WANTED.

Martie Woodbridge—her name was Martha, but

no one called her so—lived on the outskirts of a
small village. Her father was a farmer, but nota
prosperous one. Nature, with her frosts and
“drouths, was always getting the upper band of
him; and the crops which he raised were sure to
be those which-brotight the lowest price in the
market. 'The canker-worm stripped his apple
trees, and a late frost blighted the corn and oats.

He bad the misfortuge_to buy a cow which intro-
duced the cattle disease into his fRntiyard, and

Creamer, Spottie and Whiteface—the three cows
that always filled their pails the fullest and made
the most golden butter—sickened and died-

This was the question which Martie puzzled
over from day to-day, coming at last to the con-
clusion that she must try her luck in the big
world of which she had seen so little outside of
bher own small village. She would go to London,

and, if possible, find there a situation as govern-
ees, in which she could at least provide for her

own support. e
Her mother let fall a few quiet tears over the
plan, and smiling patiently through them, said:
“A our father." -

Jt.‘ odhddrnld “No'' at firet; but havin
n awake all night over his difculties, he call
Martle to him, kissed her solemuoly, gave a weary

3

, and with it his consent.

it came to pass on a cool, erisp October morn-

ing, when the woods were at their brightest Au-
tumn flush, and the frost had stiffened the grass
into little silvery blades and spears, and made the
few pale flowers that lingered by the roadside
uu-.u heads, Martie put on her bravest smile
I, comforting little speeches, kissed

them all at home—the dear old home, so
full of fo,g and bles—and started for London,
to put into that great, hurrying, driving, jostling

market the wares she had to offer. -~ _
Martie was eager and .full of hope; but, alas!
how much and horelulnﬂn go down to
~ death every 3“! in the frantic rush and scramble
htw ings Iflng. Martie, In the great
cit ing for work to do, seemied like a quiet
little wren trying to pick up a worm or erumb
where hawks and vultures were snatching and
for plunder. .

Martie was met the moment she stepped from
ﬁo train by an old friend of the family, who had
ndly promised to recelve her at her house and

— .. do-what she eould -to-assist her. The next day,

L
.

o Mr. Raymond -was Martie's teft-hand neighbor |

. sunbeams woven into the ri -
n Oor canvas
___and colon to Eive. his. beloved Si. Agues-thatd

early in the morning, a modest, un ndin
_llul!ulnrtinmtm sent to one thodnb‘
rs. What a stupendous affair it seemed
to , and how her u isticated little
heart beat at the thought of it! Nothing could
come out of It that thL. however; and while she
goes out with Mrs. Allen to do a little nhop{.ng.
and stare at & few of the ol '.Iionml :;f us take a

n

Mrs. Allen kept a small rriuu lodging-house,
genteel. Its inmates were the
iﬂ;lg and family, from whose

u-nu a certain FAry aroma was su
pervade the atmos i the brilliant Colonel
Boreas, hero—acvoord to his own account—of

numberiess battles; a :lnf young lawyer, with

his pretty, blushing girl wife, all fresh and lovely

in her new bridal let; a rich widow and her

still richer daughter, who, it was daid, was soon

to beodme the helpmate of the clerical member of

household, thcgc: ul Appolos; and last,
e

cbue-aot lenst, ; of the fine
r. mond, & ist whose had |
arts, Ray - n w #mz ot
- and | pralsea from purchasers,

st the table.- With the first glance at his dark
face, iron-gray hair and mustache, and set

”'ﬁ:h. felt rather inclined to be af of
‘In. When he smiled, she liked him better, and

: t the gray eyes fooked kind; and she felt
very shy a me among all those strange
faces. Bhe was glad to have him talk a little to

her, and take care that she was provided with all
she wanted. :

On the second morning after her arrival in the
city, Martie's advertisement a red,  Mnrs,
Allen sent a paper up to her room before she was
. out of bed, so that almost as soon as her éyeawere

open she had begun to hope, and to be afruild and

hwondoﬂl:lmtol 8O m‘n;apooph who she sup--

come to see her, any one of them
" would think well enough of her to want her ser-

vices.
Martie was painstaking with her toilet
. that morning. wanted to look her best. Bhe
spent twice usual time over her wavy, golden-

brown bair; and when she had put on her pmttefi
AD

Yy dress—the y dress was for mornin

ﬂ: black silk. g:lmrnoon-—lml fastened the
dainty, spotiess collar and cufls, she dallied fully
five minutes over her little stock of ribbons, try-
ing this one and that, and went down at last
breakfast, looking to Mr, Raymond's artist's eyes,
which took her in at nﬁlm.lltel wild rose just
out of a thicket, with the dewy morning bright-
ness brimming in her brown eyes, the pink of rose
petals in her ks, and soft, warm, shimmering
e of her brown

hinir., How his artist fingers

But the wild rose might as well have been

bloomin
her front windows, and held her
m'bmdtho ml;-boll rTug. No one came to
new ress morning.
The &’I dress fared better. It was oalled
hrbu:n.‘i her mn‘n %'wm (mdm;

n

‘and d'uh‘lnc horses shie had

they dre i id style before
house. Bu ‘Tu':’m :n’t experi-
and M cmm‘wn: and, though
u-c.,..md“ o Ko mmm .
of » . would be tempti

in her native thicket. In valn Martie

ﬂt?llltl!l., but in German; uuluo_;u
after another went by, and no other ap)

hour

nis

appeared, Martie w heavy-hearted. er ad-

;':’d llnnd“ mmd.hn: Il !{r "5'1" . .'t &
resulting in disa ntmen

Mrs. Allen’tried to euoouru! her, butpg'hpn night

came, and the six o'closk dinner, Martie felt sad

and lek.

“Ih no one has made arrangements to carry
you off Just yet,”” Mr. Raymond said, as he took a
seat de her at their end of the long table.

“No,” said Martie. *“No one wants me. I'm

And a big round tear rolled over iuto her tea-cup.

“There’s no eause for discouragement in that,
I assure you," said Mr, Raymond, "1 know
ple who would not find fault with you on either
score, = :

Then he went on talking to her In such a rlan-.
ant way that she soon became interested, Torgot
all her troubles and the tear in her tea-cup, and
was as Merry as though she had been older and

had known German.
. Mr. Raymond stayed down stairs until ten
o'clock, read aloud an old-time fireside story, and
kept the ball of conversation rolling insuch geu-
_channels that the evening was gone before
artle knew it, and in spite of all her disappoint-
ment; it had somehow been the pleasaritest one
she had spent there,

The next morning a lady eame to see Martie in
behalf of her mother-in-law, and Martie engaged
to goon the following day to see the place and

There was no poetry about Mrs, Myrick. *‘She
was pure, unadultered ; wanted her girls to have
a good, strong education—no nimmeracks, noffur-
rin language to jabber in. Bhe was willing to pay

wages—would give her goVerness twenty
pounds a year and hepboard ; but she mustn’t ex-
pect much waiting on, They didn't keep any ser-
vants—didn’t need any ; a pity 'twould be if two
hearty girls like hers couldn’t do their own work.”

Poar Martie! Bhe would not say no at, onee,
because this was thus far her only chance; so she
rmmlnd to give an answer soon and went back

o bef room, praying heaven to send her some-
thing better, ‘ . %
~8he thought her prayer was answered when a
gentleman eslled that evening, talked with her
about his three little girls, and seemed well satis,
fled with the modest account she gave of herself,
He was very rticular about music, however,
and would be glad to hear Miss Woodbridge rlur.
Their interview had taken place in the kindly
shelter of the quiet little reception room; but the
lano was in t'le big parlor, and in there the Pro-
essor and the Rev. Paul Appolos were discussin
heaven. - The-

I-ltmut.. uhu\;lng off Lhiu martial figure, and the

goung bride, b|y the side df her new lord, was:
o|llulltm court in the midst of a lively circle of
callers, N

Shy, bashful Margle! how could she play before
all those ple? r, timid little wren, that
had just erept from under the mother's wing and

musi¢ she knew how to make, with a erowd of
listeners ?

There were none of the airs and graces of the
musie-pounding young woman absut Martie, as
she dropped down upon the piano stool and took
& moment's grace before entering tq:m the dread-
ful ordeal. "Twas no use walting, but oh, if the
gentleman would only sit down! Why will he
stand beside her and watch her poor, frightened
fingers as they trip and stumble, give a wild jump
for a distant note and miss it, make a dive for one
octave and light on another, and at last lose their
way altogether and go onehasing each other up

lmn;':l:r fingers, and she en’;l:*:’t‘ l“!:eﬂt‘uh#;
: “own - ng; g her 1
stand straight on hm -ﬁo do s it

The gentleman was “mruch obliged,” left almost
Immetﬁ:tely. atid Martie, in’a state of grief and
mortifieation, was rushing through the hall, ex-
claiming, with a sob, as she covered her face with
her hands, “What shall I do?”" when she was sud-
denl‘y‘ stopped at the foot of the stairs by Mr. Ray-
mond,

“My dear child,” said he, ‘don’t take it so to
heart. * 1've heard you play that piece before, and
thought how well you did it; but, of eourse, y{):

an

couldn’t pl,ly with all those people staring
listening. The man was a brute to ask you to
do it." / -

“0Oh, no, it s I who am =such a simpleton,” said
Martie; ‘“‘but you are very good to me;"” and she
hurried on up stairs, longing to get where nobody
could see her, but feeling comforted a little even
then by the tender sympathy which had done its
best to gonsole her.

Onece ‘in her own room the flood-gates were
opened, and Martie eried over what she called her
disgraceful failure, untiFshie had succeeded in ﬁdt-
ting up & raging headache. Then she-went to
with the determination of writing in the moruning
to Mra, Myrick, informing that lady that she was
ready to accept her offer and enter upon the “ed-
dieation” of her children. But before she had
gma to 'n‘anrry" her MIIMII:“' IIum d:':ol, '{:‘l.

rick hersell appeared, having made up her
-m{ml that um:f would not do for them. Sheg
hadn’t been brought up In thelr ways, and ‘was
likely to be mnlcu ar,

Thus vani all hopes of success from adver-
tising.

eity, and an application was ngly madde,
Then followed more daysof anxious waiting and
of hope deferred, resulting at last in a visit and a
nerous offer from & laal{‘ who won Martie's
eart at the outset with her pleasant face and
winning ways, and her gentle, motherly talk
aboiit tﬁe little boy and two little lel- al home,
for whom she wanted a teacher an
Bat, alas ! that home luy hundreds of milesaway.
It seemed to Martie like golng to the ends of the
earth. She had twenty-four rs in whieh to
decide ; spent half the time In wandering between
Y r;o-—bet:::n the coura tn{rj;:d the
wme-sickness that- ¢rept_over bher_ _very
thought of it. Then, scolding herself for a genu-
Ine cowand, she masle up her mind that go she
must and go she would,

“What 7' exclaimed Mr, Ray W, in & tone of
“you ui’lTy ﬂ'emr miond
to go wo far from home and all your friends "'

-~ I must go,” sald Murtle, with a little
quiver in her voice. “Please dou't say anything
to discou me."”

“I wouldn't for l? world,” returned Mr, Ray-

too young, and | don’t know German.' =5

: ~statking |

flown outof hernest! Could she show what sweet |-

and down the key-board, Martie. ws . the piece]
she is tryi mﬁy-u well as she knows herown
fismé, but it al es out of her head and slips

Mrs, Allen next, %%#Q%MF

companion, |

know of a situstion nearer | g

exile of hersell,

“It is & companion, not a teacher, that is
wanted,” Mr. Raymond eontinued. “Would you
be lllfn! to tuke a situation as companion '

artie's face fell a little, but she answered :

“I should be W&M to take such a situstion,

if I eadld fll it you think I eould 2

“I'm sure you eould.”

“Do-yoi know the person who wants s com-
panion 2" ’

“YQ‘." ] ; o

S%Who is it 2 = :

E'Mynell-."

‘Yourself! How—what—""
“Phe-exact, question which Martie intended 'to

ask just here must be left to the imagination,
:Jiuce ll;ho did pot.seem.’ to be quite clear about, it

erself. - .

Mr. Raymond continued, “Yes, it is I, Martie.
I want_you for my companion, my wife,”” The
gray eyes twink
the situation ?

An hour later Mra. Allen entered the room, ex-
claiming, “Bless my soul !"' as she stumbled upon
an unmistakable pair of lovers,

“My dear Mra. Allen,” said Mr. Raymond, tak-
ing his blushing “‘companion'’ by the hand and
leading her to the astonished old lady, “I know
that you will be glad to hear that Martie will not
be able to make an engagement with that lady ;
she has siready made one with me.” .

A CHICAGO GIRL'S LOVE OF POETRY.

¥

Eulalie McGirlygrit sat silently by the drawing-
room window of her father's palatial residence,
watching the snow-laden clouds ‘as they piled
slowly up in the western horizon, burying in their

cold bosom the golden-browed sun that erstwhile
~gleamed brightly forth upon the bleak surface of
the storm-beaten earth.

“Heigho," sighed the girl, wearily, as she rafsed
her right foot and languidly scratched her left
ankle—a small and prettily turned one, without
| sign of curb, ringbone, or spavin, *“Rupert will
not come to-day. [ shall not feel his strong arms
around me, taste the nectar of his lips In & puls-
ing, passionate kiss, nor quaff’ the aroma of his
Cedar Run-copper-distilled-two-drinks-for-a-quar-
ter breath, rhaps he not love me. BSome-
times in the long, still, stem-winding watches of
the night I awake suddenly with the thought that
he is not true to me, that some haughty beauty
over on the West Side has won his heart, leaving

light of his love, my lifé would be a starless
blank—a mere chaos. No, I will not doubt him.
I will not rack my soul with the thought that he
could be untrue to me.”

And with these words the artless girl stépped
into the conservatory, plucked a blush rose, and

Incinm in her nut-brown hair, walked slowly

her boudoir,

Beating herself on a damask-covered faufeuil,
she touthed a bell that stood on a table near by,
and searcely had its silvery tinkle ceased to
heard, when Nannette McGyire, her femme de
chambre, pushed aside the damask curtains that
hid from view an alcove, and entered the room.

“Give me my volume of Tenn{aon’l ms,
Nannette,” said Eulalie. The book was handed
to her—an ele ntlwm work. Rising slowly,
Eulalie pl the k under one corner of the
Jauteuil, and saying to herself, “Well, I guess 1|
have fixed that pesky, short-legged sofa now,"” lay

uletly down, and was soon wrapped in the sweet

ber-of fnnocent maldenhood.

Such is the power of poetry. —Chicago Tribune,
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4+ "Beér has been banished from |the large' lunstic
-asylum wt Barnlng, Kent, England, and the med-
ieal superintendent reports the following happy
results: The wards are much quieter than they
ever were before. The patients are cheerful with-
out being noisy, and they certainly work better.
Their general Ith has been good, and there is
a marked diminution injthe death rate.
== PN e T L

There are 80,000 Methodists in Iowa, and they
are building churches in that State at the rate of
one every two weeks. ;

I‘I """:f . l_ﬁ _-I"'" '. -
The following statemeiit of William J. Coughlin,

of Bomerville, Mass,, i§ 80 remarkable that we beg
to ask for it the attention of our readers. He

says: ‘“In the Fall of 1876 1 was taken with &
violent bléading of the lungs,'followed by a severe
cough., I soon began to Tone my appetite and
flesh. I was so weak at one time that | could not

leave m{ bed. In the Summer of 1877 I'was ad-
mitted to the City Hospital. While there the
doctors said [ had a hole in my left lung as big as
a half dollar. [ expended over $100 in doctors
and imedicines, 1 was so far gone at one time that
a report went around that | was dead, | f‘w u
hope, but a friend told me of Dr. Wm. Hall's Bal-
sam for the Lungs. I laughed ®t my friends,
thinking that my case was incurable; but I got &
bottle to satisfy them, when to my surprise and
ratification I commenced to feel better. My
ope, once dead, began to revive, and to-day I feel
In"better spirits than I have for the past three
ears. | write this hoping you will publish it, so
{hnl every one afllicted with diseased lungs will
induced to.take Dr. W, Hall's Batsam for the |
Angs, and be convineced that consumption ean be
cured. I have taken two bottles, and can i-
tively say that it has done more good than all the
other medicines I have taken since my sickness,
My cough has almos} entirely disappeared, and I
shall soon be able to go to-work:'*  Sold by drug-
.

gints. 3.
Quinine and Arvenie
‘Form the basis of many of the Ague remedies in
the market, and are the last resort of rhy-iclnns
and people who know no better medicine to em-
ploy for this distressing complaint. The effects
of either of these d are destructive to the sys-
tem, produeing - , Intestinal disorders,
vertigo, dlulueo-.i ringing in the ears, and
sion of the constitutional health, AvERr's Acup’
CURE is a vegetable discovery, onnlgl_ann= MI%J;_
M-W'WIH, ous in
and Is an infallible and rapid -
of Feverand Ague. Itae are pe
certain, and no Injury, can result from use.’
Besides being & positive cure for Fever and Ague
in all Its forms, it is also a superior remedy for
Liver Complainta, It is an excelient tonie and
ventive, as well as cu ) :

| e i 2] L

if, after all, she should not be obliged to makesn | '

as he asked, “Will you take |

me only the liver and other digestive organs,
But it cannot,-must not-be; —'Wlthmlt*ml‘b%aﬁ‘“ o

‘A HYGIENIC LECTURE,

} The stomach in the best friend of man, but he
Uses it as if it were his worst enemy.

It is generally considered that the stomach is a
hopper into which anything ean be thrown, with
the assurance that the digestive machinery will
take careof it. Thisisnotso, Fried shingle nails

and fricasseed hairpins will not assimilate with the
human system any easier than leathery flupjacks
or lobster salad and milk, .

ach feels bad is to put some medicine in it to
make it feel worse, e in looking ahead for the
hs‘pr contrast when it will possibly feel better,
he more medicine a man puts into his stomach, -
the more that orgas seems 0 crave, anil the more
money the patent medicine man _gets to eirculate
hig ill-looking portrait in the vewspapers, '

It is useless to attempt to pave the inside
your stomach with conglomerate. Nothin
the best Belgian pavement should be used, and
that can be thoroughly masticated. You can eat
Belgian just assafely as you ean a thousand things
you do eat.

In making a beer vat of your stomach, under
the impression that fuu will thus become a walk-
inT brewery, you will ficd out your mistake, You
will merely put on a bay window which will be
Q:_gpﬂ_\f_e 1o live up to.

't mistake y"ﬂ stomach for a receptacle of
everything that tastes good, but tse it rationally,
treat it to gentle dosés of strength-giving, nutri-
tious food, moderate quantities of mild drink, ex-
hilarating exercise, a little fresh xir oceasionally,
and you will reach that happy elevation of good .
health and spirits which will render you totally
oblivious of the fact that you have a stomach st
all. A man who is.thoroughly aware of the pres-
ence of his stomach is not well.—New Haven
Register,
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The disqualification of a witness at Toranto, on
the ground that he was an Agnostic, adds to our
knowledge of matters aid things in Canada, The
supposition that because & man is not sure about
what goes on in the next world he is therefore an
incompetent witness as to what he sees going on
In this world, when his evidence may be very im-
portant to the rights of a plaintiff or a defendant,
caused Mr. Justice Osler to suggest that there
was a chance for improvement in this respect in
the law of the Dominion, »
— m -
Rev. Mary Thomas Clark;, of Richmond, Ind., Is

regularly ‘
chureh, and is the only minister of that denomi-
nation in the State who preached every Sabbath
during the past Summer of extreme Keat. She
frequently preached twice in the day, and trav-
eled five miles from one appointment to another,
R o ————
A New York robe and cloak house employs a
beautiful girl, the daughter of a saloon-keeper, to
act as an animated “dummy”’ on which to display
the articlés for sale, Nhe has a queenly style,
and everything she wears shows to the (,:ell. ad-
vantage. Her salary is forty dollars a week.
—P—
A religious coutroversy at Nevada, Iowa, re-
sulted in the election of four anti-Christians out
of the six School Commissioners, and the Bible
has consequently been excluded from the publie

TE RN OITY
DRY COODS STORE
' (Formerly John Wilson's), e

No. 147 Third Street, Portiand, Or.,

I_ AR NOW THE LARGEST AND BEST ASSORTED
Srock of

Dry and' Fancy Coods
[teyercontained, and embraces every article usunlly kept in
A FIRST-CLASS STORE.
Every lb;mﬂnwull int 'rmﬂlrd

WITH AN ENTIRE NEW STOCK,

Which is offered

- = .

B Samples malled to applicants. “wd

The Celebrated De Stael Kid Glove

(Three Buttons, in Any Shade),

HAILED FREE ON RECEIPT OF $L.00.

T. A. SHANE, Manager.

MILLINERY.

ol 1

Just recelved, !13- o 5l
MRS, A. H. wWHST,
No. 27 Washington Street,

NEW FRENCH BONNETN, NEW PLUNAGE,

NEW TURBANN, NEW ORNAMENTN,

NEW PLUNSHEN,
; NEW JET FEATHERS,

BAZAR PATTERNS.

AVING PURCHASED FROM 8. LIPMAN & 00. THE

Agency of the eelebrated Bagar Patterns for the entire

orthwest Coust, [ shall always keep a fall and complote
Btock on hand, A. E. WENT.

Referring to the above, we jake.
fog il ouf pATrons and friends 1o Mrs. A, E. West for
_-:rabm«l Hazar Patierns, R LIPMAN & CO,

‘USE ROSE PILLS.

—p—

EMPIRE BAKERY.

VOBS & FUHR,
Manufacturers of :

Bread, Cakes, Pastry, Pilot Bread,

The first thing that a man does when his stom- -

/ WITH ONLY A SHADE OF PROFIT.—

. NEW JET FLOWERS, .

minister-in-the Universalist |

school, v A
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fAnaps,
Ne. 34 Waahington sireest, Portiand, Or.
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88" Orders from the Trade m--"-




