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Jess (retting und incessant scolding.
Care-laden  fathers  return home at
night, and, feeling that in some way
the whole world has gone wrong, they
seck relief for themsclves by giving
harsh expression to theirill-natured im-
patience, and the little ones in the
family circle are the sufferers, Elder
brothers and sisters, too, visit their
troubles upon defenceless heads. At
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front parlors. Now these parlors are
not to be lived in, they are solely for
“company,” They may be sat in oc-
casionally and respectfully gazed at, but
no familiarities may be taken with the
furniture, They do not invite loung-
ing, They confer little sense of ease.
The chairs are always on dress parade,
They never stray an inch from their

places. The books on the table are

school it is too often the case, that
sick, overworked teachers make their
innocent little charges feel the heavy
weight of their own physicial and men-
tal anguish, The fact, that all this is
unintentional, does not diminish this
cloud in Fairy-land, nor does it leave
upon its darkness a single rainbow
Lint.

[ have attempted to prove that there
are clouds in fairy-life, If I have made
manifest the shadows of'a fase of these,
I have shown that children, as well as
women, have wrongs to be righted,
Wrongs, too, which' cannot be effaced
by the changing of a single clause in
the Constitution, nor by the political
influence of the world's mightiest men.

——

OUR FRONT PARLORS,

Ou a bright, sunshiny afternoon, we
locked our office-door and strolled out
Morrison street, thence down Yambhill,
up Taylor, and so on, until we had
fraveled n distance of sixty-eight hlocks,
AlL of this part of Portland is used for
residences, is thickly settled, and will
average, with cross streets, which were
constantly in our view, about four
dwellings to the square block, making
in all about 272 residences which came
under our observation, Two of these
were undergoing o process of calso-
mining and painting, and one had a
sign. % To let” on, and can therefore
not be taken into consideration here,
Out of the other 260, only cighteen, in-
cluding our own residence, had the ap-
pearance of being occupied—that is, the
shutters were open and the blinds raised,
to admit God's finst gifty ¥ Light,” The
other two hundred and fifty-one res
idences, many of them the homes of
people who count their possessions by
the thousands, were shut up tight, and
we should have believed the owners
were away from town had not our ring-
ing of door-bells acquainted us with our
mistuke, for we were always promptly
ushered into expensively furnished fam-|
ly scpulchres, otherwise known |

likewise accurately and regimentally
disposed, Everything bears the im-
press of the last funeral, Tt iy asad,
solemn, and often gloomy place. The
front blinds, with the exception of
“eleaning day,” are never opened. A
dim, sepulchral light straggles through
them. The sun is an unwelcome in-
truder. I allowed to enter he would
cheer up mutters and disperse some of
the poison of dampness which slowly
gathers duy by day—but he would fade
the carpet, Health, cheer, light and
even life, in the house-keeper's estima-
tion, are trifles when compared with
the perpetuity of the colors on her
ehrpet,

These front parlors are costly shrines
conseerated to gloom, silence, and ob-
scurity. The family live, move and
endure being in the kitchen. The
furniture acquires no individuality
through use. The chairs and tables
are as bright and shiny as when they
came from the wpholsterers,  They
have no character, In the compara:
tively few parlors which are lived in,
every houschold applisnce develops cer-
tain features, the result of use and use-
fulness. The arm-chair of pater famil-
jas has a dignity worn upon it; the
maternal  rocking-chuir  looks eaxy,
gracious and accesible; the table cov-
ered with opened books and papers
seems endowed with mental activity
and vigor, the pietures on the wall look
as i imbued  with satisfuction ns 2
source of constant pleasure to human
eyes; the remaining  chairs seattered
about, even when not occupied, seem
on saciable terms with each other, andl
the opened piano suggests the hospi-
tality of harmony.

But for the parlor which is not lived
in, the shut piano suggests 4 serowend-
down coffin, The ever empty #rm-
chair seems  a  well-dressed  chief
mourner, the other chair are pall-
bearers, The pictures are without

heart or soul, and the tuble might as
well be a pulpit. Everything seems
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cternally sitting wrapped in sombre
contemplation and meditating a dread.
ful judgment on somebody. Company
can never warm up and be enlivened
in such o place, The influence of days
and days and weeks and weeks of &
sidl, gloomy, brooding solitude is too
strong.  Skeletons and ghosts haunt
the room. Y ou cannot see, but you feel
them. Jokes only weakly fisele there,
wit splutters and dies out, humor i
frightened and flees, because the room
and its furniture have not been edveated
in their parta.

It is hbut an upholsterer's show,
Hundreds of these domustic tombs are
surreplitiously kept up in our city.
They may be known at once by the
long rows of closely shut blinds on the
outer walls, Oceasionally they are lit
up like the little tomb chapels in Pere
la Chalse on All Souls' Day. Men
and wamen buy from time to time out
of their hard earnings some new orna.
ment and dedieate it to the fetich of
the sad and gloomy front parlor.  Put
they live in the kitchen. The kitchen
is the stockhole in which much of the
work is performed to man the dignity
of the scpulchre.

The familylives in the atmosphere and
rattle of stoves, pokers, scuttles, tongs,
pumps, suds, frying-pans, peeled pota.
toes and buckwheat batter. The en.
tire family mind ix ever crammed full of
things. Because even when away from
the stockhole for a limited petiod the
soves, pokers, tongs, scuttles, peeled
potutoes, suds, frying pans and bucks
wheit batter are still in remembrance
ever present realities,  The real use of
a front parlor i that of a cheerful
refuge and rest from these things. But
n prevalent custom has converted it
into n tomb,  These parlors need only
n gravestone erected in the centre to
make them consistently complete.  On
it should be inseribed 3 % In memory of
Lite, Light and Cheerfulnes, who
starved to death Tn this place long ago,
long ngo "

L T

Goldendale, In Washington Terri-
tory, is growing rapidly. 1t has doub.
led in_population within a year. The
inhabitants of the town number goo,
The farmens in that section are puttin
in more whent than heretofore, am
have an excellent season o far.  Stock
buyers are driving off & grest deal of
stock to market, and pasturage is green
and Joviting to the nvany herds of et

tle abounding there,
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