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WY BROTHER.

BY ¥ ALICE CAREY.

Fhey ‘snid he was dyinge- | knew i wan 80,
For Lis blne eves loaked not luto mine

4 eslliog the angels to Kide me from wo,
With the Ught of the Kingdom divine ;
yvered him softly awiy from the ehill
I'hst was dismming his bewuty—vain atrife
rendy | folt that the shwdow of i1l
Wae erossing bis pathway of life

i bl ool in the chureliyard, | oried, is the light

s the moon up the steep sazure ronnds,
o ud theanow Lhist bas fullen so ghastly sod white

e4 level Wong the still mounds
I'ten folding his pale hands away from my own,
ey said, God his 1ife wil' renew,
the seel in the dey fareow, sarrownily sown,
Spronts up io early spring dew

POENS BY GRACE GREENWOOD.

We lisd intended to notice the new volume of
pPoems by Grace Greenwood, just issued from the
< of Tickuor, Reed, & Fields, Boston; but a

o5t eorrespondent hag fawdrad wa prith o re.

w of it, whiah is s0 much better than anything

ceould write, that we gladly give it place. We
ive Totvs o S Nt Fork Trifgma s’ > 223

ing journals many valuable and cordial eri-

s on the work, but none that excels the one
=¢ now lay hefore our readers —EdJ. Eru

GREENWOOD LEAVES.®

\ year ago, the lady known to readers of the
ropmlar mngazines and literary weeklies as Grace
(irecnwood, gave the public a selection from her
wrlfer prose writings. This book, “Greenwood
{eqves” has been too often and too fuvorably
yotieed to vequire further review ; and we intro-
luce it here only to indicate ome source of the
aterinla from which we estimate its author's
serary capacity. Everybody will be glad to hear
it o second volume is mow before us, consisting
1 solections from her Poems. And before speak-
ing of its contents we must praise the elegant ap-
pearance of the book—a characteristic in which
Vessre. Ticknor, Reed, & Fields, are outdone by
no publighing house in the country. The friends
of the nuthoress will also he pleased to see her
yartrait, engraved from an excellent painting by

Me C. G, Thompson.
I'he Poems in this volume have, we believe,
without exception, appeared before, and been

wilely and admiringly read. Their republioation,
{herefore. seems more @ respouse to s call from
the ynthor's friends than s fresh adventure for
terary reputation. This fact might nlmost seem
1 remove them beyond the pale of criticism, even
Jid not the writer's evident care in giviog her
lest things, and her modest wish that they be re-
gupded in the light of n promise, rather than a
performance, renddr minute analysis impertinent.
Yor wo mny be excused for spenking briefly of »
{ew churssteristics of the volume, and calling at-
tention 1o a few fuvorite passages and poems.

We think the suthor's reputation will gain hy
the sppearinee of her poems in this manner.
Copsidered a8 & rolwme of poetry, the book has a
peeinl elaim upon onre attention. There way be
raom for & carping eriticism in the inspeetion of
the articles geparately Part of them are some-
what deficient in that felicity of expression nnd
irtistin proportion which make the difference be-
tween fine metrical essuys and poems. But when
we rend the hook ng n record of some of the best
liours of Tts author’s Yife—trace the living chain
that hallda the parts together—Ilinger over pas-

ages of rare power and pathos, and lines so exqui-
sitely wronght that sny one of them would of itself
declare the preence of poelie genius, we arrive
at & better comprehensivn of the ability of the
writer.  We can almost imagine the work was

written at n few snocessive sittings, so rapidly are
we horie along by the sweep of its strong passion
and bold harmony. The vitality of the author
is wonderful, There is life enough in the book
to make half a Jdozen gnﬂd volumes— life so fall
and free that, rather than endure suppression, it
into utterance. ‘These poems carry
their own apology in that they were written be.
ewse the author could not help it. The channel
hy which u pent-up stream reaches the surface is
hardly o subject for lectures from a professor of
bydrostaties, nud the strong aud pathetio rhythms
of a goul toiling cut of night into day, cannot be
soanned by a mere student of Campbell and
Whately. As s whole, wo receive the voluome ns
a great promise, from one who knows of what she
upenks when she taiks of the future,

OF the quality of the genius here displayed we
will speak herenfier. We would gladly quote
miny passnges which have delighted us, but space.
will not permit, snd the poems of this writer suf-
fer casentinlly from such & process of mutilation,
ihe pours a continnous tide of life through each ;
wd bendiful as many passages are, they must
be approached along this eurrent 6f thought and
feeling 1o be fully enjoyed. We will therefore
iy Lrictly apeak of n few porms which especially
Plense na

Lassing “Fhre Dodiosibor,” which, though short,
and in prose, is yet an exquisite poetienl gem,
wikthe * Proem,” we come to the most ambitions
sming the earlier poems, * Arisdoe” and “Pyg-
Wahon Ofthese we prefer the latter—indeed, in

mpieteness und felicity of execoution, it is sur-
pissel by few of her later produotions. The

Iorsehack Itide” is full of the poetry of motion,
Wl makes vs almost eurse that “atitch in the

which stunds between our hoart and horse-

5 There sre heautiful stanzas in “ The Re-
red " written out of & more subtle inspiration
an often comes to its suthor. ** Dreams” is
4 werfully written, and the touching lines “ To &
dreaved Friend," and % The Last GIN" need
words of ours to commend them to all who
Wvesalfored. There is fine fun in “ Wanted—

; ind “The Lost Heart” The latter

" erulsite specimen of the writer's styls of
"C irtnent,.  Many of the poems sre trib-
Los W iriendship.  OFf these, we like best “ The
ll"l. > L'l_lvr,“ if we may particularize among
; Pruniful thiogs of this kind. “Dirkened
-“'-'lr-. “T'he Dream,” “ The First Doubt,” “The
Midoheht Vigil? agd ¢ The May Morning,” are
Mistriking produetions, aud deserve bétter treat-
ment than to be made into & w‘ as here
Hveral noble peform lyries are interspersed
‘hrough the volume, of which we will ouly men-
tim % The Army of Reform” “ Constance” is &
'Fue poem ; and we commend adiligent perusal of
A Fragment” to fulot.hearted lovers, Bat the
P o e oo T
n stege ‘;’. and “ Arnold de Winkleried”
S of conception, and boldness of exe.

* Greenwosd Leaves. Posms. Hy Grace Greohwosd
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cution, they stand out from these pages ns [\ru-]
phetic, in & nobler sense than any others of their |
suthor’s fature. The volome ends with a beauti.
ful tribute to a friend.

But we do not intend now to wrile a mere no-
tice of these bemutiful verses, either to detect |
faults of excoution where their suthor has per- |
haps already discovered more than we, or to par- ’
tieularize beauties which, truly as we enjoy them, |
delight us ns much for their promise of things
more besutiful a8 by their own merit. We would
rather, from the materials afforded by these two
volumes, attempt an estimate of the quality aud
power of their author’s mind.

It cannot be regarded sn act of critical injus-
tice to do this ; for now, by issuing her prose and
verse in separate publications, Grace Greenwood
has taken a place as o decided force in American
Literature. She can no longer cxpect to be
judged only by the rules that apply to those who
write to fill magirine pages from the ordivary
motives. It is now her privilege to be treated as
un author of books. Neither can she demand
ihat the pecnlinr circumstances of her envinble
social position shall either absolve her from the
obligations or shield her from the exposures of n
¢ Literary Woman.” [t is certainly a great com-
furt to ber friends that she is not “ blue ;7 yet if
she were, public expectation could be wo more
exacling than it must now be towards oue who,
in the odd moments of a life crowded with home
duties and travel, and disturbed by the kindness
of innumerable friends, has contrived, at an age
when most nuthors begin to print, to write two
of the most readable of American books. There-
fore we do not npologize for telling all about her
which we ean find sonttered through these pages.
Of herself, too, for Girace Greenwood cunnot be
separated from her words, she is the buckgeound
to every puge before us, and these sre worthily
treated onﬁ' when regarded nd an expression
more or less eomplete of her large snd versatile
nuture

A ¥’
suthor has written no single work which, may bhe
taken as & complete expression of herself. All
the articles, nrose and postiesl bear unmistake-
able signn ‘@ e circunfsances of their birth
and their place of destination. They were most-
ly written to answer the calls of a periodical
literature, and are the offspring of a thousand
moods—attempts nt embodying thoughts and feel-
ings often too overmastering to yield to the wri-
ter's power of utterance. We fiad indignant
declamation ngainst social evils, whose laws of
origin and extirpation were not very clearly seen,
while the heart was aching with a sense of their
terrible enormity ; the effervescence of glad ani-
mal spirits, frolicking amid the common joys of
life, or stimulated into rebellious mirth by the
excitement of travel and an acute enjoyment of
the pleasures of sight-seeing; the generous out-
pouring of & warm heart towards friends in whom
she trusts with an affection ns strong and sustain-
ing as it is free and childlike ; attempts to wrench
from the canvass, the marble or the mﬂ of
books, or Nature, the secret of thut beauty which
has subdued her, and give it ina few glowing and
concentrnted sentences to the worls; half de-
spairing essays to climb those ealm ideal heights
of religious contemplation which always tower
wlong her horizon crowned with sunbeams, though
separated from her by gulfs and floods ; or half-
devout, half-passionate dreams of that love which
is at once human and divine, solving the problem
of this life, aud opening lovg vistas into the life
to come—the joy, the sorrow, and the consecra-
tion of the sonl—all this, and more, we find in
these books. Yet no one of these piritusl states
has been written out with great mcouracy or the
highest nrtistie effect. A haste and in-
completeness is a general characteristic of the
articles. They have been thrown off at a white
heat from the forge, and with a few quick strokes
of the hammer, rather than fashioned over the
slow intense fires and by the delicate handling
with which the great poects, who are masters of
their own inspiratior, have produced immortal
works. These pages are a record in sbort-hand,
of  life rich in varied experiences. In them we
gen the authoress bonnding through meadows and
woods, over hills and across caltivated flelds, too
intent upon thugs to care greatly for her own
imitutions of them and silencing the clamor of
“ pumerous friends” for “speci J! by tossing
to them now & wild flower, & maple bough, or a
golden sheaf of corn, or ssucily drenching the
face of her pursacr in a shower of spray, as she
spurs her horse over a brook, or rides into o line
of breakers. If in these hurried salatations she
Lins now and then thrown us a weed clutched with
# handfull of flowers, and has not been careful to
use her seissors upon the thorns lurking umid her
clusters of roses, perhaps the fault is as much
in those who have wurried and teazed ber into
hnate, a8 in herself.

However this may be, we see nothing here to
justify any special imputation of lightness in the
wssumption of literary responsibilities. Few
women hecome authors deliberately; and the
choioe of cirenmstances which draws n young girl
from the enclosure of home into the arena of let-
ters, is rarely known to those who confidently
pronounee upon her motives and success. We
should never accuse Grace Greenwood of intel-
leotual frivolity. Truly, she iz not guite so anx-
ious as kome young ludies we know, to make pie-
tures of bersell in interesting, sentimentul pos-
tures. We should sy, that she ofiener tried a
gallop among the hills, n dance, or & chat, or in
the event of failure there, » strong effort at
 ghoking down,” as a cure for those vapors which
will come over the bast of us, than doleful hex-
smeters on the tortore of pairs of imaginary
lovers, throngh ten mortal pagea of CGodey or
Graha. We like her ull the better that she
does not invite ns to be the confidant of those
moods which every true man or Woman conguers
in hours of retirement, or by the side of the
heart's best friend. But we ean reid out of her
pages an esrnestncess of purpose, o longing for
excellence, & reverence for truth avd love and
beauty. Iven her bumor, in its wildest freaks,
is often but the head of fonm that rides a dark,
rushing current. She is no stranger to that sad-
news which oppresses every gemuine sonl, as it
looks around, within, and sbove iteelf, and which
envelops the noblest oharacters like a pensive at-
mosphere of interwoven light and shadow. Tler
fun as often loaves tears upon her cheeks as her
pathos, It may be all the better that she bhas
wrilten 80 long in her peenliar daghing moods;
that she has beem content to extend hersell on
every side, to make essays of her power in a hun-
dred directions, and grow up to a large and gene-
rous womanhood, before she presumed 10 embody
in more smbitious works those thoughts and sen-
timents which can hardly be seen in all their wide
relstions by girls or boys on the sunny side of
twenty-fire. Beneath her apparent levity may
be discovered s more intelligent earnestness, and
a juster appreciation of the difficultics in the way
of suocm}:nl wuthorship, than under the hl:-‘;lu

rofession and meager performance of many shal-

ower and more conventional natures,

So much, in justice to the circumstances and
peculiar intellectual conformstion of this writer,
must be admitied. And it is with all this in our
mind that we now proceed briefly to estimate her

wer, and remind her of the claims to which it

egitimately exposes her.

It is & matter of congratulation, both to Grace
Greenwood and her readers, that the finest and
strongest clement of her is that which she

in common with every true womun.

he st kotdlorhfpu'umkttkt:‘i.h-
tense, and far-reaching pathies. owed
with a warm heart, she is epable of a depth
of feeling known to few. And yet the range of
her affections i ly great. While
others oliog to a few ohjeots of thought and feel-
ing, fearing to trust themselves away from their

ZC 84 Yhfas sl samne i) oem dhad thaly,

* Mekaor, Keed, & Fields : 186051,
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sions, he suddenly “ brings up” against a rock.
We have not yet discovered in h r the casual
tokens of exhaustion and satiely from thus ex-
tending her circle of thought and life, yet in this
direction lies her greatest danger—for every na-
ture has its bounds, sud a too generous and sus.
ceptible genius often responds to cvery call, until
the love for variety becomes the thirst for mental
cxeitement, and, in a series of convulsions to push
out houndaries, the central power is weakened
and the intellectnal life collapsea.

This sympathetic energy appears on every page
of the books now before us, and modifics every
development of their author’s mind. It is the
finest quality in her humor. In her lighter
moods she is always the great-hearted woman,
and her shafta of wit, though ewiftly sped, are
never poisoned. She can laugh merrily over the
ridiculous features of things she loves, and still
hold to them with a gennine reverence and fiith.
It is this soperabundance of good nature that
makes her mirth so contagious, and even disarms
criticism before her puns ; for we would rather
accept the worst of them than lose the laugh and
twinkle of the eye with which it comes to na

‘I'he same quality is apparent in her eriticism.
Without being & eritic, she often writes better
things of books, persons, and art, than those who
sit g the reviewer’s chair. Her suscoptibility to
impressions from all sides (uickly brings her into
contact with beauty sud truth, and she writes of
what has moved her oat of a full heart. OF
course, the mingling of herselfl with what has
pleased her destroys the walue of such essays as
eriticism ; for eriticism is the accurate reprecenta-
tion of another's wature, not the out[:ouring of
affection for it. Yet we would spare these puges
of her books reluctantly, for they abound in those
happy intuitions which offer to the critic his
choicest materials.

But it is in her poems and a few of her talea
that we feel this power most decidedly. She
writes of iriendship and love as few others oan.
All the generous sentiments are here represented
with & force and beauty at times almost overmas-
tering. Her joy could force a langh upon the
most care-worn cheek, and her pathoa drench the
sunuiest face with tears. Yet she never reaches
the summit of her power until inspired by a great
religious sentiment. Freedom, among the Chris-
S el R b ST L e T Wl
mind ; and rarely are we go moved as by her elo-
quent denunciations of public sin, and her fear-
less advocacy of the great reformsof the day.
This de#p religicusness 18 tne bighest TN, (-
tion of her genins, aud nssures us of her fature
advancement. No woman can live content with
what she has done, whom God bas so often led up
to those high places where faith abides, and the
anomalies of Providence are resolved into an all-
embracing harmony.

This central power in our author's nature is
greatly nided in its expression by a vivid repre-
sentative imagivation. Of the possession of
imagination in some of its he has yei given
little evidence. She fails in the delineation of
character ; Harry Grove and Kate Richmond are
all of her offspring who have not dodsd ns.
Neither is she preaminently an artist. She has
not the Tennysonian power of holding a subject
in an intense mood of contemplation till every
thought or image which belongs to it has moved
to its own place. Ier hest productions failin com-
pleteness, and are but fine fragments. Great in
thought, and glowing with passion, they are but
hints of the vision she saw, and stimulate rather
than satisfy the reader. Dut she is richly en-
dowed with that form of imagination which in
some indescribable way imparts vitality to the
mind. She is slive in every part, and cannot
write otherwise than entertainingly upon the
most trivial subject. And her power of descrip-
tion is great. Nature aud life nrrange themselves
into pictures which spring to her pighm with all
the characteristics of reality. Yet her eye is
oftener turned upon life than nature, and her de-
soriptive power has hitherto been most favorably
shown in vivid representations of manners, men-
tal states, and moral impressions. No one can
write better of manners and social life, A late
series of letters from Washington, published in
the Philadelphin Saturday Evenng Post, bears
ample testimony to this, Some of her Congres-
slonal portraits in these ure models of their kind.
The best of her poems are those in which her re-
ligious wympathies unite with her deseriptive
powers, a8 in * Arnold de Winkleried,” where a
grand picture is wrought out under the inspira-
tion of an elevated moral sentiment. She has yet
to do greater things in this direction. We know
of mo American writer, excepting Whittier,
whom she may not hope to excel in ballad wri-
ting.

But the action of hoth these faculties of which
we have now gpoken is greatly modified in this
writer hy other peculiarities of spiritual conform-
ation. Endowed, beyond her sex, with a quick eye
for incungruities, and n manly strength of will
and heroism of thought, her Affections and Im-
ngination work under the incessant and almost
skeptical gaze of her Intellest. Much of her pe-
culiar power and her weakness arises from this
combination. By it her sympathies are kept from
passing over into sentimentalism, and her lmagi-
nation i2 restrained within due bounds. A strong
and healthy Intellectual atmosphere envelops her
prose and verse. Thus her best words always
give life and power, and in her loftiest flights we
feel assured that her eye has measured the die-
tunee before her wiogs were spread.  In a com.
plete state of mental discipline, her intellect and
faney would be permeated with passion, and her
feeling nlways respond to vigorous thought,

But s it is not slways in the pagea befors ua
Her faculties are pometimes out of barmony with
each other. Her lotelleot often stands sneering
at her henrt, and her lmagination writhes in self.
imposed chains. Thus n painful impression is
produced. We are conscious of the presence of
great energies in i #tate of confliet. She has not
yet emerged from the sphere of pussion. The
notion of all her fuculties is slightly feverish and
spasmodic. And while in this condition we can
hardly look for that harmony of nction which i
the result of elearly defined aims and rigorous
mental diseipline, and long repose of soul. Her
fanlis in this direction sre such s she could not
easily have avoided, and they are to he overcome
by mo half-despairing, half-inspired, occasional
efforta.  The niche in Fame's temple that awaits
her is not to he reached by one magnificent leap,
but by a winding stair. hen we oonsider how
many obatacles must be congquered, how many dis-
turbing influences forgotten, how much of the ex-

rience of life hrooght within reach of the intel-
ect, how many ¢fforts made for expression, how
mll:z:lnilhill] intuitions clutched and held fust
on
tru

LY

verge of the mental borizon, befure one
em cin be written, we can only be sur-
r at such uniform excellence as we find
rn this serivs of articles written 16 unswer the
emergencies of magazine literature, and oan
prophecy any degree of success to one who has
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HICKORY HALL : OR THE OUTCAST.

A ROMANCE OF THE BLUE RIDGE,
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IN FOUR PARTS.

RY MRS, EMMA D E. N SOUTHWORTH

I | ean bear seorpion’s stings, tread flalds of fire
In frogen gulfs of cold sternal lis,

e tassed aloft throngh teaeke of endless void,
Hut ennnot live in shivme."— Joanni Bolliie

PART IV, —Continued,

It was thus that the wayward and erriog, but
generous fellow ever deified even the greatest
fuults of his betrothed. I felt, when hespoke, that,
with all his ecoentricities, he was 80 much betler
than Regina as to be utterly blind to one thing
which was quite apparent to me, namely - that as
some diseases infect the whole physicial system,
so pride pervaded the whole mental and moral
heing of Regina Fairfield. Privg was the life of
her love for Wallraven. Had ot Wolfgang
Wallraven been the eldest son aud heir of an an-
cient and immensely wealthy Virginia family,
living in her own old snoestral neighborhood—
bad he not been singularly handsome in person,
gracefol and dignified in manners, brillient and
profound in conversation, and endowed with
genius that gave promise of an illustrious career—
he never could have made so deep sn impression
upon Regina Fairfield's imagination sod heart

While secing this, | saw in every glance, tone,
and gesture, of Wolfgang, that A« must have wor-
shipped her under any circumstances. low pa-
sionately fond of her he was! How entirely de-
voted to her service! How patient—he, the will-
ful, baughty, sarcastio Wolfgang—hew parion of
her arrogsnoe, her ocold exactions! It nwlways
| seemed (o me that m beloved Regina walked in
the motnl vrfadthn u dHibH dhe ‘e oren Mought
up, a8 if the world had been ereated for her use
and the people for her serviee. She aocented the
most arduous and unremitting attention, and even
the munificent marriage setilement; with such
real and sovereign monchalonce, as such a mere
matter of course, deserving neither scknowledg-
ment, gratitude, nor remembrance. Aud this re-
gal indifference, which would have grieved me
deeply, had T been in Wallraven's place, never
affected Aim in the least.

Their marriage day was at length fixed for the
next Thursday fortnight. Bishop L was
to perform the ceremony, immediately after which
we were to set out for Hickory Hall.

Wallraven had intended to go immediately to
Paris, but Regina had betrayed a wish, or rather
gayly expreased her mwill, that they should, acoord-
ing to the wish of the old gentleman and the time-
honored custom of Virginia, spend the honeymoon
in retirement, at the patrimopial home of the
bridegroom, Hickory Hall.

Wallraven hesitated, looked disturbed, made—
I know not what sort of excuse for opposing this
plan. Regina good-humoredly persisted in her
purpose. Wallraven expostulated seriously. Re-
ginn was charmingly immovable. For the first
time in their Jives, Wallraven decidedly vetoed
her will, and gave it as his final determination,
for reasons of the utmost moment, to proceed to
Parie.  Wolfgang gave this declsion in a firm,
grave, though aifectionste tone; but Regina be-
came extremely offended.  Fually—

letter—I went to his door, and, aceording to our
usual familinr and unceremonious babit with each
other, without rapping, entered his room. He
was 80 closely engaged in writing—so nbsorbed,
in fact—that he did not perceive my entrance un-
til | had spprouched the side of hischair, and had
involuntarily seen that he had reached the fifth
poge of a foolscap letter. 1 spoke to him. [He
started, thrust the letter into his writing-desk, and
turned around. He looked paler, more gloomy,
than | had seen him look for six months, or more.
He told me that, in conseijuence of the change
of plan, by which we were to go to Hickory Hall,
instead of abroad, ho had written, among other
things, for his sister Constantia to come on and
be present at his marringe, inquiring of me, with
much interest, how | supposed Mins Fairfield
wauld like Conatantin. [ told him what I thought,
namely—that Regina could not fuil to admire
and love Miss Wallraven. He seemed pleased,
and then | reminded him of an engagement he
had made to ride with me that afternoon. [le
amiled mournfully—said that it had escaped his
memory, but that he would soon bhe ready, &e.
From thls time it was evident Wallraven's
cheerfulness was gone. Fle had apparently pur-
chased peace with his bride at a very dear and
dangerous rate. His gloom decpened day by day,
or was varied only by fitfal flashes of false gayety,
or sposms of sharp anxiety. These evil symp.
toms, however, were never heiinyed except in the
absence of Regina. In her presence he would
always resolutely command himsel’, aud act o gay
tranquillity which was far from his resl state of
fecling. | do mot know whether Regina pene-
trated his mask or not. If so, she never permitted
me 1o see that she did,
She was certainly very much pleased with the
prospect of going to Hickory Hall, and of having
Constantin Walleaven for a brideamaid and a
travelling companion. Swiling, she said to me
one day—
“Do you know, Ferdinand, what makes me so
wicked shout this matter of going to Hickory

wroaght ao persistently aud with such uniformly
elevated purposes as our author.

We kad intended to speak of the style of theas
Yo y - that of the “artigies,
which is in wany original and admirable,
Bat the length of our remarks must Le an excuse
for 8o menger reference to it.

We are awaro of the imperfection of this at-
tempt at anslyzing the mind of a writer whose
rapidly hcreuinigpowhrily in the best proof of
her genius. We do not Ewd to have indicated
with perfect nocuracy the secret sources of her
power, These lie beyond moalysis, Criticism
can never explain the effect which books like
hers produce upon us.  Aud, after all, the whole
business of criticism in pomewhat farcical. We
tie sn author into his chair and paint his portrait,
and, while congratulating ourselves upon our ad-
mirable success, a change of expression in the
fuce shows our picture to he nl{ u caricature.
Neither do wo presume to decide in what direc-
tion this writer will best succeed. (ienius knows
jta resources botter than those who have been

spectators of its ocossigpal efforts, There
are people enough to tell Grace Greenwood what
she must or must not do ;| we will ouly thank her
for what she has done, apd speak a word of en-
couragement Lo greter nmm That she will

of those who are ﬂ!ﬂdflﬂlﬁﬂl with
, we will not do her n’!ulht to be-
lieve. Those who to before
Ber will find an ‘"‘;, on which 1“:;‘"1:';“‘”
"out; in , in the w

Tk T e on, s pe e

with bare feet wal " those paths
are paved with flinte they are strown with
roses. We know no woman to whom faithful

11all? It is to see that fine old Virginia gentle-
man, whom | shall love aa a father, and whose
love { wish to win. | cammot- beer the idea of
going to Franee without ever setting eyea upon
him whom I love to regard as n second father, |
do not eare if the old Hall i tumbling down!
There is & certuin prestige of oll respectability
shout that dilapidated building, which does not
always surround a smart-looking new tenement,
however large and costly.”

Then tarning to Wallraven, she sald —
“Such an sbsurd mistake of your highness, my
Black Prince ! that of supposing that | should be
shocked at the worn nppearance of the old house”
The day previous to her wedding-day she game
into my room, smiling stilly and sinking softly in
n chair at my side, she said—

“Oht Ferdinsnd, | sm so well pleased. Wolf-
gang has & lotter from his father, and now it is
certain that Mies Wallraven will be with us this
evening, and attended hy—whom do you suppose )
her twin brother Constant, Wolfgang's younger
brother ! You never told me of him!”

“1 koew nothing about him! What & queer
silent fellow your parti is, Itegina! | wonder
how mauy other brothers and sistcrs, aunts, un-
cles, and cousing, are to turn up !

“QOh, none! Thir Constant, who is a year
younger than Wolfgang, has been for twelve
months travelling in Europe, and has recently
returped.”

“Ab! and they come this evening "

“Yea! Ab, Ferdinand! 1 shall have a sister,
I do not care for Constant much. | do mot care
for the brotker | shull gaiv, for | have slready one
dear brother; but | care very much for the futher
and (he sister 1 whall have, 1have been lonely,
Ferdinand. | have borne within my bosom a cold
heart, beoanse | bave had no mother or sister to

Wallraven bowed his will to bers—farally
bowed his will to hers—and retired to his shamber
with a gloomy brow, to write and aceept his fu-
ther’s invitation, and prepare them to receive us

Wolfgang remiined in his room all the fore-
voon ; #nd #o, when | wished (o spenk to him—
thinking that he had surely long finished his

keep it warm. For some reason or other, | never
formed u feroale friendship in my life, I never
could bring myself to make ndvances to other
young ladies, and something within me repelled
others from making advances to me. | have, with
ull my iodependence, needed that sisterly rela-
tion. Generally, I have been cold and strong
enoogh ; yet sometimes I have felt mynelf sud-
denly droop, with an utter wenkuess, for the want
of some gentle woman fricnd whom | eould love,
whom | could trust. Now, in the fuilore of a
sister of my own, my husband's sister will hecome
inexpressibly dear to me; at least, | feel ns if it
would be so. [ think it will be her own fault if
it be not so.”
I wondered to hear Regina speak so, It was
the first glimpse, with one exeeption, that 1 had
ever had of the heart within her cold bosom
Yes, | wondered, until | remembered that under
the snow of earliest spring the grain still germi-
pates unseen in the warm nnd genial soil.
That evening, sccording to sppointment, Mr,
and Miss Wallraven arrived, In the bustle of
their arrival, I had little oppirtunity of making
observations, After supper, however, when we
were all—the three Wallravens, Regina, and my-
self—aasembled in onr parlor. | Liad every facil-
ity for studying my prospective relutives First,
I saw that Region was more thun satisfied with
the new brother and sister.
Constant Wallraven was nearly the fic simile
of Wolfgang—the same tall, slight, elegant figure,
the same haughty set of the head, the same light
gray blazing eyes, the same wilderness of slightly
carling, silky black hair, jet black eyehrows, and
long black lashes. But he looked stronger, older,
and more settled than Wolfgang. Tle looked as
if at some time, not far distant in the past, he had
been just such a chaotic assemblage of discordant
elements us Wolfgang now was; and as if some
mighty power had forcibly subdued the chaos,
bringing out of it a world of harmony, beauty,
and strength.  Withal there was an expression
of frankness, good humor, and health of miud
and body, on his handsome faoe, which testified
that the transfurming poner, whatever it had been,
biad mot erushed, but dectplined him Only hy the
perfict repase, perfect harmony of these antipa-
thetic elements of charsoter botrayed in his fea-
tures and complexion, could one judge of the pre-
witryr sl 2 disclpleige rosegein ) S o
in him now aman who, though still yuu: young,
had gained the great victory of his life; whose
manner of existence and work was henoeforth de-
¥ tmea, wia out, and well understbon.
I felt instinetively a high respect for, and a
strong atteaction to Constant Wallraven, as to a
soul more exalted than my own,
Constantin was the same dark, majestic, su-
r«rbl] beautifal woman | had seen her by night at
lickory Hull. 1do not know that my artist taste
was ever so highly gratified as by comparing these
two young girls, Constantin and Reginn, both so
perfectly besutiful, yet 8o opposite in their forms,
features, and complexion ; yes and siyl-—though
both were of the queenly order. Constantia’s was
a natural dignity, Regina's a conventional stuteli-
neas. Upon the whole, we were all well pleased
with each other, and it was on the stroke of twelve
before we parted for the night.
Once or twice T had observed an nmwonteld
thonghtfulness upon the usnally clear, open coun-
tenance of my sister ; but that was so natural un-
der the circumstanoes, that it made no impression
upon my mind. When | had retired to my room,
however, and before | had time to begin to take
off my dress, | heard a tap at my room door, and,
thinking that it was of course Wolfgang, | bade
him come in. The door opened, and my sister
entered, and sunk softly down in her usual seat
near my dressing-table. I looked at her inyuir-
ingly, nuxiously. The stately gayety which had
diul(’nguiahed Eer all the afternoon and evening

snow of her countenance, was now gettled into s
profound gloom.

“ My dear Regina, you look go grave! bul then
thiy is o serious time to you !”

To my astonishment, she hurst into tears, and
dropped her hend upon my dressing-tuble.

“ Regina! my desr sister! what is this! Tell
me” Dut she sobbed on.

“ Regina, you alarm und distress me! What
is this 7"

But she sobbed on, and 1 sat down by her side,

lently for her to tell me the subject of her grief.

lifted up her head, dried her eyes, and, after re.
mnilning silent and atill for a little while, she
sanl—

“You think me mnow sentimental, maudlin,
gickening. | feel that you do. | am not that, |
never was g0, You ought to know it.”

“1 do know it, my dearest sister; and senti-
mentality is the last fault | should suspeet you of.
| know that you are strong, cool, and spirited —
theretore | have heen the more surprised and dis-
tressed hy your tears this night. I know that it
ia natural—nay, generally incvitable—that a girl
should drop some—not very hitter—tears on bid-
ding good hye to her maiden lifeand liberty ; but I
had searoely expected to see you do #o, inasmuch as
you have less to regret, und more to hope for, than
most young ladies similurly situnted—neverthe-
lens, | suppose these ‘natural tears’ must fall "
salil 1, gently oaressing her.

She replied, mockiogly—

“AR! it is quite proper for a bride to weep,
then? Like the ring and the white kid gloves,
it is an indispensable ingredient in the wedding
dish 7 It is undorstood and expeoted of us, in
short—and people would be shooked and disap-
pointed if it were omitted.”

“ Roginn—sister,” snid |, tenderly.

“ Coptwinty 2 Hnlf the trashy songs 1 learned
to sing at school were—nob afier my own taste,
the martial—but such mawkish ditties s the
‘Bride's Adien, ko

“Humph ! Wolfgang's queerities are certainly
catching ; that | kuow of my own experience.”
waid 1; and 1 dreopped suddenly into a short rev.
erie upon the contagion of resemhlsnce between
persons of no consanguinity who love each other
and are constantly sssociated.

Feeling tao deeply iuterested in my sister's
emotions to indulg: even for five minutes, in this
tempting subjeot, [ turned, stolo my srm around
her waist, and said, gently—

“ Iteginn, my dearest sister, to-morrow 1 will
scarcely have n right to do this " and 1 gathered
her to my bosom, and pressed my lips to hers.
i To-morrow, certainly, | shull have no right to
question your happiness, or the state of your af-
fections ; do not, therefore, be proud or eald to-
wards e, like your worse self; and do not be
wnrgastio, bitter, or aatirienl towards me, for tha
in not like yourself nt all.  7%ar you have caught
from Wolfgang; but, tell me, what has so deeply,
strongly moved you Lhis evening? It s not an
imaginary grief, nor a real one, if slhight, that could-
tronble you so much—what is it, then 1

She did not reply ; but remsined in my lap with
her arms thrown up over my shoulders, and her
face over my hosom.

| spoke ngain.

“You have apparently lesa to alloy your hap-
iness than almost any other bride. You have
ess to regret nud more to hope for. You leave
no dear, fumiliar bome, no honored father, no be.
loved mother, no dear sieter— wherefore whould
you grieve 1
“ ] Jouve you, my dearest brother! 1 leave you,
the sole remnant of our family cirele! | leave
you, who stood to me for father, mother, siater,
home 1"

“Yet lénving me, dearest Regina, should unot
cost you n wigh ! nay, it will mot) Dearly s we
have ever loved each other, we have not been to-
her much ; therefore you will still remember
and love me, without throwing away a sigh upon
my nbsence.”

“Yea! so you have jodgel my heart! You
have studied me 8o welll” whe replied, nlmost bit.
terly. “The one thing 1 looked forward to in life
was o reunion with my ouly brother, Ferdinand —
and you know it was the main topio of all my Jet-
ters | yot now I;uu judge me uble to part with
you for sl ndefinite time—perhups forever —
without puin !

“ At least, 8o | would have it, deirest sister. |
wm uot ko solfish e Lo wish you to regret my nb-
sepoe !’

" But | should vegrot it) I shall regret it if |
oannot ade you to go with us, as I hope to
do! as | must do!?

“ An yoa will wor do! But it is not | for whom
or by whom you sorrow saw /! ‘I'ell me, then,

lute | To.umorvow—yes! in seven hours from this—
for it is now oue o'clock—1 shall have no right to
ask you!" .

that | had a moth-
u.n:d,.mh‘dﬂn,u;:ml;hlld-ﬁ
w whose bosom | cou
I.i.;-y M'”m ;’:. n'{onu,nd ank her
[y or

in nﬁw«u

took her hand and pressed it, while | waited si-

When her fit of weeping had expended itwelf, she

what it is, denrest aister, while it is yet not too | and seratinizing glanoes the oldest

“§ will tell you, then, My heart in dreadfully ﬂlll- she knew

ise them a8 woon as were and
oppreseed | a“acldcw‘h mm M.lhy -.hth
plaoes of their habitation.

sm now—such snxieties—such funereal presenti.
ments 17
“How long bas this been so with yon, Regina 1"

daytime | have been amuosed, and forgetful; but

o condemuned erininal wight suddenly be wakened
out of a deep, sweet sleep, with the sudden recol-
leation that he was shorily to be hanged. To-
morrow is my wedding.day; yet it terrifics me as
thongh it was the day of my execation' | do not
helieve Madame Roland and the heroines of the
Reign of Terror dreaded the guillotine and the
executioner half as much as I dread my marringe
and my hushand I”

Gloomily as my sister mpoke, or, perhaps, be-
cause she did speak s gloomily of what appeared

very natural feeling, for the life of me | ocould
not help laughing, in which, to my surprise, | was

resting-place, and, arising from my lap, est down
heside me,

“1 would be an old maid, then, if | were you
There is uo law against it, and this is a free coun-
tey 1" said 1, jocorely.

“1 know it is foolish —this presentiment™-

Y Presentiment '

replied, gravely—her flush of mirth (uite gone.
“ Itat this will pass away in o few days Regina
You love Wollgang "

* Yes, and deead him more! Oh! listen, Fer-
dinand! Listen, my doar brother! 1 will open
my heart to you this first and last time! this
ouce! for to-morrow, as you gay, you will have,
no right to inguire into the seorets of my hosom
I will have no right to communieate them to-mor-
row , this would be an infringement of my mar-
ringe vow: to-morrow, my oath of allegiance
would make these confidences treachery. Listen
then! 1./ love Waolfgang ywire as much na | am
eapable of loving any one—a/most a8 much ns he
loves w1 have loved him almost from the first
evening of our mecting ; but, since our engage-
ment, lately—wom Titen! for, contradictory ns
what | am now about to tell yon may appear, it is
nevertheless roe—though inexplicable to me, as
i Fp e S =5 S VNP Ve S 1 IR
aaid, while I am strongly attracted to Wolfgang,
| am as strongly ropuleed ! It is a8 if some prin-
ciple in my being were powerfully drawy towurds
nim, wnne'shomer principic was ns powerfally re-
pelled ; or asif some element in Wolfgang's nature
posseases for me irresistible fascination, while some
other element aflects me with disgost—which fills
me with remorse—which | endeavor to conguer—
whieh | only suceeed in concealing !
“You have succecded in thar !
peated it 1”

* Thus, you see, my hosom is made the battle-
field of warring emotions, and over all hroads
this dark presentiment, like the lowering black
clonds of some approaching and destructive
storm !

“ Do not marry him ! said 1, earnestly,
“lwws ! The hand of fate is on me!
no power to stop myself!”

“I'hen I oan stop you! I oan be stronger than
fate! You shall not be married 7

“Bat | wanr! | Love bim! 17 [ bad the power
I would tear out from my bosom that whioh oc-
casionally recoils from him, though it werethe one
ventricle of my heart! . . . ., . Ttis half past one
o'olock ; my morriage-day has come, deareat broth-

I never sus-

I have

you,

“To give me an opportunity, for the last time,
of pressing my maiden sister to my bosom,” said
[,na T 44l her there,

“Yes! and with no intention of afflicting you

had quite gone, and the thoughtfulness that had | with my equinoctinl storms”——
onee or twice, clond-like, flitted past the sunshiny |

“ Your—nhat 7

“ My equinoetisl storms—the elonds, the thun-
der, lightning, anid showers, that have marked my
approach to the line watrimonial 1" And dash-
ing clouds und tears from her now sparkling face,
she kissed me and vanished from the room.

In the silence of the night, after she had left

against the windowa.

dreamless sleep, and slept till morning.

It was a dark, drizzling, dull morning. At

to chorch. We had ordered hreakfast at eight,
The atuge in which we had engaged plaoes was to
start ot nine.  Wallraven looked happy and—
frightened, and seemed to strive for self-command.
Iegina's countenance, like n spring sky, seemed
all the brighter for her equinoctial storm.  She
wore & henatiful dress of full white blond over
white satin, with fine laoe trimmings and pearl
bracelets and necklnce on her nrma and neck, and
n pearl bandean tarning back her blond hair, nnd
fustening a large, flosting, mist like veil. Miss
Whallraven was attired in a somewhat similar
style.  Again I was struck hy the contrast pre-
sented hy these two young women—the hlond and
the brunette—bhath so dusaling, beantiful, yet so
unlike, e, olear, bright, morning sunshine—
tho other, resplendent starlight.
We stepped into the earriige, and were driven
to the church. We fonnd Rishop L. plne-
tuanl, waiting for us. We ranged onrselves hefore
the altar, Cnn;i::itd and  Constantin noting ns
TOOMSMAN AN camanid, and | gi
fl:e bride, - i e
After the eeremony was over, we returned, no-
companied by Hishop I, , 1o break Mat, and
in an honr afterwards, hidding adien to our wen-
erable friend, wo took our seats in the stage and
sob out upon our journey to Virginia, The rain
censed and the sun shone out at noon.

It had Leen wreanged among us, ns the season
was very heautiful, and eertain parts of the coun-
try throngh which our rouds lny very picturesque,
that we should travel leisurely, taking n week for
the journey.
At Washington we found the large family ear-
riage of the Wallravens, that had been sent to
mect us there, and that had been waiting for us
for weveral dayn. We remained in the city two
days, to visit the Capitol, Navy Yard, Govern-
ment Departments, Ko, and the third day entered
the eapucions and eomfortable travelling earringe,
and set off for the Blue Rtidge and FHiokory [Hall
This journey, from Wutﬂn ton to the Blue
Ridge, was one of the most delightful journeys |
ever tuok. Cur oarringe wis not only convenient,
it was luxurious, We were attended by our own
servints, took our own route, and kept our own
hours. We managed to Le six days on a route
that we might have travelled intwo. Some
at sunrise, nfter a: &;:rly l::dmkful.. we woul
lenve the inn at w wa had passed the night,
and travel leisurely but twenty miles through
some wildly ploturesque country, reach another
qnaint country inn ‘ry noon, eat dinner, and
after an hour's repose, order saddlo-horses, lp.n'l‘
the afterncon in exoursions shout the neigh-
horhood, return to tea, nnd ceoupy the evening
in conversation, o books and musio, with which
we were provided. We would sleep then, and
the pext moming resume our journey, which
would Lo comtinued with some pleasant new va-
viation, Miss Wallraven and myself were thrown
very much together, and I found her mind wnd
heart as rich and well eultivated as her person
wis beautiful and her mauners charming. [ ad.
mired her with eathusiasm; yet, not for one mo-
ment wan | in the slightest danger of falling in
love with her, even if thore had not been something
in her manner that politely kept me at & certain
distanoe.  As for ILegina and Wolfgang, they be-
haved very moeh like any other bride und groom
upon their wedding journcy—they seemed fond,
and shy, and tremulously happy.
In appronching the monntains, and the old
neighborhood of the Northern Neck, fient sottled
hy her auoestors, egion beoame deeply interested
in features of the landscape and the loeal history
of the country. Upon m\ia: any high poiat
on the rond, she would order the carringe to be
“.f I, und while she wurveyed the extensive
and varied landscape, with its fur-a country-
wents and farm-houscs, surrounded with their
little towu-like groups of out-houses and
qunrters, vl while she picked out with mm
homentends of
the old wertlements, sho would mak of Constant
Wallraven n soore of (uestions about thelr first pro.
etors. “I'he public and private history of many
by fire.side "0 14 to

On ing, however

bridul day she | the Rlue
historioal

that grand of
known as t.h Bear's W!l.l.,. the
traditional interest of the country

Oh! for days, or, rather, for migh's pist—in the

nt night, a8 soon as | get to wleep, | start from my | began to sscend the
first sleep in a sudden and terrible panic! jost as | Walk, from the highes: point of which Kegina

to me to he only considerable exaggeration of &

joined by Reginn, who raised her head from its

*“ Yew, presentiment—his dark, unceriain, slip-
pery, cold feeling of the precipice edge'™ she

er; dearest, only brother! 1 only came in to kiss

the chamber, | heard the pattering of raindrops
1 went to them and looked
ont, and found the sky black and lowering with
olouds, and the streets deenched with rain. |
turned away, sod at lnst, throwing off my clothes,
lny down to try to sleep. My spirits were heavily
oppressed.  There is nothing more digheartening
than to feel some evil fate impending over those
we love, und to know ourdelves powerless to avert
it. llowever, wearied out, and lulled by the se-
dative pattering of the raindrops, 1 fell into a

seven o'clock we met in the parlor, to go together

gwve place in her mind to a rapt enthusiasm, as
".}'e guzed silenced and transfixed with admira-
tion aud awe, upon the gy
aspect of nature

It was the filth day o

lime and even savage

f our journey that wa
great pass of the Bear's

| gained her first view of Iickory Hall. and s
it under the most favorable «-ir--m{m Sy
the most favoruble light, namely

We had ridden slowly that day, ouly fi
miles, and through the most sublime sud beauti.
¢ ful soenery in the worll ; and pow. juite fresh
| we found curselves, in the middle of & lovely sum-
mer anernuon: upon the summit of the mountain-
pass, and gazing down with delighted KUTrprise
upon a acene of almost ideal beauty, not to he
equalled on earth.

| wondered at the enchanting transformation

made by a different and more genial season, and

another and n brighter hour. The soene which
on & dark, tempestuons winter night had seemed

8 Gehennin, n Hndes, to me, now, in the light of &

summer day, sappeared a Happy Valley. s GGan

of I‘:'l('n-—“;lj'HEI.II):l itself. s i

A cup-shaped, small, and deep green vale, shut

in by a circle of high mountains, I'eep in the

bottom of this green wale, gem-like, was set the
nl‘} hall, where, in the beams of the evening sun. it

glitterad and flashed with the ruby lustre of 1-.-.;;

exposed red sandstone; around it spread groen

pastures, embossed with white flucks of shee
beyond thiese waved yellow fields of grain, ripe
for the sickle; around them passed a girdle of
forest trees—behind which arose the circle of in-
tense blue mountains, with their summita aguinst
the transparent golden horizon. Through all
ran the clear mountain stream, which, springing
from a rock at our feet, and leaping down the
side of a precipice, glided, flishing in the sun
through the midst of the beautifal vale Over
all smiled the most rudisnt sky—shone the most
splendid sun | had ever seen.

“How beautiful! how beautiful ! It is a ter-

rostrial Paradise!” excluimed Reginn, with ep-

thusissm. “Bot"” inquirel she of Constant

Wallraven, while scrutinizing the old hall, “ why

does not your father repair, or rather rebuild

the :Rl’tl house 1" "
*“ My father thinks of selling the property.”

“ 0 selling thai-Bleat” <Pl e sl

“Yes! and we all think it the best plan, under

existing circumstances ™

. The diffioult descent of the precipice jmie=.

Yijea Turher conversation. The rosd how.
ever, was in its best condition, aud in lwur'y min-

utes we Liad reached the bottom, mod woon witer

drew up hefore the door of Hickory IHall

Mr. Wallraven, with the same suit of hlack

contrasting so stroogly with his snow-white huir

with the same venerable sppearanoe, the sume so.
cinl and stately hearing, advaunced from the hall
to receive us,

[10 BE cONGLUDED 1N oUR NEXT |

ances, and in
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Forthe Natlonal Era

INVOCATION,

WY CORNELIA E=——

Hark! the solemn hour of midnight, obiming on the silent
wir |

Hushed be every wild emotion, banlshed evary woury care

Here beside my (uiet ficeaide, whery the loouilug shadows
glide,

I invoke thy fuithlul presense, () foud Memory ! st wy side,

Come with gentle mlen wnd learing, star-eyed one with

viies mo low,

Thrilling ma with distant echoes from the Wills of “ long
ago

Lang ago! O land of besuty—where, with joy and ohildish
Rlee,

All the long aweet days of summwer fuiry foststops wandersd
froe,

Up and down "mang thoruless roses, ‘neatl {he skies where
glowing hong

Earth's resplendent bow of promise, un whose sreh & syren
W,

Andd in tanen of sitver swestieas sung the syren Hope alway,

Heekoning with the hand mysterdous to the land of Sk
away. '

Paler in the sabwr axure glows (he tainbow of to-day—

Whers win Hope, now Falth sits, pointiog to the land of
Wenillens day. "

With thy toush so stringe and wonidrous, aweep Chess cborde
with skififut power;

Wikening wetiories that have slombeted il this resurrec-

then bour,

Human hesrt for love thal yearneth, hold sweel revol hare
Lenlght ;

) refresh thy weary longing—bask nwhile in love's pure
light

Songs fur long, of sueh rare sweetnuess, have not Dugered on
thy chords—

Looki go blended with affection, language formed of sucl
denr words,

In this fountuing freely gusbing, queneh the buriiug thirst

of years,

Sympathy sl luve spontaneous, dew my «5eu with bilasful
tours,

So, aweet Memory, | thank thee for thy preclons boen to
night,

Henovatiog wll my belng=canting on the future light
Monticcllo Srminary, November, 1850,

OREGOY.

To the People of the Unuted States :

Frrrow Civizens: The objeot of this hrief elr-
cular Is to make you noquainted, in the fewest
words possible, with the most extraordinary in-
ducements held out to emigrants to Oregon, and
with the soveral modes of reaching that country.
The cloud of ohstructions, so long lowering
down over that Territory was completely dis-
persed by Congress at its late session, snd the un-
certantios heretofore existing ns to the removal of
the Indinng, and the titles to linds, have been
removed by the ennctment of laws for that pur-

pose.

A law was at the late session, providing
for the utlnlmut of the Indian title to sll
that of Oregon lying west of the sommit of
the Casoade Mountaing, and for the removal of
the Indians inhabiting it to some point enst of
thowe mountaios. A Board of Commissioners have
been appointed under that law, to treat with the
Indiana wost of those mountaing, for their lands,
and with the Indians east of the sanie nountains,
for other lamds to which to remove the Indians
first named. A superintendent of [ndisn aifairs
hns been appointed, whose duty it is, under the
protection of the milllmry foroe utationed in the
country, 1o ocoupy his whole time in attending to
the duties of this department ; and under him are
placed three Indian ngents, and three nlnjun,
for the more efficient manngement of the aflairs in
thin department. [leavy appropristions have
heen mide, to be followed by still larger ones, to
ennble the officers appointed to prosecute suocess-
fully the objects :f the law. All people, there.
fore, everywhere, may rest fally assared, that
‘thigre iw not the siightest danger of trouble with
the Indians hemf‘ur‘ I would also state that
there is no danger from Indinns in going to
Oregon, overland, nor after you have reached the
oountry.

On the heel of this law, another one was pass-
ed, ut the last session of Congress, giving to all
men, over eighteen years of age, arriving and set=
ting i Oregon previous to Dacember, 1550, 420
nores of land, if single, and if married, 640 pores,
The bill then provides that if those single men
maurry in one yeir from the first of December,
1560, they shall receive 10 nores. In all onses the
wife is to reovive one half of the above grant in
her own right. Four years' residence and eculti-
vation, to be completed either before the date of
tha law, or after, is required hefore the final title in
made from the CGovernment, though the title in
good to all intents nnd purposes, ns against every-
body but the Government, from the moment the
claim in taken. If the man or woman, or both, die
after takipg the claim, and before the four years
expire, the same goes to the survivor nnd heirs, so
that it cannot be by this cnaualty.
The bill next provides, that all white males
over tweonty-one, emigrating to the conutry and
sottling there, between the first day of Decembor,
1550, and the first duy of December, 1554, shall
receive 160 aoros of land, it & single mao, and if
married, then 390 acres.  But there Is also s pro-
vision here, that if single men mrrz in one
year after arriving in the Terrtory, they then
Feoeive 120 noren. All male minors who go to the
mﬂ:{;ﬂ wottle, and become twenty-one befora
Decomber, 1553, will receive 100 neres of land,
nhuolutely ; and if they lnlrrr in one year after
arriving at ty, they will receive 320. All
foreigners, b 2u.. their intentions of beocoming
merioan ol{Juu. are treafed like native born
American d:;:?n, and are ub“l':,qlisqd
to complete before L]
ln'umn. Of course this uullhnuhz‘n
tha shortest time, or they would lose their land.

residence and oultivatiom are required
z“u%"m-mmwﬁms
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