said, altering my tone,
“I once met you when I was a boy here
" at school."™

“] knew a number of the scholars,”
she said, more interested; ““who may

I dreaded to tell her. “If yon will
pilot me fo the dam,” I said. “I will in-
form youn.”

She thought a moment, then turned

quick motion withwhichnhahndmda
the same move is & child she started for-

We walked side by side to the wood,

and looked out at the wood. With the’

| the honest eyes.—F. A. Mitchel.

A Positive Hint.
. A man can bemore politely ipsulted in
Paris than in any city in the world. A
gentleman who nndertook to speak in
public there expressed himself in such a
low tone of voice that the audience were
unable to bear him. He was lecturing
upon a geegraphical subject, and copies
of a map about three feet square had
been generally distributed.

Presently one of the andience reolled
up hismap in the form of a very long
attenuated lamplighter, inserted the
small end in his ear and turned the other
end toward the speaker. [t wasa rather
ladicrous performance, bnt not 4 laugh
was heard among the polite assemblage.
In two minutes, however, every map in
the aundience was turned into an ear
trumpet, and the speaker saw himself
confronted with a sort of mammoth
porcupine, whose nearest quills almost
touched him. He at once spoke louder.
—Exchange.

The Figure 4" in Grevy's Life.
The figure *“*4” was curiously associ-
| ated with the life of the late French
| president. M. Grevy died after four
| days® illness. four years after his re-
moval from the presidency, at the age of
eighty-fear. He lived under four sov-
| eveigns in the earlier part of his life.
Then came the revolution of 1848, and
four governments then succeeded each
| other before he was elected president.
| Lastly, he died under the fourth presi-
| dent of the present republic. M. Grevy,
| when in practice at the bar, received
the largest fee ever paid counsel during
this century. He held the lucky brief
for his friend, M. Dreyfus, in the great
guano lawsuit, and was paid altogether
| £40,000. Not even the aggregate fees
| paid Sir John Duke Coleridge (now Lord
| Coleridge) in the Tichborne frial ap-

proached this splendid fee.—London Tit-
Bits. -

Eunterprising Advertising.

A firm on Fourteenth street, in the
busiest shopping neighborhood, has in-
froduced a novel advertisement. A
painted theatrical ccean is construocted
on the roof of one house, while the roof
of the adjoining building, being a Little
higher, serves as the shore. On' this
ghore & man attired asthe lone fisher-

the pantomime of fishing. Now and
then he works the lines of a miniature

mimic sea. All of this attracts the at-

. some might go by withont seeing it, a
| hired confederate of the lone fisherman
saunters along the walk and gazes up-
ward. Itis homan nature fo stop and
look af anything anybody else is looking
at. Result, crowids of carious gagers.—
New. ¥York Herald.

A Comsclentious Oysterman.,
Tourist—1 have always understood
withont an r. :
Oysterman—Well, most gen'rally
ain’t,

ing them?
| . Oysterman—
& AN S Tt g
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man sits and industriously goes through

|mi.lbout..¢=usi.ng the latter to skim the

tention of thousands of people on the
| opposite walk. For fear, however, that

that oysters are not good in months

Tourist—When do you begin gather-

Just
24.

In just 24 hours J. V, B. relieves constipation
and sick headaches, After It gets the system
A trolan lonal dose prevents returm.
We rpler by permission to W. H. Marshall, Bruns-
wick House, & F.; Geo. A. Wemer, 531 Californis
Bk, 8 F.; M. C. Melvin, 156 Kearmny St, 8. F.,
and many others who have found relief from
constipation avd slok headaches. G.W, Vincent,
of & Terrence Court, S. . writes: *1 am 60 years
of sge and have been troubled with constipation
for 25 years. I was recently induced to try Joy's
Vegetable Sarsaparilla. I rccognized in it at
once an herb that the Mexicans used {ogive ns
in the early 50's for bowel troubles. (I came to
Californis in 1699,) and I knew it would help me
and it has. For thefirst time in years I can sleep
well and my system is regular and in splendid
condition. Theold Mexican herbsinthisremedy
are a certain cure in constipation and bowel
troubles.” Ask for

J nu’s -Vegetable

Sarsaparilla

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

th is Wealth

Dr. E: €. W2sT's NERVE

AND BRAIN TREA1
MENT, &8 guaranteed ifie for Hysterls, Dizsi-
nmaa.gonvuluona. , Nervous Neu
Headache, Nervous Prostration cansed by the use
of alcohol or tobacce Weakefulness, Mental
pression, Boftening of the Brain resulting in in
eanity and leading to misery, dec.ar and death,
Premature Old Age, nNess, of Power
in either sex, knvolun a -
orrhoea by over exertion of the n, self
sbuse of over indulgence. Each box contains
one month’s treatment. $1.00 a box, or six boxes

for 35.00, sent by mall prepaid on receipt of price.
WE GUARANTEE BIX BOXES
case. With each order recelved by
es, accompanied by $5.00, we will
purchaser our written arnntes to re-

fund the money if the treatmment does not effect
acure, Guarantees issmed only by

BLAKELEY & HOUGHTON,
Prescription Druggists,
175 Second St. The Dallea, Or.

To cure an

REAL MERIT

WE MANUFACTURE,
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PEOPLE

Say the 8. B. Cough Care is the best
thing they ever saw. We are not
tered for we known Rear MeriT wiLL
Win. All we ask is an honest trial.
For sale by all droggists.

8. B. Mepicixe Mra. Co.,
Dufur, Oregon.

A Revelation.

Few peopls know that the
£7 bright blulsh-green oolor of
¢4 the ordinary tess exposed in
the windows fs not the nat-
¥ wural color. Unpleasant as the
% {act may be. it is nevertheless
artificlal; mineral ecoloring

f
1
|
|
|

tea a bright, shiny green, but also permits the
wuse of “off-color ” and worthless teas, which,

jeot: *The manipulation of poor teas, togive
them a’iner appearance, is enrried on exten-
sively. Green tess, being in this coumntry
especislly popular, are produced to meet the
demand by coloring cheaper black kinds by
glasing or facing with Prussian biue, tumerle,
gypsum, and indigo. This mecthod s 80 gen-
eral that very liltle genuine uncolored green tea
is offered for sale™

1t was the knowledge of this condition of
affairs that promypted the placing of Beech's
Tea before the public. It is absolutely pure
snd without eolor, Did you ever sce any
genuine uncolored Japan teal Ask your
grocer to open a package of Beech's, and yuu
will ses it, and probably for the very first
time. It will be found in color to be just be-
tween the artificial green tea that you bave
been socustomed to and the black teas.

1t draws a delighttul canary color, and Isso
{ragrant that it will be a revelation to tea-
drinkers. Itz purity makes it alsp more
economical than the arilficial tess, for lesss
of it fs required percup. Sold only in pound
packages bearing this trade-mark:

' If your grocer does not have it, he will ged

it for you. Price®o per pound. Forsale &l

ILreslie Butlex’s,
THE DALLES, OREGON.

$500 Remd!

the above reward for any case of
Bl ty Bick In-

" We will
Liver Com

BLAKELEY & HOUGHTON,
Prescription Druggista,

e with West's Vogotabie Liver Pille when the rther Information Call at the Office of
'S ver ] e rmation a e ce
directions are. otly complied with; ﬂw Por Fu o
Ennly vegetuble, and never fail to give sa

on. Bugar Cosated. boxes eontal 80
g i L iatrey Sty b
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THE JOHN C. ' COMPANY, CHIGAGO,

THE DALLES CHRONICLE
Pxe

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.

Its Objeets

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 City 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 sym of fifty
cents a month.

JUST, FAIR AND IMPARTIAL.

"We will endeavcr to give all the local news, and
we ask that your criticism of out 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 es, and we
shall endeavor to make it the equal of the best.

Ask your Postmaster for a copy, or address.

THE CHRONICLE PUB. €0.

Office, N. W. Gbr; Washington and Second. Sts

JOLES BROS.

——:DEALERS IN:——

Slaple and Fancy Groceries.

Hay, Graih and Feed.

Masonic Block, Corner Third and Court Streets, The Dalles,Oregor

New'-é- Qolumbia -s- Hotel,

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. Nicholas, Prop.

orth Dalles, v

SITUATED AT THE HEAD OF NAVIGATION.

Washington

Best Selling Property of .4
the Season in the North-

west.

Destined to be the Best
Manufacturing Center in
i the Inland Empire.

-

Interstate InveStment | Go., »:

175 Second St. ‘The Dailes, Or.

i

0.0, TAYLOR, THE DALLES. 72 WASHINGTON ST., PORTLAND.



