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WHEN WE ARE DRAD.
‘II’ IRENE CONNRLL.

The winds will slesp, the winde will blow,
The changeful seasons come and go,

The sky will bend far overhead
Just as of old, w we are du&.

And when our restless fost are stilled,
No single place will be unfilled;
Whea we are silent there will be

No break in Nature's harmony,

Silll, watchful eyes will ever trace

The varying beauties of her fuoe,

While yet her great deop heart will hold
Room for her children as of old.

Others for us will come and go,

And worthler hands than ours, we know
Wil take the web we left half spun,
And woeave ita threads out, one by one.

Then other feet will wander in

The self-same w:y't of doubt and sin,
And otherahonlders bend o bear
The welght we dropped of daily care,

While aad bearts grieve, while tired eyes

weep,
8hall we un'm. lylmi fast l.nlno‘pf
Earth's storma shall lightly o'er us pass,
As summer breesos o'er the grass,

We know the world willstill move on
»nobler ends when we are gone;

We know hor heroes yat will sirlve

Thut truth aud right be kept alive,

And Mother Nutare w1l not grieve

I prone upon her Lrenst we leavo

The forms she gave, and stlil may take
Back o hsr hands to mould and make.

Her doors are open wido about—
And Lifeand Death pass in and out;
And every part of earth's great round
Will under eaoch In turn be found .

They come, they go, and with them bear
All thinga that bave been, and that are;
They come, they go, and shull not cesse
While the great tides of years locrease.

WHO ROCKS CRADLE RULES
.- THE %gm "

Dear woman, In the dream of |lfe,
Adorned with overy winning art;
As mother, dsughler, sister, wife,
Hhe melts the soul, shecharms the heart.
Without her, what were lordly man?®
A rainles cloud—a frultless Lrop—
A world without a sun—a pian
That ever incomplete must be,
Hor fostering oare, devotlon, love
Beem Inspirations from above.

In ohildhood's hour, beaide her chinle
Bhe oalls the fragile form;
@he clasps the tiny hands in prayer,
Bafo sheltered from Lthe storm,
Yot wan, ungratefal wan, the dark
Of falsehood burls with skill:
And when be's won a woman's heart,
He seekn v love Lo kill,
Her lot Is to be Lried, though pure,
To sigh, to suffer and endure.

Obh mothers of & race unborn,
'Tis yours to s those grand decrees
That hernld ju t ]nrom morn,
waiting world's Hesperidea.
Ye are the molds of berslds strong,
Who guard and glorify our lives;
The seas in soug shall roll along, :
Beneath the ll:hl!l!ﬁl' of your amiles,

T8 tnlems Bivn Voom again. *"
FORGIVENESS.

O God, forgive the yeara and yoearn

Of worldly Eﬂdo. d bopes and fears;
Forgive, and blot them from thy book,
The sins on which I mourn to look,

Forgive the lack of service done
For thes thro' ife, from life begun;
Forglvethe vain desirea to be

All olse but fbat desired by Thee,

Forgive the loye of buman pralae,
The fulsa step in crooked ways,

The cholps of evil and the night,

The heart closed sbhut sguinst the light,

Forgive the love that could endure
No cost to bless Lhe sad and poor;
Forgive, and give me graoce o seo
The lile lald down o love for me,

What was in Hilda Hide's Bundle.

‘“Miss Hilda Hygle, who died at the alms-

house on the 16 h Inst., at the of eighty-
two years, had been hlﬂ" :} Yyeara, {I
was her home, and probably the only ome
she over clearly remembered. WAl &
'ﬂ" attendant upon churoh services, and
° carried with her to the house
a bund'e, which she lsid o the ﬁnw y ber
side, but never opened.” — [Oldville Gasette,

Would you like to know? I can tell
you, and 1 can tell you ahout Hilda
Hyde; for I have seen hersince I wasa
boy, when we first moved to Oldville,

You know that kind of a girl, with
glossy yellow hair, that tumbles down
ever her face, and blue eyes that look
out at you, slanting, from under deep,
shady lids, and the veil of & red blash
ever her cheeks. It Is sunny hair that
loves the sunshine, else she would not
be running out se often Into it, sr would
mot so often let her hat slip down over
her buck or shake her head so deflantly
in the very blaze of sunlight, Not that
she Is often long In one place, but flash-
o8 out from the dark porch over the
grass, or goes stooping among the cur-
rant bushes, or tilts buck her head with
all its curls, as she reaches up Into the
sherry trees. No wonder she likes to
be out in the open air, hunting for vio-
lets in the Spring, poking about little
asparagus beds, digging in flower bor-
ders, tying up vines to the porch and by
the windows, picking roses, getting the
shorns in her fingers, or holding one up
o vou to find the thorn in it,

Is it Hilda Hide I am describing, or
that kiod of a girl? I hardly know; 1
nover saw Hilda when she was a girl;
you see that was sixty years ago. But
my gmndmother knew her;and she was
telling me about her, and about the eo!-
ot of ber halr and her eyes, one even-
fog. And when my grandmother talk-

WILLAMETTE FARMER.

ed of Hilda, I thought of Annette, as

, she had looked that afternoon.

Reuben and I had come home with
the oxen, just before sunset; and we
were on our way up to the barn when
Annette came flashing out of her house
In this way. Reuben Is wot my broth-
er, though you may think so. He Is
my cousin, mother's sister's son. He
came to live with us when his mother
dled. Ho wasa head taller than I; and
that measures the distance between us
all over, And together we had all the
care of the farm, worked in the flelds
together, and had the same books,

And Annette had only been staying
&t the next house this Summer and she
was to go back in the Autumn. She
came out into the yellow sunset as I tell
you, up through a little garden walk
by the side of aunt’s house; there was a
row of box each side of the walk, und
the skirts of the dress brushed it; I can
emell It now. And she came through
& break in the hedges of currant bashes
Into the green patch In front of our
barn, where Reuben and I stood with
oxen.

“ Is there anybody who wunLn to
drive me over to Grantly this even-
Ing?"  Aunt Mary wants me to go
over with a message to Kate; and
uncle says I may have the horsd and
wagon if I can find a driver,”

Of course IReuben and I both started
to meet her, when she came to spenk
to us, !

“One at once,” she said, laughing,
‘*or, stop n minute, 1,1l settle who shall
go."

80 she drew two bits of straw out
from the bara window,

“Don’t look, George."” she sald re-
provingly; for I couldn't help looking
to see the sunlight dancing on her halr,
the last rays round the barn corner.

“You are not to see which straw is
the shortest, for the one that draws the
longest is to go with me;" and she held
out both of her hands, with the straws
crushed in between them,

“Yon shall draw," suid Reuben;so 1
drew the shortest, and I went back to
the oxen,

And it was that evening some of tho
children had nsked grandmother ioul
Hilda. We used to see her Bundhys;
and the next Sunday I saw her, anlold,
old woman, thin, with clear eyes, lbok-
Ing forward; and she always came into
the pew In front of ours, and set| her
bundle down by her slde. It was
Gordon’s pew; his was one of the old
Mmilles; and when she was h&lo il-
da used to come to hh‘ﬁ:‘t, ishe
came still even though It was from the
almhouse.

For her mother's house used be
next to the Gordon mansion; and when
Hiloa was a young girl she nsed be
in and out of the tordons’ housé as
though she were one of the daughfers,
Indeed, Madam Gordon always sent for
her when she had company to help her
muke the jellles and cake for theeven-
Ing, and always told her when she was
through to go home, and brush up her
curls, and come back to the party, for it
would not be a party without Hilda
Hyde.

Christle Gordon thought so certalnly,
and his mother did not scold him for it,
but Hilda wes one of those who had a
smlle for everybody; and nobody could
tell whether she preferred young Gor-
don or Martin Grant, the young man
who was learning a earpenter’'s trado,
and had been buildiog himself a lttle
house by the mill

Christie Cordon had left suddenly
the day before the fire—that terrible
fire that Oldville remembers to this
day—burned down the great Gondon
mangion, aud the little house belong-
ing to Hilda Hyde’s mother, and the
doctor's house, and indeed half the vil-
lage. Itisafire that is not forgotten
now, because there was loss of life, as
well as property. If only Mra, Gordon's
son had been at home, all might have
been saved; for Mra, Gordon and the
servants ware all so bewildered at the
very beginningthat they took no means
to put the fire out, and by the time
help could get to them, it was too late,
It spread to the outhouses, then to Mrs,
Hyde's house; she was ill at the time,
and the shock of it made her worse and
they took her straight to the slmshouse
for the night. DBut Hilda staid around
to see what she could do help the Gor-
dons, And there was Martin Grant
working harder than any one. Fimst,
he had helped the Hydes, doing all he
could; then he tried to make Hilda go
to one of the neighbors' to rest, for all
this was in the middle of the night,

Bo when he found she would not
leave the fire while he was working
there he sot her down on the broad
stone fence a little way opposite, in full
sight, and gave her a bundle to hold,
done up in & bright colored handker-
chief. This grandmother saw; and she

remember it o plainly, as one of the

things that happened that terrible night
and how Hilda's yellow halr was
streaming over her sheulders. But
Jnst then there was acrash and scream;
and some one sald Mrs, Gordon had
gone back into the house to save an
old picture she thought of; and her
daughters were for rnshing back into
the flame after her. Rut Martin called
to them not to go. He took a ladder
ond mounted It to one of the windows
in the reem to which Madame Gordon
'wasgoing., And there was & stillness
foth while; sad then the roof fell, and
all was'in & blazes and that was the
end, for thosd TWo weke burned in the
famws! Folrorsl sloogs

+ Nohody \paid ey attention to Hilda,
Martin’s mother was the first to be
thought of, and Mrs, Gordon's poor
duughters. But they went away from
the town directly, they could not bear
to stay ina place so full of sadness to
them; they jolned their brother who
was to sall, it seemed for Kurope, so
they went with him,

But the next Sundhy, Hlida was seen
coming up to the meeting house, walk-
Ing slowly with a bundle in her hand,
lookinn, so grandmother says, like an
old woman,jchanged all at onco from a
young girl, And just at that moment
some of the loungers on the steps read
on the publishing board that Martin
Grant and Hilda Hyde proposed mar-
ringe. And Hilda losked neither one
way nor the other, but went to her old
seat In the Gordons' pew and placed
her bundle at her side; and that she did
every Sunday afterwards that she could
goout, And so everybody understood
why it was that Christie Gordon had
gone away so suddenly, because Hilda
had settled to marry her poor lover
rather than her fich one,

I asked my grandmother many ques:
tions about this Christie Gordon wheth-
er he ever came back, and what became
of him. She thought he did return,
but that he did not stay. Hilda did not
recoghlze him, or no one knew whom
she did recognize, or what she was see-
ing through her large wide open eyes.

And there was Hilda Hyde still sit-
ting on SBunday In the Gordon pew
when I returned after three years' ab-
sence in the war; for Reuben and 1 of
course joined the army. What a day
that was when our little band collected
to march to the station on our way to
camp! We could not find Annotte to
say good bye to us when we went over
to her aunt's house, “‘Shesays bldding
good bye Is too sad,” sald her aunt who
had tears in her eyes.

But at the corner, just when we turn.
ed to the station, there she was with
her hands full of yellow and white cro-
CUSes,

“I thought I would bring you some-
thing,,’ she said, and a bit of sunlight
strayed over her yellow curls, as she
triedto give us a sunny smile for the
very last. 1 knew Reuben had been
with her all the eveniug before, but
there was nothing in her parting with
us two now.

We kopt together, In camp and out,
Reuben and 1. I tried to make him
lot mo take his place on guard and on
picket duty, I begged him for An-
nette's sake. He was hers; he was go
ing to be hers, and he must take care
of himself on her account. Once I did
prevall with him, and T got leave to
tako his post as a night picket. But 1
got a shot In my arm and after that he
would not let me serve for him, But,
In the fleld I could sometimes try to
shield him. Oh, how I wished I had
been made taller! he was so much larg-
er than I that he was a fairer mark, 1
tried to expose myself to be shot at, for
I thought the chances were, we should
not both be killed, and I could not bear
shat he should be the one. I tried to
bo where the bhullets were; and got by
his side: and I did not get another
wound, only n slight one.

Then came those September days,
and Antietam; I could not keep In
front of Reuben then, but we fell to-
gother. I was by his side: when the
shot struck him, and then, I too fell,

Bat Ilived to como home—not he, 1
have not seen her yet. Tney say sho
sitas nt the window looking for Reuben
still.

And they told me the other day that
Hilda Hyde was dead. Boshe has done
waltiog for her lover. 1 was sorry they
opened the bundle; they might have
buried it with her. The key of the
house he had been building was In it.
which after his death his mother had
occupled; for Hilda had staid at the
almhouse ever since that night; and us
they sald Hilda had lost her mind, it
must be the best place for her. And
there was one or two letters tled up In
the handkerchief, and & coat, perhaps
that be meant to be married in,

They said Hilda had lost her mind,
I think only she hud kept Iit. Bhe was

living on wlwoys in that eveaing lo

which she parted from Martin, and all
those sixty years she was walting for
him. And who knows If the time
seemed long to her? Bhe was very sure
he would come back, and to herall those
years were but the few moments since
he left her sitting on the broad stone
fence that shat in the lane,
e

CHOICE RECIPES.

MAKING JELLIES,—~The preserving
kettle should be of a shallow form.
Those made of porcelnin are the best,
and a tight cover is desirable. Jelly
bags of flannel should be made in the
shape of n cornucopia, and tape string:
attached to them, so that they can
fastened to achair, and the Jelly turned
into them very slowly, and armanged
ao as to fall into a dish placed on the

oor.

strawberrles, raspberries, currants
and cherries should be made into jellles
and jams, with the best double refined
sugar.

CURRANT JELLY,—Pick fine, ripe,
red currants from the stems, bru
them and strain through a thin cotton
or flannel bag. To envh pint of julce
put one pound of best white sugar, and
atir until It is well dissolved; sot It over
aslow fire, and when it boils skim well,
Let it boll fifteen or twonty minutes,
then try it by cooling a spoonful u little
and pouring it inton eup of cold water;
if it sinks to the bottom directly, and
searcely colors the water, 1t Is done; if
not, let it boll five minutes longer.
Strain it into small jars or glass tumb-
lers, and when cold, cover with thin
white puper dipped either In spirits or
the white of an nniz. and paste thick
brown paper over tha jars,

PRESERVED CURRANTS,—Take ripe
currants free from stems; welgh them
and put three-quarters of a pound of
white sugar to every pound of berries,
Take n teacupful of water to each
pound of sugar, and boil until the syr-
up is wrir cloar; then turn it over the
uncooked berries and let it stand over
night. Next morning put over a slow
fire and boil gently until the berries are
clenr; skim them out Into Jars, and
boll the syrup until thick, and pour It
over the berrles,

Very durable and neat mats for floors
can be made from old coffee sacks,
iece of the bagging of suitable size Is
|muml with some durk fabric, and se-
cured to s freme of lnthas, liy menns
of a hook of wood or iron, like an en-
larged crochet needle, carpet rags are
curried through the material so as to
skip every other thread and to leave
loops half an inch long, the ends, of
course, being fastened, Old red flan-
Eel can be used to make tasteful bor-
ers.

Faany Fern's Hsﬂf th-;uhu o

For the benefit of those who may
have seen it when It first a red In
the Revolution, we re uco hero
etchings from F‘anny Fern's pleture of
the modern old mald: “No, sir, she
don’t shuflie round In skimpt' raiment,
awkward shoes, cotton gloves, with

Leo Ylillis,

Bm LEAVE TO CALL THR ATTENTION OF
the pablic to his new stock of

Pianos and Organs.

in store and to 1*ive, which ave offered at
Greatly - Reduced Pricoes,
either for cash or on Instsliments,
IS FTOCK OF

Books and Stationery

{:w also COMPLETE, and will be se'd at prices to sulg

times,
WU furnish, at short notles, any Book pub!ished
in the Uniti d *tates, at pnbllokar'-’mu. ¥

Orders nolicited, and an examluation ol his stock

Uy Invited,
LEO WILLIS,
) nn!ll_l Sinte !Il:r-?c: ; m._‘
Summons.

In the Circult Court of the State of Oregom
for the County of Marion.
H. R, Myers, plaintify,

Ve, Bult lo Kquinyyg

A F Chase, Bllon Chase, Menry Blo-

per. Rebosen Bloper, Lafayeito Stag-

on and L, Delura 8tayton, delendants
To A, F, CHASE and KELLEN CHASE, deféndants,

and non-residen ks

In the pane of the s'ate of Oregon, Yon .'T her hj

ut e

reqiired to appear and answer the compla

lﬁlmil ot in the aboveentitied aetlon, on or Wofore
the third Monday In Oclober 1577, that belve (e
firet day of the noxt turm of thls conrt, Wy ondor of

R Bolse, Judge of salt contt made in open courd
Jupe Suth, 1517, And 1 you fall so to sanswor, for
want thereof the pladntil” will ask the couwt for (e
rollel In the complning ?“f'd' which Is to cornet
mistake L deed and qulet tltle to half of the 1), 8,
Stayton and wife's denation land clalm In 8ec. 8, In T
R 1 W, In Mardon conuty, Oregon—the tract 1o
which you 1itely clallr:u-d title med hind Aerston,

AWBON & © INW,
July 19, 1867w Attorneys for Plaintia,

WILLAMETT: TRANSPORTATION AND
LOCKS COMPARY.

OTICE-<THE FOLLOWING RATES OF
M Froight on Gradn nod Flour have been ese
uhl

Ished by this w\mmmy e the st
rates (or one your from May 18, 1877, vion

Per Ton,

Oregon City 1o Portinnd.oiion. 81 (0
Huttevi!'s " ] T——— . | ]
Tl puoeg " " sar i asninit 1 1B
‘mr Ion " v v 208
wirfleld e " 4100
hentfnd " o ® 0
Linooin " W aereaRenkes 270
Balem " W danavansennaies 1w
Kois oo y - 1Th
Independones s i 1T
Ankeny's Landlng ** e o e
A Burnm Vista N4 4 0
Hpring L " e i R
Albany s ! R0
Corvallis g " Y]
Peorin » b i
"a““m L L] ) ' m
Hurrishurg L W N 10
Eugene Clly " " v

Wrsin wnd Flour shippoed from Lhie polots sbove
mentioned direet to Astoris witl be charged §1 00
per ton wdditiounl,

Thooompany will contasol with part' s wiho
dealre 1L, o transport Gratn wod Flour ot above
rites for any specified time, not exocoding fve

GArs.
YO G REED, Viee Prosidont W T, & 100,
Portinnd, Apeil 20, 1977, Miry]-doa

NOTICE,
OREGON & om!g!uu RAILROAD,

H® FOLTOWING RATER OF FRFEIGHT ON
Nohed silol the Compias sast dhie
0 any under o
8?5 ok o Ll ml'l.h '?I’I'n nlm‘-d e the
maximum rates until May Slst, 1574, viz

horn side-combs fastening six Wairs 10 | yiiwnukie (o Portiand............ it by
her temples. She don’t gmul “law's Olnouaman ' vieee T vonle
Serlouy Call” or keep & cat, or n snufl| FEPDEEY | S e | £
box, or go to bed at dark, nor scowl at | ganby B e edaRa DD | It
littlo children, \nor gather catnip, Not | Aurors - H Lo
o bit of it. Bhe wears nlcely ftting | Woadburs MaRSetata i 1)1
dresses und becoming bits of color in | Gervale o B | 4 o
her hair, and ¥ho goes to concerts or | M ooks M nie 19 conts
rties, and suppors and lectures, and | Forner " 7 19 conia
don't go alone either, and she lives in | Maron w O irkseiisedessy i et
a nice house earnod by herself, nnd |3 iiiers " e conls
glves nice little teas in it. Bhe don’t| A by " trons i vobin
work for no wages und bare toleration | Janyent " L by 1
duy and night.  No, sir. If she his 10 | Ha'sey " N
monoy she teaches, or sho lectures or | “&':ﬂ-uu o S
she writes books or poems, or she I8 n | Juneilon ' fhaaielinidiial £ ontas
book-koeper, or she sets type, or sho | lLupw's " reessatvitviasest sV ORI
does anything bul depend upon some- | LA # RS - T ™
body else’s hushand; and she foels well | Bpringola = e
and Independeat In consequence, and | thshen p Aiataseperdsaredts - Bl
holds up her hend with the best and | j i hem -
asks no favors, and Woman's Rights hag | Ovmstook's  *
done it. She has sense as well us froxh- | P00 :
ness, and conversation roparten as well | Oskisnd " -
as dimples and curves,  Bhe earrios a | Dmpats - -

dainty parusol, and a natty llttle um-
brolla, and has llve ts and sages
and philosophers in
knows how to use her eyes, and don't
care if she never sees a cat, and eouldn’t
tell & snuff box from a patent reaper
and has a bank book and dividends, snd
her name is Atice or Mhebe, und Wom-
an’s Rights hus done it,

BREVITIES.
Wln¥ are the giris in Missouri always
sweel? HBecuuse they are Mo, lasses,

"Tia the hardest thing in the world to
be n good thinker, without being agood
sell-oxaminer.—Earl Shafteabury,

To be a perfect farmer u man should
combine reading, observation and prue-
tive. A man may work In the fluld nll
his tife and be & poor farmer.

It Is not groat buttles alone that bulld
the world's history, nor great pooms
alone that make the run(«muuns Hrow.
There is a s ill small rain from heaven
that has more todo with the blessed
ness of nature, und of human nature,
than the mightlest earthquake or the
loveliest rainhow,

An unquestioning, unsuspecting un-
hesitating spirit, God dellghts o honor,
He does not delight In u credulous
wouk, nostable mind. He glves us full
evidence when He calls and lends; but
He oxpects to find in us what He Him-
self bestows,—an open ear, and a dls-
posed heart. — Cecil,

As the rays are from the sun snd yet
are not the sun, even se our love nnd
pity, though they are not God, but
msnﬁi & poor weak lmage and reiloc-
tion of Him, yet from HlHim slone they
cvome. If there ls mercy In our hourts,
It comes from the fountaln of mercy;

if there 13 the light of love in us, It Isi
my from the Mfuun of love. -— 1

er traln; and|_

h d al Portland,
N(l.l.‘.la'l?lﬂlx' s':-m.u'au I, 1. o,
Portland, Orogon, June Bih, 1§77. A

STAYTON
Saw - -M111.

l'l‘l.ltl MILL HAN NEEN REPAIRED, “ it
ew NMaehinery,

sud has one of Drako's New o, il wo are

now pnpm.lln“pv‘hy fantcloen LUMBER, roagh

or dresm d, sl short nollce, Prices range

From $9 (o $18.60 per M.

QUEENER & NTAYTON BROS.
Hiayton, Or,, May 15, 1877 L

SALEM FOUNDRY, &

Machine Shop,
SALEM - - . - OIRBUON,

B. F. DRAKE, Prop'r.

STEI ENGINES, n:lulm.u. GRIST M1

re /1
o e e T
short notl Also, wanufacturer of
PLANKIL sa  MATCHUKL, and WTICK R

AR L
VATous

Brase rop Castings @
M

RAILROAD LANDS.

Liberal Termms!

LOW PRICKM
LONG TINEI
LOW INTEKREsT

Tae m and Californis and Oregom
eairel mw e

OFFENR thoir Lasds for sale the fullvwine e
Al terme  Une tonth of Lhe price o casu; Latonel on
the o8 18te uf sbvul por cunt, oue

wher 1 and each ag yoar ens lenth of the
principal snd Interest on the @ Al the rate of
LTTT S principal and Intec-

.




