A CURFEW SONG

Peace. woary wind! Thon nast grown tired of

Ver the far moorland aid the signing sea;
Through tho gruy dusk the angel of the gloam-

g
Comes with (ts message aurd {ts peace for
thee.

All the long dey the children bave been stray- -
ing
In the bright meadows., by the running

siromms;
Now they retnrn s-wearied from their playing

Home to their mothers and the lund wur |

dreams.

All the long day the lark was singing praises
Far from the tumnlt of the smoky town:
All the loog day the lambs were "mid the
dainles.
All the long day the sheep were oo the down.

Boon in the fold the lambkins will b sleeplng,
Soon in the dusk the lark will dream of
morn,
Breathing of peace, the rivulet in creeping
Through "the shut lilies sod the budded
thorn.

1 bave been wenried also with my loaging--
Wearied with bopes for what | counid oot
win.
Wearivd with dounts and cravings that were
thronging
Throogh the dim gate where faith should
| anter in.

Nadw in the eventide, while stars arc burning
du thagray chinnesl of the twillghr aky—
» Whdleabe younyg lambs aod ehildren are re-
! turnfug
Home to their resting place—why should
oot I¥

Tired of my solitary, wiliful roaming
O'er the sl woorland, by the sighing ses,
Father, | basten, through the sliver gloaming.
Back, like the prodigal of yore, to thee,
Amthar.L. Salmon in Goo! Words,

AN EPISODE OF “63.

Night hadl fallem on the banks of the
Chippaloga and the fight was over. It
had been hot and fierce while it lasted,
and the battered remnant of southern
troops, though at last they had been
farced to flight, leaving one-third their
farce on the field, had thinned the num-
bers of their conquerars. Thaugh the
smallest of the episodes of a war whose
issne settled the future of the American
continent and wffected the history of all
mankind, the battle had bronght the
peace of death to many i valiant heart.
its bitterness to unny a woman and child,
who, yet nnaware, were praying, safe in

‘distant «cities. for the hnsbands and fa- |

thers whose lips would never more meet
theirs.. Overhead, the stars sparkled
keenly iu the frosty sky. but from the
borizon a ridge of inky cloud spread np-
ward to the zenith, threatening not ouly
to gnench their feeble fire but fo deepen

the crisp. powdery snow in which the |

landscape wus smotiered.
ran like u long. black snulte between its
whitened banks

To Roland Pearse. monutonously
tramping on sentry duty along the track
worn by his own feet in the snow at a
tantalizing distance frowm the uearest of
the small watchfites which gleamed
around the central one. where the offi-
cers were sunk in sleep, it seeaed as if
the dawn wonld never come. A year's
hard campaigning had toughened him
to all the accidents of war, and the cold-
«ot and longest night's watch after the
hardest day's firhting or marching came
% him, us a rule, naturally enough. Buat
he bhad been wounded in the fight,
“though not seriously, yet painfally, and
between the consequent loss of blood
and the bitter cold was weary well nigh
%o death.

In the dead stillness of the aight the
monotonous chant of the river near at
hand combined with weakness and
weariness to stnpefy his senses, aud for
minutes together he shuffled wlong the
*rack he had worn in the snow with a
quite unconscious persistence, awaken-

ing at the end of his beat with a nerve | sle:}{_);n afraid you'll have to do withont |

shattering start and falling aslrep again
ere he had well turned to retrace his
steps. At last a deeper doze was ter-
minated by his fulling at full length in
the snow. He gathered his stiff, cold
limbs together and limped along shiver-
ing, swearing at the snow which had
penetrated different loopholes of his
ragged aoniform., and, slowly melted by
comtact with his scarce warmer skin,
served at last to keep him awake. He
drew from Lis pocket a tlask containing
a modicnom of whisky. It was little
enough: he could gratefully have drunk
twice the amount. but, with a =elf de-
mial tanght by many bitter experiences.
he took only a mouthful and reserved
the rest for future needs.

With u vague idea that a new beat
would somewhast relisve the monotony
of his watch, he struck into another
track. agd trudged resolutely at right
angles with his former course. the two
lines of footsteps wmaking a gigantic
cross upon the snow. His former lassi-
tude was again beginning to conquer
him, when it was suddenly dissipated by
a voice, which rang out on the stiliness
with startling snddenness, instinet with

ish:

“If yon have the heurt of ainan iy
youar breast, for God's sake, help me!” -

Twenty feet from whefe he stood.

Roland beheld the figure of a man raised |

feebly on one elbow above the level of
the snow. There was only just light
enough to distinguish it. He approached

* - it cantionsly, with his rifle advanced,

and shooting rapid glances from the
prostrate figure to every clump of snow
covered herbage or inequality of ground
which might afford shelter for an am-

*1 am alone,” the man said

The river |

don't want to die and  rot -
wilderness without' saying goodby to
her.” ey

“You must look sharp then,” said Ro-
land, kneeling beside him, “for 1 shall
be called into camp in a few minutes.”

He took an old letter from his pocket,
and with numbed fingers began to write,
at the wounded man's dictation, on its
blank side. : .

“My darling Rose,” he began.

Roland started as if stang by a snake,
snd bent a sudden look of guestioning
inger on his companion's face. The
southerner looked back at him for a
moment with a look of surprise. Then
his face changed.

“Jim Vickers!” said Roland.

“Roland Pearde!” cried the other, and
for a moment there was silence between
them.

“Last time your name passed my
lips,” said Roland slowly, ‘1 swore to
put a ballet into you on sight.”

‘] guess you needn’t.,” said Vickers;
“T've got two already. Not that I'm
particular to a bullet or so, only you
might finish the letter, first, anyhow.

| Por God's sake, Pearse,” he continued,

sudden emotion conquering hnis dare
devil cynmicism, ‘*write the letter! It's
for Rose. She won't have a cent in the
{world if I can’t send her the news 1

* | want you to write, and she and the child

will starve. | got her by a trick. I know,
and » nasty trick, too; but I'd kave done
murder to get her. She was the one
woman I ever cared a straw for, really.
And she loves me too. Shoot me if you
like, bat for (God's sake write the let-
ter.”

Roland bent his head over the scrap of
paper again.

“Go on.” he said hoarsely, and Vick-
ers went on, panting out the werds with
an eagerness which proved the sincerity
of his affection. The letter had regard
to the disposition of certain sums of
money for which the voucher had been
destroyed Ly fire during the miege of
Philipville two days previously. It

much for a man to ask of another. 1|
“this cursed 1

better |
fellow die. :
him. He'd take months to heal up in
hospital, with every care and atfention.”
“Somebody might come along and
give me a hand to get him to the nearest
‘town,” said Roland vaguely, but tena-
ciously.
“The mnearest town is thirty miles
How wonld you get him there!
Besides, look at this.”

thick, gray cloud. *““That'll be falling
in another hour. You'd be snowed up.
And then—hang it all, man, I must be
as mad as you are to discuss the thing
at all. You don't suppose that you're
going to get leave of absence to nursea
Johnny Reb?"

*I might take it," said Roland.

-+And be shot for desertion?”’

“*That's as may be. The chances are
I shouldn't be missed till you were too
far away to send back for me. [ must
go and answer to my name and then
see if [ can't drop behind."”

Ned held his head in'kis hands as if it
would else burst with the folly of his
friend’s idea.

“I can’t stay here all day talking d—d
nonsense,” he said angrily. “T'm off
into camp.™

He strode away and Roland kept pace
with him. He did not need his friend’s
assurance of the folly of the act he
meditated. He qguite recognized that,
but it was only in the background of his
thoughts, which were filled with the
memory of a woman's face. How counld
he leave the man Rose loved to die

suffice to save him? | |
The first lakes of the Coming snow-
storm fell as the detachment started. It|
marched in very loose order, for tha |
road was rough, the snow deep, most of |
the men more or less broken with wonnds |
and fatigue, and it was known that no |
enemy was within sixty miles. Roland |
fell little by little to the rear, where the
clumsy country wagons lumbered along
full of the wounded nnder Ned's charge. |

was scarcely ended when a bugle sounded

from the camp.

| “That's the sentinel’s recall,” said Ro-
land. *“1 must getin. 11 forward the
letter the first chance 1 get.”

l He rose. Vickers, with a dumb agony
of grateful entreaty in his fare, feebly
held up his left hand—the right arm was

shattered. After a moment’s hesitation
Roland bent and took it.

| *“Here,” he suid, “take this.”
He dropped his flask beside

him.

] “Keep your heart up: perhaps you ain't |
'l see if | can get |

as bad as you think.
| help for you."

I Tears started to the wounded wretch's
eyes.
| 3“!{0&3 had better have taken you, |
| guess.” he said.

fswa_v.

“I"ll be back as quitkly as | can.” he

jsaid, and plowed his way back into |

| camp without a single backward glance.
iCuming to a large tent. the only one in
| the camp, ronghly ron up as a tempo-
| rary hospital. he passed between two
| rows of prostrate figures, sunk in the
sleep of exhaustion or tossing in agony,
.bowhmtmn in the uniform of an
army sargeon was bending, pipe in

mouth, over the body of a patient. *I
| want to speak to you when you've fin-
iched, Ned.”

The surgeon nodded without raising
bis eyes, completed his task, ran his
blood stained fingers wearily through
his hair and turned to Roland with a
yawn and a shiver.

been at it since nightfall, and I'm dead
beat. Cut it short, old man; we start

it.” said Roland.
| Jim Vickers?™

“Jim Vickers™ repeated the surgeon.
“Oh, yes! The mw who married Rose
Bishop.™

Roland winced and nodded.

**He's out there, shot in the arm and
leg. Says he's dying.
me, and asked me to write a word for
‘him to Rose—to his wife. | want von
! to comie and have a look at him.”
| The snrgeon shrugged. with a half
| yawn.
| *“He's a Reb, 1 s'poge? Haven't seen
| him in our crowd.” ;
| “Yes." said Roland, “‘but one man is
| pretty much the same to you as another,
| I reckon. and—you know Rose, You
| might eave him,”

Ned shrugged again, tossed some lint
and other necessaries into a bag on the
table and they set out together. They
found Vickers asleep, with the empty
whisky flask lying on the snow beside
him.

There was a ruined shed at a hundred
vards'distance to which they carried the
wonnded man, who awoke and groaned
as he was raised. Arrived nnder shelter,
Ned silently betook himself to examin-
ing Vickers' wounds. Arm and leg were
both shattered, and three of his ribs
were broken by a horse’s hoof,  Roland
watched his friend's face, but it wore
the aspect of even gravity common to
the facés of men of his profession en-
af their work, and nothing wasto
be learned from it. His task finished,
he patted his patient’s shoulder, collected
his tools'and left the shed. Roland fol-
lowed him to the door.

“What d6 you think? Can he pull

“Do you remember

without.”
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if want
bave it. You'll do a‘long sight

Roland tarned sharply |

“*That's the last of 'em,” he said; *I've |

in an hounr, and | mean to get a wink of |

He didn't know |

“You'll take care of the letter,” he |
whispered, and thrust it into his friend’s |
| hand. *‘Goodby. 1 shall fall in with |
| the next detachmentif 1 pull throngh i

leng enough.  If not"—— !
| He nodded. and at a sadden turn of |

the road, here tHickly surrounded by |

maple and hemlock, darted among the I

trees and listened with his heart in his |
| ears to the jingle and clatter of arms as
his comrades marched on. [t died away
upon the snow laden air, and he retraced
his steps to the shed with an armful of
dry leaves and twigs, with which, by
| the sacrifice of one of his few remaining
| cartridges, he speedily made a blazing
| fire. Vickers lay quiet watching him
| through half shut Hds

| was called putting & spell upon them.—
while any possible effort of his might | L. Popoff in Popular Science Monthly.

| been a practical necessity to man. Its

pretty. The phnpernel is a charming
litile flower, which opens about 8 in the

and closes late in the afternoon,
but has the remarkable peculiarity of
indicating a coniing shower by shutting
up its petals. For this reason, if forno
other, it deserves encouragement, pnd
wounld appropriately take the place of
some of the ugly tulips and other im-
ported Howers now so0o popular,—St
Louis Globe-Democrat.

Invention of the Fire Engine.
Toward the close of the Seventeenth
century M. Duperrier in France, Herr
Leupold in Germany and Mr. Newsham
in England introduced almost simul-
taneounsly fire engines having an air
chamber, which réendered the stream of"
water continuous and uniform. In ad-
dition to this thess i were
e:nﬂnd by Jan Van der Heide and his
brother, and which was ﬁr:tp:t into
1 use in Amsterdam im the year
B AT
One Way of Putting & Spell on Enemives.
It was s custom in the time of Catha-
rine de Medici to make figures of wax
and melt them slowly before the fire or
stab them with needles, in order to bricg
suffering to enemies. This operation

From the earliest times camphor has
pleasant perfume, its destructiveness to

insect life and its many remarkable the-
rapentic virtues have more than earned

its great popularity.

Jﬂst

In just 24 hours J. V. & relieves constipation
and sick hesdaches, After it gets the system
under control an occasional dose prevents retuan,
We refer by permission to W, I, Marsha!l, Bruns-
wick House, 8 F.; Geo. A.Wemer, 551 California
Bk, 8. F.; Mrs. C. Melvin, 1538 Kearny 5t., 8. F.,
and many otbers who have found rellef from
constipation and sick headaches. G.W. Vincent,
of 8 Terrence Court, B. F. writes: ‘1 am 60 years
of age and have been troubled with constipation
for 25 years, 1 was recently induced to try Joy’s
Vegeteble Sarsaparilla. I recognized in It at
once an herb that the Mexicans used to give us
in the early 50's for bowel troubles, (I came to

| Californis in 18809,) and I kuew it would help me

“Say, Roland.” he .said presently. |
“*what sort of game is this¥
| *I'm going to see if I cun pull you |

through,” said Roland, with an affecta-
tion of cheerfulness,

“You can't.” said Vickers:; ““1 heard
what Ned said just mow. ['m booked
for the jourmey thronzh, | know it.
Don’'t yon bea fool. Follow the boys
and leave e here.
man’s help. You won't? Well, you al-
ways were a nutmeg headed sort of
creature. 1l never knew you to have more
than one idea at a time, and that one
wasn't worth much, as a general thing.

“But this is madness—sheer, stark
madness! Look at the snow! Another
hour or two and we shall be snowed
| up. It's just chucking a good life after
a bad one. | know yom ain't doing it
for me; it's for Rose. Well, if it was
{any use 1 wouldn't say no. But it isn’t.

hours at most, Nothing can save me.”
“I'm just going to the wond,” said

Roland, taking up his gun and speaking

in a quite casual tone. “If there's any

L shall be a dead man in twenty-four |

and it had. For the first time in years 1 can sleep
well and my system is regular and in splendid

|- condition. The old Mexlean herbs inthis remedy

m beyond a.nyl

| gamne about. this weather will drive it |

under cover.
anyhow."”

He flung some of the broken timber of
the shed npon the fire and went ont.

He had not taken six paces through
| the blinding fakes when Vickers™ voice
| rang” out with startling londness and
| suddenness, ‘*Goodby, Roland!” and a
| loud report seemed to shake the crazy
| old hut to its foundation.

Roland ran back. Vickers was lying

dead, with firelight . playing brightly on
| the barrel of a revolver clinched in his
| left hand.

Ten minutes later he was lying in a
| deep smowdrift, and Roland was tramp-
Iing through the smow on the track of
| his detachment. — Henry Murray in
| Strand.

! Why They Leave the Door Open.

| There are two occasions that are usual-
ly improved by the leave-the-door-open
man. One is when he comes in with the
intention of going out again: the other
when he goes out intending to come
right back again. It isn't becanse it is
any particular tronble to close the door;
it is the human instinct of providing the
ready mesns of escape, of sufety. The
first thing a burglar does when he enters
a honse or a bank is to see that every-
thing is clear for sudden exit.

The wise general always plans the
method of retreat and leaves sn opening
for getting away in case the battle goes
against him. The wily savage and even
wild animals have the same instinect.
When a man enters your office aud
leaves the door ajar he is deing just
what any other animal would do—pro-
viding for the posesible contingency of
being kicked out. This contingency is
a little more remote than the comfort of
society would seem to warrant.—New
York Herald.

Why He Laughed.

A lady be I to a community
called the “Sisfers of St. Jobn the Bap-
tist,” in New ¥ork vity, was spending a-

-5

Going to the postoffice shortly after her
arrival, she asked if any letter had come
for Sister Bernardine. The rural post
master looked bewildered for a moment.
“*Bister who? he asked. -‘Sister Ber-
nardine,™
St. John the
rather think not," responded the man
with an uproarious laugh: *‘1 guess
‘he's been dead near & k

: - -"'_‘-

[ll, be back presently, |

| ured by
| Oregon.

are a certain cure Iin constipation and bowel

troubles." Ask for
Vegetable

Jol S

For Sale by SNIPES & EINERSLY
THE DALLES. OREGON.
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I¥ YOU HAVE
‘HHIAIWAY ASIHL I1HL

By using 8. B. Headnche and Liver Cure, and &,
B. Cough Cure as directed for colds. They were

SUCoCoCEHEHSS ; » 4
nsed two yvears Hgﬂ during the La Grippe epi-
demie, and very finttering tostimoniuls of thelr
power over that disesse are at hand. Manufact-
the 8. B. Madicine Mfg. Co., ut Dufur,

For sale by aull dru gxists.

g A Severe Law.

The English peo-
ple look more elosely
to the genulnenees
of thesaetaplesthan
we do. In fact, they
have a law uoder
~-which they make
seizures and de
siroy adulterated
products that are

[ nof whet they sre represented to be. Under

month in one of our backwoods districts. |

this stutute thonsands of ponnds of tea have
beeu burned because of the!r whalesale adul-
terntion.

Tea, by the wa¥, Is one of the most notori-
ourly ndulivrnted artieles of commerce. Not
aloue Bre the bright, shiny green- toas artifi-
cislly colored, tmt thonsands of pounds. of
substizntes for tea lenves-era used to swell
the buik of choap ten . v, slue, and willow
'raves leing thoso mod commonly used.
Agnln, sweepings fr.m ten warehouses are
colored and sold as tea.. Even exhausted tea
leaves gathered {rom the ten-houses are kept,
dried, and madeoverund £nd their way into
the chicap teas.

The Eugliak government atempts Lo samp
this ou: by coufiscazk u; bur B0 tes {2100
poor for u-, avd the result is, that probably

consumed in America

Beech's Tea is presented with the guar
anty that it §s uneol
in fact. the sun-corea tea leal pure and sim-
ple. Ita purity ipsures smperior strenjfth,
about ohe thivdélexs ¢f it belng required foi
an infosion than of (ho e tificial teas, and ity
{ragrance and exquisite luvor is at. pnoe ap
parent. It will' bea revelstion to you Ik
‘onderthat jts purity and quality _
anteed, it is sold only in pound :
hearing this trade-mark:

G

the lady, ‘‘a Sisterof | ' _
Baptist.” ' “Well, I should |

'Field's Washington. |

LR GRIPPE |

the poorast teas wsed by any nation are those |

d and unsdulterated;

The Dalles Ghronicle

IS

THE LEADING PAPER

engines
with flexible leather hose, in- |

Of the Leading City of Eastern Oregon.

During the little over a year of its existence it
has earnestly tried to fulfill the objects for which it
was founded, namely, to a.ssist in developing our
industries, to advertise the resources of the city and
adjacent country and to work for an open river to
the sea. Ifs record is before the people ani the

phenomenal support it has received is accepted as the

i . ;
2 4 iexpressmn of their approval. Independent in every-
®

thing, neutral in nothing, it will live only to fight
for what it believes to be just and ri: ht.

Commencing with the first number of the second

vclame the weekly has been enlarged to eight pages
while the price ($1.50 a year) remains the same.
Thus both the weekly and daily editions contain

mole reading matter for less money than any paper
published in the county.
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Book apd Job Pripting.

Done on Short Notice.
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