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Kansas,
OFFICE—ia the Court House,
nl-ly

DR. C. 5. MEEIL, -
TRNDBRB his professional services to the eit-
izens of Oregon and vicinity, All calls will
réaclve prompt attemtion day-or night, exeept
when professionnlly engnged,

OFFICE—At Residence.
ndiim

DI J. V. ITAIRIZIsN,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON,
FOREST CITY, MO..

FPENDERS his professionnl sarvices to the cit-

izeus of Forest City und vieinity, Al oulls

will receive prompt attention, day or night.
n8 6m

Co. Court.

J. 8. BUMPS,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEOJN,
OF FICE—At Peter's Drug Store,

_ OREGON, » - =« = = MISSOURI,
ENDERS his professional services to the
citizocs of Oregon and vicinity. All calls
illtdrlo'caiu prompt stiention, day or night.
n2

JAMES SCOTT,
TAX-PAYING AND REAL ESTATE AGENT,
Oregon, Holt County, Mo.,

‘WILL ‘attond promptly to all business en-
trusted to his oare, Has s number of
good farme for sale,

oglecl—u Residence.

n

T. W, COLLINS,
ATTOBNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW,
_ OREGON, MO.

OFFICE—Ia Brick Block, Northwest corner
¥ Publie Bquare.

ILL Practige in tho courts of Holt and ad-
olning countles,
nl-ly I

R. D. MAMTKLAND,
ATTORNEY AT LAYW,
i OREGON, MISSOURI,

OFFICE ~#outhenst room in court house.

Wil& OIVE prompt attention to any business
Dh:i.l‘.n.“ to his osre jn the Twelfth Judiclal

_nl-ly

Zook & VanBuslkirlk,
JATTORNEYS AND COUNSELLORS AT LAW,

"Real Estate, Claim Jgenls, and Con~
veyancers,

OREGON, - - - - MISSOURI.

! L special attention to the collecti
W Eataar ik s of tands, &.‘“’m‘.._.i'l
of Toxes for non-Residents, and the p-
tion of Delinquent Lands for Northwest Mo.
. OFFICE— the store of Cotirell, Keeves;
lO‘h{ drth-West corner Public Bpuare.

al-ly

——————————
FHOLMI & BItOTHICI,
;  Wholesale and Reiail Dealers in
8 s, Harness,
' ry Hides, Trunks, Valises,
57 L ele.y ele.,
No: 88 Beoond Bt., Nearly opposite Post Office,

87, JOSEPH, MO, -
-, a78m ¢

“AY .MVJ\N,

HOUSE, 81t ORNAMENTAL PAINTER,
ORRAON, MIBSOURY,

BHOP—Over Walters & N

d's Dlacksmith

. There's one with ringlets of sunny gold,

Ob, n wonderfal stream is the river of time

With a fiultless rythm and & musical rhyme,

OVER THE RIVER,

BY MIBS KANCY A, W. PRIEST,

Ovwer the river llq{ beakon Lo me,

Loved ones who've passed to the other side,
The gleam of their snowy robes I see,

But their voloes are lost in the dashing tide,

And eyes the reflection of Heaven's own blue;
He orossed in the twilight grey and cold,

And the pale mist hid him from morial view,
Wae saw not the angels who met him there,

The gates of The City we could not see ;
Over the River, ovor the River,

My brother stands ready to wolcome me.

Over the Rivor the Doatman pale,
rried another—the houseliold pet;
Ilor Feight eurls waved in the gentlo gale—
Darling Minnie, T see her yot !
Bhe crossed on her bosom her dimpled hands,
And fearlessly entered the phantom bark ;
We watohed it glide from tho silver sands,
And all onr sunshine grew strangely dark.
We know she Is safe on the other side,
Where all the ransomed an be;
Over the River, the mystic River,
My childhood's idols are waiting for me.

For none retarn from those quict shores,
Who cross with the boatman cold aud palo ;
We hear the dip of the golden oars,
Wo catch n gleam of the snowy sail,
And lo, they have passed from our hoart—
They cross the stream nud are gone for aye!
We cannot sunder the vell apart,
That hides from our vision the gates of dny;
We ounly know that their barks no more
Bhall snil with ours on life’s stormy sea,
Yet somehiow I hope on the unseen shore
Thoy watch and beokon sud wait for me,

And [ sit and think when the suuset’s gold
15 flushing river and Lill and shore,
I shall one day stand by the water pold,
And list to the sound of the bostman's onr ;
I shall watol for the gleam of the flapping sail,
I shall hear the bont as it gains the strand,
I shall pass from sight with the boatman pale
To the botter shore of the spirit land !
I shall know the loved who have gone hofore,
Aund joyfully sweet shull the meeting be,
When over the River, the penceful River,
The angel of death shall carry we!
—— e el

THE “LONG AGO.”

BY BENJAMIN F. TAYLO.

As it ruos thirough the realm of tears;
Aud a brondening sweep, and a rurge sublime,
That blends with the oocan of years.

ITow the winters are drifting like flakos of snow,
And the sammer liks bnde Lptween.

Aud the year is the shenf—so they come and go,
On the river’s breast with [te obb and tlow

As glides throagh the shadow and sheen,

There's o musical isle on the river of timo,
Where the softest of aird are playiog;
There's a clondless eky and a tropieal clime,
Aund n song as sweet ns a vesper chimo,

And the Junes with the roses are stuying.

And the name of the isle is Long Ago,

And we bury our treasures there;

There are brows of beauty and bosoms of snow,
There are heaps of dust, but wo love them so,
There are trinkets and tresses of hair.

There are fragments of songs that nobody siogs,
And u part of an iufants prayer;

There's o lute unswept, a harp without strings,
There ave broken vows and pieces of vings

And thy gurments thot she usged to wear.

There are hands that are waved when theairy
shore

l?ly the mirnge is lifted in air;
And we sometimes hear through the turbulent
roar,
Bweot volees we heard in days gone before,
When the wind down the river = fair,

Oh! remcmber for aye be that bl ol [ile,

MARRYING RICH.

BY REV. W, B. SLAUGHTER,

CHAPTER L

AT the end of a pretty lane, along
the sides of which thrifty maple-trees
furnished a gratefo! shade during the
warm summer months, stood the cottage
of Farmer Barnwell. A beautiful lawn,
skirted by shrubbery and dotted over
with pyramid evergreens, all tastefully
arranged, spread out in front of the
cottage. An open porch aftorded an
agrecable place to pass away a twilight
hour. The doors and windows were
decorated with the queen of the prairie,
inmmingtlued with jasmine and honey-
suckle, which climbed together the trel-
lis, and hung in graceful tresses in the
air.  Altogether, it was a lovely place,
yuiet and inviting. Within, the same
taste that was evinced in the surround-
inﬁ grounds, was displayed in the order
and neatness that prevailed in every
spartment. The farmer’s good wife
was o model of excellence, in her own
proper sphere. If you counld have in«
spected the barns and yards, and the
fields beyond, you would have found
everything indicative of the samo care,
and order, and thrift.

The farn was not large, and the far-
mer hed performed most of the work
himself. It was wonderful, the neigh-
bors said, that he could accomplish so
much. Ile never seemed in a hurry,
et he always was up with his work.
Now the secret of this was, that he had
learned how to practice the rule, “Ey-
erything in its time, and everything in
its place.” 1In the cold days of winter
you might have found him in his little
shop, mending rakes, and plowe, and
grain cradles, and other utensils of the
farm. And then you might have ob-
served, too, that cach article was put
away carefuily where it was safe from
all exposure. It was not so strange,
after all, Phat the farm was productive,
that Farmer Barnwell never was har-
rassed in the summer time with breaking
tools, that his cattle did not die as oth-

s Paasuicss® Luisdde A1V wo sue B b, Vibaas
on. It was not so strange, yet the

cople wondered at it all, and said that
Ec was always “‘in luck,” and eo they
went on in their own way. There was
another thing they wondered at. Far-
mer Barnwell had a choice collection of
books. Some of the best agricultural
works were on his shelves, and he found
time, not only toread them, but to study
them. And then he had managed to
procure the best fruits, and the trees
were carefully trimmed, and when the
cold winter came on they were mulched,
and thus they cseaped the fate of other
men’s trees, and grew in beautiful
thriftiness and tasteful forms. Many
persons, it must be confessed, could not
understand why his trees always lived
through the hard winters, and why they
always bent under a burden of delicious
fruits, But so it was, they could not
deny it, and so they ressoned that he
was a ‘‘lucky fellow.” And thus the

Al the daya of our life till nigh!

When the evening comes with its henutitul nmile
Aund our eyes are olosed to slumber nwlile,
May our “(irecnwood” of soul Lo « il

« More Curiosities W« ut 1,
A feather from the 'iﬂg of the i g
that flew at the burglar.
The broom wi
t over the sea.

misery overflowed.
ears of corn,

love.
A few coppers from tho chon e of
timo,
A curl from the head of a cilbinpe.
A shingle from the hov -« thut Juck
built.
A hair from the head of navigatios
A chip from the North pole,
A germent from the nakod ey,
A bucket of water from AlVs well
The chair in which the vun set
A leaf from the book of timne.
An egg from the nest of Lieves
A pieos of the “line” which Lirani
proposed to fight i» out oun,

Firer Love.—And yet the sweotest
things of life are its “might have
beens.” Willis says : **There is noth-
ing which is _ approached without Leing
reached.”
ming-bird—a winged geu:, u meteor ¢
this lower hemisphere, & blazing, dari-
ing eraging things; which ocaught,
‘osged, caressed, drops down dull and
cold, the gray of death upou its plumes
like nshes on the ember, AbL! Hrst
love is true love, because it iz pursuit,

a.’h:r.'],,

not victory.

which the etorm)
he saucer into whieh (Le cuo of
A remedy to cure denfuess in tue|

The match which kindlc 1. fres of

.l'-

Love itself ia like the hum-/

yenrd went on, one witer another, and
Furmer Dernwoll wes o man of forty-

i vooat the time ous §lory  commences,
wd evervbody goid he woo “‘well to do??

{in the world, Ilg kad no hought other
| n , becan v pad | 'h; and he
i-r. azhit it wa Y .La goil well
L ol tiwn to skin its

ot Ll ono son.
man.,  'be Lither's thrift
bad cunblod hiw b vo him the advan-
' itions  Ioehad
o1 lege, where

wles Bornwal uodest boy,
[ Iis whole soul had Leen ¢ngrossed in
the oo pest toil oiter knowledge, He
1ih.: | st died a3 many do not stady, be.
[ enuse o lo teuth for its own
Vanl o Wha fuota snd
{ ence | I, 03 & thirsiy man would
Irink vater, 1o satiefy tho oravinge of
radussed, but he

riaeation was

l|:--i gind.  llg |
.
rl \lzlitll' de g
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I
LN
{  Tho old howestead wus associated

wi 4 his most ballowed nemories, and
he 10d resolved to devote Limself to the
vt I'u”'- n ol ":'u‘ soil “ y lovad i“
rara quiet, ii4 bealth-giviug labor, and
HE “avigorating exposurd. He “ﬂl.l'Od
Blngelf that ho shoyd here have an eus
mrged sphore of exploration, after seid
entifie truth,  Me thought the voeation
of the husbandimun more indepen'llent
nd trisy noble, than any vther. The
niricncios nnd perpiexitics of & pl‘OfEB'
sional lile ke never conld e¢ndure, He
was un enthusingt in forming el much
a8 gn artist could be in hus art.

{oofppleted.  Ile hud 1

Y r?;w'plei of sci« | b

view no profes-]
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family of Barnwell to our readers, and
the beautiful place they called their
home. If intelligence, industry, refin-
ed taste in rural embellishments, and
thrift, constitute elements of happiness,
the Barnwells were & happy family.
Aud so they were. For to these elo-
ments we must add that they were a
truly pious family. The old family
Bible was well read. The altar of prayer
was ever held sacred. And the fihm—y
I‘:mk“u stored with excellent religious
ooks.

But the bost of people have their
weaknesses ; and good Mrs, Barnwell
would have been a singular lady indeed,
if she had not any weak point. It was
ber misfortune to think too much of
money. She had always been indns.
trious, and prudent, and economical,
All that was needed to educate Ler son
she had most cheerfully appropriated
for that purpose. In foct, she did not
80 much desire wealth for her own per-
sonal enjoyment a8 that she might be-
stow it upon him, She doted upon him
as mothers ouly can dote, and with bet-
ter reason than most mothers have, for
he was truly noble and worthy. Perhaps,
ton, that rigid economy, which was nee-
essary when they were poor, and which
had become n habit while saving the
means to educate Charles, had contrib-
uted to give ber a higher notion of the
value of wealth than she would other-
wise have had. Now whatever may
have been the origin of that feeling, it
was, at the time embraced in our narra-
tive, her greatest failing, The exhibi-
tion of it will be scen in the following
chapter,

CILAPTER 1L
Charles and his mother were sitting
in the large east room, toward the close
of the day. The sun shone brightl
upon the opposite hill, and the fres
spring breezes floated gently through
toe folisge of the surrounding trecs.
The mother evidently wished to intro-
duce a subject of importance, and with
some cffort, she at length began
b “Charles, you are now twenty-three.
have koo hoine fo"silly." " "biftfo, 48
you how happy I am to bave you back
again.”
“I am equally happy to be here,
mother, Iudeed, I huve always longed
for this quiet home, "

“*It has cost a great deal of money to
give you, your fine education, Charles.”
I know it, mother ; aud it has cost
you many other sacrifices. In all my
absence this has been the only thing that
has cast & shadow on my hLeart. Yet,
mother, had the money and the time
been all my own, I should have felt that
both were well invested in the acquisi-
tions I have made.”
“Andso do I, my son. I do not
No,no; I am proud of it all, and I
am proud of my boy., You have not
dissppointed me, and I don’t think you
will.”

I should be ungrateful to dingpoint
your expectations, mother. As I love
you, I shall ever strive to honor you.”

¢But, Charles, what are your plans
for the future ? We must have some
plans, my son.”

“Yes. But have I not always said
that I was coming home to be a farmer,
when I got throngh college 1’

“To be sure.. But then there are
other plans, youknow. You must have
some other plans, haven’s you "

“About what 17’

“Well——-nbout—-wh;-—nboub—-get!.ing
s wife, for instance.’

“Why, really,” said Charles, laugh-
ing, “Iyean,’t say that I have any very
specific plans about that, I have, cer-
tainly, a sort of vauge impression that
‘marriage i8 honorable,” and that a
‘wife is a good thing,” but that would
srdly amount to a plan, would it ¢

“J, you waut to cvade the subject.”

“No, I am willing to converso seri-
ously on that subject with you, my dear
mother. Aud may I inquire, have you
any plan in my behslf

"&eﬂ, I want you to do well.”

“That is very natural, but not very
definite.”

“Well, then, I want you to ,marry
rich,”

“That may be difficuls.” :

“/Not ot all. You are good looking.
You have an excellent education. You
can go in the best -seciety. And yos
ean got & rich girl, if you try. I'm
sure you can.” ,

Do you know one that you think I
could. get 1"’

“Yes, Miss Marks has been left
with & handsome fortune in her own
right, and when her grandfather dies

We buve thus introduced the worthy

she will inherit all his * ast estates,’

mention it because I regret it atall.}

“‘How much is she worth now, moth-
er?”

“Not less than twenty thousand.”

'T'ﬂf‘ you muck ‘scquainted with the
gir

“No. I have seen her & few times
abroad. She visits at the Petersons,
who are a very aristocratic family.”

“Does she go into our society much?"”

“NO.” . .

““I have met her myself, mother, and
think I know her. In the first place, I
am obliged to say that she is not famil-
iar with the better closs of society. Her
father wos o craven money-lender. He
made a fortune by oppressing the poor,
The greed of gain consumed him, and
he died young, of very avarice. Ilis
father had trained him up for such o
life, and he infused bis epirit into his
davghter also. She is utterly incapa-
ble of any noble endeavors. Her egu-
cation is limited. [ITer mind is ever
groveling. She has none of those ac-
complishments, none of that refinement
and feminine delicacy of sentiment that
is & passport to good society., She
gloats over her wealth, and assumes
airs that are offensive. That class of
aristocrats to which she belongs, and
with whom she moves, are known among
wen as snoubs.  They bave an artificial
and vicious etandard of etiquette. I
don’t fecl much like assuming any of
tho”hauora of such a connection, woth-
er.

“But you will not forget that she is
very rich.”

“*No. Nor can I forgetthat she pos-
sesses o narrow and vulgar mind, Her
money can never buy for her those
qualities that & woman must have t&8
make her husband happy.”

“I am ofraid you are to sentimental.”

“No. I look at this matter in a
untilitarian light. What should I gain
by such a marriage 7

“You would get twenty thousand dol-
lars and & wife.”

A wife? Ab, thot word, in my
wmind, hes always imported goodness,
nabicnessyamiability, devotion, Why,
that is.the. holiest word in the language,

“Would you raiik if "dti6ve'tne wora
mother?”

“In some respects, no; in others,

es, To the husbund, wi/e is the most
iullowed name ; to the son, noather,
But we should remember that the woman
may bear both these hollowed names.
Miss Marks is not guch o person as I
could place in either relation. Why,
I have seen herturn the poor from her
door in scorn, and her name for charity
is & by-word, DBut I really think that
I can do better than marry Miss Marks.
To bo honess, I think I can marry ric/-
é"?‘.”
¢Wall, if you can, I will be satisfied.”
“Will you, mother 1"’
“(Certainly ; and be glad of it too.”
¢Well, I%an do it, and I will. In
fact, I have had more thought on this
subject than I have uttered.”

“Where can you find & girl worth
more than twenty thousand dollara, that
you ¢an win ¥

““Well, mother, I may as well make
my cpufeasion first mslast. I have seen
a young lady whose wealth, if all I have
heard be trno, is many times greater
than that of Miss Marks. I have been
assured that she is highly connected,
and I have learned from herself that
she is willing to bestow oll her treasures,
with her own band, upon me. If I may
but have your blessing upon my union
with her,{ hope to be the richest man
in all this region. Now will you allow
me to follow my own inclination in this
matter? I sssure you, my mother shall
never have occasion to Dblush ot the
choice her son has made.”

“Yes, certainly, I’m glad you have
not been so foolish ns to neglect the
good fortune thus offered you.”

Little did Mrs, Barnwell understand
the import of her son’s words. Little
did she dream of the mortification and
sorrow in store for her.

[ro BE conTINUED. ].

Tugre was o terrible explosiem in
Richmond on Friday, of alarge maga-
gine containing o large quantity of pow-
der, shell, ete, Fortunately but two were
killed, but a large amount of property
was dertroyed. Tho smmunition de-
stroyed wae the property of the late
rebel govérnment,

A Mr. SBtowe eloped from Burlington,
Vermont, last week, with the wives of
three prominent citizens, All the wo-
men were mistresses of the scamp.
The guilty parties crossed the Canada

The Way to Tamo n Husband.

I never un.ertook but once, said Tom,
to set at naught the sauthority of my
wife. You know her way—cool, quiet,
but determined as ever grew. Just af-
ter we were married, all was nice and
cosy, she got into the habit of doing all
the churning. She finished breakfast
rather before me one morning, and slip-
ping nwsi from the tablo, she filled the
churn with cream, and set it down where
I could not help secing what was want-
ing. Bol took hold readily enough,
and churned till the butter came. She
didn’t thank me but looked so nice snd
sweet ahout it that I felt well paid.
Well, when the next churning came
along, she did the same thing, and I
was regularly set for it every time ; not
a word said, you know, of course. Well,
by-and-by this began to be rather irk-
some; 1 wanted her just to ask me, but
this she never did, snd I wouldn’t say
anything to save my life. 8o on we
went, At last I made a resolve that I
wouldn’t churn another time unless she
asked me. Churning day came, and
when my breakfast—she always got
good breakfasts—when that was swal-
lowed, there stood the churn. I gotup,
and standing a few minutes, just to give
her a chance, I put on my hat and walk-
ed out of doors. T stopped in the yard
to give her time to call me, but never a
word said she, and so, with palpitating
heart, I moved on. I went down town,
and my foot was as restless as Noal’s
dove, I felt as if I had done a wrong;
I did not feel exactly how, but there was
un indeseribable sensation of something
resting on me.

It seemed ns if dinner time would
never come, aud as for going home one
minute before dinner hour, I would as
soon hive cut my ears off. So I went
fretting and moping about till the din-
ner hour came. Home I then went,
feeling very much like a criminal must
when the jury is out baving in their his
destiny—life or death. I couldn’s
make up my mind how ehe would meet
me, but I expected some kind of a
storm.  Will you believe me—she even
ter dinner thith ouomile—npver had bet-
stood the churn just where I left it.
Not a word was said, I felt confound-
edly cut, and every mouthful of that
dinner felt as if it would choke me.
She didn’t pay any regard to it howew-
cr, but went on just the same as if
nothing had happened. Before dinner
was over I hml aeain resolved, and
marched to the churu, and went at it in
the old way. Splash, dip, rattle—I
kept it up. As in spite, the bufter
never seemed so long in coming ; I sup-

osed the cream, from etanding so long
Eud got warm, and 80 I redoubled my
cfforts, Obstinate matter, the after-
noon wore off while I wus churning, I
paused at last from real exhaustion,
when she spoke for the first time.
“Come, Tom, my dear, you have rat-
tled that buttermilk long enough, it is
for fun you are doing 1t'*” kuew
how it was in aflash. She had brought
tho butter in the forenoon, and had left
the buttermilk in for me to exercise
with! I never set up for myeelf in
household matters after that memorable
day.

¢‘Mapanm,” gaid a traveller toa testy
old landlady, *“if I see proper to help
myself to this milk, is there any impro-
priety in it 1"

“1 don’t know what you mean; but
if you mean to insinuate that there’s
anything nasty in that milk, I’ll give
you to nnderstand that you’ve struck the
wrong house. There ain’t a first hair
in that milk, for as soon a8 Dorothy Ann
told me that the cat was drowned in it,
I went and strained it over.”

The horrified yong mon declined par-
taking of the cat-flavored milk,

Tomaro ViNes.—Clip them as you
would raspberry or blackberry canes.
They need cutting back to insure good
fruit, pienty of it, and of fine flavor.
Clip them one or two leaves above the
fruit, and continue to keep down, ss
they are rank growers—and will give
iou more vines than fruit if you with-
old the knife. Of course you have
trained them.

Tux great bulk of men blindly fol-
low any impulse which is communicated
to them by minds of superior intelli-
gence, or the force of individual inter-
est, and reslly original thinkers, the
lights of their own, the rulers of . the
uext nge, almost invariable exert their
powers in direct opposition to the pre-

border, closely pursued by the wronged

husbands.

vailing evils with which they are sur-
rounded,— Si» @rehibald Alison,



