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Firvrae her slow step falls from diy to day i
‘Death’s band is ‘heavy on “hef dark ning
£ 9% ‘i-brbw;-- ) g B Kraraterol)
Yet doth she fondlyecling to earth, and sayf oty
hoeo Iamecontent tordie; bt ‘o, mot mowl=
Not while the blossoms of a joyous spring i |
Make the warmiait sueh luxury to-brepth
Not while the birds such lays ofgindness sing—
«:Not while bright flowers arouud my footstep

o

wreathe— .oy o3 Line S¥oer Snsaaba
Spare Jt:l;xq, Great God! lift, up my; drooping
Tow ; :

'I“am content 't,ol.dié—,‘-’bu't'él)igf‘ not iu{s)
AR b veaiis  MIALS oD SXGINT 5105
The'spring has rifiéned into sthmies time A
. Th?éi:fi s i '?Ie’sé‘bmmd:(igf?;s pastF o |
The glorious “sun’ has' ‘réacher o M
18W {ipsndg sinia ) i a‘,'m 1ig Jvh:;r|!:="')“
Ob! must this.glimpes of behuty be thellast?
esolebime ot perishi; . while o’ ersland and/sea, |
“With:silentstéps) the Lord of Light moves
on yibmwitasiaizy” 1o (wilanoititer ‘radtisn |
Nor while] the murmir of the, rpuntain bee
. Greets my dull ear with musicdn its tone? :
Rolggickuess ding,my. 8ys,snd  clonds jmy
‘4

It ‘Pw‘.!' old R wa 217 o4
Lam content to die—but o

nofRih-aif;
Fa e BOW 1
*8lintiner' goe : S wlbutin’s’ solotr

02 |

hues

Tint the ripe fruit and gild the waving corm ;
The hantsman-gwift the ,Pé‘j’géxne' pufsues,
7 "Shouts the hallo t “and Winds his eager hotn,

“ Spare‘mé awhile, to'wander forth 'and gaze
On*/the' broad “meadows and the quiet
MO O gedemr; a1007 G0l Doy ¢ paereni
Towstehoin silence while the evening rays (| |
s Slant through the: fading trees with ‘ruddy |
»d? e19:@IBAB firi0n prolowdt 1 $r ) |
- Liooler the breeze

“em content to

JIXE

tind A2 4 { .ndy
hpcbicak; wind,

and near, B Shpi ;
Drift without echo to.the whit'ning ground "

Yo  delo ¥ 1T 2 )
Whistles; snoyy»' showers, far

'Autidmn hath pasked } way, and cold aud drear,
Wititer stadks oA ﬁih frozen mantle bound.
Yet still that prayer ‘ascends: € On! laugn-
! ingly 30 J0. eisae 30 #120% 4 ¢
Our little brothers round' the 'warm’ hearth
URE G orow il oo giinres Drg anitierst) $iikg
Our

home-fire’ blazes broadiand bright and
o highy - 4 g e eiehin
o And: they xoof:
23t 1o o) pritad  seme 1A Loyl
Spare;me pwhile | raise. up my, drooping brow ;

1 am content to die_f'put»qp, not now:!

J S L b L ) wat n
ringdsvith ‘veiees light.and
g ¥ 3 {

The spring is come agé‘inf—'the Joyful spring!
Again the banks with clustering fiowers are
Bpreafl 1™ “iwade ol b o ‘
The wild bird dips upon it¥ warton wing%+l
" The ehild of earth is numLered tith the
dead ! 2. fogournne. [eimes. L1y
< Thed tiever more thel sunshine ishall ‘awake,
Beaming, allredly, through thadattice pane;
| The. steps of friends thy. slumbers may not
i bregk, U008 mrovt T
Nov fond, familiarvoice arouse again.. |
Deatl’s silent ghadow veils, jthy rdarkened
brow— ; Hosy »
Why didst thoulinger—thou arthappier now I”
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From Godey! s Lady’s Book for T ebruary.
LLENA GRANT.
''BY VIRGINIA ¥. TOWNSEND.

* “T1 was an old brown - house, séanding abaut
. half a mile east of ours ; T shut my ‘eyes, and
I can see'it almost distinetly as ¥ ‘can see by
opening them the butternut-trees Wwaving' sol-
emnly’in the summer wind.!' 'Most ‘6ld' houses
in the country are poems, or rather homely, old
fashioned  ballads ;> bt “this* was not one of

L ) IR s ey R 19
There was Dothing picturesque abeut the
building 3 it. stood all alome, with the moss
growmg thiok on its blackened roof, and the
blinds creaking backward and forward when-
ever the wind blew., There wasia_background:
of green meadow land, and infront were braad
Ty fields. waviug all summer in the sunshine
but for all that the house had one’ of ‘those
dark, uninviting physiognomies which no sun-
shine can’ brighten. I was eleven years old
[that spring wheusthe family, which had- long
‘occupidd the house, “und - which consisted ab
& coarse, uneducated min, his findolent, sicks
ly wife, and@™balf's’ doren dirty ficed, ob:
streperous boyvs,' moved “to the = West. For
5 limontas,. the house . remained: unoceu:
but one day MrsDMiles, an jntimate friend
of my motheds; Cilue OVer 1o Pass the afternaon

with .’]«:‘F, . it bt

dgoa

< D2 : RO - -
spause of the conversation, which

wes animatedly  kept up for the lust
two hours, "Mrs Miles ‘reinarked o' ‘my mo-
ther ¢ ; ; Gy

: Aud o, Mrs White, you have some new
neighbours’. ., 1 :

not knowsit, Who are they ?” §

. Whz, pray tellif you did'nt know » famiiy
had just moved into the old brown house down
here. 'They oame last- week.. 1 can:ses them
f-om our back windows: Nobody but an old

~Avombn and a'little girl, however, seem to be g

1828000 &
¢ New neighhours & repeated mamma. 1 did

round as yet. Ehey, of “course, cant't be anyiy

7| listening b ili'this,” Balfvindiferertly;

[FERsemible s o0 o

‘Yot sickness. Which: before the nexs

‘| body livingtn AR ipibte eonthided Mrs)

| Milypsruly bad

soeigl position. SR '
T'dat ‘there]” tiroine ovér my“drawings andi

never |

had'a»};\e_rx:@%}:t for wealt,iLauld highi

reamiig what &, inflienc

old brown house ivere to ‘exert overny fu%m:eii‘
destiiyoaiuod se i
“MCnemotningyabiout  a week later, we had |
Jjust taken [our seats, and ‘the oschoel . exeércises
were aboiit commenoing; when o little girl wal
ked into the room. Every eye was rivited upon
et as she westupawkwardly to the. 'teacher’s
ddgk 3 “for such -another ‘outlandish dressed

U L3

|| Christian' had ‘néver 'been' secn in all Moss

Tarms. “'She worea dress of large flaming red
flowers ‘on @ bright yellow ground ystehas: you
hay hitive seen covering the arm chair in your
grandmother’s parlor. Her stockingless feet
"Wore encased ‘in-a pair of high-heeled, pointed

- ||'shoés, ‘such as our great’@unts wore in"their

youth, dnd “whose cluniping ' contact with  the
‘Hloot was anything but musical. /A large green
silk‘borinet, “bearing' in ity shape a date” of
sonieten’ yeats, completed this strange towut
"1 Pheté ‘was “a deep silenee throughout® the
“wholé room until I eaught Jane Davis’s roguish
eyes;and then theve was no'more control for m
refractory risibles;71 laughed  outright. Miss
Mervin’gave me a reproachful dook: as she. -pus
out her hand to the child. SR
19 Yoware Mrs[ Qrant’s - granddaughter M
randa; T suppose,”she’sawd, in those 'soft ‘tones

st o P,

¢oine’ to school here??
" 4T don’t’ " know,' answered ' Miranda, rather
sullenly, twisting her ‘bonnet string.’ el

. Well, T suppose we must wait till you are
better acquainted before you can decids ahout
‘liking us. How'old are you, Mtranda#-

¢ Twelve, mext Oetober.” - ok

Then followed several  questiors respeeting’
the girl’s previous stadies, in’which; though ot

|far advanced ‘she evinced considerable intelli--

gence. ‘ Miss Mervin asaigned the' new: scholar
‘her’seat, and then requested ‘her to” hang her
bonret in the hall. Miranda’s reappearance
nearly upset my risibles again ; her thick, red
brown hair “lay in’ bristling masses: about her
face. ' An‘effort had-evidently beer made toin
duce it to'lieshhooth s but its curling proclivity
strongly rebelled against this, so it had assun.
ed various soits of nondescript forms. The
girl saw my smile, for there flasked out {rom
her dark, wild eyes’ alook'of hatred and defi-
ance as she took her'seat. i

‘ There * was- littlé playing at recess 3 for the
new’ ‘seliolar ‘oceupied ‘all our thoughts that
‘day.” Harriet: ‘Mosse, ‘whose fither was the
richest 'man in all Morse Farm; declared, with
a ¢url of her red -lipé, that she considered the
rest of ‘the girls insulted by having such’ a creas
ture admitted to the school. *She shon‘tease
her'fithér to'send her to some seminar®away
from home if she must be broaght in ‘contact
with ‘such persons. : 8 L
" All this time, the ohject of these remarks
stood ‘at one corner of ‘the sehool-house, look-
ing sullenly-toward the ‘green wheve' we were
assembléd’to pronounce her verdict.

UThreé"'days ‘had passéd. “Phe new scholar
had. beer punectual in her'attendance at school,
and evinced considerable futelligence in her re-
citations ; hut she had in nowise advanced on'the
good-will of her companions.” :

¢ Now,gils, can’t we find some name that'll
Jjust suit Eer. something real odd and funny »’
asked:Jane Davis, as_we paused from our play
in the late August foreroon, and sat down in
the cool shades of the maple-trets, | Maggie
(White  can’t _you think = of something first-
rate P : ; :

¢ How would Firebrand do 2’ I suggested.—
¢ I can never think of anything else when1 see
her flaming dress and red hair,” .

The girls shouted loudly, and Jang Davis
eried ¢ Good ! Good . From that moment, the
cognomen was adopted,. : =

¢ But where can she be I asked, looking at
that side_of the building where Miranda always

stationed herself,

- Suddenly,” I saw. Jane Davig start at some
abject iback-of mei;; I looked round and. therd
stood the new scholar.  She had heard. all we
had: said ;I koew this at the fisst glanse into her
wild, angry’ face. - For a moment she. stood
atilly glaring at- us fiercely ; then she started for
‘the school-house;and as she. hurried across the
gresa, andthe sunbeams fell on, her red dress;

weloud of flame. . And the girls shouted. ¢ Fire.
brand,” more in - thoughtless meryiment than in
malice y but I was silent, for I fel: 1 bad. been
doing: Wrongudt o7 vl hae o :

That right I went to sleep’ with ewollen ave.
1ids'and a very heavy heart. . The little golden
head of Charlie; my baby brother, jay on & bed.
g morning was
ome otdeath. One day, he:was gporting undey
the ‘trées of Moss' Farm—~thenext, under those.
greener-ones whose boughs ‘wave i the windsd
of ' the ‘eterval ‘summers’ Al me?l ~What o'
blank there ‘was in ‘the” house when the little !
curlyhead danced no more through the ‘rooms.
id the voice which was sour dajly joy was!|
ledrning the songs which the angels teach the'
little'ehildren in the: kindom of heaven:! - His '
death; however; was to 1wy heart what the May

@ the people of that |

[of her's, which must have found its way 'to any |
‘¢hild’s heartid ¢ Do fou think' you shall-like to | 'd:

§ Ispoke further,

Fpunishment, 1

she looked almost as if she. were envaloped ina

i
&

rain'is to'the harvest ;
up afferwards, sa-is B 0o
| “The'miéniofy of every wiikind dct of mine to
‘Mirahila’ Grant came BAcK in that time'bf heart-
melting, which the buteaved alone “uhdlerstand

olved 'to. mike “ample
for all the wrong

ity took the place. of my,
pity that almost grew into, at-

forthe! good seed cataé.

ito reproach me.” T
amends 0 the despised child for
I had done, her.
former aversion,
fection,, / )3 vird ¢

‘Ope night,1 Jaid my head on my motber’s lap,
and told her all that: had transpired between
the new scholar and' myself.  She did net' 16+

tions to let the future atone for the past. I did
not return to school for nearly two- weeksi—
Aunt Luey, my mother’s sister, and Cousin Leo-
nard came %o visit us.after ‘Charlie ' went away.
Dear Cousin Leonard! He was almoat eigh-
teen, and not my cousinafter all, for he was the
son of Aurt Luey's husband by a former wife;
but I loved him just as well. 3
. Thank Heaven; whatsoever may he the de-
fects of my character, inflrmity of purpose . is
not one, of them! 1 had resolved to, conciliate
Miranda Grant; and through every obstacle I

-xeturn, 0. school, | her position . there by no

Yy | meansimproved ;if it-were. possible, the-aver-

sion fo her had deepened in" my  absence, -and
‘she was now universally recognized by the un-
flattering cognomen which I had bestowed up-
off HER. iMoo riafl Hlues
" It was © recess’again} and the girls gathered
mder the ¢col shadows on the green, ‘for' the

day was'very warm, TR

" There stands old ‘Firebrand iii” that tame
corner ! said Jane Davis. ¢ I should think she’d
geta pretty good scorcning in 4 is hot suns; |
. The girls Jaughed; but I looked. grave and
said ;. Don’t Jane, don’t make funof the. poor
thing,"  And when they looked,up in surprise,
I ‘cannot  remember what
said 3 but I know I was. very earnest.) I'took

nate circumstances, with nobody to care for her
‘but her old grandmother, her'cbinihgavstmnger

|among us, only to be' met with® scorn and un-

kindness.. * Now girls. T going o ask’ Mi.
randa to come  here and sit with us, * [ hope
you'll all speak pleasantly to her, and not maje
fun about her any more. .
School girl’s prejudices are the hardest in the
world toovercome, for they .are the result of
feeling, not of reason ; still, my remarks we
not without effect. . Harriet Morse on}
herlips, and said, ¢ If low people wou{d
themselves among  their betters,
ex;iect very good treatment.’
went to Miranda ; and my ‘schoolmates
d_yew near ;he green railing’to watch dur inter-
view. 'The new scholar greeted me with' a de-
fiant’ glance, of which T tock no notice,

. M.ir::r:da,‘ I said, gently ag I eonld, ¢ jts warm
standing here in the sunshine .won't you mo
and sit under the trees with the girls &
kv; 5(‘)‘,}1 Itwon’t she answered fiercely, ¢ 1

. ¥hat you want me for :yvou )
fun ofme. O, I hate you ey

Ldo! And g
; ; ! she
struck me by no means a light blaw on the arm

and then disappeared roune the « . i
to the field behind, - st el

The girls raised an in
about following the offe

re
curled

stick
they could’nt

dignant shout, and were
ndex to inflict surmary
nn 3 8% 13] 1

e vsu Ppose, when I eagerly stopped
st Tielitve » me to go alone, I ‘gaid':

fan, manage” it'the hest’ 0.’
plied,

. L fovnd Miranda had taken shelter under 2y
immense:oak tree, which grew i a pleasant jj-
tle Jane just beyond the, field.

"erandn,’l said, coming sudde
‘Ym:sotry youw're soangry
us‘to be friends now.
me so ¥ )

She sprang upquickly, for g
herself.on -the grass;-and. he
beamed like sparks of fire thr
hair sl:}e: pushed from her fip

¢ 1 don’t believe yoy :

g ! 4 want to make friends
with me,” she answered 3¢ you want to m,l;(,h
fan of me with the girls, i1
hate 'you !'[ wish I'd killeq

1
And they dom:

3 nly apon her,
¥ with me ; byt | want
What wade you strike

he had seated
v large. wild eyes
ough the tangled

you just now P
‘—}Il.mnda,’ I answered calmly,

| very wicked: of you to kil nye even

to, make fun of You, as you

WOt you try me this

you when | struck

¢ it would be
: ¢ if I meant
ti_\‘ou say I do; but why
; time, and see ? You neeg
nobeome agains, you know. it vell o
S godn, y 1}0_'w, if I don'viteil you

¢ You'ean't cheat m f

e, : o e 50. . Didn’t you tell the
guls tqo c\(w%l me Firebrand beeanse I'wore 1 red

rs@s oo hy 1 h -» them, too! L hate every-
= }: and every thing' in the world ; and. [ love
i late them I But VIl styike you again if yoy
“aent go off and leave me.? : :

: 81y words' through her pyag.
::fg-ih, Iy?;{L'l would have pitied her, as mogg egf_
¥ : 2v; S S Ay
i iimofd ¢ but I began. to despair of success
R S Well, Mivanca ? T safd, “if you wop't : .
'tl(f‘i)e me, [ must leava‘you i for T don'y Wil
g e qt}-uck againe. Iknow I called you F ires
a;‘)”‘i Just for fun; and Ive faly Yery gopry
. you forgive me o ’

1t 1 since.  Won't
12 tears cam into nzy‘eyes s T asked her |
*d on them, and an €xpression of w’ont?

8he lookeq

| out from it Her features wor

proach me ; she only strengthened my resoius |

waspretty certain to achieve it. I found en my

most of the blame 'to ‘myselfiin' our relations |
with Miranda Grant. «f pietured her inforty. |

kno“ vou, ard T|j

gleefully

1S somtimes on the edges of

‘and visible,

JM

‘dereame into her face 3 the an;

5 flush went
e fi !
Blents as though she were strugg}in; w?g‘ ;;t;.
seIfj;gxr}d then, witha heayy s0b, she sank down
on the grass. T went up to" her and put my
arms around her, for Tknew there was 1o more
'danger; and, to tell the truth, I hag stood &
little in_fear -of her. ‘How she “eried there!
Sobiafter sob came up from her heart and-shook
her little frame ;and a fast torrent, of tear
ledsthrough ‘her fingers.
my lap,and stroked back the
head.i« :

H. S rol-
iaid  her head in
hair friom hey fure~

¢ Wewill be friends now, Miranday
She clurg tighter to me, and sobbed, 4 gob-
bed, as if her heart were breaking, - '
At ‘last the ball rang,
¢ No matter,"I'said. ¢ T will tell "Miss Mey-
vin we couldn't get back any sooner ; and she'|]
excuse us. 111 go and get some water from the
brook in cue of these mullen-leaves : and yo
can wash your eyes.” iy
She lifted her head,
© Um sorry I struek you? id. ¢ T'n
ry I said I hated you,? )‘~ PR Al Lo
£ Well We wont’ ever speak
again. - Welre' friends: noyw
KRnow.” 4w ;
'~ She smiled,and her
her tears; for the 4

» over think of it
Miranda, you

eves ghone softly through

st time, 1 th

were pretty.  We went back to sc}?:ﬁl):z;t?g
arm }i the. girls stared 2t s --that was all,

w1 ';x\t night Mirands Grantand T walked honte
together, for ouy dwellings lay in the ‘saie’ die
:;elzilmnt; :&t}) < had iigniﬁed to the girly my
cmntlae Sy rompany her‘alone,’ She ' was Sos
ﬁr&l&;m? hroal ¥ seemed to clin,,: to n\i. \-{»‘r’{
intelligent, . 0 " 1 foundshe was quice

‘:f}t:hDoq*t. call me Miranda,’ she said ; ¢ callme
S :"veé Vbagnma used to before she: died y and
s r.nnmed x’mh tears. - “Grandma does
\vhénv ; 'ﬁsi ; l})xlg; :%,he s old, you know, and forgets
- * Well, Leua,’ Fanswered, «
friend'now 5 and 1 want the ’ot

youssee I'm your
her girls to'like

You. IfT were you, I'd oyl my haw,’

Yo v y baur, for they

}&\g ‘:(.),see curls 5 it would look so prétty; you
1 had sty

ck a chord y 1 i
T I}};eﬂ" o s that always ‘vibrates in
‘3o you think go » Doy i
3 0 4 270 you really think so
she ‘said, with a sndden out~ﬂash'ing Jof her

;}fip’eyes. 1 though; it was such red, amful

bi&No, it isn s it-ig
would' comb it out g
wind it just 50 you
curl%eautifully.’

¢ Yes,’ following my manipulat i
eves, “Tean do it. 'l‘c)rmoxrgw, Ii:;rl ::)g‘leh:;
school with it all ctrled,"

We }_md now reached the point where ou
paths diverged. T.ena flung hér . aring aro ;
my neck, and kissed me very fondly, iy

¢ I shall love -you always?’ he said ; and 1
went home with a new song in my lieur" A

After supper that night, [ WAS Sitling under
our npple-tr_ee when Leenard opened t’l’)e & i
cen-gate, - tle had been passing' the dg 5":'
,@lbort M_orse, Harriet’s brother; they \1y : -
timate friends, and expected 1, . £

almost auburn, and if you
mooth, wet it, and then
nd your: fingers, it would

; 0 enter college
together. ' Leonay issed
tog Cme up to méland kissed

- “You are a good girl, Ma

oie,’ he said,
¢ How do yeu kno R -

; ) wIam 7 "Because T Jot
you lslss me Just' now? I sHouldn’t' it you
\\‘e‘rgl::bt my cousin, you know.’
et 'moa lucky fellow ¢ ung hi
o ke WAL (.kly fellow 3 and be flung him-
4 € grass by me. ¢ Maggie' after o
Shorl pause, ¢ how many vards does it take to
make a girl’s dress P’
¢ What an idea Cousin Leonard !
the world has set you to: thinking abo
dresses P
¢ Ob, several . things! Information op all
subjects is valuable. you know ; and i I should
ever have any girl's dresses to get, it would ba
we‘l] to know how much it woylq take,’
Well, couldn’t youask the mexchant, then ?
depend upon the

What in
ut girls’

f course, the quantity would
fashion and the material’
He clapped me on the
mto my éyes with his dayk
.. *Sure enough, Maggie,
idea. ' I could ask the me
think of it before »*

% So, your mind is relie
the subject

shoulder, and Jocked
» Yoguish ones,

You've hit the tight
rehant ; why dida’t I

¢ ved at Iast. i §t, on
. of girls" dresses 97 1 said, !nl!g'hin;;
 the o} 3 And L(‘Onard‘)oined me, and the echo
1o soron CaUght up oy mifth and rolled i
off to the mountajns

The next day, Miranda Gran® came'ts school

with a complete metamorphosis cffected in op
appearance, ‘The tangled ,mass o
A NOW lay in yich,

heavy xinglets; round . he
face and meck ; sy ¢ =y

e was really pretty,  We 1,
7 . . 2 VA € De-
_he}lg)O\;lcf.;luld have seen  pey inflamed visage :’3: to f}il!scove;] this at l;}st, and:: that her eves
* small fiouy : > R chan rom.a soft 1 P
” ti;e ?;rllm trembling with Passion, and ge » mellow. brown i to

1

: ! sunset olouds,
That day, Lena ' went with me to the aroen ?qe,
veral of the girls spoke kindly to" they, s -
not tell whether the curls or Y eximple had

the ‘greater influence; but | am' Snals
: e; b m '
give the lanrels to the former, nilel:;dor::

knows a_school-girl’s passion for (he Sftward

that * deeper, warmer, darker splendour’ whizh

- 1t.yas evening again,  op it

Lyas e ? \Tath
b‘e_:mtlful. time when lhiy -mhrriegr}:itm:;%; :Sta:
Night ; it was & beautify] hour; too,.as the bri-

£ red-brown



