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unattached legs, a whole room-full dancing
by themselves; there they were, twisting
and twirling about, in the various difficult
complieations of the “toe and heel,”” ““dou-

~ CHOIGE LITERATURE,
The Morning Pream..

[We take the following from the “Bans-
by Papers,” a volume by John Broagham,
just published by Derby & Jaekson, a plea
sant story ta'give varigty to our pages.]

The d af the night, there's no reason to rue,

Bat the | morning, i3 sure to come
e '_lﬂl.. -

the buckle;”” she shut ber eyes in Lorror,
aud was sensible of nothing but a gloomy

-red. There’s ne knowing to what
lengths her terrible faucies might bave
gone, had they not beem d
wreaths of vapor, by a |
the mischievous -Br_ldﬁ.
ber eyes in astonishment.
Ycs, there was ber cousi

-

Oup Sarviva.

j o bright-eyed, mer-

Peggy

assheawake?
3110 ins i'.-' =.f

il ever mantled
little female.

¢ Poor Mark!' she cried, and then burst
forth again into ringing laughter, which
dimplcg ber crimson cheeks—what shall
I say?—like a fine healthy-looking cork-
red potatoe, an Irish simile, I must say; but
had you seen Bridget. and were acquainted
with the features of the afforesaid esculent,
['m pretty certain you would acknowledge
its aptness.

‘What in the name of gracious are- you

hat? as wiil wight the sum-
mer's sun be blamed for warming the sweet
flowers into life. Itis a natural ordination
that all who see you should love you.

Pretty Peggy has just completed her
eighteenth year; in the heedless gaiety of
youth, she has hitherto gambolled through
the road of life, without a grief, almost with-
out a thought. Oh! for the sunny days of
childbood, ere, wedded to experience, the
soul brings forth its progeny of cares.

She is in love!l Now,if she herself were
questioned about the matter, m sure she
would say it's no such thing; but I take up-
on myself to declare it to be true, and for
fear you should think that I make an as-
sertion which I cannot substantiate, per
mit me to relate the substance of a eonver-
sation which took place between Peg and
her scareely less pretty, but infinitely more
mischievous eousin, Bridget O Counor.—
They had just retaroed from one of those
gregarious merry-meetings, where some
spacious grapary, just cmptied of its con-
tents, gives glorious opportunity for the
gladsome hearts of the village, and “all the
country round” to meet and astonish the|
rats—asleck, well-fed rascals, dozing in their
holes—with uproarious fuo and revelry.

A sudden, and indeed, under the circum-
stances, extremely significant sigh from Peg,
startled Bridget from the little glass where
she was speculating a8 to how she looked,
for the last hour or two. I may as well|
say the scrutiny was perfectly satisfactory
—she had not danced all her curls out.

“Gracious we!” sho ecxclaimed, “Peg,
how you do sigh!’

“And no wonder,” rejoined Peggy, with
a slight squeeze of acid, “after having
danced down twenty couple twenty times,
I should like to know who would’nt?”’

“Ah!” bat that wasn't a tired sigh, Peg.
I know the difference; one need'nt dive as
low as the keart for them; a tired sigh comes

hope breaking on the darkmess of her
thought. _
¢Why, that you should take on so, when
I told you Mark had broken bhis leg,’ gai-
ly rephed Bridget.
‘Haso't he?'
‘Not half as much as your poor little
heart would have becn broken if he had,’
said the tormenter.
‘Bridget! Cousin!” said poor Peg, now
enduring much more pain from the sudden
revulsion of feeling, “you should not have
done this; you have erowded a whole life-
time of agony in those few moments past.’
‘Well, forgive me, dear Peggy. I de-
clare I didn’t know that you had the affee-
tionmso styong on you, or [ wouldn’t have
joked for the world, But now, confess,
doesn’t it serve you right, for not confiding |
in me, your natural born cousin? Did [ ev-
er keep a secret from you? Didn’t I telly
you all about Pat Finch, and Johony Ma-
gee, and Jack, the hurler, eh?’
““ But not one word about Edward Riley,
with whom you danced so often to-night,”’
observed Peg, with a very pardonable dash
of malice.
It was now Bridgel's turn to change col-
or, as she stammered out, “I—1I was going
to, not that I'care much about Zim; no, no,
Mark is the flower of the flock, and I've a
mighty great mind-to set my cap at him

myself. ”’
wnd }’ egey

d, & very s_t_na_l h_ut_g_peeu-

are sad Peg! [ >
“How you talk; why, what on earth

should make me sad?’ “Truth is scarce when liars are near,”

“ That's exactly what T want to know; | gaid Bridget. © But I say, Peg, does
now there's no use in trying to laugh, for| Mark know you love him so hard 7™
you ean't do it. Do you think 1 don’t| «¢Don’t be foolish; how should he?’
know the difference between a laugh and ¢Did you mever tell him P
that nasty deeeitful eroak?’ “What do you take me for?’

" Bridget!” exclaimed Peg, with a look| ¢jid he never tell you ¥
which she intended should be very severe ¢ W hat do you take him for ¥’ .
and very reproachful, “I'm sleepy.’ | “For a man, and moreover a conceited

“Well, then, kiss me, and go to bed,’ one; don’t you mean to let him know his
replied Bridget. “Ilc! ho!” thought she, good fortune ¥’
“there's something curious about Peg to- ¢Itisn't leap year, and if it was, 1’d rath-
lliﬂl’ll. I think what | lllillk, and if [ think er die than do such a thing,' said Peggy!
right, I'm no woman if I don’t find out bc-{i ¢ Come,I'll bet you a new cap,that I mean
fore 1 alcep." t'rnf{ily she uhunged the | to wear at your wedding, you will let him
conversation, abused the women’s dresses, ] know the state of your fee]ingg, and that be.
and eriticised their complexions, especially | fore a week is over your head,” provoking-
the pretty ones. At last, when she h‘*dily replied Bridget.

. e ’ X

(‘I'll!lpll.’tl'ly lulled the commotion of k egs l)cggy said noth]ng. Prudent Peg.
thoughts into a calm, she suddenly eried ‘Is it a bet?

ont: “Oh! Peg, I forgot to tell you, that ¢ Yes, yes, anything, but go to sleep, or
onc of the !Ili.‘"i we danced with bhad his ]l‘g we shan’t get a wink tg.nigbt.’
broke ('Hlllilil_’ home to Digll!:' | ‘True for you, cousin' for it's fto-mor-

Peggy, surprised into an emotion she ;) already !  Look at the daybreak, how
found 1t illlll ysible to CI‘JIIL‘E‘&L], started up, it has frigztencd our candle’ until it’s al-
pale a8 snow, and ;_r::.«ped out; \mgst as pale as your cheek/

“Who was it—who!"’ ¢Good night, Bridget.’

[Ta! ba! thought the other, the fox is| ¢Good night, dear Peg, don’t forget to
some whesze about—now to beat the cover. ! remember your dreams. Recollect it’s mor-

“Did you hear me ask you who?” eaid ning, now, and whatever we dream, s sure
Peg anxiously to come true.*

2 | i“tl. t](‘.:ll‘,' l‘(‘pli'_‘l_l Bridget, “bl." I'm! Bcfore Ebe slepl’ Bridget formed a pro.
trying to reeolleet. “I thiok,” and *‘hc|ject in her mind to ensure the winning
looked hh,‘tl!“])’ into I'l‘gg}"ﬁ eyes, “1 think of her: bet. What it was, will be time
it was Ned Riley.” Pegdidn’teven wink. enough to find out by-and-by.

She doesn't care about him, and I'm sor- |
ry for that, thought Bridget, thereby mak- Very early in the day, Mark Brady and
ing ao acknowlegement to herself, which| Ned ealled to enquire after the health of
the sagacious reader will no doubt interpret | their respective partners. It so happened

ih ' il # s ' . 4 = Lo D _
satisfied smile, as she replied : “Try, Miss
Bridget, and 1 wish you success.”

ble shufile,” “ladies’ delight,” and “‘cover’

like|
a bearty laugl from
openec |-

laughing at?’ exclaimed Peggy, a gleam of |

lru':_)‘.

“No, it wasn't Ned,” she continued,
“now | think of it it was-=it was—a''—

“Who! who?" eried Peggy, now sensibly
agitated, ‘“do tell me, there’s a dear.’

Not she, not a bit of it, but lingered
with feminine ingenuity, now making as
though she recollected the name, and then
with a shake of her head, pretending to
dive back into wemory, just as the inquis-
itors of old used to slaken the torture, to
epable the recipient to enjoy another dose,

¢« Now I baveit,! said sho “no I haven’t;
I do believe I've forgotien who it was, but
this | know, it was the pleasantest-mannered
and nicest young fellow in the whole heap.

‘Then it must have been Mark!' ex-
claimed Peg, throwing prudence overboard,
and fixing ber large, eloquent elyes full on
Bridget's mouth, as if her everlasting fate
depended upon the little monosyllables
about to issue from it,

‘It was Mark! that was the name!’

Pegey gave a gasp, while Bridget went
on, with a triamphant twinkle in her wick.
ed little eye which did not show over-favor-
ably of her humaaity.

‘Mark Brady!” dwelling on the name
with slow, distinet emphasis, which made
lwggy’ll heart jump at each word as though
she bad received an elcetrie shoek,

Phantoms of crutches and of wooden legs
came crowding on her imagination, con-
trastingthemselves with curiousagility with
which poor Mark had “beat the foor” in
the merry jig, until he made it echn to ev-
ry note of the pipes. Then rose up vague
spectres of sanguinary-minded surgeons,
with strapge butcherly instruments; then
che saw nothing but fragmentary Marks

| that Bridget received them ; and very quick-

by, for she was one of those tyrants in love
who make their captives feel their chains,
on some frivolous pretence or another dis-
missed her swain ond began to develop her
plet with Mark.

Now, Mark, I may as well tell you now
asat any other time, was a very favorable
specimen of a class I regret to say, not
over numerous in Ireland; a well to-do
farmer, his rent always ready, his crops
carefully gathered, and a trifle put by year-
ly, =o that he enjoyed that most enviable
condition in life, ‘a modest competence.’—
As to his personal appearance, there’s
scarcely am occasion to describe that, for,
with the exception of onme individnal, I
dont suppose be has a feature or character-
istic which would be considered at all un-
common or interesting. Suffice it to say,
Mark was a man! A volume of eulogy
could not say more.

And, moreover, Mark did love pretty
Peggy May; with a whole-hearted, manly,
and unselfish love, he loved her. I tell
you this, dear reader, in order that you
may wot waste time in speculating on the
subject of Mark’s thoughts, as he sat silent
and fidgety, a passive victim to the
mischievous Bridget, who, shrewd little
puss, knew every turn of his mind as
though imprinted op his face; and for the
matter of that, so they were, in nature's
own characters, type most readable.

Mark was apparently very busy, sketch-
ing imaginary somethings on the floor
with his blackthorn stick, and scemingly
unconseious of Bridget's presence, when
she suddenly interrmpted his revery by
saying;

_— -

¢ A penny for your thoughts, Mr. Brady!’
| “Eh! what!” he replicd, blushing "till it
fairly stung his cheek like a million of
_meedles. ‘A penny, is it, Miss? faith, an’
* it's dear they'd be at that same.’
¢ And what might you be thinking of,|
~ may I ask, Mr. Mark? said Bridget, ac-
- companying the question with one of h
very sweetest smiles. e b 1R
¢ Jost nothing at all, Miss,” replied M
¢ Nothing!" then they would be ¢
and that’s trune Mark; but sapposi
she continued, archly; ‘I o
. ing it'happene

.

Mark felt as though he had been detect-| ' Civil to-
ed in some fault, asg]:a replied, sketching qetBTﬁ dipet hidaueied
away on the floor faster thau ever, :But s o N . R
what if T hadn't a swectheart tothink of, | o P10 10 change the conversation, ssid,
Miss O'Conner.” It wasa miserable a®-
tempt at prevarication, and bhe felt that it
was, -

‘Why, then, should I say, as you're not
blind, it’s mwighty lucky you don’t carry
such a thing as a heart about you. 1'd be
ashamed if I were you, rising twenty years
old and neither crooked nor ugly; it’s dis-
graceful to hear you say so—a pretty ex-
ample to set to the boys !’ i

“True for you, and so it is,” said Mark, |
‘and more betoken, it’s a much greater
shame for me to tell any lies about the mat-
ter; I have asweetheart, though she doesn’t
know it ; ay, and have had one for this nigh
hand a twelvemonth.’ i
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“Oh ! Iforgot, we were to tell each other’s
dreams tliis morning. Peg, you begin, what
didyou dream about?’

‘Nothing, Bridget, I didn’ sleep.’

‘ Then you eouldn’t have dreamed,” sagely
responded the other, ¢ but I did.’

*What ?’

‘I dreamed thatI had a beautiful new
gown given to me, and by whom do you
think ?’

‘1 don’t know ; Ned Riley, may-be.’

‘ Ned Riley, indeed,” replied Bridget with
asneer; ‘nota bitofit. Byafiner man than
ever stood in /iy shoes. Who but Mark
BI‘:‘LJ.T ?_’

Peg’s heart sank within her.

“This wasn’t all I dreamed,” and she fixed
her wild eyes full on Peg, in a way that made
“Qualy to think,” replied Bridget, cast-|hers fall ius..tan’tly, ‘I dreamed that I was
ing down her eyes, and effecting to conceal | “":':Fegit“ é‘;f’“ hispered P
some sudden emotion, ‘and for a twelve- | et Tl s 04

y 1 1 ¢ To Mark ?
mo]t]'tt}'l nigh hand! Ob, dear!T don’t feel | Peggy dido’t utter another syllable : didn’t
well <

: . even look up, but sat motionless and pale, ve-
Mark was puzzled, in point of fact,em- ry pale. Bridget eouldn’t understand her

barrassed. There was something in Brid- | seeming apathy ; a more acute observer would

ge{,’s mapoer he couldn’t undcrstaud; he | h-a\'e bll.t contrasted _lti YVlth the inte'nse emo-

2 mistnkecsomgwhere but when she, pre- jwhit lessened as Bridget continued, with
: ) ! F. " | marked expression :

tending to be overcome, flung herself in- P

; : | “Idreamed all thatythis blessed morning,
to his arms, the truth burs-t upon him at| 3nd morning dreams, you know, always come
ounce. He was in a precious dilemma; | frue.”

Bridget was in love with him, and be felt! Peggy, still silent, seemed to be wholly oc-
downright ashamed of himself for being so cupied of a faded flower which she had taken
fascinating. What was he to do, or how | from herhbosom, llng?rlngfuzer llts destrue-
to extricate himself, he couldn’t tell, as she, | 2??ha:a::h0{?r%1:'£e%?f$hgn Biird ‘::l:u ﬁee’::
ca.f;(tlmg fa1 fascinating glance right at him, ly started up, exclaiming, * Here comes
said softly:

) Mark, I declare.
‘Dear Mark, those good-looking eyes of, A painful spasm shot through Peggy’s

yours told of your love long, long before | frame, yet she did not stir from her seat;
your lazy tongue.’ | the only _evldence that shg heard Bndget:'s

‘Love’ interupted Mark, endeavouring| exclamation was that her lips grew as pallid
to put in a demurrer. | as her cheek.

‘To be sure,’ said she, ‘I saw it, I knew |
it very well;’ she continued, sceing he was
apout to-sprak  fWhen_do yay R
ta L '
are in her hands.’
Bridget was.

‘Pounds! Aunty! yes, to be s
plied Mark, perfectly bewildere
thought Ned Riley was—’

‘Peggy’s sweetheart—well,
that,” interrapted Bridget, i

‘ But, law, what am I thinking about? I
ust go and tidy my hair.’
And away flew Bridget at;:‘fo to

WHEOCE 8 a

Naughty gixl! to listen te ‘transp

Mark, who, since, his conversation with
_ ! Bridget, had seriously contemplated suicide,
* | but was puzzled aboat the best mode of ma-
i king away with himself, had coms to the
conclusion that to enter the army as a com-

1 knew | mon soldier would be the least eriminal, al-
enjoyi g though certainly the most lingpring proccs ,
the consteruation that pai Mark’s | and 1t was to lacerate his feelings by a p
cheek a livid white. ¢ And are you to be so | ting interview with his dearly-loved I

: - ] ted the act of enlistme
jealous of Riley, she went on, ‘asnot to dance | ]tﬁ:[t,:rﬁ eh: (;:;n:;:;: ema 2 e
with me last night; I knew the reasom,| A jived atthe door, he hesitated a momer

but the jealonsy that springs from love is | then giving one big gulp, he lifted the latch
soon forgot, so I forgot yours.” and entered. There he saw Peggy herself,
‘Peggy ! his sweetheart? Riley’s?’ looking straight into the fire, never once tur-
‘To be sure, don’t you know they are| ning aside or raising her eyes, proof positive
oine to be married? to Mark, if he wanted it, that she cared noth-
g F );g 1 vacant] '1- d th Iv bewil ing forhim. Hesat down,and for several min-
d ;dol;la‘;"]::can y Rapas O ROTCLy Somwn- utf}s there dw:im a dead silenﬁg. fh‘I'nrlk f'hl?d
cr : fully intended to say something frightfa
¢Oh, yes' and now I want to tell you 5 cutt}':ng to his sweet{:eart, but ﬁs he gaze{i
pet plan of mine, if you don’t think me upon her white, sad face, his resentment
too bold, Mark, and that is, how nice and | vanished, and he felt moreinclined to implore
cosy it would be, if we could only all be than to condemn. He wanted to s?eak.-, but
married on the same day.’ \what to_say he had not the remotest idea.
: 3 v, | At last Peg broke the silence, by murmuring
This was too much for Mark; he couldn bl softly*as thongh it were but o thought, to
endure it any longer; he started up, push- ' which she had given involufitary expression—
ed his bat very far on his head, saying,in| <May you be bappy, Mark! May you be
what he intended to be a most severe tone : 1

bappy !’ 5
“Miss O'Conner, I don’t know what| * ﬁappy I echoed Mark, with a sharp em-
could have put such an idea into your head. | phasis, !hﬂﬁot?ﬂ“eﬁll };:&lnf“l’!t tl;}rougl; E?g'
Marry, indeed! I’ve enough to do to take | &Y Faith, it's well for you to be wishing

) ' | me happiness.’
eare of mysell. No, 1 e aorey to wou,nd< ¢ Ingged, indeed I do, Mark—I mean Mr,
your feelings, but I shall never marry !

b - : Brady,” meekly replied the poor girl.
“Oh ! yes, you will,” said Bridget, pla-

‘ Oh, that’s right! said Mark, bitterly,
cing her arm in his, which he disengaged, | ¢ Mr. Brady! It used to be Mark.’
saying bitterly :

! But never can again.” -,
¢¢Never ! never!

‘ You’re right { never !
‘Nonsense, 1’1l bet you will, and, if it :ﬁf::;;’o’:ﬁ:rpggfbfe
was only to humor me, Mark, on the very only by = sort of smot
same day that Peggy is!

¢ Bridget, I didn’t think I could hate a
woman as I'm beginning to hate you.’

¢ Better before marriage than after, Mr.
Mark. Come, I'll bet you a new Sunday
coat, against a calico gown, and that’s long
odds in your favor, that what 1’vé said will
come frue.’

¢ Nongense !

Is it a bet?’

¢Pooh! I’ll bet my life against'— _

¢ What it’s worth” Mr. Mark just noth-
ing at all.’ _

‘True for you, now, Bridget; true for
you,” and Mark suddenly quitted the house
in such real sorrow that it touched for a
moment even Bridget's heart; but only
for a moment. Pshaw! thought she, let
him fret; it will do him good, and make
the joy greater when he comes to know the
trath. A hunt would be nothing without
bedges and ditches. Proceeding to the
window, she uttered en exclamation of sur-
prise.

*Ha!as I live, here comes Peg herself.
She must meet Mark ; what fun! He sees
o her and stops short; what a quandary he’s

in. Shesees him! How the little fool
blushes ; now they meet. Mark doesn’t
take her hand. T wonder what he’s say-

ing. ‘It’s a fine day,’ T suppose, or some-
thing equally interesting; he passes on, and
Pl.:g looks @8 scared as if she had seen a
ost.”
¢ A sudden thought at this moment seemed
tq strike Bridget; she clapped her hands
- together and laughed a little, sharp laugh,
saying, ‘I'll doit, I will; I1} have a bit of
fun with Peg, too,” so she pretended to be
very busy at her spinning-wheel as Peggy
entered, and hanging up her cloak and bon-
| met, sat down without saying a word,

her room,
TY DO |:
n heiress;

L

sighed deeply.
g pause, broken

sound, which
might have been the windy'but wasn’t, Mark
started up exclaiming:

* T see my company,
but I shan’t troul
done to-mOITOW
ever.’ ity
“To-morrow ! 80 _8oon {% |
with a stifled seb.

*Yes! the soongl
now to you?’

. *Oh, notbing, ng
that is—I'm very

Poor Pegzy's
burying her fac o _
to tears, . rat Wy
Mark didn’t knou;ﬁﬁt to make ofit. She
must have liked me a little, thought he, or
why this grief? Well, it's all my own fault.
Why didn’t I tell her of my love, like a man ?
and not sneak about, d of the sound of
my own voice. U've lost ber, lost the only
thing that made life to me worth enduring,
and the sooner I relieve her of my presence

he better.’

: ?Mig; May! Peggy ! be said ,with an ef-

fort at calmness, ¢ this is the last time we may

meet on earth ; won’t you give me your hand
arting.

. Ppeggv gstratched out both hands, exclaim-

ing through her tears— Mark ! Mark! this

is, indeed, eruel !’ 3 3

*It is, I know it is !’ said Mark, brushing
away an obtrusive tear. *So, God bless you,
and good angels Tauh, ' u; and if you
ever cared for me — e

*If T ever cared for youl oh, Mark !’

Why ! did you?” inquired Mark.

¢ You were my only thought, my life, my
happiness!’ There was the same carious
sound from the chlylbﬂ' door, but the ino-
cent wind had again to bear the blame.—
Peggy continued—* Mark, would that you
had the same feeling for me!’

‘Ihad! I had !’ frantically he replied
« and more oh ! much more than I have words
tospeak. Why didn’t we know this sooner ¥’

¢ Ah ! why, indeed ?’ sadly replied Peggy,

“but it i late.”

separate us for-
replied i;eggy,

oy

i I}'-- its bOﬂndB;
8, she burst in-

—

B et
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There, go and-
you pair of noodles.” >

It 1s hardly neeessary tosay that Bridggt.’s
explanation brought about a pleasant under
standing betweén all parties, and it will be
only needful to add that a few weeks after-
wards there was a double wedding at the lit-
tle parish chapel. Oue of the brides wore a
bran new calico gown of such wonderful vg-
riety of color, and moreover a new cap of so
elaborate a style of decoration, that she was
the admiration aund, of necessity,the envy of
the entire female population.

Bridget had won both her wagers, there-
by establishing, just as infallible as all sach
matters can be established, the trath of the
old saying:

The dream of the morning is sure {o come
true,

': -‘ ‘-‘-‘ '- L J:t: "
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Young Men.

| Our own feet are but just stepping over on

| weapon he ordered Pat to shell out, and

--._.‘" . i
p YT S tarts 2
gigs i ars. DU g

greenhorn, beg,
The re-
quest was complied with, accompanied with
the most patronizing air. Oid Acres and
Roods was a knowing one. Eyeing the
Pistol, he asked Pat if he would sell it.

. ¢ Is it to sell the pistol? Sowl, an’ it’s
that same thing I'll be afther doin’.-—
What "ud you be afther givin’ for it 7"

“I'll give you the five dollar bill for it.”

“Done ; an’ dowe’s enough between two
gentiemen. Down with the dust,and here’s
the tool for you.”

The bargain was made by immediate
| transfer. The moment the farmer got the

pointiag the pistol, threatened to blow his
brains out if he refused.

Pat looked at him with a2 comical leer,

 the afternoon slope of manhood, yet we ven-
ture a thought or two to the young man whose |
| eye may possibly rest upon them. '
l That this is a day of progress, we are glad
|to believe. But the currents in the great!
tide, are not all forward. In the language

' of the venerable Dr. Watt, there never was a |
|day like this to live. Within the period of |
our vwn brief life, we can remember atime|
when there were but few of the educational |
advantages which so signally mark the histo-

ry of to-day. The small, weather-beaten

| structure on the hill-side, was the only alma |
mater of the masses. The writer never saw |
the walls of any other; and many a time in |
| later years, while attending gatherings in

more favored structures, and looking upon |
the fucilities for acquiring a thorough edu-|
cation—faeilities within the reach of all—the

and buttoning his breeches pockets, sung
out—

“ Blow away, ould boy ; divil take the
bit of powder's in it.”

We believe the old man wever told the

| a distance of about half a mile.

last part of the story but once, and that |
was by the purest accident.

-mmzz:ml
ORIGINAL PAPERS, |

For the Spirit of the Age. ‘

Where are the Sons of Temperance in |
North Carolina? Avise, my friends it is |
time to work. Why stand ye here all the
day idle. Can you sit with composure
and see your fellow man going the down- |

eye has flooded, and choking sobs struggled | Ward road to everlasting rnin—the road |
| upward from theswelling heart. We did not | that must and will soon land him ina!

' grudge the youth their advantages—no no; | drunkard's grave and leave behind him a |

Tha

bot how different in our own school days !
We remember the bare walls—no maps or
charts ; no blackboard or philosophical ap-
paratus ; no school books but the spelling-
book, arithmetic, and geography. Even gram-
mar was a sealed book to the writer, and to
this day, ke has never looked into its pages.
he bas not since, is his own fault ; but

at when once man
is in life’'s harness and face to face with its

to mend the gaps in his early education.

bounteous provision has been made for the
| benefit of oar youth, There is no excuse for
not acquiring education,for the better class of
| the common schools of thisday,aresuperior to
| so-called higher institutions of thirty years
since. A good education is not only within
reach, but also general intelligence,and even
refinement. Books, magazines, and newspa-
pers fill the whole land, And yet,in the midst
of all these advantages, is it nota truth that
a large number of our youth utterly neglect
them? The fact is apparent to the most
careless observer. One cannot mingle in the
{ publie or convivial assembly, or even travel
| the highway without meeting with the most
| painful evidences of ignorance and ill-breed-
'ing. The whole land reeks with their row-
|dyism. It assumes a thousand shades and
| grades, but always coarse and repulsive —
i The unassuming manner and courteous
|speech of the gentleman, makes room for
'the half-swaggering gait and slashing inso-
lence of the dramshop. A civil question is
not always civilly answered. ’i‘lhe young
'man talks coarsely of his own parents as the
“old man” and the *“ old woman.” Itises

teemed creditable to sneer at home and its
quiet and holyjinfluences, The aged are trea-
' ted with pert 1insolence, if not insult. Their

{old-fashioned habits and inanner of speech,

are made subjects of ridicule. It is deemed
creditable to spurn the old-fashioned virtues
which really shed so much luster upon our
common manhood, and keep up with the
fashions by trampling them under foot. An
observer has but to listen to the conversation
of a large class of our young men, to imbibe
gloomy thoughts of the future, and feel the

o dilfovencet dollye o

business realities, he is not apt to turn aside-

This is a day of privileges. The most!

suffering family.

There is one good thing every Son of |
Temperance can and ought to do; and|
that is, try and get all his friends to take
| the Spirit of the Age. It contains many
good things and costs but little. Who is
‘it that can’t spend the small sum of one

{;\gc ? I am sure there are but few who
cannot spare that much. Try it. You
‘know not the good it may do you. Sup-
pose you had a friend that was in the hab-
it of taking too much grog, and you were
to propose to him to take the Age, and af-
ter a while he was to see something that
' would cause him to become disgusted with
liquor, and forsake Lis evil way, and be a
good, sober, useful man; do you not sup- |
pose you would be compensated for that
little trouble 7 Yes, a hundred times over.
!I’erlmps there might be others comforted
'besides your friend. There might be a
| good affectionate wife and children. Oh!
‘how glad they would be ; they would ever
'thank God that you made such a proposal
jos that to their husband and father.
Fellow citizens, not only the Sons of
| Temperance, but every good citizen, it is

(time for you to work. Are there not some |
 of you who see daily the effects of drinking |
'spirituous liquors—do you not see wives |
‘and children suffering in consequence of |
(it 7 Young man, young ludy, it is time
for you te work. Now in the prime of
\youth, arise and lend a helping hand to
(this good cause. A word to the Boys:
'If you wish to prosper, if you wish to get
‘ialuug smooth in life, if you desire to be a
'good and useful man, a man of excellence
and honor, turn your back upon the spark-
!liug wine that is set before you, though
the brilliant fascinations of the bright sa-
loon fitted up may lure you and entice you
 to partake thereof, do not enter. Think of
 the evil that awaits it ; think of your home,

blood ereeping hotly over the cheek. These  YOUr parcnts, your own \]veli'ure, and turn
are the citizens of to morrow, the bone and | away from it whenever it is set before you.

muscle which is to sustain the institutions
which are so sacredly cherished. Asnd how
many a portentous seam and gaping chasm,
there is 1n their moral structures !

“ Good girls are scarce,” remarked an an-
tiquated bachelor friend of ours.
scarcer than good boys !” retorted an honest
spoken old matron. The mother spoke the
truth, Oar
privileges w
on the farm on in the shop, every young man
can become a gentleman and a nobleman.—

Iy,

fzrmed, he cannot be otherwise than gentle-
manly and noble. True manhood In the
heart, will leave its broad impress upon eve-
ry action in the intercourse of life.”

There is moral sublimity in the attitude
of a young man of integrity and moral worth
—a moral beauty which ever wins confidence
and esteem. We would instil pride into the
heart of every young man—not pride of dress
or empty display—but pride of character, of
our common country and the privileges we
enjoy. A mah cannot g> through life with-
out leaving footprints. IHis influence must
be either good or bad, and will widen like
the wavelets which circle away from the peb
ble tossed in the stream ,touching from heart
to heart long after the fountain has ceased to
beat. Let the young man feel himself an
important pillar, as he is, in the structore
ofsociety, Let him be proud to be ever truth-
ful, frank, and honest, adding to the common
weal i of wasting the life God has giv-
en him.

Young friend | aim for full developed man-
bhood. There will be a comfortable reflection
by and by—that you have not been mere
drift-wood upon the current, without aim or

life, made the world better for your living,

tion of others.— Republican, Jefferson, Wis.

“Not|

oung men are not up to the
f‘:ieh surround them. Whether |

We do not speak of mastering the set forms j smiles of a loving wife ; one who wishes

of fashionable life ; but when a man is man- |
upright, truthful, courteous, and well in-

use, but have given dignity and beauty to

and left a record which will be honorable to
lyom- own good name, and worthy the imita-

Remember that only once may be the
means of forfeiting forever the esteem of
society. Ounly once! and the glass may
fascinate. Only once! may be the means
of your being led to a drunkard’s grave,
unlamented and unloved by all.

Young and old men, I appeal to your
conscience§ ; you who have young, fasci-
nating, loving wives: how can you leave
home, leaving behind you the beautiful

you well and expects you to return with
the same cheerful smile, who comes to greet
'you at your return. Can you bear the
idea of so shocking her as to return under
the influence of liquor ?  Shun, then, the
wine cup ; say not to yourself only once ;
but rather gain the ascendency over your
appetite if you would have the esteem of
all your friends and be rendered happy.

Old men with hoary heads and furrowed
1bro'ws, is it a disgrace to a young man, a
dishonor for it to be said of him ““he is a
drunkard”—how much more so of you,
who have had years of experience to warn
you of the baleful effects of intemperance.
10! what ahost of mournful thoughts that
brief sentence awakens—-Intemperance !
It is that which eauses the unfortunate
victim to be destitute of a roof to shelter
his head from the storms of misfortune.—
"Tis that, which renders him destitute of a
fireside where he could bask in the genial
glow of social influencesand also that hover
around his pillow when he is racked with
pain and his brain thronged with delirous
faneies.

Who will stand by to soothe the dying
drunkard! Perhaps that good old mother
lmay stand around the bed side watching

every move and beating pulse while she is

hara £ ¢ Rk,

lost son ; and'when she tarns her back upon
that spot, she exelaims-—“farewell, my be-
loved son, farewell !”” © She feels that thev
areparted, never to meetagain. She knows
he is gone unprepared to meet his God.

Oh mother’s have not some of you a child
who is being led off, step by step, by some
evil companion ? If you have, check that
son ere he comes to fill a drunkard’s grave.
Now is the time. In his youth, yon may
impress upon him the rainous effect of in-
temperance ; but if you let him go on un-
til he reaches the years of manhood, it mey
then be too late; and he may blame yeu
for it, and say ““if my mother had told me
this, I would have done differcutly.”’—
Speak to your sons; let it have a good or
a bad effect, it is your duty; and then afl-
ter ydu tell them the consequences, if they
won't be advised, they can’t say you never
advised them better.

The last ! have to say to the readers of

 this advies, is—*‘prepare to meet thy God.”

You know not when the evil day will comne,
Pray God to help us “Remember now our
Creator in the days of our youth,while the
evil days come not, nor the years draw uich
when thou shalt say I have no pleasure iu
them.” 1If we are not prepared to wmect
the monster death, our lots must be east in
a land of woe and misgery, from whenee no
traveller has ever returned.  While, on the
other hand, if we are prepared to weet our
God, we shall be rejoicing while we are
wafted away by the wings of angels; and
as we are pressing onward and feel that we
shall soon be in the arms of Jesus, we shall
then b2 ready to exelaim, farewell, vain
world—““farewell, we are going home.”

M. H.

Halifax, N. C., July 22, 1856.
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For the Spirit of the Age.
8. Watson.

STy, fur - e —good—e-papor az tha | . Pio gabisat of the follawing sketch was

once an upright, intelligent, cnd bighly re-
pectable citizen of Guilford county, N. C.
In him was verified, to some extent, the
saying of Solomon ; ¢ he that is diligeat in
bis business shall stand before kings: Le
shall not stand before mean men’

At a very early age he married a beanti-
ful, lovely, and affectionate wife. And per-
haps a fairer couple never graced the hy-
meneal altar, or entered the arena of life
under brighter prospects of success than
they. :

Trained as he was to the business of far-
ming, he engaged with energy and delight
in cultivating the virgin sail. Ile mana-
ged bis busivess with skill and economy,
and everytbing seemed to prosper around
him. His ficlds waved with golden har-
vest—ripening fruits with autumn rich-
ness bent his orchard trees—while flocks
of shieep and herds of cattle were seen gani-
bolling in green pastures, or heard lowiny
around well farnished stalls. Everything
so far as the coceerns of this world extend
seemed to point to ‘contentment and case.’

His wife was like a fruitful vioe; Iyjs
children grew up like olive plants sround
his table. His daughters were fuir, intel-
lectual, and domestje. His house githin
was filled with beauty, order and loveliness,
while, all around, the scented herbs, and
budding flowers, watered amd dressed by
lilly-white hands, cast their fragrance on
the passers-by.

To the eye of the spectator this was cer-
tainly a bhappy home. The field, the gar-
den, and the house, was each arranged with
reference to convenience, beauty, and utili-
ty. And to cap the climax of the whole,
here were tae loved ones ‘taught to win
the stranger’s heart.” These were oljeets
of attraction at midnight's dreary hour—
amid the bloom of summer—and gather-
ing storms of winter.

ut alas, how uncertain is earthly felici-
ty! <All flesh ": as , and all the
glory thereof as $he flower of the field : in
the morming it springs up, in the eveniong
it is cut down and withers.” And so “this
husband and wife so true’ arc numbered
among the pale nations underground, their
children are scattered abroad withoyt a
*howe, and the fair dwelling once their own
has passed into other hands. And intem-
rance was the cause, the primary, the
eading cause of all this. What desolation
intemperance has produced !

The faithfal wife was the first to pay
the debt of nature. With a physical frame
and constitution sufficiently strong to brave
the storms of life for many years, she was
unable to cndurethe shame and ignominy
brought upon herself and family by the-
conduct of an intemperate husband.—
Discase brought upon ber by disapoint
ed expectations and blasted hopes, =con
laid her low in death. Aund now no mar-
ble stone, or tree, nor shrub marks the
place where her last remains are laid.

The disconsolate husband felt, when he
gsaw bis beloloved companion and bosom
friend pass into the silence of the tomb,
like the last cord that bound his heart to
earth was severed forever. Thenhesought
consolation and comfort in a state of intox-
ication. Delirium followed and soon he
wasnomore. His life was short—his death
inglorious, and now his memory has almest
died from the mind of all alive.

Kuapp of Reeds, 1 856. J. C. D,
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