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CHAFTER IX. |

While the changes recorded in the
two previous chapters were transpiring,
other matters of importance oceupied
the inmates of the farm-house at Mo-
jalia Moorland.

As soon as her mother was well out of |
sight, Madge inpaugurated a revolution |
in the bouse that drove all comfort
away from the premises until her im-|
provements were completed. |

Among the effects left by the late
Mrs. Andrews were two sels of antique |
bed-curtsins that had once been snowy
white, but were now yellow with age.
To wash and rejuvenate these was her
first work, The little cabin, with its
two “‘stick tight'’ bedsteads opon the|
first floor, and its crowded rows of the
same roungh furpiture in the one room
overhead, was & very uninviting resort
for any person with Ideal tastes, and
these Madge possessed in a wonderful
degree, considering her lack of culture. |
The stools and dry-goods boxes which |
had long been the only seats the hounse
afforded, bad lately given place to tol- |
erable chairs of clumsy workmanship,
the only forniture the primitive estab- |
lishment could boast which Madge and
ber brothers had not made.

“I'm going to bave things ever so
nice by the time mother gets home,"” |
Madge said to the numerous band at'
her feet. ““You must get me any quan-
tity of spruoce boughs, and every kind of
mosses and ferns and flowers you ean |
find; and you'll see how pretty every-
thing will look when I'm through.” !

Madge's transformation was almost a
magical one. The floor in the main
living-room had reeently been relaid,
for there was s saw-mill up the gulch
now, and frawme-houses began to dot the
prairies here and there; and the recent |
addition of a sash factory had enabled
Jason Andrews to procure windows, in
lieu of the oiled paper which had hith- |
erto served the purpose; so there wasa |
better opportunity for the gratification |
of Madge's taste than at any previous
period of her life.

The wide, fiat sprigs of bemlock,
gathered by the ehildren from the|
woods, were trained over the rough |
walls and fastened with tacks in such a|
way as to represent ronniog vines on
wall paper, with an odd effect of rustic
bass-reliefl that was peculiarly pleasing. |
The autique muslia curtains were taste-
fully looped over the rough bedstends,
and so skillfully economized that
enough was left to curtain the two win-
dows, that had been an eye-sore to the'|
young house-keeper from the date of
their advent because of their naked-
ness, Fern leaves were trained around
coarse wood-culs, that, in lleu of better
plctures, were pasted upon the walls,
and great bouquets of wild fowers did
duty in gourds that served as vases,

The work in the kitehen was still
more thorough, and when the last
touch was made in both departments,
and 8 well-cooked supper awsited the
return of the marketing party, Madge,
in a clean calico dress, with her heavy
black bair combed smoothly over her
low, square forehead, and depending
from her short neck in glossy braids
reaching to her waist, sat in the door-
way, gazing abstractedly st nothing.

“Hulloa! what have we here ?' ex-
claimed & horseman, to himself, as he
suddenly drew rein in front of the
cabin. *“’Pon my word, I like the looks
of things!" he continued, as, with the
air of an adventurer, he hitched hia
borse to 8 post and stepped briskly
through the yard.

Madge rose to ber feel us the stranger
approsched ber, aud courtesied bashfully-
Her hands, blackened and battered by
the bardest and roughest usage, seemed
badly in her way, aud her feet, clad in
unshapely cow-hide, looked a world too
big for her short, sguare body.

“Good-evening, Miss,” sald the blue-
eyed stranger, 89 he lifted bis hat with
an air which Madge had read of in
novels, but had never enconntered uvutil
BOW,

Again Madge courtesied, while her
cheeks glowed like June roses, aud her
eyes snapped expectantly.

“I want supper and a vight's lodging.
Can T be accommodated 77

“We never keep strangers”’ said
Madge. “That is, mother is away, and
we children are slone, and she wouldn’t
like iL”

Buot Madge really wanted thestranger
to tarry. Aside from her sudden inter- |
est in one of the long-dreamed-of
“world's people,” she was very proud of
her recent héme improvements, and
wanted to display them. Hesitating a
moment, she added ;

“Mother will be at home in a little
while, sir. You may come in.”

““You are very kind, but 1 would pre-
fer sitting here In the shade till son-
down.”

Bolting the actlon to the wonl, he
threw himself upou the grass, und rest-
ing upon his elbow, gazed through the
gpen door with a eurious, ingulring

stare, and then planted his eyes full

excesslvely snnoyed,
“Who papered your house, my little
beauty 2"

It was the first time Madge had ever
received a compliment, and it is need-

less to say that she appreciated it, al-

though she did not agree with its giver

In judgment.
“T'm notsa beauty, but T thank you

{all the same,” with a delighted little

chuckle. “I did the bouse myself. Tt
isn’t papered, though; it's frescoed,”” she
said, turning round to admire her work
through the open door.

“That jsn’t bad, 'pon my word,"”
he eontinned, ‘‘that you're a genius "

“What's that?” and Madge looked
bewildered.

“Something good to eat, I guess.”

“Then you're s simpleton.”

It was now the stranger's turn to feel
nonplussed.

“T mayn’t be a Solomen, but I kunow
what suits me, and you come nearer
filling the bill than anybody I've come
across in 2 month of Sondays, Let's
have snme supper, please. I’'m hungry
as a bear. After that T shall want you

to come oat here and help me read this |

mnl.l!

“Are you a poet 7"

“People say s0.”

“Well, well !

“What do you gaze at me In that
curions way for? Am I pot llke an or-
dinary mortal 7"

"])erhﬂll&_"

“Which means you don't see it.”

“You may have more sense Lhan
some people, but you're a bigger fool
than some," said Madge, nettled beyond
sell-control at hig peculiar audacity.

It was now the straoger's turn to
blush.

“What's your name ?"’ he asked, at-
tempting to hide his confusion, snd feel-
ing immessurably vexed with himself
for allowing her words and manner to
annoy him.

“My name, did you say?" asked
Madge, while her eyes snapped mis-
chievously,

“That's what T said.”

“Smith, if you must know,"

“Why, Madge Morrison, you cught to
be ashamed of yourselt I exclaimed her
brother Sam.

“By Jove! I've struck a capital run
of luck!"” said the fellow, lyiog flat
upon the grass and lavghivg immoder-
ately,

Mnadge was oflended with the famil-
ifarity and rudeness thus displayed by a
stranger, and abruptly left his presence
to attend to her duties in the kitchen.

“] don't want apy more gentlemen
fooling around here, if that one gives
me & specimen of the airs they put on?”
she soliloquized, indignantly.

And pow, good reader, let us leave
Madge n the kitchen, and pay a little

\pernonal attention to the stranger as he

lies upon the sward. You must know
that the gold fever in California was
at that time in its earlier stages, and
though the infection had penetrated to
the interior of the great Northwest, and
carried oft a goodly number of its scat-
tered Inhabitants, none had, as yet, re-
turned. This strapger was fresh from
the mines, where marvelous “‘strikes”
wers made, and where gambling,
drunkenness, and every kindred -vice
ran riot amoog all classes. A td run
of luck ata faro table, and the conse-
quent borrowing, without leave, of a
few thousauds in virgin ore, was the
real cause of his present visit to the
rural shades of Molalla.
his visit to Madge he had already been

| for several days the guest of the peigh-

borhood; and he had heard so much
about her that he had come vpon some
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stody ber strange expreasion.

You're enveloped in the black cloud
I told you of, mother,’" she said, at last.

The newly-made bride started as
though a serpent had stung her.

‘“How you talk ! she exclaimed, ex-
citedly.

“‘She'd better not be puttin® on any of
her black art airs around this ranche, or
I'll take the ox-whip to her,” sgid Ja-
son, grinning as he spoke, with a defi-
|ant manner that was new to every
member of the family.

“T must say vou've become wonder-
fally self-important since you've been

| laughed the stranger. “Do you know," | to mill " said Madge, hotly.

“Another word of yer impudence,
| Miss Pert, an' I'll brain ye with this
ox-gad "' cried Jason, angrily.
| "0, Mr. Apdrews!" pleaded the

mother, raising ber hands with s depre-
cating gesture.

“P've got the law in my own hands
| now, ole woman, an' 1'll show that con-
ceited smarty that she's done lordin' it
lover me™ exelaimed the husband.

Y0, mother! what bave you done?"
cried Madge, as she bowed her head be-
fore the heavy whip, and ralsed her
hands to avert a blow,

Jason Andrews advanced to strike
sudden Interference of the stranger,
with whom Madge had a hali-hour be-
fore been quarreling; and who had re-
mained in the back-ground when the
| party came op.

“Hands off, old fellow!” he ex-
claimed, as he caught the heavy whip
and wrested it from the step-father's
hand,
| “Who are ye, anyway 2" cried Jason,
| looking abashed and humble,

“{zeorge Hanson, at the service of the
| ladies, sir. I stopped to lodge with this
family over night, but I didn’t kvnow I
would be peeded to protect any of itsin-
mates from violence.”

“Thar's yer horse, an’ thar's the road,
sir! Vamose, skedaddle, seut !’ yeiled
the head of the family.

night. Bupper's ready, and I'm half-
famished. Then, Madge and I are go-
ling to read a poem together. Sorry to
| disoblige you, but really, I shall stay.”

A bully is always a coward. Jason
Andrews was no exeception to the ruole,
Relying upou the strong srm of human

land, clothed with absolute power over
|a woman and ber children., It would
be easy enough o maintain his superi-
ority when they were alone, or when

with him; but here was a case which he

of it was, lie did not see how to get rid
of the intruder. A coward will always
dodge an issue when he finds his pur-
poses balked by the courageous resist-
ance of those who meet him ina fair
fight; and Jason yielded to the pressure
of eircumstances over which he, for the
present, at least, bad po control, and led
the party into the house, his wife
lingering in the rear to quiet the tu-
multuous feelings of Madge, who shook
from head to foot with mingled rage,
mortifleation, deflance, and surprise.
0, mother! how could you marry
that man? It was all we could do to
live under the same roof with him while
we had half the property and half the
|power. What we’ll do now that he has

secured it all by marrying you is more |

|than I ean see.”’

“God belp us, ¢child! T dido’t think

| of that,"” said the mother, as her heart!
At the time of | sank like lead.

“We've got to make the best of it,
|mow the deed's done, mother.
| you'll see that I hold my own.”

Mrs. Morrison Andrews, sad as she|
povel sdventure bent, and in truth he |was, could uot resist the charm of|that ground we ean have nationsl

:Imr, but his purpose was foiled by the |

“But I've promised to remain over |

But |

Madge. “T've a sister Alice, but she's
married. I thought there wouldn’t be
another member of the family caught In
acting the fool as Alice did, but it seems
there’s a pair of ‘em.”

Jason laughed derisively.

“Your turn'll come next, Miss Smarty,
if you can ever git a chance; an' then
there'll be three of 'em.”

“How very original you are, to be
sure " Madge answered, with a sneer.

‘“Your pathway isn't strewn with
roses,” sgaid the guest, sddressing his
host with a deferential air that might
have been candid, but Madge thought it
meant mockery.

“I propose to be boss in my own
housebold, let what will happen,” re-
plied the host, as he helped himself to
another pheasant.

“NMatrimony hasn't marred your sp-
petite," said Madge, savagely.

“Does your mar.ried daughter live
pear yon 2" msked the guest.

““About a dozen miles away,” replied
the mother. ““But I don’t have an op-
portunity to visit her at all, and she
only eomes home once a year."

‘“Her man dow’t go a cent on none o
yer gad-nbout women,” observed the
new head of the Morrison family. **A
woman's place is in the house, where
she can raise babies an’ do house-work.
Nancy tried gettin' along without o
husband, and it wouldn't work."

“Much help her husband is to her, as
any one cun see,” said Madge, con-
templaously.

“‘Don't you believe in marriage, Miss
Madge ?"" asked the guest, as he smoth-
ered his pie in golden cream.

“Oh, yes. I Intend to get married,
sometime."

your mother's and sister's marringes?
They've only done what you intend do-
ing some day."”
| “Because they didn't murry gentle-
men. Just wait till you see my hus-
| band.”
| *“Please overlook my daughter's rode-
| ness, Mr. Hanson," said the mother.
“She and Mr, Andrews have worked to-
gether for several years, and she's al-
ways had her own way."

“She'll miss it herealler,”” exclaimed
| Jason, angrily.
| “We shall see ! retorted Madge.
[ The meal was finished in silence, Al-
| together, it wasa sorry wedding feast.

1sw, he had returned to Nolalla Moor- | The ehildren of both parents sulked and |

| pouted and condoled with each other
| over what each set considered a viola-
| tion of their individual rights.

Madge hurried to wash the dishes and

long twilight that seemed to her to be

bad ot calculated upon, and Lhe worst | very short, she sat upon a beneh In the [ unborn

| door-yard,

| listening, with her whole

soul absorbed in the theme of a postie
|legend. which George Hanson recited
!'while lying upon the grass at ber feet,
and noling one by one the glittering
Iamps of night as they emerged from
their hiding-places and hung them-
selves, all trimmed and burning, in the
evening sky.

[To be continued. ]

| No Bible in the Schools.

The following is an extract from a
sermon, or rather lecture, delivered by
Mr. Beecher, in Plymouth Church, on
the subject of “Our Common Bechools:”

“Our common schools must be so eon-
stituted that men of all religious sects
and men of no creed at all can send their
| ebildren to them. [Applause.] You
must pol ecall them religious institu-
tions; they are that ina techniesl sense,
| because all things work togetber for
good; but after the manner of the speech
of men, the common sehool must not be
regarded as a religious institation, It
Is secular, and it must be kept gecular,
and defended against aoything that
shall make it other than secular. On

was getting enongh of it, though not in | Madge's improvements in house-keep- | schools, and on no other ground ¢sn we

a manber as satisfactory as he had
boped.

The few young gir?s in the country
that had not been appropriated as wives
bad disgusted him with their silly ma-
neuvering to entrap him.

No matter how unworthy a man be'

of the marked attentions of any woman

charged with matrimonial thoughts, heJ
wants the glory of the woolng sll to

himself, and yet he doesn't want the

winning ever to be so difficult as to be

humiliating.

George Hanson, the stranger of whom
we write, fancied bimselfl superiatively
handsome.
suit of black broadeloth, and wore a
handsome gold chain and other oroa-
ments, the like of which the rustic
conntry damsels had never seen before.
His figure was lithe and light, his
bands white and soft, and his yellow
hair, curled slightly at the ends, blend-
ed finely with the delicate blue of his
Ispguishing eyes, and the feeble but
glossy beard that nestled lovingly upon
his upper lip and chin.

“By Jove!" he said, to himself, as he
reclined a4 easp upon the grass, “I'Il
eaptivate Madge Morrison, just to show

| ber that I ean I

The last dainty tonches had been fin-
ished at the neat supper table, and every

child bad been fed at & temporary side-
board to hush their elamor and render
the evening meal a quiet one for the

older members of the housebold, when
the marketing party came home.

Every one was full of joyous greating
upon théir return except Madge. Her
strange and wierd that her mother

He was elegantly clad, in a

ing. While she was busy with herecon-
| gratulations, the husband sat down to

|the table in the kitchen, and begun, |

with his usual voraeity, to devour a
Iarge portion of whatever was in his
rench.

“Never mind the house-keeping now,
mother. Let's have our food before it
'spoils. Bopper's been waiting for an
hour.”

The stranger took the seat indieated
by Madge, and began, in & cool, uncon-
cerped manner, to address himuelf to the
viands before him.

There were roast pheasants, with
mashed potatoes and cranberry sauce;
cocumber pickles and preserved erub-
apples; blackberries and eream; flaky
biscuits and dried raspberry pie, and all
were prepared In perfection, The clumsy
kuives, spoons, and forks were scoured
to a silvery brightness, and the eracked
crockery was scrupulonsly clean.

“You huve a treasure in your eldest
daoghter, Mrs. Andrews,” said the
stranger guest, as he buttered his bis-
cuit, and then paused with a Jump of
the golden preserves uppn his kuoife
shaking like jelly as he held it before
him.

“Sheisn’t Mrs. Andrews al sll!" oried
Bam,

“Hold yer tongue!’ exclaimed the
head of the family, ‘‘or ye'll eatch a
good thrashin'! Naney is my wife, an’
this ranche an’ everything about it be-
longs to me, Things won't go on hers
as they used to."’

The new wife could not speak or
smile. Her appetite was gone, and she
with difficulfy repressed her tears,

“T'm not the eldest daughter,” said

bave them.
| *“Ivis not fair that I should be taxed
for the edoealion of my boy when I
cannot afford to send him to a common
| school for fear his conscience will be
perverted. [Applause.] It is not right
vor fair that I should be compelled to
| choose ignoraues for my c¢hild or educa-
tion in a pchool where he will be taught
the things I abhor. [Applause.] It is
not fair, becanse my neighbor is in &
| majority, that he should compel me, a
Jew—an citizen like him, tax-payer like
| bim, & free American citizen llke him—
it is not right that he should make me
pay money for the sake of having his
child hear the New Testament read,
which [ don't believe in. [Applause.]
It is not right to read the Prutestant Bi-
ble in the common school where sub-
 &tantial Catholie fellow-citizens are
obliged to send their children, [ap-
lause] when they doun't belleve the
| Proteatant version is a faithful version
' of God's will; it is not right, if the Ro-
man Catholie population were in the
aseendaney, that they should read their
Douay Bible in the eommon schools.
antd oblige us Protestants to hear it.
[Applause.]
“] have lived only a little time—only
two or three vears ago and the enuncia-
tion of this doctrine would not have
drawn forth this expression of your feel-
| ings; but you have had time to consider,

and the men whoat first were moved to
| alarm have at last come to the opinion
| that our eommon schools must be secu-
'| lar, and not religiouns."”

He enme back to his mother looking
very forlorn, with a big red swelling
under his left eye, and four or five
handfuls of toro shirt boiling aver his
breeches-band. **Why, where on earth
have you been 2 she asked. **Me and
Jobnny's been playin’. He played he
was a %!rne. l.ncl I played [ was a duke.
Then he put on airs and I got mad,
and—"  “Yea y interrupted his
mether, her eyes ing, “and you

“Then why speak so disrespectfully of |

dklu’s.&imh * “No’m, but the pirate

What Do Yon Think About It ?

It is impossible to decide which sex
| was created superior, or which inferior,
while the eondition of the two remalins
as mixed as at present. Dr. M., who is
famale, would weigh fifty pounds more
than Dr, H,, who is male, and could lif¢
him in her arms out of any difficulty
that his littleness might fall into. Hi#
eyesare blue, hersare black. His hair
is flax-color, hers, like midnight, His
voice is piping and child-like, hers, a
full, round bass. He Euaed into his
profession honestly, she, with great
eclat, He has a small practice, she, one
that is overwhelming. He is soft, do-
cile, amiabls, smiling, has pretty white
hands and little decision of character
while she is stern, decided, resolute sncl
independent. He would turn white
while amputating a limb; she would
not blanch.

Buot what does it all prove? Noth-
ing. She is & woman, he, & man. She
is saperior in some things; he, in oth-
ers. Why should be be granted rights
and immunities denied to ber? Which
is superior ?

Bessia singssoprano, and Willie sings
alto. Which Is superior? Tom can
plough, and Hattle can cook and weave.
He might cook and she might ploogh;
would it prove anything? A woman
may rmn & farm or drive caltle; she
may take charge of a saw-mill or learn
the blacksmith’s trade, and may be

erfeet in her art in each and all; yet,
it would only prove that 8 woman conld
do those things—nothing more. Not
her superiority, or inferiority, or equal-
ity, Nor does it prove that & woman,
in following these so-called “masculine
employments,” needs, or ¢an use, for
for her own benefit, the right of suflrage
or the privileges of equality before the
law, any more thao she can so use them
as & maker of biscuits or of dresses.

Old Billy Lamb was declared by the
proper authorities of Morgan county,
Ohio, to be non compos mentis, and en-
titled to board and lodgiog in the poor-
house; while his wife, who was o much
his superior that she could scrub and
sweep, was denied the same favor,
Every woman in the country whose la-
\'bor enriehed the nation by making a
web of elath or a pound of butter, or by
cooking & meal of victuals for hungry
Isborers, in just so much helped to pay
the taxes, in an indirect way, which
gave this "superior’” man his board,
lodging and clothes, And yet, on every
| election day for fifteen years, this pan-
per was brought to the polls to give his
vote for every eounty officer, and stood,
in polities, an individuality in import-
ance equal to the Goverpor of the State,
or even the President of the United
| States, and could help elect commission-
ers who would let him into s home and
shat his wife out of it. Yet, be was the
more able to work of Lthe two, and eould
have serubbed and swept as well as she,
only he would get drank, sod he and his
peers always licensed the dmm-shop.
Who was the superior? Billy Lamb,
or the lady principal of the school ?
| M. Putney inherited a large home
with steck, farming utensils, and

money in bank, He was father of
'seven children, lived fast, gambled,

men were present who should agree milk the cows, after which, during u—,eldrank, and wasted bis substance. One

| day he made a will, and willed away all
| but one of the children, including one
to strangers. All the property
|he left to his wife, and, like & man,
| lotked himselfl up in & tavern room and
| blew his brains out. His will of course
was not legalized, and hiz creditors
came together to consult. His wife
said to them: “Leave me the farm aud
my children, and I will try to pay you
all, intime.” And the hegviest ereditor
said, *“Let us do it and save this mother
of seven children, the eldest not twelve
years old, from bll.l:;})overty and toll."
And so it was agreed. The wife took
the place of administatrix, and carried
on the farm as head manager; was
mother, house-keeper, nurse, farmer,
miller, stock-raiser and book-keeper.
She paid oft the mortgages. When her
children were rendy to go out into the
world their portion was ready for them,
and they were ready te rise up and eall
ber blessed. Was heorshe superior ?

A lady had two sons and one daugh-
ter. Euach attempted college studies.
The boys failed; one from stupidity,
one from ill-bealth. The girl went
through tricmphantly. That was no
proof that boys should not go to college,
What do you think about it ?—Frances
D. Gage in Woman's Journal.

ADVERTISEMENTS. —The advarlise-
ments in a newspaper are more read than
the thoughtless imagine. They are the
map of a large class of men's capabilities
in life. The man who contemplates do-
ing business in a distant town takes up
the loeal paper, and in its advertising
eolumns sees a true picture of the men
be has to deal with, s complete record of
the townp—its commerce, its home
trade, the facilities of storekeepers, ils
banks, and in almost every case he can
eslimate the character of the men who
are soliciting the publie patronage.
The advertisiug page is & map of the
town, a record of its munieipal char-
acter, & business confession of the eitl-
zens, and, instead of being the opinlon-
ated prodoction of one map, it Is
frieghted with the life-thoughts of a
hundred.

“MTles Standish Adams!” yelled a
Boston mother, poking her head oot of
the window, and addressing her eldest
born, who was a-liunlin‘; his flshing-
tackie In the back yard, “come right up
stairs this instunt and get ready for
Sunday school " Her voice probably
failed to reach him, as a few minutes
later she looked out again and yelled
out louder than before: ““Miles Standish
Adams, don't you hear me? You ought
to be ashamed of yourself to be plsying
with those hooks and lines on Sunday.”
“Can't help it," said Miles, going right
on with his preparations, “Our boys
are going to celebrate their centennial
this week; they've put me down for
spenker, and I've got to have fish three
times a day, if I never go to heaven for
is.”

One morning & woman was shown
into Dr. Abernethy's room. Before he
eould speak, she bared her arm, saying:
“Burn.' *“A poultice,” said the doc-
tor. The next dauy she ealled sgaln,
showed her arm, sand said: “Better”
“Continue the poultice.’’ Bome days
elapsed before Abernethy saw her again;
then she said: “Well, your fee 9"
“Nothing," quoth the great surgeon.
“You are the most sensible woman I
ever saw."”

It is said that necessity koows no

law. This aceounis for people making
necesaity. oe

such & virtue of
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“Silence iz Golden."

Yes, “silence is golden'—sometimes,
But I have seen Instances, where, in
my opinion, speech would have been
more golden. Mr. B. was sick, and
everybody in the house was ealied upon
to help eare for the invalid. To be sure
he was not very siek; only s slight eold;
but what of that? He was sick, and
Mrs. B. must shake up the sofa pillow
and see by the thermometer that the
temperature of the room was right, and
must then go and help her llege lord de-
seend from his ahnm&ar. Although he

bas been sick only the night before, |m,
and bas mapaged to sleep very well |Th

through the night, he seems so ba very
weak this morning, and leans heavily
on his wife's arm as they enter the sit-
ting-room. BShe, poor woman, has a
snapping headache, but she keeps the
fact to herself, and, when Mr. B. ia
comfortable, goes cheerfully to the barn
to do her husband’s chores. Angie, the
eldest daughter, is sent by papa to cook
three or four for her father’s break-
f::t.. im.ld I:;Jun utiful enough to wonder

w it is that papa can eat so many eggs
when he is sick, and how mamma can
get along without any breakfast when
she is well? Julia, the {oun r daugh-
ter, must bathe papa's head for fear it
may ache, and Johnny muststay in the
house and tend the fire; for, if pspa
takes more ecold, he may have a fever.
All this is quite fine for poor, afflicted
papa for a time, but towards night he
gets tired of being “‘cooped up,” and re-
ally thinks that a walk would “do him
good.” So he puts on his coat, with his
wife's help, and pulls on his boots,
which have been nicely warmed b
Johnny, and takes the scarf which An-
gie has held pear the fire for fifteen
minotes, and goes down to the store to
let the men of his acquaintance know
that, by working very bard, Mrs. B.
bhas managed to break op & most severe
cold. He does not say, however, that
he never thought of thanking his wife
for doing his work in addition to her
own. He did not mention the fact that
he bad not thought it worth while to
ask ber if her head ached, when she
pressed her hands to her throbbing tem-
ples. Of course Angle did not care if he
was silent when she carried him his
eggs, cooked just as he liked them.
And what was the use of praising Julia
for the déft way in which she bathed
his bead, or of telling Johnny that he
had done well in staying so patieatly in
the house while the other boys were
skating on the pond, in plain sight ?

Surely, silence is not always golden.
The silence which withholds the pleas-
snt words of praise, or thanks for ser-
vices rendered, the words of love which
make labor light and cares easy to be
borne, the words of pity which make
the heart cheerier, the worde of hope
which cause us to aver look upward and
onward, is never golden. “Hpeech is
silver,” saith the proverb, but I main-
tain that speech Is very, very often
golden.

By-Gone Days.

We were eonveuin% with a wzll-
known gentleman not long since, and,
among other things that he spoke of, he
referred to the faet of his having just re-
tarued from the home of his yvouth—the
country home where he passed the first
eighteen years of hia life.

He sald: "“Everything that I once
knew so well I found changed by time;
the little stream near the old house; the
hillside where In youth I played; the
old rustic gate, now hanging to its posts,
half decayed and broken; and the fa-
miliar trees even seemed to have grown
grayer, and their once erect forms had
become bent snd tottering, When I
stood In gilence, contemplating the
change, it seemed as If T should hear
every moment the laugh of a sister or
the well-kEnown eall of my mother, both
of whom had long since gone to that
land from whence no traveler returns.”

How many of us have the same fesl-
ings?

Often in these calm moments of
thought, when the caresof the world are
laid uside, how these memorles of “by-
gone days” will arise and eause the tear
to start in spite of ourself. It isa sad
recollection—that of those dear relatives
and friends of our youth who have long
since gone from us. The heart fondly
turns to those first attachments, and
even in old age tries to recall each well-
rememberad look and word of the
‘idear departed’ more vividly to mind.

In looking back through these fnter-
vening years, how every little expression
of those we knew when life was young
will arise, and we find ourselves ssyiog
within our hearts, “Ob ! what would we
not give for one look or one word from
those who were our playmates and
schoolfellows, and those still dearer in
the ‘old home.””’

These musings upon the mutabilit
of this life, and the great “Herelﬂar""
to whieh we are so rapidly passsing,
should exert & softening and beneficlal
effect upon our lives and charncters, and
make us better men and women.

In memory's pleasant flelds of thought

We love to think snd ponder,

And draw from out thelr pleasant nooks
ld friends and things back yonder.

In ripened sge our thoughts go back
To childhood®s rosy hours,

And run sloag the woodland paths
And mesdows sweel with flowers.

The same where we, when young and gay,
With lire o bright before us,

We laughed the flesting hours awny,
Or sung In ehlldish chorus, .

Where golden yvounth, in life's young day,
Played on the rustic gale,

And lanocence and slmple Joys
Ritled there from morn 1l lnte.
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The chlidren's merry laugh Is hushed,
The rustle gats lies broken,

And of nll the dear, familiar things
There's hardly left & token,

And thus will memory wander biok
To ou]l these bhy-gone Lreasnres,
Though when possessing tears will atart,
So dear beyond all measures,

—New York Observer.

Livixe 100 Fast.—In our day, both
married and single people live too fast.
A bachelor now has need of an income
such as would once have satisfied a man
with & family; and the husband and
futber requires for his single bhousehold
the mesus which would have twenty
years ago supported two families, if not
three. Daoghbters are sent to fashiena-
ble schoels st an enormous cost, there
to learn extravagance, and, in short, to
beconie fitted foranything but to become
the wives of poor men. ns are ruined
with unlimited pocket-money, late
bours, aud nlmost total absence of pa-
ternal control. Thus we not only waste
our estates, but perpetuate the vice in
our children. In every way we are liv
ing too fast, :

e Bew Vocthmest.

A Journal for the People.

Devaoted to the Interests of Fumanlty,

Independent in Politics and Religion,

Allve to all Live Issnes, and Theroughly
Radical in Opposing and Exposing the Wrongs
of the Masses,

Correapondents writlng owrfmmed signa-
tures must make known thelr names to the
Editor,or no astention will be given to thel
communicalions,
 —

THE LIFE TO COME.
BY GEORGE NLIOT.

This ls the lIfe to come,

Which martyred men have made more gloricas
For us who strive to follow. May I reach
“'rw purutr hnn:. be to other nouls

e cup of strength In yome greal ny,
Enkindle generous ardor, fesd pur:‘ﬁava.
Beget the mmile that has po crusliy,
Be Lhe swesl presénce of a good dlTused,
And in diffusion even more lntense.

WOLVES.

Y@ that listen to storles told,
When hearths sre cheery and nights are cold,
Of the lonely wood and the hungry pack
at howl on the weary traveler's track,
e flame-rod eye-balls that waylsy
By the winury moon the bel sleigh,
The lnst child sought Lo Ihe dismal wood,
The Httle shoes and stalns of bhlood
On the trampled snow; ye that hesr
With thrilis of pity or chills of fear,
Whhlnr some &n been sent
To shield the hapless innoeen
Knuwlie the flend that is crueler far
Than the gaunt grey berds of the forest are ¥

Swiftiy vanlsh the flerre wolf's tracks

Before the riflo and woodman's ax.

But hark to the coming of unseen feet,
Panaﬂnf b{’ night through the busy mtrest.
Each wolf that dies In the woodland brown
Lives o specire and hannts the town!

By square and market they slink and prowl;
In Jane snd alley they leap and howl:

Each alght they snuff and snarl bofore

The patched window and broken door:
They paw the clapboards s&nd claw the latoh:
At every creviee they whine and scratoh,

Children erouch In eorners cold,

Shiver In tattered garments old;

They start from sleep with bitter pangs

At the touch of the phantom's viewless
Wenry the mother and worn with strife,
8till ahe watches and fights for Jife;

But her hand Is feable and her weapon small—
One lwle nesdle against them all,

In an evil hoar the davghter fled
From her r shelter and wretched bed

¥ | Through the city's pitiless solitude

To the door ol sin—by wolves ptirsued.!

f{irmhe Iti:l{ father nnfl‘dg'::m with want,

» he WHE ENAW the & te -]
Frenzled, stealing forth gy nlgh':ec EAEN
With whetted knife for the desperate fight,
Ha thought to strike the ghoul dead,

Bot killed his brother man Instead.

0, ye that listen o stories told,

When hearths are eheary and olghts are cold,
Wesp no more at the tales you hear:

The danger Is clase, the wolves are near,
Bhondder not at the malden’s name;
Marvel not at the malden's shame;

Pass nol by with averted eye

The door where the stricken children ery.
But when the tramp of the unseen feet
Sounds by nigit through the busy atreet,
Follow thou where the specters flcle

And stand like Hope at the mother's side.
Be thou thyself the angel sent

To shield the hapleas innocent.

He gives hut Iitlle who gives his tears:

He gives best who alds and cheers;

He does well In the forest wild

Who slnys the mouster and saves the ohlld:
Bat he does betler and merits more

Who drives the wolf trom the poar man’s door,

Mark Twai;’s_Ad;;e—o}:_l)gwstin Dis-
cipline.

According to my obsevrvation, the
most difficult thiog to bring up iIs a
child—in the morning, You ean, some-
times, though seldom, bring them up in
the morning by yelling at them, but
the effectiveness of the process dimin-
ishes with its repetition, even when not
entirely neutralized by the children’s
trick of stopping their ears with the
bed-clothes,

The only prompt, eflective and abso-
lute method is to bring them up by the
hair. If your child bas a good, healthy
mu\, without tendency to premature
baldpess, this method will work with
most gratifying efficiency. Tryitabout
once & week, and you will be surprised
to ohserve how its influence will extend
through the six days, inspiring your
child with the liveliest possible interest
in the resplendent pageantry of sunrise.
The pullivg up of & darling child by the
hair requires the exercise of energy and
firmness; but no affectionate parent
will hesitate at & little sacrifice of this
kind for the welfare of his offspring.

Nothing can be more fatal te your
discipline than to allow your child to
contradict you. If you happeu to be
betrayed into any mis-statements or
exaggerations in their presence, don't

permit them to eorrect you. Rightor
wrong, you must obstinataty fnsist on
your own infallibllity, and promptly

suppresa all opposition—with foree, if
need be. The moment you permit them
to doubt your unerring wisdowm, you
will begin to forfeit their respect and
pander to their conceit. There can be
ne sadder spectacle than a parent sur-
rounded by olive branches who think
they know more than he does,

I vividly remember how my father—
who was one of the most rigid and suc-
cessful disciplinarians—queiled the in-
spiring egotism that prompted me to
correct his careless remark when he
was reckoning & problem in shillings,
that flve times twelve was sixty-two
and a half. “So,” said he, looking over
his spectacles and surveying me grim-
ly, “ye think ye know more’'n your
father, hey ? Come here fo me!"” His
invitation was too pressing to be de-
elined, apd for a few exeruciating mo-
menta I re in bitter humiliation
acroag his left knee, with my neck in
the embrace of his left arm.

I dido't see him demonstrate his
mathemutical acenracy with the paim
of his right hand on the largest patch of
my trowsers, but I felt that the old man
was right; and, when eompletely eradi-
eating my faith in the multiplication
table, lre asked me how much llve times
twelve was, I inisted, with tears in my
eyes, that it was sixty-two and a half.
“That's right,” said he. “I'll learn ye
how Lo respect your father, if I have to
thrash ye twelve times a day. Now
go'n water them horses, an’ be lively
about it, too!’”" The old gentleman
dido't permit my respeoct for him to
wane much until the Inflammatory rheu-
matism disabled him, snd even then he
continued to Inspire me with awe until
I was thorooghly convineed that his
disability was permanent,

Unquestioning obedienee isthecrown-
ing grace of childdood. When you tell
your chiid to do auything and he stops
to inquire why, it is advisable to kindly
but firmly fetch him a rap scross the
ear and inform him, “That’s why I
He will soon get in the way of starting
with charming alaerity at the word of
command.

Vesuvius, after a long period of rest,
%ives signs of an approaching eruption.

he large erater which has been formed
since the last disturbance, emits s black
smoke, always a symptom of voleanio
activity, although the time which may
elapse befors the first gm ptom and the
actual eruption is not definitely known.
In December, 1854, similar appearances
indicated approaehing activity, which
did not set in, however, until May, 1855,

Elizabeth Cady Stanton was unable
to lecture in Sherman, Texas, the bhall
bein, du&r?.y:d baﬂre, aniinsba w:'-::-
m-g on to speak L]
charches. -
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