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POETRY.
A MORNING SONG,

1 wake this morn, and all my life
Is freahly mine to live; .
The future with sweet promise rife,
And crowns of joy to give. N

New words to speak, new thoughts to hear,
New love to give and take;

Perchance new burdens I may bear,
For love’s own sweetest sake.

New hopes to open in the sun,
New: efforts worth the will,
Or tasks with yesterday begun

More bravely to fulfil.

Fresh seeds for all the time to be,
Are in my hand to sow,

Whereby, for others and for me, |
Undreamed-of fruit may grow.

In each white daisy 'mid the grass
That turns my foot aside,-

In each uncurling fern I pass,
Some sweetest joy may hide.

And if, when eventide shall fall
In shades across my way,

It seems that nought my thoughts recall
But life of every day :

Yet if eaoh step in shine or shower
Be where Thy footstep trod,

Then blessed be every happy hour
That leads us nearer God.

— Chamber's Journal.

e
MISCELLANY.

A Healthy Village.

Dr. Frank Richardson writes to the
London Times from Harbottle, Mor-
th ;. ‘“The.interesting letters which
ave appeared in your columns during
the last week or two upon the mode of
committing ‘Earth to th’ tempt me
to send you the lollowing instance of a
distriot in which that unpleadant pro-
cess 18 postponed in a singularly unu-
sual manper. The large parish of Al-
winton-with-Holystohe is situated upon
the southern slopes '.of the Oheviots,
includes the upper vale of the Coquet,
and ‘extends about. twenty miles”in
length and several in breadth, compris-
ing 44,472 acrés. Its population has
decreased fiom 1,396 at the census of
1861'to 1,272 at that of 1874, The oo-
cupations of its inhabitants are almost
equally.divided between the tending of
sheep and the ocultivation of cereals
upon lands which rest in nearly similar
R Dabtas Moyes '
hyry.
Gosurred in this

in large
et o & T pas! dagh,

this low. déath ‘rate? The

_and’ very young, lmoniiwhom
rtionally the mortality is highest,
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o0 | Bearstrack. f
‘the ect. I may be driven to it at

BY PAUL PLUME,

They say that Bearstrack used to be
a merry old place in former times ; but
however pleasant tradition may hand
down those by-&lone times, I know that
for a long time there was ever a skeleton
at its domestic fireside.

Martin Timberlake, who for years
dispensed hospitality with lavish hand,
was & gentleman of the olden school, a
man full of honor, and with. that nice
sense of propriety that makes a liberal
culture and generous mind.

No man in the land more sincerely
deprecated the civil strife which de-

asters of his country affect his mind,
that he sickened and died in the first
year of the war,

He had two sons. ~ Horace,; by his
first wife, was a man of forty years
with dark complexion, and a silent ani
thoughtful mien. Morris, the son of
his second partner, was a light-haired,
blue—ez:d man of thirty, with so joy-
ous a temperament that ile never knew
a sad hour, Horace would have chosen
medicine as his vocation, and Morris
would have espoused the bar ; but Mr,
Timberlake, who was possessed of large
means, never would permit his boys to
leave his roof to engage in any business
80 long as he lived. .

There was no lack of servants in those
days, and as every guest was usually
provided with one, the old mansion
generally resembled an huge inn. It
may have been that Martin Timberlake,
amid all the eonfusion incident upon a
house full of guests, found relief fro!g
the thoughts which preyed upon hi
gpirit. Some men in his conditioh
would have drowned the pasi in deep
beakers, but he never joined the nightly
revele of his friends, though he fur-
nished them an unlimited quantity of
good wine, and bade them be happy 1n
their own way.

The kind oi spirits that he enter-
tained scarcely waited for the invita-
tion, for they came o1 a race of deep
drinkers and hard riders ; and in later

| days they marched to meet death with

an unblanched face and obstinate
oourage worthy of a better cause.

The disposition of Horace Timber-
lake kept him aloof from the social
gatherings in his father’shall. His in-
clinations rather led him to shun than
court the humor of the men assembled
there, But Morris could sit it out with
the stoutest, and his laugh never failed,
nor his spirts fl , 80 long as the
wine was flowing. e, therefore, was
the most ular of the two brothers.

Horace loved a lady who resided in a
Southern city, while Morris was be-
trothed to one whose home was where
the roses had but a brief life, and cold
winds early stripped the leaves from
the creaking trees. Is it a wonder,
then, that these brothers took opposite
paths in later days ?

Mr. Timberlake was among those
who had early discovered the little war
cloud, at first scarcely larger than a
man’s hand, and his heart failéd him
when he contemplated things that were
to be. When hot and angry discussion
was runnihg rife, his health began to
fail so rapidly that it w;:’l marvel to
observe the change in-his appearance.
Then followed the crash which for a
time hurried matters into a chaos, The
lurid flame ran reddening through the
land, and Martin Timberlake counnsel-
ing his boys:not to be carried away by
the public clamor, sat down to await
the issne.

Martin Timberlake never lived to see
the end. He died imploring his sons
to have nothing to do with this fratri-
cidal strife. Did they obey him? I
trow not, for matters waxed sv hot in
their locality that men had" to show
their hands without any discrimination.

The brothers were sitting together
one day, when Horace opened the con-
versation.

“Morris,” he said, ‘‘we shall not be
able to nmunh'th ;eut;a_l much :“ e
Our poor s dying requ
been obeyed by us both as long as we
could save ourselves from the whirl-

0ol. We shall. be drawn into it ere

ong. Whatthink you ; speak, brother ?

You know my sentiments in regard to
the fatsl step our countrymen hayve
taken, and yet it may have been im-
possible to avoid it.”

“‘Say not so, Horace, I never can be-
 lieve it ;; every evil that is now u us

inging . from t.hlol . hasty loh:;:d ogf
emagogues might have been av
Bad counsel from first to last has been
at the root.of all this. For my part I
will wa"ddthooamin aDy manner
whatever.” :

A smile just discernible l.g};opund
about the-eorners of the elder brother’s
mouth, :

“Alice. Waring lives in the North,
Mo ia M h. H :

The blood monnted fo the face of the

, 88 be replied :
% Mollie Hunter is a bom
Southern woman.”

Horace nodded his head as he spoke :

«There’s the trouble, Morris. She
writes met that she would rather see
sme in the camp than idling my days at

> is very vehement on

kno

punder m

of freedom.”’ W

“That sounds well, Morris ; but it
was writtem by one out of the sound of
hostile cannon, The case is different
here; all our women are for war, san-
gui and vigorous, and I fear the
man who refuses to take his musket
stands small chance of favorin the eyes
of the women of the South. I can per-
ceive plainly that I shall have te choose

worse,”’

“‘As much as I love Alice Waring,”
replied Morris, “I would give her u
the momeat I were compelled to su
an alternative.” He spoke with unusual

vastated one portion of the country and | Warmth, as he gazed into his brother’s
paralyzed e other, than artin | ©Yes.
Timberlake. So deeply -did the dis-| , The answer came slowly and sadly

from Horace Timberlake’s lips.

“I cannot do it,” he said. ‘‘God help
me if I err, but when I make the choice
it will be Mollie Hunter agaisnt the
universe,”

. The ,hand of Morris Timberlake
moved till it clasped his brother’s in a
strong, tremulous grasp.

““Come what may, we shall always
love each other. Is 1t not so, Horace ?”
he asked.

““Aye, Morris,” exclaimed his brother,
‘‘by the grave of him who sleeps under
yonder willows, I swear that I will
never wayer in my love for you, though
Ihad to a‘ink the whele Confederacy

wt.l,

The following morning Morris Tim-
berlake waited in the breakfast-room
for his brother to descend, but finding
him unsually late, he went up to his
chamber. It was tenantless, A letter
lay on his table, he sanatched ‘it up
hurriedly, and found it was in Horace’s
handwriting, and addressed to himself,
It ran“thus :

"Dea® BroTHER: I cannot find it in
my heart to bid you good-bye, save by
letter. Heaven . grant we may soon
meet again in days as peaceful asthe
past. Look in my drawer and you will
discover some money : 1 have divided
fairly with you. Pack up and hun?
North, if you can get there. Don’t
waste any time unnecessarily, for you
may experience great difficulties in
leaving. Let the old place take care of
itself, our people will hang around it
and provide for themselves as long as
they are able. Remember my parting
;;llvice. Hurry away as soon as possi-

e.

In haste, your affectionate brother

HeoRracE.

A week later, a horseman could have
been seen working his way cautiously
to the union lines. It was no easy
matter to avoid suspicion, bur fortune
favored him, and after many perilous
adventures he stood in the presence of
the Federal nr:hy

Taken to headquarters, he declined
to answer the interrogatories demanded
of him ; he was committed to the guard-
house. There he remained some time
when he was -unconditionally released
with a pass North. Heavy fighting had
occurred up to this time, and by chance
he got possession of a Bouthern paper
which found its way across the
lines, and saw his brother Horace's
name mentioned as an officer in a Con-
federate regiment. This was the last
intelligence he ever had of him, al-
though on a certain day mid battle and
smoke, he could have almost shaken
hands with him, and he knew it not,

The sun was slanting along the roofs
of a frontier town in Maine, when a
traveler, dusty, and evidently fatigued
was toiling up a green declivity toward
aneat house literally embowered in
roses, which climbed up from the porch
to the second-story windows. The resi-
dence stood a short distance without
the thriving town of P—— -

halted & moment, and ;{;led back
thoughtfully at the city which lay in
sighis there that day, sach sights s be
ights e that day, such sights as he
never. expected to have witnessed.
There was unity of feeling, of p
and of action. The streets were full of
armed men, bands were playing, and
loud and long huzzas e air, as
heavy bodies of armed men hurriedl
entered the long train of cars w
were waiting to receive them and bear
them away. He read on their stern and
ocom faces the which
nerved their hearts, and even trom the
lips of the children who were held u
for a parting kiss to many bronus
faces, he listened to catoh the meaning
of what he saw, and he heard it, ‘“To
save the m:iar::t 13,’“" Morris Timber-
lake never fo e expression.
Stri onward, his heart fluttered
at the sight of a white dress by the
gate.| Thrice had the prairie
'roses bloomed in crimson luxuriance

would have known it on the i tif
he had met it at the uttermost bounds

nﬁ“ surprise, “Morris!” and
the nse; ‘““Alice I” and then some
tears fell from bright, brown eyes ; but
they ‘wére tears of m.neu. That
&t, beneath & N rn sky, Alice

upon the arm of s son
of the Bouth, a

knew that-his heart

was as loyal as in days gone
Itis not my purpose to d
pleasant hours Morris - Timberlake
in the presence of the one he
oved the best. His cup of iness
had one bitter in it ) {elt,
sooner or later, mstances might
compel him t0 appear om a different
Mr. Waring had furnished two sons,

et | then absent with the artay, and Alice,

le even to , Wa8
m:&nhhumunnd

mow ou
decided in her l.ma.n.
"!&y country first,” she one day said

to Morris, in answer t0" some- love ap-

pﬁ.brﬂlylodumhu guiet but de-

between a suit of gray and something

Morris Timberlake, for it was he, '

since he looked upon that form ; yet he | sing

of the earth. 'A moment more, and the | was
exclamstion of

mnil the .

look, He never ocould have believed it
socdble for Northern girls to have such
epth of feeling. .
ey were walking in the garden and
conversing about the war ; Alice stoo
down and nervously twisted a flower
from its stem.”
“Won’t you put itin my button-
{ml; ?” arked Morris, with a pleading
ook,

The little hand moved irrésolutely for
8 moment, then it was laid upon her
lover’s shoulder, and two brown eyes
looked earnestly in his own as she
answered :

“The day you march away under
yonder flag (pointing to where the
banners were flying over the city), I
will pin a rose upon your uniform,
thongh my heart may break when I re-
flect I may be sending you to your
death. Aye, though for the rest o{m
days I may wear widow's weeds, I wi
joy over my own misery to know that I
loved one true enough te sacrifice
to duty,”

Morris Timberlake saw that her face
was very pale, but her voice was steady
and her words decided, He caught her
by the hand, and without uttering a
word, they walked back to the house,
each engrossed with the thought upper-
most in their hearts,

Month:dpused away, the ripened
grain h been garnered, and the
chocks were full of yellow corn. 'The
robin’s notes were heard less frequently
and crimson and golden leaves ocom-
menoced to flutter in the autumn air. Jf
a change was pussing over the face of
n;tuxe. m:g no less t{go ofdtho moral
change was working deep upon
the mind of Morris Timberlake. Bol:o-
thing ef his brother's gravity was now
discernible in his oconversation and
mien. 'The hour for action came at
last ; there was no mistaking the-mo-
tives which now moved him to the
course he pursued. It could not be at-
tribauted to sudden impulse or the h
of pleasing Alice Waring, else he wo!
have put it into execttion long before.
Rather place it among the results of
careful investigation and mature de-
liberation regarding his country’s trou-
bles. When he shouldered his musket
and marched away with his i z
he did not share the ceaseless of
tﬁis :laomndeah, if ther:vuno uzza on
is lips, ueither was there any :
but his conviction of duty was mpc
as strong as the most boisterous of
those rollicking soldiers.

And Alice Waring pinned a rose upon
his breast and kissed him good-bye.

How anxiously during the long winter
night Alice Waring would sit by the
lhea.rt.h and ponder upon her wsoldier

over,
would tremble when she read the news
from the ‘‘front.”

Ohristmas was coming apace; al-
ready the green wreaths were bei
woven to decorate the sanct
commemoration of the advent of the
Blessed Redeemer ; and while some
hands were engaged in beautifying the
temple of the Most High, others were
remorselessly slaying their kith and kin
in blood-red vengeance.

It is not yet time to have quite for-
otten that thirteenth day of December,
862, at Fredericksburg. How msny a

chair it left vacant in our broad land.

How ma:ay a grief-stricken heart ached

and ach ill God in his graciousness

sent the Angel of Peace to still its
i forever.

Where the fight was thickest the men
oould scarcely breathe for the sul-

Brothors ; bt thoy battied on Siflerent

sides of the question—and yet they
fought well,

And when the feeble and
the rattle of m there was
s hush in the very, air, for the Angel

of Death was over the socene.
By-and-by they came to ocollect the

wounded and bury those past relief,

and they found Horace and Morris

Timberlake within an arm’s of

each other, near enough to have

on each other’s neck and embraced—

i

‘had they been living men.

Paid by a Song.
Farinelli had oerdered s

costume, and when the tailor
it home, the artist demanded his
“T have not made one,” answered
tailor. ‘“But why not ?” asked F

nelli, ¢ said the trem
tailor, “I have a desire for m
in but one form. I know
{ inestimable
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“ﬂ its head, after the manner of

And how nervously her hand | gmgll

in |7

Eve:{body is aware that sentiment-
ality, slate ils, and pickles go hand
in hand with the modern school girl.

She is as completely saturated with the
first as David Oo eld was with love
for Dora ; she eves that friendshi
is a plant of immortal verdure, tho
her own limited ence ought to
teach her that it is of desdiduous growtzi

she keeps a volume of au
persons remarkable for but
their insignificance and bad writ-

ing; her scrap-book is a mosaic of
moral ocomic songs, love-sick
rhymes, and deéaloomanie ; her d.n‘r.yl
is not so much a record of her individ

emotions as a reflection from the inner
life of her favorite heroines in romance;
she eats sweetmeats, and digests sensa-
tional novels ; her ideal is s black-
browed lover at whom society shakes

Rochester
while Lucy Snow’s Panl Emanunel seems

self | o her a very apolofty fora hero, at

whom she would not vouchsafe a second
glance. In composition she is prone to
indulge in the melancholio style, and if
sentimentality is her god, Mrs. Hemans
and L. E. L., are the hets whom
she moet affects. her letters to
her comrades and those she writes
home, and yeu would guess that
&oumg ‘udhdfnnod .:;1 beth ;
e one is all extra poetry,
while the other il:; to be a meagre
statement of progress, a financial com-
plaint. with suggestions toward a dress
reform ; for our y(nm1I girl has her
practical side as well as her sentimental
and puts no faith in beauty nunadorned.
She pours out her soul to her bosom
friend ; but entertaining an idea that
older folk have no pathy with the
and ons of youth, and
absorbed in the sordid cares
of life, with small interest in the play
of the finer emotions, her nearest kin
are often left in utter ignorance of her
iar faculty for i And per-
aps this is not as unnat: as it seems,
sinve oo
oonfidences ; the bosom f{riend gives
measure for measure, but are there not
often of reserve existing between
the ool girl and her mother or
grown-up friends in the matier of the
emotions? . -
Perhaps we would not have our school
B o the Hates Wt ey pd
on o .
the too early lessons in flirtation which
she practioes, and the r:‘peot for dress
which she develops. Only a few gene-
rations back our mothers sent us to
-school in oool gi
linsey-woo

Warm
simplicity ;
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must be invited by | takes

The fare thing.—A horse car ticket.
A winter suit—The eclose of thé
oanals, -

M

Woman hood—a bonnet. Man hood *
A poor relation—Telling an anecdote
y.
Better run in old clothes than run
in debt. . g

Why is a man who lets houses hhly
to have a good many cousins ? Because
he has ten-ants, )

It seems as if it would make ‘com-
positors howl to discover that there is
only one em in a poem..

Four toddies down a man’s throat
these cold days won’t warm him up half
8o much as a single hot puneh on the
nose.,

80 many women leave their manners {
at home when thﬁ“go out, it is A
wonder that their children do not {
pick up some, : . :

Ry Leuby - . ft'
3,

pcmnnlh:thblnndonmn

Tom Hood, at Lord Mayor’s dinner, |
onoe leaned back at about the middle ¢
of the feast, and requested the waiter R
te bring him the rest in money. . 3

It is base to filch a purse, ing o
embonlo.mﬂllon;bztit{lwbo-
z&n(llmmnx‘eqtot;bgnﬁ crown. The

essens )

Sohiller, T ”

“J. Gray—Pack with my box five R\
dozen quills.” There is nothing re- . :
markable about this sentence that

:* “How long are you

to stand before that glass : *“Said he :

“UntilI see how my ulster hangs. e

But'that’s just the way ; a woman never e

any interest in her husband’s i

dress after she’s been married a year.” B
The destruction of the forests in

Southern Indiana has spprosched sueh

atene: The ‘Teciias o

a o ent e

have to travel fo topo miles every

time they catoh a in order

to find a tree high enough to hang him

on,
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