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Introduaction.

Very nearly twenty yoars ago the nothor of
the following story, having always lived apon
& furm, and belng wholly Ignoranl of all prac-
tieal knowledge of the literary world, her nsso-
ciatlon= copfined to the llliterate and strug-
gling ploneers of the land of her adoption, eon-
eelved the ldea of entering In some way the
warid's arena of letters, Belng possésuad of
fertiie imagination, imperfect education, affee-
tionate nature, feeble strength, and romantle
disposition, and having encountered many
strangs experiences “which made her tired and
old before her time,” Mm, Duniway eomplied
her cerude ideas in the form of a novel, many,
and indeed all the important incldents thereof,
being founded upon tuets, so grouped xs to form
& connécted story. She has been Induced to
re-publish the work In these columns, partly
because of & desire to revise and correct the
original work of both herself and the publisher,
and partly beonnse so oflen urged to do so by
subseribers, thut she feels under obligation to
nocede 1o their demands,

Dediention.

To the Ploneers of Oregon, and to all friends
of the great NoRTHWEST who desire 1o awaken
an interest In our Stute nnd Washington Terri.
tory In the minds ol the thousunds of dwollers
in the frigid cllmate of Eastern winters und
the torrid temperature of Eastern summers,
this revised relle of the reminlscences of her
yoath is respectiully dedloated, by

THE AUTHGR.

CHAPTER XX.
HTRERTS RETURN.

The same excitement and bustle that
had charaoterized the preparations for
the former exbibilions, were repeated
in getting ready for thisone. Mrs. Wel-
den and ber children, Florence nnd Miss
Martin, Maurice, Ada and Dr. Btanton,
took lodgings that Herbert had secured
for them for three days in town.

Mueh progress had been made in the
school by many of the students, for Mr.
Barton was pot content with superficial
accomplishments, but required careful
and thorough Investigation of every sci-
ence, while the art and practice of elo-
quent speech and eomposition received
a due share of his judicious attention.

Efie bad read her composition and
had taken her seat upon the stage, while
waiting for Herbert and Elizs to finish
n dialogue, which, from its very singu-
larity, was attracting the undivided at-
tention of every one, when a shadow
darkened the doorway. She looked in-
voluntarily at the Intruder. Surprise
drove the blood from her cheeks; her
wvision was dimmed for & moment, but
the hot blood suddenly moonted to her
face again, giving s deeper hue to her
sunny eurls, which at that moment
were snddenly burnished by the sun's
rays that darted from behind a western
cloud through the open window. The
little jewelry which she wore was taste-
fully adjusted to suit her youthfal ap-
pearsnoe, for, though now in her twen-
tieth year, she appeared but little older
than the girl of fourteen who bhad so
deeply interested the audience, or part
of it, more than six years before.

The stranger, a noble-looking young
man, apparently twenty-six years of
age, silently took a seat, attracling no
particular attention from any one but
Effie. Hubert Munson had grown a
little in stature, and his slender fignre
had broadened Into the symmetrical
proportions of & well-built frame. He
sported luxuriant whiskers, and had ac-
quired something of the sair of an Eng-
lishman, by s residence in London,
where for several years he had lived
and dresmed and stodied. He looked
hard at Effie for a few moments, and
then his eye sought his father's, who
averted his face, though Hubert knew
he had been recognized,

In complianee with his wife's request,
Mr. Munson had once written to his
son stating a report, whiech, to do him
Jjustice, bad scquired something of the
semblance of truth, that Effie was soon
to be married to Ralph Holmes, s
brother of Winnie's, a lawyer, who be-
fore Winnie’s marriage and removal to
California, bad psaid her marked
attention.

Hubert was advised to write to her no
more, for bls father stated that she was
gettingspoiled by flattery and attention,
and his continued writlng would only
add to his causes for mortification in
the end.

Alas for the boasted firmpess of hu-
man integrity ! Notwithstanding his
protested faith in his betrothed, be had
bitten his step-mother’s bait from his
father's hand, and had been caught in
the net of distrust. Mr. Munson be-
lieved that what be had written would
come true in time, for to him the idea
that a city belle who received attractive
offers of slmost daily would
reject them all for the sake of s first love
from whom she had beard nothing for
years, Was preposterous, He advised
his son to seltle in London after his
travels were completed, where he could
have smple opportonity to drown his
mortlfiestion in amusement aod study.

A sudden desire to visit hischildhood's
baunts had prompted him to seek once
more the abode of his youth. Afters
brief sojourn in the Interior of Vermont,
where his mother had lived and died,

chums who yet remained in Philadel-
phis, he embarked for Oregon, little
dreaming that the object of his former
regand was yet awaiting his coming
with longing eyes and aching heart.

Effie was too deeply absorbed In the
one great idea of the returned, to pay
much beed to the closing exercises of
the day. As'If fate had plaoned & ro-
mance of reality in which she was to
figure as chiel aclress, the closing song
of the day was assigned to her and Her-
bert; her part being to sing and play,
while Herbert sccompanied the per-
formance with his flute. Her cheeks
had assomed a erimson hue, and the
fire of suppressed feeling had kindled a
glow of excitement in her eyes when
she took her seat at the pisno, facing
the sudience, and threw ber soul into an
old-fashioned love-song.

Flute and plano were scarcely heard
in comparison with the deep, enrnest,
musieal strains of the singer's volce,
who, without any effort to nel her part,
warmed the subject with the fire of her
own deep heart. Power and pathoes,
such as never befors had so completely
crowned her public efforts, were this
time thrown into the spirit of her song,
and the listeners were entranced, until,
at the close, instead of a shower of bo-
quets and loud cries for more, old and
young bowed their heads in silence, and
the tears of feeling dimmed the eyes of
many. To cover the silence which was
beginning to grow embarrassing, Eliza
Crandall, at a sign from the Prineipal,
took the seat that Effie had resigned,
and played a lively air, which gently
lowered the listeners from the helght fo
which they had been earried.

A list of performances for the evening
was read, and with many thanks to the
audience, Mr. Barton dismissed them
until that time.

As soon as Hubert could elbow his
way through the throog of ladies and
gentlemen who were striving to gain
admittance to the circle of soceessfaul
students, he stepped up to Effie and of-
fered his hand, He gazed earnestly Into
her eyes; a look that puzzled ber, as
she did not know that for years he had
thought her married.

“When did you return ' she asked,
hesitatingly.

“I reached the city about an hour
ago.”

“Why baveyou been absent so long "

“No matter now. Is your brother
present "'

“Excuse me; I had not thought but
that you were acquainted, My brother,
Mr. Munson.™

Herbert looked surprised as he so sud-
denly confronted the intelligent looking
stranger of whom he had heard 86 mueh,
and the thought that his sister had
made a good selection crossed bis mind,
as he cordially grasped his hand.

YT will see you again, Miss Goodwin;
at present, T must look for father,”” he
gaid in an undertone, as he bowed him-
sell away.

Fliza Crandall obssrved aside to Mr.
Barton, that if he wanted to hear
another romance, he might hide behind
a pillar the pnext morning, and she
could entertain him with a story equal
to the last one she had inventad.

Hubert met his fatber at the door. A
few words of greeting passed, and he
asked him to step aside from the crowd.

‘‘Father, why did you write me that
Efe Goodwin was to be married, so
long ago 7'

“T wrote just what I bad reason to be-
lieve, from Ralph Holmes' attentions
and her manner of receiving them,
would be the result of their intimacy.”

“And when you found that the report
was untrue, why didn't you inform me
of the mistake 7"

“I never thought it necessary. I dare
say mow, that she doesn't care a fig
for you.”

*That doesu’t clear your skirts, dear
father. How am I to face her and say
that the blame of my misconduct rests
upon my father's besd

“Don’t be concerned sbout that. You
can tell her that your studies kept you
away. Ifshecaresanything about you,
she'll be too bappy to ask many ques-
tions; and if she doesn't regard you
very particularly, you needu’t fell her
anything,” he replied, turning, as If
anxlous to get away from the scrutiniz-
ing gaze of his son.

Hubert stationed himself at the door,
intending to escort Effie to ber boarding-
bhouse, but Hugh Waters, whose matri-
monial intentions were & secret to all
but the one interested, had the post,
and only stopping to recelve an anxious
smile from his betrothed, he turned
away, and walked rapidly toward his
father's dwelling.

"“Why, Hubert! you here?’ ex-
claimed his step-mother, as he passed
the carriage In which she was seated,
nmng for husband to get through an
argument with an aspiring political
demagogue.

Hubert offercd his hand.

*You got the mitten, did you?" she
sald exultingly.

“T dldn't forge letfers!" he replied in-
dignantly, ‘with marked emphasia
“Where is Allie 7

“There she comes.’’ -

Huobert turped and beheld the little
creature, now over slx years old, coming
toward the carriage. Bhe was tastefully
and elaborately dressed, and ss beautiful
as childhood, lnnocence and Roery could
make her. “What a pity it is that we

can’t always be children,” he said bit-|
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terly, as he kissed his little sister, who
seemed to know him.

““We have told her so muchabout you,
that she considers herself scquainted,”
said her mother, wishing to turn his
mind from the thoughts she knew he
was indulging in regard to herself. He
did not reply, but set the child in the
carriage, and conlinued his homeward
walk., But few of his-old acquaintances
recognized him, and he had no farther
interruption until he reached his fath-
er's door. The old Irish cook sdmitted
him with a “Bless me soul, honey, how
wve do change,"” as she scanned his coun-
tenance.

He entered the garden, the "trysting
place"” of days gone by, and paced the
gravel walks, in no very enviable mood.

“Js this the reception I am doomed to
meet after so many years of absence,”
be said alond.

He heard his father at the door, and
entered the parlor just as Allie came in,
all smiles and happiness, to greet him.
His father asked him mapy questions
econcerning his travels and life abroad,
but he was not in an amiable bumor,
and would only talk in monosyllables.

He glanced at the mirror, and started
at the sight of his be-whiskered visage,

“YWhile dinner Is being prepared, I
believe I'll run up town and get shaved,
father,”” he remarked as he left the
house, )

“This is awkward business, Hattie,”
said Mr. Muonson impatiently. “I'll
never trouble myself with mateh-mak-
ing or breaking again, that is certain.”

"Yes, it's awkward, That impuodent
jade will make out a great story on her
side. If Hubert could know her as well
as I do, he'd change his mind about her
artlessness, of which he's boasted so
much.”

“T don't kpow. IfI had followed the
dictates of my own consecienece, I ecould
now be prepared to welcome her as a
daughter.
you, and eannot look either her or Hu-
bert in the face."

“T ean !

nantly.

Hubert emenged froma barber's shop,
and had started back to his father's,
when he met Hugh Waters, who joined
blm iu his walk.

‘‘Miss Goodwin commissioned me to
inform you that she will be pleased to
see¢ you in the drawing-room of the —
hotel.”

“Areyou afriend of that yeung lady 2

‘] onee wanted to be something more,
but she told me confidentially that she
was engaged, and my fancy then wan-
dered in another direction. I suppose
the news will not spread very far, by
letting you into the secret.”

Hubert felta little vexed at the stran-
ger's rudeness, and was about to reply,
when Huogh informed him that they
were opposite the hotel.

Fanny Waters and Effie werestanding
at & bay window looking at the river,
and talking in an earnest undertone.

“Well, Mr, Run-away ! here have
Effie and I been waiting for fifteen min-
utes for you Lo escort us down to din-
ner,”! said Fanny to Hugh, before she
noticed that Hubert was with him,

‘*Mr. Munson, my sister,” said Hugh.

Effie offered a chsair, and dropped into
a seat, feeling deadly faint.

“I expect nothiog else but that
greedy company will devour the last of

the brother and sister Jeft the room.

The interview was painful to both the
lovers for a few momenls, but soon, for-
getful of all past doubts and troubles,
Eiffie was pillowing her head upon his
bosom, happy as a mortal could be.

“T always knew you wouldcome,' she
said lovingly.

“If I had not been a villain, I would
have come years ago. Do you know
why I stayed sway "

“Your father told me one day last
week that you had settled in Furope,
and would never relurn. He dido't tell
me why.”!

“Well, I will tell you. He’wmte me,
more than four years ago, that yom
were going to be married to Ralph
Holmes. It was a rumor he had heard,
snd be never took the pains to correct
R

Effie started with surprise. “Would
youor father do such a thing ?
“Not of himself, my birdie. But in

his case, you know there is a power be-
hind the throne ‘greater than the
throne.” Hels lobe pitied, not blamed."

“I forgive him, with all my heart.”

“I said that time would only eclothe
my peerless one with deeper loveliness,
and the prophecy Is falfilled " he ex-
claimed, as he caught ber in his arms.

Footsteps were heard in the hall, and
soon the room was filled with Effie's
friends, all of whom were introduced to
Haubert.

“Pardon me, Miss Willard,” said Hu-
bert, “but I wish to know if Michigan is
not your native State 7”7

Ttis. Why?’

““You so completely resemble a mater-
nal aunt of mine who married a Mr.
Willard, in Vermont, and afterwards
removed to Michigan, that I almost
called you cousin,”

“Isitpossible? 'What wasyourmoth-
ér's name 1"

um‘“ﬂd‘_”

“The same. Iso’t this like s story
| book T Rejoice with me, Effie; T have
found my long-lost cousin Hubert 1"
“She’ll do that,”” sald Hugh, slyly;
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As it is, I bave hearkened to |

U] pity you then !'" he answered Indig- I

that savory meal. Come, Hugh," and |

g yTEw e — o

then aloud—'T'd like to see you get o
straight thread oot of this tavgle.”

wWe are all interested,”! remarked
Ada, .

Florence withdrew a few paces from
her cousin, and recited the following
story: '

“My grandfather Reynolds had two
daughters. One of them married a Mr.
Munson, and settled on the old Vermont
homestead. The other married Mr.
Willard, who removed to Michigan, and
remained there untll I, his daughter,
was eleven years old. He then died.of
quick comsumption, and my mother
soon followed him to the grave. We
wrote to Unele Muunson, but received no
answer, and did not know where he
had gone. A bachelor unele, a brother
of my father's, brought me with him to
this country, and I have this hour found
a cousin of whom I have not heard for
twelve years. This is my romance, I
might spin this untangled thread into a
skein a thousand miles long, if I bad
the patience to do o and could geé lis-
teners,” she said, turning to Hugh.
“Now Huber!, we must hear your
story."”

“My father has been in Oregon ten
years, He removed here shortly sfter
his second marriage, for, like my cousin,
I was left moth#fless at an early age.
Our mothers were twin sisters. Floy's
mother -had jost such ringlets as she
has. Her eyes were as black and fea-
tures as fair. Mine, though equally
fair, had brown, glessy halr and pale
eyes, I was a frolicking youngster of
five years when aunt Mildred was mar-
ried. T saw her but seldom after her
removal, but I remember her distinctly
pnow, as the very Image of my newly-
found consin.”

*“We'll have to call upon Eliza Cran-
dall o weave a romance out of this
meeting,” said Herbert, to his sister.

“I can do It!" exclaimed Eliza,
roguishly, as she stepped from behind a
screen, where she had placed herself
without being seen by the others, much
to the amusement of Mrs, Welden and
x\dﬂ_

“You've dropped from ecloud-land,
haven't you ?"

Herbert was confused out of all
thought of playfal repariee, but Fanny
eama to the rescue.

“No, she hadn’t droppedd from cloud-
land, only stepped from behind ascreen.
Mrs. Stanton showed me ber retreat,
and I've been aching to point her out
for the Iast ten minutes,”

“Are you anxious to hear the story,
Mr. Goodwin? I suppose 1 must call
you Mr. in company, thoogh you're
plain Herbert at school.”

“You needn't mind the story, or the
‘Mr.! elther, for that matter. At presant
we will try to be satisfied with realities,
and consign romances to oblivion."

“The ‘realities’ were what I proposed
fo tell, but of course I shan’t insist upon
it. There is one married man in the
company, and I'm golog to talk to him
s while,"

Bhe wok a seat beside Maurice, and
was soon conversing upon a selentific
topic with an interest that surprised
him,

“I think,” said Mrs. Welden, aside to
Ada, “that Cupid is at work all around
us. Miss Waters Is the only person I
see who is not smitten.”

‘Do you think Miss Crandall has
yielded to Cupid’s machinations ?”

“If you'll remark the glances between
her and Hugh you'll find out whether
she has yielded or not. They studionsly
avoid each other, and, long as we have
kpown him, he has never hinted that
he was acquainted with her.”

““You're ahead of me in reading pliys-
iognomy, Meggie.”

“Faony, don’t you ever get smitten
with the Oregon mania of getting mar-
ried 77

“Why, Mrs. Stanton! do you suppaose
anybody would have mef I'm twenty-
two years old! There's no chance for
me in this country, unless I marry some
old widower wilh & house full chil-
dren, and spend my life in servitude,
Jjust for the honor of being a Mrs, My
father can do better by me than any
other man ean who will have me,” and
she lnughed a merry peal, that did not
sound as though she regretled baving
lived single till grown.

“Iadies and gentlemen, you will
plense excuse me till the Institute bell
rings. I promised my father to return
to dinner, and have stayed until twi-
light,” said Haubert, looking at his
watch.

Bomelbing attracted Herbert's atten-
tion.

“Ar. Munson, will you please to let
me look at that wateh 77

“Certainly.”

Herbert took the waluable gold re-
peater in his hand, while he trembled
with emotion,

“What's the matter, brother ?"

“Look!” and he poiuted to the in-
itials engraved upon the Inside of the

case. ‘'¢.. H. (#.—George Horace Good-
win; my father's and grandfather's
name,'”

“Bat perhaps there issome mistake,”
and Effie grew as deeply excited as her
brother was,

¢No; bere'sascratch that I made with
wy pen-knife, before mother sold it. I
did it purposely, for I felt that I would
some time see it again.”

1 ed It at a pawnbroker's
shop in New York, at a reduced price.
I have earried it ever einee I arrivea at

A Journa} for the People.
 Devotéd o the Inferests of Fumanity,
. Independent in Polities and Religlon,

Allve to ail Tive Issues, and Thoroughly

Radics! In Oppusing snd Exposing the Wrongs
ol the Mnsses, A

Correspoudenls wrillng over aspnmed signa-
tares muost mako koown their numes to the
Editor, oz no atention will be given to thelr
communlestions. .

New York, when I started upon my
long traveling expedition, more than
six years ago: I bought it before I had
been in the city an hour," and he loosed
the chain from his: button-hole and
handed it to Herbert, adding that its
use had been compound interest oun the
money lnvested fn its purchase.

“Be sure to come back in time to go
with us to the Tnstitate,” said Florenee,
as he moved away.

“Trust me for that, [ ecouldn't be
hired to remain away,” with s meaning
smile, that was hall-directed toward
Effie, who grew very deeply inlerested
in the newly-found watch.

“Miss Martin, you must be taking
items; you have nothing to say,'” said
Mrs. Welden, with a smile.

“There is matarial for ‘items’ here,
that s certain. T was just now remark-
ing the healthy bloom upon Mrs, Cran-
dall’s cheeks. We don’t often see such
rosy faces among the married ladies of
Oregon.”

“The farmers' wives are overworked
in-doors, and the city ladies hayve too
little exercise in-doors orout. I turned
& new lesf under Mrs, Stanton's diree-
tious, and from a nervous, half-sick, de-
pendent creatare I bave become—
through the blessing of God, and the
free use of His mountain air—restored
to perfect health,”

“T have frequently written to my
frlends in the East about the poor
health of Oregon ladies,” said Mias
Martin,

“If you bhad written respecting our
pure country air, which the farmers’
wives are generally too badly over-
worked to enjoy, and had used your in-
fluence to induce those in need of em-
ployment, who would gladly work in
our kitchens, if they ecould get the
chance to comie to us, your letters would
have done more good."”

“T thank you for setting me right, for
I bad concluded that women could not
be healthy in this ecounntry at all.”

“We are not so strong as our mothers
were, but if we will work in proportion
to our strength, and use proper exercise
and healthy food, we can have uninter-
rupted good health. I bave too much
faith in God to believe that He would
send sickness or early death upon us, if
we did not viclate His laws.”

“Dut there are plnces where, if we
live in striet conformity to the rules for
life and health, we will be sick, because
the air is impure. Who makes the im-
pure air "

“(God makes the eause that produces
the ¢ffecl. The cause is the necessary
decay of vegetation, or oft-times, the
stagnation ol standing walter, ete. But
our natural senses immedistely warn us
to keep away, when we enter the vicin-
Ity of such places, or to render the alr
pure by druinage or fires, Inouoreager-
uess to amass riches we settle in such
places and eannot take the time to drain
the marshes and destroy deeaying mat-
ter. Again, In places where ague is
prevalent, a company of speculators,
with more enterprise than diseretion,
form huge mill-dams, which they can't
afford to drain occasionally, lest their
work should stop, and the water be-
gcomes diseased, poisonous. Sickness is
a natural eonsequence; an effort of na-
ture to throw off the impurities that are
constantly inhaled, eaten or drank.
Doses of calomel and quinine are ad-
ministered, that sppear to check the
progress of disease for a while, but a
permanent cure is not eflected. The
patient worries through afew miserable
years; blames the eountry and his God;
natore gives up thastruggle, and he dles.
Mankind ie the author of much mischief
and misery that are attriboted to mys-
terious Providence.”

“But why are women more subject to
disesase than men 2’

""Because they get less pure alr, and
let men say what they will to the con-
trary, they endure more slavish toil
than themselves. Whoever heard of
Oregon men working like slaves all
day, and then sitting up till midnight
to sew, without having tasted the un-
adulterated nectar of God’s pure atmos-
phere for weeks 7

Mrs. Welden had become so interested
with her theme that she did not notice
the interest she was attracting.

Dr. Stanton eyed her curiously over
his spectacles.

“Madam, where did you gel your
skill # he asked, when she had ceased.

“From common sense, from experi-
ence, and from your son and daughter,”
she replied, promptly.

“Did you ever? Hereare two women
and an M. D, discussing bygiene, as
though life and death were at stake this
moment, and they were judges of the
wager,” sald Hugh.

“Health apd life and death are very
nearly allied, Hugh,” said Mrs, Welden.

“Oh, if I'm going to get a charnel-
house lecture, Pl say no more,” be re-
plied, trying to laugh.

*““Why, brother! how ecan you be so
rude to ladies, and speak so jestingly of
horrible things 7" sald Fanny.

#They are not ‘horrible' to those who
keep accounts balanced between them-
selves and God,” said Ads, with a radi-
ant smile,

“I'm pot in the humor to hear theo-
logical pointa discussed just now, and
you will pardon me for changing the
subject.”’

Hubert re-entered at this moment,
the college-bell began to toll, and s gen-

eral hurry and preparation among la-

dies and children changed the current
of conversation.

“T think you'll have company with-
out me, won't yop, Floy ™ whispare?
her cousin, playfiliy, =

“Certainly*T'm not Th the habit of
going without an escort. I'm certain I
shan’t need your services,” and ahe cast
a roguish glapce into his eyes as Her-
bert took his place by her side.

Effie looked more lovely than she had
ever appeared before. The sudden ex-
citement that had served to kindle the
glow opon her cheeks served to keep it
there; and her bright, blue eyes emitted
abeaming light of awakened bhappiness.

Haubert whispered, “I am proud of
you,"” a dozen times during thelr walk.

Hugh took his place beside Eliza, to
whom he had been engaged for a year,
but whose company he had never kept
in public until now.

“A married man has to perform
donble duty, five times told,” lsughed
Maurice, as he escorted Fanoy, Ada,
Mrs. Welden, Miss Martin and the six
children into the street.

‘'No one is better suited to the task,”
eaid Hugh. *“Besides, you will soon
have help,” he continued, as Dr. Stan-
ton, 8r., took his grand-children by the
hand, repeating endearing coaxings and
Jests.

““What did you really think of Mrs,
Welden’s talk this evening, Hugh?"
Eliza asked.

“It'a important, I soppose. But when
health, death, or Providence is the
theme of conversation I always want to
be away. I must apologize to the Ia-
dies, though, for my thoughtless talk.”

“Hugh, I begin to think seriously of
serious matters. My school-days are
pow over, and I am going to see if I
can't live as Mrs. Stanton and Mrs.
Welden do. I'm afraid of them, for I'm
not as good as they are. Effie and
Florence also belong to their stamp. I
looked nt them to-day, when you
thought I hadn't a serious or solid
thought in my rattle-pated cranium,
and seriously resolved, with the help of
God, to do and be like them.”

“If you are going to be ‘good, I'd
rather see you imitate them than many
others I could name who profess to be
religions; but deep-toned morality, I
confess, always stifles me."

] hope you'll talk diflerently from
this before long, Hugh. If you knew
how I desire to see you lay aside your
frivolity, I beliave you'd try to do it.”

“Physician, heal thyself, I might say,
but there is more sensein your fun than
mine; I'll have to admit that.”

“T'1l try to quit it, if you will.”

“] want you always to be cheerful,
dear. Christianity would take better
with the world if those who profess it
would be ‘not as the hypocrites are, of a
sad countenance,’ that takes the form of
& holy horror whenever their particular
views are contradieted.”

Holy and contented joy reigned in the
breasts of each of our friends on that
happy evening.

“Loving and beloved.” Than this
there is not a more hallowed bliss, this
side of heaven. And if such union of
feeling canses =0 holy a sensation in our
souls npon earth, will we not realize
and enjoy it to a still greater extent in
the bowers of Paradise ?

[To be continued, ]

! What _UME{ omen Do ?

Now, whsat is the reason women
should not select trades and professions
just as men do, and learn them, too? Of
eourse we don't expect them to take to
blacksmithing, or become stevedores,
hack-drivers or ecarpenters; but there
are plenty of other voecations to adopt,
if they will only begin patiently at the
beginning. Supﬁﬂsu it never becomes
neeessary to work for a living, does it do
a body any barm to know how? Isn't
it better than a gold deposit in the bank
to have a “bresd winner’ always on
band? We must all strike out into the
great ocean of dally existence, but it be-
hooves us dll to take our life-preservers
along! “Women never bave done so '
No, they never have—they have starved,
and suffered, and perisbed quietly, and
let us hope that the black chapter in
their history is approaching its end.
They never have dooe so, but it is high
time Lhey did. Let them leave off
leaning blindly on old-fashioned man-
ners and customs, and let them lean
boldly on their own right hand and
cunning brains. People never know
just how much they can do until they
have tried. Professionnl careers for
women are by no means as unusual as
they once were. We do not mesan pro-
fessional careers sub rosa, for do we not
koow ministers’ wives that write their
husbands' sermons, and mathemati-
cians’ wives that make abstruse ealeula-
tions, and doctors’ wives that have the
thmmpcels at their fingers’ ends?

Ve simply mean the thing itself. Fe-
male professors are beginning to cccupy
college chairs; here and there females
are heard of in coast surveys, and fe-
males boldly enter the list of authorship
and editor-land, aye, and earry off lau-
rels, too, from under the very nose of
wondering man. Why shouldn't they?
— Waverly Magazine, -

This, from a Kentucky paper, I8 io-
teresting: ‘“The late Kentucky Legis-
lature passed an act declaring that the
wages and compensation of married
women for labor and service performed
by them shall be free from the debts
and eontrol of their husbands. For a
a number of years the courts of the
State have been authorized to empower
married women, on the joint application
of themselves and thelr husbands, to act
as single women in matters of business.
So Kentueky is pnot so far behind the
rest of the world, aflter all.” —FE«z,

The barnacles on the bottom of the
steamship “‘Great Eastern’ form s layer
six inches thick in places, and are esti-

mated to weight three hundred tons,

.

LAUDAMUS.

O, World, thnt rollést through the reaims of
space, .
Aclothed In Natare's robes of artless graoce,
Thy gratefol child sings praises; and the mom,
The digtant fields of green and tasseléd eorn,
The darklng forest, climbing yonder steep,
Whereon the tangled cloudlets saftly ereep;
The far-oif plnin, in vernai drapery dressed,-
The babhbling brook, by forest shades caressed,
The bordér huntsman, eager for the ghase,
Thes bostman, panting for a trial raoe,
Alike salute thee ul the witehing boar
When Light, divided from the Dirk, proclalms
her magle power,

Since the primevnl days whon Darkness grim

Clothod thee, u shapeless world, with shndows
dim,

What ehanges hiave come o'er thee * Who enn
tell

The wondrois potenice of the mighty spell

Called Chaos hy the savans, when ye lay

Enwrapt in mist aml gloom, nwalting promisad
day ?

Roe: Atthy fowt, O World, proud Sclence kneels,

Her own abject humility she fuels,

As groping thirough the darkness of the past

Full miny a ray of light dawns on her path at
last,

She tells ns that thouw art yet young, O World 3

That thine own testimony hath unfuried

Upon tha living rocks, with startling trath,

Irvefutalile teachings of thy youth,

And yet she says that thow art old, O Earth;

That all the rolling ems since thy birth

Have clothed thee with the hoary marks of age

That bristle everywhere upon thy furrowed
page.

[ musé npon this parndox; Mall well

I know the testimony that doth teil

Of time primondial, eras miocens,

And yet of other periods plipeene;

OF stratas tertinry ; of fossils old,

That ere the story of the Cross was told

Disparted them upon auriferons beds,

Aquick with that organte life which shods

Turough its dumb, dead depoaits light divine,

That stirs the deepest depths of thimting soul
ke mine.

© World, the Sun sings pralses; and the alr,
With roseate glow, creeps up the misty stalr
Of mountains basking in the morning breeze
That satoops (o kiss the sighing, swaying trees.
Adown Lhe vale a mighty rivar sweops,

While o'er its swelling breast s tiny row-boat

Tenpa.

The Jdipping oard scdrce stir the siambering
tide,

As o%er the silvery sheen the bostmen swiftly
glide.

Afar the ravening waves arise, to fight

The hoary ocean with & mad delight:

For, over sinee the waters from the lund

Divided wera by the Omnileient’s hand,

And the sadd seén was bounded evermare

By the obtruding yet obedient shore,

He has not censed 10 dash his tangied head

Agninst the encrosching fMloods upon yon reefs
outspremd,

The great, bold hendlands, the retreating roek,

The beacon-light that man hath reared Lo moeck

The fories of the ocean, aud the elowds

That In the hosh of nlght the engles® homa en,
nhroudss

The tempest and the calm, nand morn and night

Allke salute thes with supremae delight,

The gontle dews and blessod summer ruln,

Andd the glnd felds of golden, bMllowy graln,

Joln in the anthem which to thee we sing,

While animate ereations gindsome offerings
bring.

When man bath all the seerel= of thy depths
explorad,

And o'er the learned page thy mysteries all
outpoured,

Shall we salute thee with more heartful zest

Than that we bring thee now at Geatitode's
behest?

I trow not; and my happs hoeart Ix Slled

With quiet wondering, nnd my being thrilled

With ecstusy unspeakable ns I behold

Eo mueh and yet =0 little; for the half has not
heen told,

J\.o Jn D.
Astorin, Oregon, August, 1875

AN EpiToR’'s APPEAL.—As the report
that we are very wealthy has gone
abroad among our subscribers, and has
made them awful slow about paying up,
thinking doubtless we don't want the
money, we hasten to say that the report
of our wealth is false in every particu-
lar. Ifocean steamers were selling at a
cent a dozen, we couldn't make the first
payment o' a canoe. The lightnlog of
l)overty has struck us square, and had
t not been for an armfal of hay our
devil mavaged to steal from & blind
mule, our Jarge and interesting family
would be without a mouthful to eat at
this moment, Is not this a sad picture,
and ean you, delinquent subscribers,
look upon it without feeling the green-
backs rustle with Indignation in yoar
pockef-books? We do not like to dun
ou, but we must, if you fail to take the
lnt.—Shenandoah (Vi) Demoerat.,

A new steam-engine for street rail-
roads has been Introdueed In London.
It is entirely enclosed, and presents the
appearance of 8 small street car. The
advantages olalmed for this new pattern
are a saving of £300 per annum in the
working expenses of each car, and in-
crease of speed when desirnble, & more
perfect control for starting and stopping
than at present, and that at each termi-
nus it can be disconnected and brought
to the front of the car i less time than
that taken by horses. The trials were
considered very satisfactory. The en-
g:ne is to be brought into use in Paris
also.

-

A justiceof the peaceliving in another
county was recently called upon by two
persons from Barton, Vi, who wished
to be married. Two weeks after per-
forming the ceremony, hie remembered
that the marriage was illegal, being
made out of the county where the par-
ties resided, so he married them again.
Some time later he recollected that he
had not been qualified for office in their
county, and taking the oath, he
formed the ceremony n third time.

‘Why is the letter R very unfortunate?
Because it is always in trouble, wretch-~
edoess and misery, is the beginning of
riot and ruin, and is never found in
peace, innocence or love.

"“We read in de good book,” says a
colored Baptist brother down South,
“‘ob John de Baptist; nebber ob Joba
de Methodist.”

Agassiz was once pressed to deliver a
lecture for pay, and replied: “I cannot
afford to waste my time for money.”

It is & saddennipng spectacie to see
le squandering money, and know

you can't help them do it




