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# THE 106 MOUSE ON THE HILL

L]

BY MATILDA C. EDWARDS.

s

Nay. let us keep the old log house,
A1 mgh rough and plain it be ;

Thre agh many and many a by-gone year

It .as sheltered mine and me.

My 1 ither built this old log house,

In the blessed days of yore:

And my mother planted shrubs and flow-

ers,
A ound the whitewashed door.

My  isters planted locust trees,

A d now those trees are grown ;
And Jhey are gone, aye, all are gone,
A d I am left alone, -
Rec: lling memories of the past,
A i on this foot-worn sill
I sit at twilight’s dreamy hour

Ii: the log house on the hill,

Poo: though it be, this old log house
A mine,of wealth doth hold ;

It h :th within its lonely shades
A richer good than gold.

He: - all my happy childhood passed,
'I ose sweet, delicious hours,

Wb u all the earth seemed full of hope,
2 nd light, and loye, and flowers.

I fc ind the wild-bird’s nest iy Spring,
{ waded through the brooks,

Compte was

caressed as if Edna Verdery had never
And then we were asked to|buried in her arms.
had broken out in the city, and wmy

disobeyed.
dine ‘at home,’ she and 1; and the old
mun greeted us both kindly, and  Kissed
bis daughter with two tears in, his cold
eyes, and seemed to bury our old enmity

pardoned and petted, and | through.
'told me she was dead—tha! my baby was
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1 only read three lines, that

The yellow fever
two
were among the first to go.  Iler parents
had left New Orleans, and before their
letter reached me would bave sailed for

as he shook my hand; and after that | England.

pight it was all sunshine between us.

But I never ceased to feel an odd chill
in wy heart like a prophery of something
bitter coming between us. Perhaps it
was because instead® of growing richer,
since I married a wife, I only grew poor-
er, and the world outside of our httle
room got dark and threatening overhead,
and seemed only a cold place for my un-
born child to inherit.

%o I never saw the little, white wrap-
ped figure and the luughing baby any
morte.

I never saw either of their parents a-
gain. |

It wae better for us all. Mr. Verdery
had said that the intercourse should cease
with Edna’s and the child’s death ; and
Uod knows, 1 felt so too.

So I lived on in New York alone, and

He came to test its tender mercics just | rose in the firm, traveled and made mon-

with the early winter, und as he came,
Edua was very nigh going out forever.—
She was a celicate little thing, and need-
e¢d so much petting and nursing, and ten-
der care—my heart ached as many a poor

'tuan'a has done before, when 1 looked in

the white little face that had been so rosy
when I first took bher from her home.—
And instead of growing stronger ; she oo-
ly drooped more, like a flower in the first

| frost ; and the child was as pale as she.

There was a scason of business losses
and heavy failures; firm after firm gave
way, and men went home idle, and my
turn came with the rest. And I knelt

An | learned more songs from nature's|down by my wife's bed, looked into her

harp,
7 ban I ever learned from books.
I £ and the cow-slip in the field,
""ne daisy in the dell ;
I £ und the first blue violets,
.\ fter the Spring showers fell.

Th : partridge whistling in the wheat,
'"he robin on the tree,

W e litile things, but oh! they brought
A world of joy to me.

Al ! that was years and years ago,
iiut the partridge whistles still,

A d the robin wakes me every morn,

n the log house on the hill.

A ross the slope of yonder hill,
'Vhere the shadows lie so deep ;

T\ ere,jresting in the arms of hope,
Jdy buried loved ones sleep.

Y 'uscarce can see the graves,
f{as covered every mound ;

Bat when the holy angels come
The sleepers will be found.

Y ou cannot see the forins I see,
Beneath those spreading trees ;

Y )u cannot heur the songs that rise
And melt upon'the breeze.

Y ou cannot see the eyes of love
That shine this hour on me

Y ou cam.ot hear the tender tones
That come from memory’s sea.

C 1! for the sake of those dear hearts
That are lying cold and still,

I want to spend my lifetime here,

. In the log house on the hill.
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eyes, and told her and asked her to for-
give me for the wrong I had done in lov-
ing her.

‘Don’t feel so badly, Shirley,’ she whis-
pered, moving her head on my shoulder.
‘I know Iam a burden to you darling:
but I—I can’t wish it undone; we are so
happy still—we’ve got wach other-and a
baby, and such a long life yet for all
these little troubles to pass away in!—
And it can’t last long , you'll get some-
thing better than what you lost. Perbaps
it will be the very best thing for us, after
all, that you should lose this pluce, and so
be foreéd to make a change.’

‘Perhaps! its all a chance,’ T said,
bitterly ; and 1 must sit with my hands
tied, and you—Edna, they were right!
1 was a selfish brute to draw you down to
this.

She clasped her armswround my neck
and kissed we and stopped my mouth,
and we were silent for awhile and the
roow grew dark in the twilight.

‘Shirley,’ she softly said, at last, would
you let my father hu{p ou?’

*What do vou mean ?

‘Mauima asked me a month ago if you
would leave N2w Orleans and take a po-
sition in my uncle’s house in New York.
[ never told you, becanze—she wanted we
to come home then, Shirley, and let you
go alone, and I couldn’t.’

‘Go home " I gathered her closer—the
baby in her arm, too. Child has it cowe
to that ?’ _ |

‘No,” she whispered coftly. It never
will ; I'll go with you there, or anywhere
else on earth, Shirley.’

‘18 it too late to take the offer now ?' 1

ey ; and wandcred from city to city at last
successful in everything that I touched
without trouble or anxiety in life—only
the burden of my empty heart. 1 was
thirty years vld when wy darling died ;
I bad plenty more years to live, and
death was still a long way off. People
called me a young wan still after my hair
was very gray, and I seemed to have
grown old and tired down to my heart’s
core. And the years went by wearily;
and I was forty-eight and my hair was
white.

It was at Fleming’s house that I met
Harriet Stanhope. She was a cousin of
his wife’s and an attrastive woman—not
a girl—the sort of woman whom everyone
calls interesting ; clever and cultivated to
the utmost sweet natured, and adapted
and good, and with even more than a wo-
man’s share of tuct.

1 had not known her very long before
I could talk to her of the story that she
knew already, and tell her about the day
when I looked back and saw the little
fizure in the window holding up wy child
for me to see.

Well you have guessed already, T sup-
pose at the end of this beginning. I nev-
er Joved Harriet Stanhope—never.

But it came to me slowly at first, and
very reluctantly, and then with a great
shock, that this woman cared for me.—
And I begau to think of the possibility of
her taking—in men’s eyes, at least and
to outward sceming—Ldna’s empty place
in my heart. |
She was lonely too, as I was with no
near relatives, no home, and a sorrowful
outlook before her. 1 never could bear
the sight of a solitary and uncaredfor wo-
man, and this woman touched all gy pity
and sywmpathy. I gave her that and my
friendship most freely and sincerely, and
that was all. But I began to think that
even Without love, life might be sweeten-
ed a little, and so I said to myself that 1
would marry her.

I did not resolve hastily. I had knowo
her for over two years before I had
thought of it all, and then it waslong be-
fore the idea took a definite shape. 1 was
traveling in the West, and one of the let-
ters reached me at a large town in Qhio,
that decided the last doubt that was in my
mind. I read it twice, and then walked
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the leaves of the hotel register.

Mrs. Shirley Lecompte.’

‘Shirley Lecompte, New Yark City.’

I turned and put my two bands on his
shoulders. I could have taken him to my
heart and kissed the child likeness in his
face, but 1 did not say one word for a
minute, while he flashed his brown eyes
eyes round on me with a half angry
frown.

‘Are you Shirley Lecompte’s son ?’

‘Where—where is your father ¥’

‘My father is dead. That was his name,’
looking straignt into my face. Then I
dmfped my hands.

‘] was your father’s friend my boy, I
ean see his looks in you; and yoeur moth-
er. Will you take me to your mother,
Shirley '

e * * * % o 5

Well, I have forgiven him—the man
who stole the sweetness out of life for ne;
he is dead and buried, and Edna is alive.
Twenty years ago a forged letter told her
tha. she was a widow, and the old man
had his daughter back again; twenty
years she had kept her life sacred to wy
mewory, and loved me in her child, and
waited for another world to give her 1oto
my drms again. She told it all to me
that day, a long, long story ; but this was
the sum of it. I was dead and was alive
again, was lost and was found,

And my life bad its aim and crown,
even 8o late ; my love blossomed new,
and my heart warmed, freshed with the
old dead fires. We were happy, Kdna
and I. Out of the baby's grave rose up
my strong, manly son to carrymy name
in honor and pride. It will have a nobler
meaning when I am gone than ever in the
past.
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RUSSIAN PROVERBS,

Fear God, honor the Czar.

To marry in May is to suffer alway.

On death, as on the sun, you cannot
gaze with all your eyes.

The more dirt, the less injury.

A mere statement is not a proverb.

To-stir the fire with another’s bands is
no hardship.

The moon shines, but does not warm.

The heart has ears,

Home is a full cup.

Calumny is like a coal ; if it does not
burn, it will soil.

Sorrow kills not. byt it blights.

Rust eats away iron, and care the heart.

Sorrow comes oftén,but death only once.

The poor man has a sheepskin coat, but
a human heart.

Behind the orphan God himself bears
the purse.
- Puverty is not a sin—but twice as bad.

Seven nurses cost the child an eye.

He blushes like a crab.

Set out a crust for the wanderers,

The sun gets up without consulting the
Squire’s clock.

Long are a woman'’s locks, but short

A bad peace is better than a good quar-
rel.

Where simplicity is there are a hundred
uwngels, but where duplicity is, not one,

Whosoever i# content with little, him
will not Ged forget.

On him who rises early God bestows
gifts. |

He who neglects copecks will never be
worth a rouble.

A word of kindness is better than a fat
pie.

A word is not a bird ; if it flies out you
will not catch it again,

Fear not the threats of the rich, but the
tears of the poor.

In the other world usurers have fo count
red-hot coins with bare hands.

One’s head doés not ache from anoth-
er's draunkenness.

Tv aat honeycomb in peace one musit
etifle the bees.

Where there is an oath, there is also a

crime.

When dogs of the same house differ let
not an outside dog ioterfere. |

The ears do not grow higher than th
forehead.

At a wedding all are Boyars,

It is bad for the sheep when the wolf is
a8 Voevode (keeper.)
~ Fear not the law, but the judge.

What are the laws to me, if I know the

judges.

A custom is not a cage; you cannot
remove it.

Custom is older than law.

The stronger is the most im the right.

Wheo goes bail, he will suffer,

A cut-off slice does not belong to the
loaf,

The blood of the guilty is water, but of
the innocent a woe.

Teach not a swan to swim.
Slavery drinks mead,and freedom water.
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PEACE IN THE FAMILY.

The following excellent gules of provid-
iug peace in the family haye been given :

1. Renfember that our will is likely to
be crossed every day, so prepare for it.

2. Evervbody in the house hus an evil
nature as well as ourseives, and-therefore
we are not Lo expect too much,

3. To learn the différent temper and
disposition of each individual.

4. To look on each member of the fam-
ily as one for whom we should have a care.

5. When any good happens ¢2 any one
to rejoice at it.

6. When inclined to give an angry an-
swer to *‘ overcome evil with good.”’

7. If by sickness, pain or infirmity we
feel irritable, to keep & very strict watceh
over ourselves,

8. To observe when others are so suf-
ferifg to drop a word ‘of kindness and
sympathy to them.

are a woman'’s wits,

A woman’s preparstion, a goose's life
time.

A dog is wiser than a woman ; it does
not bark at its master.

Let a woman into Paradise, she’ll be for
bringing her cow with her,

The sun works by day, and rests by
night.

In wintry cold no one feels old.

Ou the stove is always summertide fair.

No man ever died fasting.

By » wedge may a wedge be driven out.

Black may be toil, but white is its price.

Prayer on the lips, and labor on the
hands.

Mother Rye feeds all fools ulike ; but
Wheat picks and chooses.

In a still pool swarms devils.

No taper for God, no stick for the devil.

The devil is poor ; he has no God.

God waits long, but hits hard.

Trust God, Yut look to yourself.

Pray to God, but row ashore,

Be silent when God has struck.

God straightens the crooked arrow,

Luck gives to the foolish, God te the
wise.

A fool shoots, God guides the bullet.

the floor all night, and lived my life over
in memory, and reached far into the fu-
ture to plan out what it would be—what
it must be if God preserved it—and then
[ sat down to write to llarriet.

It was ovly natural that I should dreawmn
that night of Edna. She came to we at
dawn and stood by my bed-side with the
child, my son who bore my name and
was so like me. And sh2 told me that
she had never died at all, buty bad been
waiting for me all these years and God
had kept her young, and the baby was a
baby yet, only he would call wme father,
and the word was ringing in my ears
when | awoke.

1 thought of her while dressing, and I
went down stairs at last, the Jetter in my
breast pocket, s2aled and directed to Har-
riet, and was dreaming of a woman older
and fairer than she, when into my dream
stole a voice, aad the sound of my own

name,
erything ready, Shirley, dear?’

asked, starting up. *Why do you ask if
I'll let hiw help me, Edna? Better that
than taking his alms, God knows—I've
done that so long. What is this place *
Child, I'd almost beg at the street coruers
for you, if that was all.’

‘Will you go aud see papa?’ she cried
lightening up al! over her wasted . little
fuce.

‘I don’t know abont it, only that mam-
ma said that there might be an opening
for you, and it would be much better than
your old place, and pupa would use his in-
fluence for you. Will you go, Shirley ¥’

‘Yes, I will,’ I said, stooping down to
kiss her.

Something was dragging me back all
the while—holding me fast by the bed-
side ; within touch of her little hot hand
and ‘hearing of my baby’s eleepy, soft
breath—but [ didn’t heed it. I was des-
perute avd her eyes drove me out inte the
world, to struggle with it, and win for ker
sake—and [ weant.

So the end of it was that letters went
back and lfonh'd“d two ?nh fmnl ll;o
that I was dircharged from my clerk-
.ll:'l'p. I was en 15 b‘ the New York
house of which Mr. Verdery’s brother
was head, at a salary that would keep
Kduna safe sll the winter, tar eyough out

9. To watch for little opportunities of
pleasing, and to put little ancoyances out
of the way. .

10. To take a cheerful view of the
weather and of everything and to encour- |
age hope,

11. To speak kindly to the servants; to|
praise them for little things when you can,

12. In all little pleasures which may |
occur, to put self last,

13. To try for *‘the soft answer which
turneth away wrath.”

14. When we have been pained by an |
unkind word or deed, 1o ask ourselves|
‘* have I not often done the same and been |
forgiven ?”

15. In conversation not to exalt our-
selves but to bring others forwara,

16. To be very gentle with the young
ones, and treat them with respect.

17. Never to judge one another harshly,
but to attribute a good motive whenever
we can.

 APTER MANY YEARS

«“Well, darling,” I said, catshing her
t 7o hands in mine, as we met under the
t ees in the loveliest corner of the square.

I had no othér words, and she did not
1 eed any.

‘The old story,” looking up at me, just
1 glance that showed her pretty eyes had
| een crying. *I—I'm here, Shirley.’

Do you guess what those three, words
1aeant? ‘That Edna Verdery, before the
. rat star looked out of the opal sky up a-
| ove us would be my wifo.

Its the old story, you see—a penniless
| yver, & true-hearted little woman cling-
g to her faith, and a parental curse iw-

ending over both our heads.

I drew her hands tight through mir
«d we walked away very quietly, for she
vas tired, and the Li rgmd trembled a-
;ainst my side. She “20 told we that
r @ was not M, that loved me, and
sne would be glad to rest when it was all
wer, and we too ssfe and far away to-
gether. Andso we went on sod were
narried. | -

Then I took home my wife.
ooor home, but she W

sweeten it with heraelf, ar
that she was g come. Bhe never

arm,

‘Is ev

I looked up. There were twg people at
the little round table nearest mine, a lady
quictly dressed as if for travelling, in
black without a touch of color, aud atall
straight, brond-shuulderod.ltripling. with
a young face and eyes like bers. 1 kuew

they werc mother and son  befor~ be an-

A#F A gentleman one evening Was|
seated near & lively woman, when the
company around him Were proposing oo~
nuwdrums to each other. Turning to his
companion* he said : .

| ; of the «nd need X ed her.
spoke of her father aud mother, snd nev: reach of want snd need of alws. 43 A beprd is h ble, but even a cat b **Why is a lady unlike a mirror 1"’
it was a desperste man’s resources ‘All ready. The train starts insn bhour.| - oneruble, but even a cut has ' : 'y

$ NN, - =
::?:::“d::t u‘iﬁ':&ldﬁ her b-:'. for while I wasin New York. [ Mere, but tosit and read a novel, or look
ous day.  She et we whinTeamohome| A Winter ot the sorth they said, would fout the wisdt® b Tesllyou’ - |

¥ <1 | kill her and I must not dream of taking| And theyl |

;::'ilh.‘r '.,".."h_ : I sparkling, ::g her away until sbe was thoroughly well a-|a girlish fu{n tw
voico unstead ‘w‘. . too. Her eyes were b

_. They |iuto them, ond all my §y

back s -

‘sBecause,” said the rude fellow, a
mirror reflects without speaking, but a la- |
dy spesks without reflecting.” " |

*And why are you unlike a mirror ?"|
become & pearl. asked the lady. & !

The devil is old, yet he has no birthday.| [1e could not tell. |
pol- |

Moustaches for honor, but even a goat

a bheard.
1n the other world every pockmark will

K An old cock crows not for nothing. s Because & wirror is smooth and
m . Not long hurt the bumps from a loved |ished, and you are rough and unpolished.’

e baby one's thumpe.

-] A wife is not a guitar; when your play-
Ben’s|ing is done, you canro{ hang her up on
5 ‘all Ahat| the wall. morni:g {;’ill nlighft. wi:lll, T

bl arried. | deterr the fact that a South Brook-
Why so blithe? I'm going to bem - 'o.}gh thti.i' ““:'. :i':‘;"' had

her nose frosen fast to the ¥ W pane
A good wife and rioh cabbage soup. »iday last woek, and was Subseguent]
obliged to have she tip of it amputated.

St N.'"‘I“_h;l“'-d ;lw Jurmmt lht;“udh‘::t
of a profound joy over the entire neigh-

e, |Borhood.

le who sit at their front win- |

bors from

BF Peop
dows and »tare at thewr ueigh
perhaps, not be

a2
l'l"#

E *'1

S8 .Why hang your head ?  I've gnt married.

]
e
i w

: get
ing and 1 want| , o ned in water

' dres sweepiug by my chair as Hold your own till word,
e, tn?:lirred my senees—fust a- but baving given your "L,Iddtdltlon of Morse's ge

s0 long— cume a soft, violet scent, Honor is better than
ug wad | believe. A% I ot’llolllol;ﬂmt:d.
] g__ w ased| A visible girl is of copper, |
L.ﬂb& p‘m" - e hle vne of m*‘. v higded ,.* o
I started up aud strode out of the din-| g the parental land—die, b
the | not forth. | o

hoo- | phy says:—* Albany has fou: bundred
| dwelling houses and twenty-four hundred |
vi*-| inhabitants, all standing with their gubled
ends to thp street.”
-ll-r-'—-_"".'
“A Tobey ind thorough in
ppel success in

.h' v *l‘ :
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