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RIGHTS OF WOMEN—-A POEM.

DY MRB. F. 0, SIYZER,

Thou know'st my aspiration, God of power, .
And Iifo, and love, aud wisdom! it 1s this:

That 1 may be to all my ruce a star .
Of guidanco to the highest, purest bilss,

JTo all my race, who hiear my voice, or grasp
Within their own ny fervent, outstretched hand,
1'd have that veice a herald-note of truth,—

Tho grasp, a magnot from the angel land.

1'd have thom see recorded on my brow,

And in the deep unutter'd:luve of soul

That les reposcful in the carnest eye,

That inspirations o'er my inmost, roll,

Pregnant with that divipe, all-scarching power
Which permentes tht grossest form of clay,

e o

Wrltten for lhe Banner of . h.hl

on,

TIHE TWO ORPITANS.

" DY MRS, ANN E. FORTER.

CITAPTER X11E—CoxcLroen,
geabet from me.”

self,.dear father,” she whispered.

and faithfully—come here, Jerry.”

COUNTRY NEIGHBORS;

orphau of the Ann atreet cellnr, had she been in thy
place, would lhave:had thy virtue. Qur Saviour
turned not uway from such; he spoke kindly to the
trembling sinner, Lrought to lijm for judgment, and
blessed the Magdalen, when she knelt at his feet.

Well was it for-poor Martha that Mr. Sewall was one
of his followers. DBut we will pass on to the dinner,
or rather to the dinners ; and, first, we ‘will look at

She came, and as she bent tenderly over her father,
e wlnspcred—" My dnughtcr, you have had one

wNone but such ns I wished to conceal from my-

« AlL, but he loves you, Alice; has loved you long

Mr. Sewall, now n hale, hienrty.man of sixty. Upon
his arm leaned his aged mother, and had she been
an cmpress, the service could..not have been more
gallantly performed, for heart-worship made it grace-
ful. Most tenderly did he guide the feeblo steps of
tho old Indy, and seat Ler at bis right hand, Jerry
and Alice, Mra. Sewall, the numnter. Lizzie with her
two children, Simon, Ilannal, Aunts Betty and Polly
Wood, and last named, but’ ‘mot lmst. the Doctor,

b
and sternly ruvny from thy erring sister, The poor

one-sided in our views.

tany’ exile ? and is it not the precious lnrlhrn,hl of
New England? Uncle, | would that all the world
were like this corner of our great republie, where the
nir is too purt. for slnvtry. afid where oppresulon is
uuknown.”

Again that pecuimr smile was seen to play around
Mr. Sewnll’s mbuth. The coifee had been passed, and
as he quietly sipped his favorité beverage, he turned

*to his mother to.sce if she wished another cup of tea,,

and then slowly,'and with o very calm air, snid—

« You are getting warm, my Son. It is sometimes
the case that in contemplating one great evil, we for-
get the relative importnnce of others, and become
1 often think of the expres-
sion, & * perfect manin Christ Jesus.! It 1s the beau-
tiful symmetry of our Saviour's character which wing

our adwiration and love, tlie more wo contemplate it;

it was a perfect whole. 1enot only gave liberty to

TWO DOLLARS PER YEAR,
PAYABLE IN ADVANCH..

NO. 1€,

N

and sending her oldest ehill to the settlement for aid,

she nnd her little: boy of four yeurs, remnined by the
corpise, keeping warn ay they could, till help eamo.
It was a mournful scene, that funeral: in the foreat
in mid-winter, with only two or three men, and one
woman, who lad come to bear the pror wife com-
pany ! \ '

Three weeks aftdr the funcral another child: was
born, and the mother, as she looked upon the little’
one, could only turn fropm t that to Leaven and pray.
She strugpgled lhl’\)llgll the winter, her litle boys'
working Leyond their strength, hut workiug in love
for mother. Summer eame, aml hope revived ; the
oldest boy faneied Lie coull'take care of the family

PPoor child! his heart was stronger than his huly
and e bl uo coneeption of the withered saul of his
Joldlandlord.  The latter, finding his debtor avay dead,

rold the land to pay the mortgage, ami the widow

pretty, handsome, and snnl‘pg as ever, DBut is he
married ? gays the reader. No not yet, and here we
will make a digression.  Qur * friend lannuh, like all
other girls, had her idenl future.  She suppused she
should sume day be, married, and have a hevy of
little ones iu her house, nud cows, and pigs and

Baptiziug its whole nature with a shower
Potent to wash its grossness all away,

_To the poor, stricken oneg, bow'd down with grief,
Wearled aud worn by earthly enro and strifo,

. T'd bring tho Livixe PROOF thut thiere's relief, N

. And joy, and mgsT, in an immortal lifo;
And not that weary resT of one long song,
Chanted forever *round the great white throne,"
But the sweet rest of actiye wisdom, which

. o all carth’s toiling children must be knowa,
1'd tell the brother, sister, orphan-child,—

1and children were homeless, "The tnother moved
into the settlement, and tried to keep her little fam-
ily together, But the searlet fever, that seourge of
our cold climate, entered her home and prostrated
her two oldest boys,  They recovered, but days and
nights of watching brought upon the mother also o
long illness, ' ’

The seene was sad enough when the sheriff en-
tered the room where the mother sat with the baby
in her arms, and her two boys weeping at her side.

cAnd can't we live with you nuy more, nmlhu‘ ”
snid une, -

«Not for the present,my ehild; but God will take
care of us.’ .

When the traekle bed was bid off, in which lhc
Lrothers had slept, as long as they econhl remember
anything, they theew, their arms around each other
and wept aloud, ‘

«Aml must 1 sleep all alone now 2’ said the
younger of the two. o

 Hush, hush, mother is crying,’ sail the other;
and guing to her side, he laid Lis hed on her shoul-
der and whispered, ¢ Mother, when 1 get well and
strong again, 1 will work hard, and buy a house for
you, and we will all live togétber ugain—willwe not, -
mother 2’ ’

the captive, but sight to the blind, hearing, to . tlw
deaf, and motion to the palsied. 1le not only rgprov-
ed the aristocratic l’hnri:pc.-ns wel} as his rival the
Sadducee=—the rich man, and the profane drover
alire, shared his reproof.  Now let us try and imitate
him. We have men among us who hurl terrible
chickens iu the farm-yurd, and if she thought far- | anathemns upon the slave-holder; calling him thief
ther, it was of herself as a bustling housewife, bak- [ 4nd muulcrcr. gl yet treat their hived help like
ing, brewing, mending, and trying-tu he ay goud as | o 1 saw, not long ago, & mau who is n promi-
ler mother bLefore her. But how, when or where | pong ehurcli‘mcl'nbcr. un;l n violent abolitionist, heat
this was to take place had notieven occurred to her. |y poor overloaded horse, till the animal fell dvwn be-

She told the truth when she 3“!‘] she had no beaux. {peatly bis blows, hnd died thut night from the efleet
She was one of those rare, beautiful speeimens of | of them, Siinon, that man will net sit at the com:
God’s handiwork, that no young man would approach |y ynjon-table with a slavelolder. 1 have known
but in earnest sincerity, and i'"t‘ for whom a lover yinisters who stand high in our churehes as men of
would he willing to wait the'second septem.  And | tnlent and zeal, especinlly in the causcof anti-slavery,
Dr. Wardwell was very paticut ; but when Hannalb | gho would give a brother minister the lie, anid hold
was finally won, her whole ‘heart went with Ler {jiin) up to the scorn and ridicule of the publie, be:
_promise, aud in her eyes no yuan could yuite equal jequse of difference of opinion. I have scen a 1man
lier husband.  Even Simon dared not pass his jokes {gspelter a fugitive slave, and give him-his hest horse
upon the subjeet, nor did he even sy one word lowl 4 yyake good bis eseape, and turn o weak, feeble
when he one day found Nannah actually lighting w Swp- clnld from his house. 1 have seen an nbolition-
cignr for the Ductor to smoke, but he whispered to [iq, quly wadk to church with a colored fugitive, and
Alice—* Ol the power of “°ﬁ1ﬂ" s love ¥ read from the same prayer-book with him,and turn
There was to be a double v} fiing in the farm-louse |4 figele hound irl into the cellar-kitchen to eat her
that evening—but we were o J'“l_“c"- As the appe- | yolitary meal Trom the cold remnauts of the table,
tite wns satisfed, the spiritsfiséan to rise, and the |y which she had just enfertained her suble guest.
conversation hecame animutéd.  The boctor th seett [ With all wy feelings | aud principles opposed  to
o"“‘l cativersed ““!‘ l_‘“"’“‘h' nod was b"’“’g‘ ".“‘.“’“ slavery, 1 cannot defend it, but 1 ask, ¢ Are these men
gome specimens of his cloquence, and a deseription of | giyners above ull others ?' 1 pity wlule I condeinn;
the man. and with Him who i3 long-sulfering anl gracious, in-
« Aud yet, you think,” said Simon, # that he had [gtead of repelling with harsh epithets, 1 would sy
more pnthusinsm than avgnments—more rhetorical [y the slave-holder, ¢ Come, let us reason together.’
flourishes than solid argument " And 1 would not deny that we are guilty of the siu
wThat is my opinion,” saild the Doctor quictly ; [of oppression even in New Luglaud.  You think dif-
wand in the present stateof Europe, [have little hope | ferently.  Let we state a few fets. Nearly  pixty
for Hungary.: | fear that the republicans have put}yeqry since, a middle-aged man moved from  Massa-
off the day of their deliverance.  De spotism sits wore |chusetts to the northern part of Vermont, then an
almost unbroken wilderness, e felled the trees,

firmly upon her throne now, than she bas for balf a
made 0 path through the wouds, built a lug hut, and

century before this.”
w1 cannot think so,” said Simon—#it is lut the | with his family, a wife and two little boyy, almost in-
ominous silence before the storm-—a storm which is  fants, settled down in the solitude of the forest. Day
to purify the moral atmasphere. No, sir, it is not [by duy, with his strong arm, he made progress in bis
the rashness of those who woulil be free, but the su- | elearing, tll finally fields of waving corn and vye, and
pinencss of their friends, that hns delayed the hour la young orehard, atwested his industry. llis *young,
of duliverance so long. 1lad we more ministers who [energetic wife was a great help to him. She made
would raise cannon balls in their pulpits, and bid the | sugar from the maple trees, and with herown hands
people look at them as solid aryuments o rouse the | macde and teuded the garden, so that they had a full
conseiences of the Uppws~0|s—lrul we more women |supply of vegetubles for use.  She spun and wove ull
who would draw with a magic pen pictures of thc their garments, taught the boys to read, and what is
sufferings of the oppresed in the habitations of cruel’ | mure, instilled juto their winds religivus principles,
ty, our southern plantations—those ! plices which the | winuing them by examiple and preeept to the better
wiy. Two years passed; and this little lulge in the

Lord never visits,” we might perhaps before this have
wilderness assumed the air of civilization, almost of

seen liberty proclaimed on the plains of llungary,
and the riceitlds and sugar lands of our own coun- refinement.  The tasteful hand of the wife hnd twin-
ed flowering vines and a wild grape over the brown

try. Vor myself, sir,” and Simon warmed with his
subject, while every hair on his head grew vedder §logs, hung \ﬁnte, fringed curtaing up t the little

The young man stood by “the side of Alice—their
hands were clasped—they understood. ench other
without word or langunge. .

] will give you my dying ‘blessing, my children ;
God has written bLis patent of nobility upen your
brow, my'son ; 1 an sure my. child will be happy
with you. God bless you both.”

e was exhausted, and lay for some time quiet,

. i i same distressed —a few minute
. The childiess parent and the wediled one, but bis breathing hecume listrossei —a few minutes

Whose light of life hul pussed beyond his ken, of agony awd he hal ceased to live ; exchanged the

That the sweet unions have but just begun; mortal for an immeortal body.

If they have sver Loven, they'll love forevermore, Q J 0 e @

And will embrace them on \lie angol shore, Another year pasreed, and another thanksgiving

1'd stoop as gently down, and lay my hand week emme round in Mapleton, but two whom we met

Upon the hartovs sin-polluted brow, in thie farm-house six years before are not herve to

Feeling that having sworn to lrnth divine, ingle i be festivities of the se Alice’

Jtere 1'd fullill a portion of my vow, mingle in the f's vl }L ol the Euum“" - ee's

As 1 woold lay 1 on the pearly shrine father and Johunie are in a world where time is not

Of mabden purity, or angel love,— reckoned by summer and winter, night and day,

Knowing thit every acv of love diving’ hent and cold.

1s felt and echoed by the threngs above, Lizzie, too, was not there to aid in the preparations

Drawing thereby an fnflux to my soul, M | . ] L

To keep e spotless as my fithful guido. of the ocension. As the wife of thie young minister,

Who leads me onward o the angel goal, she had cares cnough at the parsonage; but Mrs,

Bound by Truth's mugnets ever to my side. Sewall had rc d/somewliat from the more active

Kd :"“"‘ l:;"; ""t’ i“":“"""“ l“"i‘:"“:’ 8.4yt duties- of the k tchen. and Martha, assisted by a

H 81 wul ook inlo n crysial lake, » . . \

Not stooping his approaches to defy, dairy maid, was gf‘)od and competent help. .”m

Bul in my.own his buriiuyg hand 1'd tinke, Hanuah was the life of tho louse. A boarding-

Aud ik 0 him of sumetling holler, higher schod, French teachers, and a music master, bud all

Than mortal pleasures, and earth-horn destro; failed to make her otherwise than the warm-hearted,

1'd tell him of the flushing pearls and gems fun-loving, generous girl we havé alwnys scen her.

Whieh 1 could see within his nature le, N he b It things t ke a fuiry.  Unde

Which yet would form for him a diadem, ow she brought things to puss ' e a fuiry. Un t.l‘

Buch as the pure fn spirit wear on high ; her hand the parlor bloomed with fresh flowers in

1'd lot him gaze on heaven through my own soul,— winter; and pastry, cakes, puddings, and all sorts

Open the portals—let him walk thorein— of good things for the inner man, seemed to mould

For love's puro waves would ‘neath its nrehes rll themselves into u most delectable awd tempting form

S0 he could leave no fout-printa there of sin; e

And T would lead him upward on the path 1 trod, at ber bLidding,

A living symbol of my Lrust in God. ’ wlerry and Alice ! only think of it, wother

1 hear my sisters talk of galling chains, said Tlannal, as for the hundredth time shic ur-'

OF piants withhohd, und wrongs of fearful poyer; ranged the parlor for their reception, the day they

1 see them tov—and 1 would nobly wil sxpected e like a5 ook

To burst vur fetters more and more each bour. were expected, it is like @ story-hook.

They ‘re doing their own work in their own way; « ] doubt whether the story would ever have been
written, had it not been for mother,” sait Mr. Se-
wall, who eutered at that minute.

« l{ave you sent the cnrrmgc to the depot ?” snid
Hannah. .

“ Yes, Simon has just started with it. I wonder
if Jerry will know him, with t}mt Sophomore wis-

The last apticle which the law permitted o be
ukcn. was sold, and  the widow ol chilllren stood
uround their desolated hearth in sitent sorrow.

The group of meu, that asscmbic 1 at the auetion,
dild not disperse.  One of them cme in, and dfter
shrugging his shoulders, and making several prepa-
rutory hems, said—

eWell, da'am, it’s hard, 1 suppose, but it’s the
only way, and there s nu help for it as [ knows on,
Your man’s dead—you re weakly, anl the young
unes sort of ailing, so we 've Lundudul that the
f.uml) must he bid off.”!
Father ! said Simou, rising from his reat, “are
you talking about Vermont " . '
wBe seated, my son,”

witidd .\\lr. RSewnll, qnicily-
« 1 am talking about Vermont. It's what we used
to call seliing the town’s puur-—ln-l ling for their sup-
port.

The widow way fimt offered hy the auctioneer.
She way represented as a very smart woman when
well, agoud spinner and dairy-woman, bug she had -
n youny child; aml was just getting up froi a fever.
After some altereation, she was bid ofl by olil Squire
Muore, who agreed to take her for twenty-five dollars
a-year. The oldest sou was fortnnate in obtaining a
tolerably kind waster. e wothed hard, and. fared
pourly, be sure, but had  the privilege of nttunhng
school three mouths in the winter season, on “cou-
dition that le should walk three miles and back
again _in the day, the schoollvuse being that dis-
tance from howe.

But 1 must do iy work in my own soul,
‘dow about him.”

Ege [ can hold that mighty, swerveless sway,

By which [ would alltyrant power control,

Must we not make ourselves divinely free

From all which the enslaver can enslave,

Lre we can know the might of liberty,

"And seo the starry banner o'er us wave,

Ou whichi js written, Fieedom ? not alane for theg,

! wother's suud, too, shuuld be free. - . X

81‘:', ‘l‘,::,l:‘x:rr ‘:li.yslhlm. “lh“c “1. ,lm n dmll:s‘e e « You laugh at Simon, father, for his college ways,

“To go beyond s in Immortal power, 't Is vain but I can’t sce that he's altered ut ull. You know
For him to struggle, or fur us to foar, he always was a good boy.”

We're bound by chalns that reach from sphiero wsphcre « When he was not muking yonr mother grow in
e e gt g, bty b e wih i ik mper.?
While UE exisits whe of the twain made one,— « That has all passed away, Mr. Sewall,” said lis
When firet tho pulses of his life began, wifc, gently, “-and has given place to a beautiful, ve-
Then fet the mother trath her youthful son llglous enthusiasui. Snnon is o great comfort to
To look for stregsth and purity and truth mer

« But, wife, can you realize that your boy, your

In womnatt not for gems, or wold,

PR

aaaaaa 4
2;&3;?:12 Illnli;::“l}lu‘;nln::t(r‘llttln!:':nll;l::;:‘:gm =l Jerry, 18 coming to-day—is perhaps here, for [ hear,) with lris excitement, and glowed like burnished gold, | square windows, nnd made a rag ¢avpet Aot the rough Puor little Seth, the second hoy, fﬂl‘t“] worse, llo !
" Aud *o her daughters, from their early youth the whistle 2” & | as a stray sunbeam glanced through the western win- puncheon floor. was m'x years of nge, and was bid ofl' by a rough,
Impurt the wenlth of lier great womun-soul, The tenrs sprung to the mother’s eyes, but a smile dow, and fell upon the auburn muss which the young They were in debt for the land, but with Drave - | rum-drinking farmer, who workel the child beyond
- That thiey may feel that all puro ',"“‘rw"m with man | oy ypon her lip, ag sho said— ' " { man had carelessly brushed from his forehead, » for | hearts and stroug arms they kept up courage, nud Lis strength, and hent !:il)n cruelly upn the least
) 14" the great vitul currant of tho Fatlier's plan My ¢ Juck at all'trades, and good at-none.” myself, sir, 1 am determined to devole,my life to the |toiled on.. There was a settlement about five miles | provocation. The littlo fellow erie:d himself to sleep

Of bringing to vur carth the g eat millennial day,
When sin and sorrow shall e washed nway,
Tmpress upon her mind that in her lies
The power by which to open paradise,
And lead her brother by her pure, firm hand,
o Jill e nto- tho-glory:of- the-nngol-lond ;
And that 't wiil bo a blight en her own soul *
To trifio wigh her brother for xn hour;
That It wiil Bow thorein the thorns from which
1ler soul will bleed, ¢'en fh immortal bowers.
Thus taught, thus rear'd, will not a work begin,
By which we all-n lauvel-crown ean win
Of trlumph over ench opprosaing chain,
" Vlllch on our natures loave u blight or stain ?
. Could wo not trust our sons and brothers then ?
Our slres nmd husbands, when, truo, noblo men, .
. Phoy go Into tho Oongrees hall, or to tho polls, . - "o+
. Would wo havo need to tell thom that we, oo, havo aoula?
. Would wo have need to tell them, guard our rlghls?
As well.Implore ‘tho sun Lo shod it light !
As well might that gront orb withhold its powors, ,
As they could uulnplo ol & RIGHT o OURs ]
'l‘hua 1'd go back into the world uf causo,
‘And seck lo ulthmato 1ts higher laws,
- Through God-like lmpnlao and untlring cearo,
That, In our joys, OUr BRUTHER, T00, Bhall share,
This mny bo tlwnl,ht tho weakness of tho l'onr-brnln,
A fecbly fictlon, or a love: -slck struln; -
That it may do to sing of In sweet, ‘moonlit bowers,
But ll too preas-LIKE for & world like ours,
DBut when the soul hath felt o ‘on ono trug throb -
From tho great, central poct-heart of God, .
And known how through 1t in the. mortnl’s hoart '
. Tho tido of Love's almightineas will start, Y

in the lonely gurret; it was the first tiwe in his life
that he had gone to bed without a mother’s kiss, or.
 brother's arm around hine.  Tears were still visible
on his cheek, when he was aroused Ly the rough,
voice of the farmer, and bude to dress himself qulck ..
i bring n-pail-of-waters—Nowr-the- wel]-swwpwwns.-,—mww
very heavy, and the little boy, after trying in vain
to-raise the bucket, cume in nml snid he couldn't
get any wntnr.

‘Do n't tell e that story,’ said his master, and
gave him a blow which felled the child to the door.

Poor little Seth was so homerick—homesick for
the only honie be had, a mdther's arms—~that he
| stdrted enrly one morning for Squire Moore's, It
was - four miles, but ho knew the way, and had .
alrenily traveled threo miles of it, and saw from a
hill that he had jusy climbed, the red farm-house
in which his mother lived, when le¢ henrd a rough
voice Lehind bidding him +stop,” and {n a monient
received n sharp cut from a horse-w lnp across liis- .
shouldera,
+Ha! I've onught you, you little rascal—wheel -
ahout face, There: now, nmrch back, and If 1 find
you running nwny agnin, I'1 take your Lide off on
you,! '
Scth obeyed, trembling with fear, nnd tho farmer
on horscback dtove the boy Vefore him, now and
then cracking his whip, to remind the clnld that he .

from there, in the same towniship of land, where
once in & while they went in ox-cart to the meeting
in the schoolhouse, It waga rare privilege, however,
and the wife aud mother contented herselt with her
Bible and spelllng -book ; she used to long for better
opportuuities for ber children, but”she Tittle ™ kmew™
that this discipline‘of poverty, and her exnple, was
better than silver aud gold to the little ones.  Those
were, after all, happy days; the rye bread, wmaple
molasses, nnd roasted potatoes, were their greatest
luxuries; hard work made them better to the taste
than the fen-t of au epicure,

rec yenrs passed; the oldest Loy was elg]nt, and
able to make himself quite useful, Ile sawed thé
wool, spaded the gnrdt.n plat, brought the water, hoed
the potatoes, and began to talk very largely about
Cour land,’.dnd ¢ clearing off ourtlebt 1lis parents
smiled, and thcy 100, talked, when ghe children were
nsleep, about * our oldest boy, and giving him an -
ucation, when they had got rid of their mortgage ;
indeed, the far distant perspectlve of a college some-
tines loomed in. the digtance, to the fond mother's
eye

In the mldst of these brnght hopes, n terrible blow
came. It was o cold winter’s day. The spow lny
hard and glittering on mountain, plain, and in the
thick woods. 'I'ie father went with his sled to cut
wooil. Tﬁrough mishanagement oy inadvertence &

cause of the captive, and my first migsion is to arouse
my own kindred and people. lcre, in New Edgland,

« Hurrah ! there they are!” eried Jim, the farmner, | where oppression is unknown, where every mau sits
as lie ran to open the broad gate. A moment, and under his owny vine and fig-tree, having ‘none to mo-
tiseenrringe rolled;under the-sweeping-elmy-past-the-|lest-or. make-him.afraid, o forget, the sighing of the
long row of cherry trees, and stopped at the side | prisoner, and the.woes of the needy, "Out of sxght,
porch, where the fatnily were u~~cmb]ul to meet | out of mind, we fancy our work done, hecause there
thent

is nothing just about us to do; but we should go
In-the bnckground stood \Im'tlm. holdmg by her | forth, as.did the dis¢iples, by two and two, lmo the
hand a little girl, with suuny curls, und dancing

towns and citics of the Gentiles.”
blue eyes—a 'very, llttlc Hebe, wo healthy and po [ Simon*paused totako breath, His mothcr smiled
bright. npprovingly upon him, und looked with n ‘proud
When the first greetmgs were ever with the fnmxly, glunee at her husband, which seemet to sny— _
ind Alice had ‘embraced “again -and- again her new. |-

o How nobly our boy tatks!”
mother, and Haunab, her eyes fell upon the clnld But thero lurked around Mr.. Bewall’s: month that
aud its companign.

covert snnle‘ 80 peculmr to himsolf, and which his

u Martha, my dear friend; how you have nltercd 1 | wife understood ns anything but wholesalo” admira-
You uscd to say you were. aikward and homely-— tlon, though she could not define what it did express.
you would do yourself injustica to speak-sonow,” -1 ° The Doctor listened politely, and Simon, whoso ex-’
and she extendel her hand, and offered o kiss once’ citeinent did not diminish, ngnln took up the subject.
[ morg, netther of which wero vefused, while the beau- | . “Iti is astonishing, sir, to 8seo the apathy of the pul-
tiful » Lotty * reccived-a doubld share. | "pit and press upon glavery. Why, I would have every
In o neat calico morning -dress, with ler ‘hair | paper headed with n chained aud sappliant slave, and
smoofhly parted, and wound in o heavy brald, and | o brutal master wielding the whip=—every Sabbath
ler ‘countenauce expressivo of patient endurance, | should find our church walls cchoing to the prayer of
and subdued possion, she looked .very unliko.the | freedom, and to thrénts of yengeance upon tho eppnes-
Martha that we fivst saw in Mrs. Spicer’s kitchen.

# Ay, ay,” said the father, * that too has all passed
away, and Jerry is 4 famous min, now. ”
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gor, and—-""

o will know that poetry hath magnet power
o draiv our wholo great race Inte the angel bower.
1t fs-not weak! wo only write It wrong;
© 1Traeo’it ju,books, or bgeathe It In a song}

25ut when wo como to writo 1L In our lves,. - o

" Pherg "1l be moro happy hiusbands, happy wives;
= 9P will givo us pm’ur to measure ovory llno ]

» Of netion by n magnet law dlvinos

o we i rhymo.our souls With ov'ry ethor aoul,
-And as its Insplratipns lhrough our boings foll; X
i ¥Il) bear out brethren sboye the law of forcs,
And us abow 8 uuppllcanon for dlvoree. -
. : \ . ;

_She had sinned and suffered, and had been forgiven
1 much, - Wo must endure her trinls to understand
the depth of those passtond i which made her a victim
‘to the sensuality of Spicer. . At first her revenge was
sweet when she marked the hnmllmtton of hier mis-

o *tross ;- but sweoter. far the  spirit of christinn for’

4,

“‘giveness \vhioh‘ sho nfter\vnrds lentned, .
Oh womani | lovel ‘gnd guarded by o wnt,ehful

B the blessed tleu of b hnppy home, wurn not B0 quicklyi

mother, and kopt n all the purity and lovelinesg by -

Unecle Seth, o tall, robust farmer; with large fea:
tures, Indicative of good strong common sensc, now
dsked Simon if ho would not have the whole gospcl

“preached, that, like St. Paul, we might mnko Chris-

tians 1iko o noblo edifice, perfect in all its pnrts, from
foundation to "topmost ¢ stone? .

“ Unele, there is Jittle religion without’ froedom—
freedom to read tho Bible, freedom to act according

“to the dictates of our owh conseiences, ¢ freedom -to

wership Gody. |

wm thls the objeot of ‘the Purl-

’“l" g —

heavy log fell and erushed him, killing him nlmost

sngo to his father, and following thé track of “thie,
sled, the poor, child found only the breathless corpse!.
God grant that fow children may know the agony of
that ohild in the dnrk old woods, beside the dead hody
of his father. . But thiero was no time to sorrow there
ho must hurry to his mother, and gho must not sit -

down to mourn, The'dead body must be watohed:
. . Ly

-

instantly, The oldest ‘child was sent with some mes-

had o master.”

u Father " said Simon.

“#Bo- quiet, my son,” said Mr. Bownll # These.
were hard times “for the widow and her sons, but,
thanks to the carly instructions of that mother,,
they grew up industrious and God-fearing, = -,

“Their first onro, when old cnough'to carn money,,
was to labor ‘with all their strongth, to buy: thotr: N

time, (remember, they wero. t.heu: master’s propertr
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till of n;:c) but thn) finally obtmncd their purchase
money, nod wother und sens once MOE had p-home.
Tho youngest slucps beneath the sod, but the niother
and two sons stll live; every Thanksgiving they

- meet, anid the psalm which their mothics read the |

ﬁrn Thaukagiving which they kept when reunited
as A fauily, iv stili read aunually—

VBless the Lord, ob, my soul, and all that is with-
"

in me, bless his holy name,

Jerry nul Simon, the minister’s wife and Tlanngh,
excbungel louks,  Coulbd it be that their father was
telling thewm his own history ?

It is even suj grandmother is wecpiug-—-thc tenrs
arc on heg farrowed chiceks,

« Jerry,” snid uncle Seth, @ you f-)rgut to tell how
hard the oldest buy labores], that the youngest might
reeeive an cdueation, and that little N(h found a
happicr home through Jerry's intereession.”

S Yew, yes,' snid grandmother, Jerry never re-
wembers the. g ol .lu does; hie “,’\-4 a Hleseed child,
avd God will reward haa for s Linduess. e
pever forgets that he was jra Bimaell, amed that the
poor are the Lorls Lo you kuow, my dear grand-

« ohildren, Clipist saxs, sl asieh ns 3o have done it
uuto one of the feastof thuse, 30 Lave done it unto

me.””’

- o
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LILIAN;

on,

Langer of Light

PASSION

' 1Y MARTHL WILGSTLLY  LENTON,

Wl then 7 call the elegant Mrs. st Leon to-

Ler mopsine giesrs, i whane wis the aceom-
gt ~I.~H an o the season, Theadore ba tirange, 1
betieve all? baveanee it i< evidept that the entirely ig-

porant ¢ woondy be convineed Ly o miracle, 1t was
only yoe-torday moruning D Now Lilian, my~dear'”
ghie excbiimed, urning o her beautiful daughter,
w Dear love, pray Visten e, Such vanities at such
a time.”

o Dear mamma, 1 was only—Mr. La Grange is 8o
very kinlas tooflir ta chaperon me to the coneert

this evering s aul yen know, matmma,” she added
wickelly, = they sing @ great deal in the spirit
worll.”

La Grunee Loked at the speaker, and thonght he
neser halseen a prettier face before, nnd was about
o euloggive upon 1l sweetness of the voice, when his
atention was sumoned off by Mrs. St Leon,

o frnaderable ! she mutterel. * Well, it was but
yesterday merning 1 fund my housemaidd, who could
haplly speil in the heart of the Memopable Revela-
+hiad found it on the table, and the broom
Lad ~h'--H---~l against the wall, the 'lusEt,'_,JfH‘l.l.'c tloor,
awd el wes inhaling the spivitof ourgreat mystery
Do you unlerstand what you are readiog ? Lnsked.
¢Understaned,” she answered, *ol! yes, this is all
clenr—all light! + 3t you can hamlly read,’ 1 said,
cand this is n't a spetling book.! +1 do not kuow

how it ix,” she answered, cbut 1 do understand.” And
ghe didd, for she gave me an ageount of what she had
read, ax clenr as 1 eould have given myself.  That is
“oértain'y a mirnele, sir.”

w There is no lack of miraeles,” replied Mr. La
Grange : “the whale work & a miracle, if a wiraele ig
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AND PRINCIPLE. "mml) a polixheil one ;

themsclves nbout themselves, cither by undue prac-
tice or future hupes.

This unlucky Mr. Warren has ‘6o possessc«] Mrs,
St Leun, thay whe is determined her daughter shall
wmarry him, aml Lilian, herself, though she allows
ho does not lave him—rather, perhaps, dislikes him
—has got a notien, from which nothing can uhnke
Ler, that it iy her dnty.”

La Grange was more affected by this marrying
buniness than he would have liked to own. e felt,
a« all unmarried men feel, a sort of annoyance when
any young lady of their acqaintanee is about to pass
into the state from which only ugly death could free
hier. [t is a possilility desiroyed.. They would have
her wait until they themselves had chosen.

w Ah, ha)” exclnimed La Grange, * supposing you
and | ghould take up the eards, and try if we can
beat this My, Warren.”

« What do you mean ' returned his fricnd » that
you are to make love to Liling, and Fam to helpyou?
| think you may safely try that, after the impressiow
you miade today "
s Ldid not say 80"
Warren iy really objectionable, humanity would- —"

. llumunn.\ you must come to the party with uy
[ do not
perhaps,

* peturned La Grange, * but if Mr.

to night, and you will meet them both

knw  him, personally —only ceeentrie,
though, that in this instance may ouly render talent
remarkable, I his particulnr furte, Mr, Warren is
very pepular, il is to be met, whenever you like to:

mivet him."
s 1t iw as well to see onelg antagonist,” repliel La

Grange, * if there is auy chanee of heating him, or!
any credit to be got in deingdt. 1 thing I will uy}”
amds half laughing at himself for all the excitement
about people he had only seen for one hall hour, La
Grange accompanied his friend Mortimer and bis
lady to the coneert.

It was crowded—one of those uncasy evenings,
when lung due invitations are wiped off with small
expense to the entertainer, but at a very gerivug one
tu the eutertuined,

The 2t. Leons were at length announced, and more
than one hemt was ereeted out’of curiosity to see the
sreat orator and defender of the mystical faith,
Lilian was o eminently brilliant upon this oceasion,
that La Grange lust sight of the lion, awl-had not™a
metnent to spare from her. A gold chain was eviled
like a snake dnto her dark hair, and a green emerald
glittered out abose her forehead, like its jeweled eye.
The ladies swept on up the rovm—the motheo pass-
ing with astately bend of her proud head, and Lilian,
with o xmile.  La Grange turned as he lost sight of
them, to look after Mr. Warren.  He was standing
where they baud left him; he was looking upon
the seene, dicither joining or nssunfing any vulgar
affectation of being too gould to join with what was
around Lhim.  If he was in Folly's shrine, he was no
tinsel idol.  No weak enthusiast ever carried so pain-

ful a forchead, amd with so marked a stamp of great-
!nosﬂ on him. It he was an intriguer, he was cer-
and La Grange began to think
it was more than duty that had reconciled Lilian;
uul ax their eyes wet, he half repented of his dclcx-
lunmuuu to enter as Lis rival.  Every one seemdid to
“hreathe more freely as the silent figure retvented

N LI

La Gmnge hnd fortunnwly found it, and when Mrs.
Mortimer rallted him upon liis bafiled efforts, he ex-
plained how g had eccured the call for whlch he
Lad not obtnrng the leave.

Ln Grange was wildly iu love with Lillan St. Leon,
and he closed his ears to the strong voice which in:
sisted that Mr. Warren was not a person he could
dream of evor coming, awi that if the ludy was
really and freely cngaged to bim, he was a fool, and
a dishonorabld®one to boot.
~ A kind of instinet . seemc(l to have gained entire
control over hlm, for exil or good, and cull he would,
at polite llfe's very earliest lour. 1le had sceured
himeelf a pretext, and armed with tho beautiful
fetter, hia desperate recklessness brought*him to the
duor.

La Grange was shiown into & very clegant roomn,
and found the dignified Mrs. St. Leon alone. She
rose. 1le blundered out, in his confusion, *the
bracelet,” and while stammering the most helpless
imbecilities, he found that her manner way entirely
changed towards Lim. she greeted him with gen-
uine pleasure, and thauked him fur his politeness.
Presently Lilian ahd Mr. Warren entered, both
smiling, aud evidently 1.lmsul with the presence of
La Grange,

In a low, pleasant tone, Mr. Warren expressed his
i pleasure in being introduced to Mr. La Grdnge, and
'lmpul it would be productive of mutual pleasure,
llere, then, was the spell that had charmed away
Mrs. St. leon’s frown, and it was to him, whose
, peace e’ was plotting to undermiue, that La Grange
owed his chances for a twial.

11alf an hour passed—an hour, and there seemed
no wish to-shorten the sojourn. An invitation to
dine suececded, and at once the new friend was ad-
mitted into easy intimacy—toll to cume at his pleas-
ure. 1f he rode, Lilian liked riding and eraved Lis
eseort. lle hnd made ‘up his mind for a thousand
storms, not atall for s fair a sea and so smooth a
wind. Carrying his perplesity to hisfitends, the
Mortimers, Ln Grange-was told tht ©they weré
proselyting, and that it was all honsense; there
could be no good iu an apostle of Spiritualism!”
Yet, in spite of a thousand wisgivings, an inexpli-
cable fascination secmed to draw the two rivals to-
gether.  La Grange was too devoted to be proud, and
from Lilian even ridicule would be tolerable. ;

Not o day passed now which the pair did not
‘incet each other.  Lilian drew a little, and as Mrs.
St. Leon was absorbed in ber visions, she took ne
notice of the mutual pencil and portfolio.  The
evening Lrought the ride, or drive, nid though Mr.
Warren knew of all this, scemed best plensed when
the pair bad been most together.  And wany a half-
vitter laugh, La Grange had with Limself, at the
Adden of eclipsing him,  Alr. Warren never oiluded to
lLis cugagement with Lilian, neither did Mrs. St
Leon.  Hé was very little with her; and she did not
expect he would be. -

La Grange folt that he was swept away in the
stream, nud that My, Warren was the only one who
knew whether it was bearing him to smooth lakes
and weadow lands, or down over the raging torrents
of Niagara.

o often spoko of the great mystery that enwel-
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from amongst the gy groups, as if their thoughtless- oped: the spirit-world of mind, but it was not his
ness was eseaping frowm the surveillance of one much) . subject. Ile had traveled over the world ; every

greater than themselves,

The lady of Mortimer sat in a corner, aud as La
Grange seated himself beside her, he exelaimed —

« We need not trouble ourselves with o conspirvacy,
if that was Mr. Warren”

“Hush ! whe rejoined, as she pressed his arm,
La Grange looked up, and saw Miss 8t. Leon close
beside them.  1le made room for her on the sofy,
and they entered into an agreeable conversation ; the
sight of Mr. Warren bad rebuked Lim iuto his senses
agmin. They tadked of everything, and ineverything
La Grange and Lilian agreed strangely.

The same depth of senxibility, which made ho
singing so remarkable, she carvied through all her
mind.  Never had La Grange met with eo strange
vr dangerous a person, e forgot all,

Mrs Mortimer managed all the little ekillful ways
pmssible to preserve the party. Once Lilian was
callel away to sing. She sang one of Tennyson’s
little songs, of which La Grange had expressed much
wdmiration, and as her rich voice went rolling rouund
the room, he caught a breath of fecling which he
Lad told ber should be thrown intoit.  She returned
to them after she had coneluded, and as she looked
into the face of La Grange he thought never to have
anticipated g0 fender n glance. The thermometer
was getting Ligh. La Grange looked up and saw
Mr. Warren, thetrgenius, leaning against the door,
with his strange, melancholy cyes fixed full upon
him, not watching, but looking through ‘lLim, as if
Teeling all that he was feeling, and knowing more of

v

somethirx one cannot acgount for.”
AN eobars are wlike to the Blin )" was tie answar
of Mr=. St. h e Could you, e, bt i
o listen, wu wight Lear w-ml- whicl an 'e s owyll
leave their stars to listen to.!
Herethe aecomplished and bandsoms Mt

bas perss

AGrazge
thoughelsl, L b

became embarrassel an'l
amovement of the young laly ts the plan. s
ure mitigated his maneais honte.

Lilixnsangoncor two of the French soz g o whish
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wother, with all her abhorrence of vanitiza, listened
criticnlly, ay if she quite understo] and valued her
daughter’s talent; aud the brilliant Mr. La Grange,
who had now fur the first time been brought in eon-
tact with this strauge pair, was perplexed, and, as
he took leave of his young friend Mortimer, and pave
od down the Park, exclaimed—
# [ say, Frank, were 0’t you eaptivated! Wliich of
“ithe plancts conhl these nonpareils have fallen from ?”
w She would not be very likely to say 80 of you,”
replied his friend. * 1low etupid yon are! but you.

. are past lecturing.  OQur friend, Mrs, St Léon, was a

fasliionable beauty, who married carly, and was an
-oarly whlo\\ lcft with Llliun. nnd nm unmenso for-
a singular person, a Mr. W urrcn nn«l belng innocu-
Jated with Lis ideas, she receives suflicient stimulant
to repnir the loss of that dissipation which had onee
boeeu her vitality, At predent she is an apostle of
‘his strange, m)atlenl "doctrine, and she proplytes M
au nstonishing rate.”

" wBat the daughter?” asked La Groange; *how
-oome glie by that brifliant music ?”

© 4 0h” rcpﬂed Mortitmer, # she has been perfectly
.oducated, nnd yet it-almost makes mo sick to think
-of it, with.all ‘thelr brilliance und their tnients, how
.conceited nudl bigoted they arel. Every one has a

. .seriout side,” continucd Mortimer. « Even the most -

“foolish people lhuve b sort of knowlc«lgo that, after all,
“this i8 not rfal life, and they have citlier o yaguo no-,
~tion of anotber, or clac of somcthing fu this,world of
\more genuin.o importnnoo, somo wny pt natiarylng

| glance, like av’angry engle's

kim, perhaps, than e knew himself. !
Liliun saw La Grange start, and looked uyp, too.
Traeslore hoped that she might have shown some
+.¢lt agitation; but there was nome. A quict
2.5le of pleasure rushed into her features, and she
“ewi Ll to him to join them ; bt wii‘h a half-play-
i.’;‘. sadness, he shook his head, turned away and
fearpeared.
* I'rovoking "’ she exclaimed. 1t is so like him,
and I e wished to introduce him to you. Oh, sir!

{
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language which held a literature was familiar to

him, and his mind was veined with history.

I this strauge wny.tli'lngs continued through tho
spring and into the sumimer. Lilian- grew necrvous
aud changed in her-manuer, and Mrs. 8t. Leon, too,
seemed to be far from uniformly pleased with La
Grange. She would often sit near them, as if lis-
tening to what Lilian and Theodore were saying ;
and he often caught her stern eye fixed questioningly
upon his, L

Mr. Warren, nlone; ddémed thc same ; he, the most
truly interested, seeined fo see no danger. If there
was any change iu himself, e had grown to like Lis
rival more, aud his wanner seewed grently warmed
towards him.

But whatever was to be would be, and that soon.
1t was now mil-summer and the weather was in-
tensely sultry.  And each day ‘that passed over the
heads of Lilian and Theodore La Grange, proved
how strong was the spell that bound her, She loved

 lim—cvery tone, every restless action told it, and

she kuew that lic loved her, yet could not tell her.

One day La Grauge cal'ed, a8 usual. Mr. Warren
was not in.  Mumma was in excessively bad humor
and pointedly impolite,”” Lilian, she eaid, was suf-
fering from headache, and when La Grange men-
tioned the hour at which the horges would be brought
round, he was told he might as well countermand
the order, Still ‘he loitered ; he was not coatent
with mamma’s answer, and he liked to be in Lilian's
atiogphere, if he could not be with her.

“There is a drawing Lilian left for me to finish,”
persisted La Grange, .

“ 1t is up stairs,”’ rcpliud mamma, with coolness.
“ Lilian is asleep and I cantiot disturb ber.” *

Fairly beaten out of houbé nnd temper, Lo Grange
_bowed himiself towards tho door, whcre he encoun-
tered his genius, Mr, Warren.

“You arc not going,” he snid, taking the arm of
La Grange.

* Miss St. leon is not well to- duy," was his an-

GHT.

massive clouds, with eaffron edges, were hanging
around the horizon.

There-scemed u sort of reoklessncsu in Lilian; shg’
had evldently been forced Into the' ride in spite of
hergelf, and ns it was to be, she was determlued to
go on with it. They turned into the open fields ;
few sheep were standlng in oppressed drowsmess,
and it was all so decply still, that the thistle-down
hung motionless on it stalk. The horses werd res-
tive and uneasy—flinging their cars forward, and
turning their hends towards caoh other, a8 if each
would Lreathe his alarm mt‘;ho other’s ear, gnd
then tossing them wildly into the air, a8 though both
had learned that their fright mutual, Again,
afidmore than once, La Grnng(*ed a feturn.

They were in the very heart he storm. There
was no need of spurs for the frightened horses. At
a fast gallop they went sweeping over the fields,
when a furious flash struck, as if it would spht the
earth before their feet. La Grange was blinded—
his horse recled, but he collected him agaiii.  Lilian,
horse and all, rolled on the ground. La Grange
sprang off his horse, and flew to her. She did not
move; but it was certain that the hghtmnghnd not
harmed her; ber horse had reeled and lost his foot-
ing, from the speed at which he was going, and had
fallen with bis rider. She was sensecless, but she
breathed.

They were & qnartcr of & mile from any sheltcr
and the storm was rising in ity fury. La Gmngo
raised the unconscious fair one in his arms, knowing
nothing and feeling nothing, but that all he cared
for upon carthi was to save her. At length he
renched the ruins of & sort-of shed, that .had beexi
oviginally crected to protect the cattlo that ‘grazed
at large.  Laying his senseless burden down under
this poor shelter, he exerted all his ingenuity to
restore consciousness.  Ile unlaced the tlghtly-closcd

ffainted.

riding-dress—he wrung water out of her drenched
skirt, and bathed her face with it, and breathed
upon ber forehead to dry off the moisture into cold-
uess. At length she unclosed her eyes, and getting
her dress out of its derangement, faintly asked
where she was. '

« Thank Ieaven, you will recover,” exclnimed La
Grange. “ Do not move—you are safe here.”

« What has happened ?” she asked.

«There was lightning,” he answered ; © your horse
fell, and you were stunned.” *

wAnd you! are you hurt ?” she asked, by that
awful lightuing !” :

1n her feebleness she had lost power for cffort to
constrain bLer feelings, aud they flowed naturally
now.

« Are you hurt, dear Mr. La Grange ?” sho asked)
again. * There is blood on your hand !” ‘

#1! no dearest Miss St. Lgon. 1low can you think
of me at such a time?” was his reply.

These warin words hurried her back to her self-

possession, and with a faint blush she asked him to
ussist her w rise.
cffort seemed too much for her—she reeled and
Aguin he laid her down in the old, and, to
him, dear position, and in a short time could speak
again.  This frightful aceident had flung them too
utterly upon one another for any concealment, and
all the passionate words which now came pouring
from La Grange, he learned from lier own focblo lips
that she Leard without reluctance.
The storm was subsiding, and tho lightning grew
fainter and fainter: A shepherd boy had caught'tho
Lorses, and brought them round; and La Grange
tore a leaf from his pocket-book, and wrote a note to
Mrs. St. Leon, inforiing her of the accident, and
that Lilian was safe, and would soon follow.

With these, hiedispatched the boy on his horse, with
orders not no spare the whip, and in a few moments
they weve again left alone. .

Other thoughts now crowded upon La Grange, as
he felt Low soon these frightful, yet exquisitely
happy moments, would pass. Lilian loved him—she
had said she loved him. And with her love, he felt
so strong. Lilian could stand now, and leaning
heavily on Lis arm, she went out with him into the
air.

So fair, so lovely, all now seemed as if Nature,
worn to death, had passed through some terrible
ordeal, and burst out again in young, bright strength
and beauty. There swung the charmed raiubow,
fuir emblem of the world's secoud birth, its great
arch giittering against the retiring storm, which
was banging on its skirts like vietory on the scat-
tered lLiosts of a flying invader.

« S0 let us take the omen dear, dear Lilian,” ex-
olaimed La Grange. / Our trials are endud—-thc)
have given you to me.”

She did not answer him, but pressed his arm, and
go in the sweet consciousness of loving and being be-

11loved, the hour passed quickly that intervencd before

the carringé camne,

Mrs. St. Leon was informed of the nature of the
aceident, and when La Grange had seen her safely
at home, e made his way to his own lodgings. In
the evening, hic called again ; the servant informed
him that Miss St. Leon was doing well, aud also,|
that her mistress had desired, if he called, to detain
him for an interview with herself.

uNow, then, for the explosion,” thought LaGrange,
as e went up stairs,

etrange to find a real man 1"

+1le is your——""

*If you mean that he is my, gmde, ny instructor,
my more than friend—yes!” she interrupted.

Upon this the tall figure of mamma'eamo sailing
up. She frowned, as she observed the group, and g

) , shot from one o the,
other, not gparing Mra. Mortimer,
uBo you aré here; Lilian 9 wli¢ gald,’ #1 have
{ been searching-the room for you. Mr. Warren'is
gonc—-umd 1 siippase, of wnmng for ns.”

“Ile was lere d moment ago, manna,” she an-
swered; * hut 1 Gelieve he is gone! You were so
busy talking that 1 was obliged to look for anothor
chaperon, and Mrs, Morumcr was kind enough to
take care of me.” .

# Mre. Mortiwer has heen very good ! she return-
ol. «1 will spare her any further encumhrnncc
with you, The carringo is waiting,”

“So cndsln .very pleasant evening, then,” said
Lilian, riamg Mortimer came up just In timo to
offer his'arm to Mra. St. Leon, and there was no dl-
ternative but tho escort of La Grange for Lilian,

- Beforo stepping into her carriage, slio appented to
hesitate whether to give kim her land, but at
lcngth extended it, su}mg—" Good byo! wo shall sce
you: ngnin, Lhopot, -

The crowd “pressed upon them 8o closo thu.th.
Qrango. could ngt find ‘opportunity to ask leavo to
call. Another  statoly bow . from tho plumed hcml
dress of mamima nnd the cnrringo drovo away, .

I\Irs. St. Leon hud luokliy dmpped o brnooloﬁ uud

swer, v and—and?”

« Oh, you had hetjer not go iminedintely,” inter-
rupted Mr. Warren.  Come baok with ufe, I want
to see you!”

Mamma looked very angry when she saw La
Grange re-coter, and under such ¢ecort.

“1 amn sorry to hear n.bout Lilian,” he said ; « it is
nothing serious, 1 trust. Isn't she coming down?
Can I sce her 7 asked Mr, Warren,

with o point upon the you, which meant to be spite-

her being asleep, - S
«1 will go up, then, if you will take me,” he re-
joineds . '

No oh,]eohou wos ru.ised—-Mr. Wurren ’s words were
peremptory.

They went. Lo Grungo mu; lcft alone ten minutcs,
and, whilo looking over the room, found the drawing
in questlon, * Mamma, ;lgd ‘condescended to another
fib. :

By and by the pair roturned and Mr, Wnrren
snid—

. % There is nothing to. ulurm us! It is only the
oppressivencss of the u.tmolphcl'e- A-rldo would be
good, for hgr, if Mr, La Grunge is not engaged 1”

Mrs. St. Leon fumed arid'ohafed, bit she made no
opposition, If there was uhy’countcrplot. one heart,
at least, he knew, and’ ho was %u'o of thut 8 La
Grnngc bowed in aequiesognce.

At two q'eloek, the horads wore bmught, nnd tho

/| poir started.  Nelther of thém cold say much.- The
aun soemed oovcred ,with o sultry huzo, nnd greut,

wShe ‘will sco you; “of coursc,” replicd ‘mamnia;

ful, and showed sho was not nshumed of tho fib of

= \ith—=the~same-exalted~mnjesty-with-whislsle
Lad sailed past him at tho congeft, she swept into
the room. To the anxjous mqumcs of La Grange,
she-only vouchsafed a bitter—

«There is no fear; my dnughter will bo well to-
morrow—at Ieast her body will.”

La Grange had avisen when she entered.  Mrs, 8t.
Leon neither sat down herself nor asked him to sit,
and they stood looking at ench other. At lcngth
she broke the silénee: Ky

# desired to speak to you, Mr. La Grange,” she
said ; “ your own cousciehd® ha3 perhaps suggested
the veason. You niust be.aware that your visits
here have ceased to be agreeablo to me. I wns not
blind to your motiye, though I was wenk cnough to
Allow myself to bo over-persunded by ong who will
suffer from his mistake more bitterly than I I en-
dured you ft his importunity, and I havo lenrned
that you have drawn away her heart from him to
whom it had been vowed,”

Ln Grange was silent, and sho contipued :

# You do not spenk, sir.  ¥You have paid your Inst
visit here, T onli'e)lesued onee moro to see you, to
lu.y your shame béfore you. And now, slr, g()l It
is tho lnst timo wo meet on carth”

La Grange was prcpared for much, but there was
something ~monstrous in the ussumptiou of such o
tono as that. Bho hnd overshot herself, and taken
impossible ground. -

# You luive’ spolion,Mrs. 8t. Leon,” said La Grange,
“and ttow "hear me, . And to Mr, WarrenI am tu;

him hintod or nny engugement. I will ‘not pmtond

repdy to ‘answor as lo yourself, Nelthor you nor

Iler limbs were unlhurt, but thel

———

but I have hcurd ot‘ it In the world, but I was ng
bound to accept & rumor whieh your conduct 8o ep.
Tircly contradioted. Iam not answerable for M,
Warren’s conduot. I do mot understand it, but I
will not belleve him to be as simply blind as you ip.
a|sist. Iallow that perhaps [ should have given more
welght to tho world’s rumors. To-morrow I shoulg
have spoKen to you. Oh, Mrs, St. Leon,” he contig.
ued, “it may seem o light thing to you to preseribe
your duughter 8 husband—to drive one she loves
away ffom her, und compel ler toa choico of your
own.”

«This to me!” she returncd, p(u;siouatcly,~u‘1
lesson in my duty, and from you! I desire you to

‘lenve me, sir !

« And this is all, then, I have to hopo from you
rejoined L Grange.

I have said, sir!  You will spare yourself an os-
cort down stairs.” .

# Then, madam,” he said, in o great passion, « take
my last words. If your miserable fanaticism hng
closed your sensca against the voice of truth gpg
feeling, they shall try other means with you, | will
not give up Miss St. Leon. She is mine. Ier heayy
is mine—she has given it to me, and she only ghoy
take it from me. I shall see Mr. Warren, If he iy
cold and .unjust as you are, then look to Yourselves,
Thero are no means I will not use to tako her from
-you. Intrigue shall entangle you; gold shall open
ways through your walls, your doors, your garrets,
and your cellers; no voice' about you you shall trust,
Be on your guard. I have warned you !”

Mrs. 8t, Leon sprang to the bell. La Grange took
lLis hat, and moved towards the door, when once
again the genius was at hand, and Mr. Warren ene
tered, -

“Pardon me,” he said. “I came up n fow mo-
ments ago, and was obliged to overliear some of your
conversation.”

s La Grange thought this was unothcr part of the
scheme, and was vexed.

“ You have chosen an honorable post, sir ” he ex.
claimed. “J am glad of it.”

# As honorable,” replied Mr. Warren, * as to bribe
servants to betray their trust !”

. % Then you know all at last,” interrupted Mrs, §t,
Leon.  “1lappily your cyes are opened !

« Will §ou excuse us for a few moments, Mrs, St.
Leon? Mr. La Grango thinks he has something to
say to me s well as to you, I will give him the op-
portunity.”

Mrs. St. Leon lingered, but a gesturo of Mr, War-
ren was peremptory, aud she left them.

“ You had better sit down,” he said to La Grange,
who was swelling, hat in hand ; Lut he returned :
“Idonot sit, a8 an unwelcome guest. As you
heard what I said to Mrs. St. Leon, I need not repeat

| '."

Mr. Warren sighed in his pecuhur sad, melancholy
way.

# Sit down,” he said,

La’Grango sank upou a chair, while Mr. Warren
continued,—

pronchs:s, which arc as foolish as they nre undeserved,
What you think of me, matters” but little to myself,
though much, perhaps, to you. 1have often observed
that you sought an explanation with e, and this

and you shall have it,” ho went on. « My lifo has
been what men would call a better one. For what
might be left me of life, I see a straight roud before
me. Iam brief, for I will not weary you with mye
self. Iformed an acquaintanee with this family,
Mrs, St. Leon’s enthusiasm made her throw lerself
cutirely upou me. In her glfu.d and noble-minded
daughter, I saw a pu'sou of entively different huould,
in whom [ thought 1 found one that no matter,
She admired me—but I knew, and she did not know,
how dffferent adnuration is from love. I knew my
own defeets,” continued Mr. Warren, ©and I deter-
mined on no more than a tacit engagelm.ut éuvmg
her for n whole year wholly free. These wero the
terns upon which we were when I first saw you;
you knew mo, and you kuew something of these
terms at our first mecting.”

La Grange started.  Warren, however, continued—

“1 saw the plcusule which she took in your com-
pany, and Isaw in you a person who would try her
feclings towards hyself.” .

*Gracious heavens!” eried La Grdlfgo ; “then
this was the reason —” i

 Let me go on,”’” he said ; “you might have been
idly coquetting for your own pleasure. It might
have been so, although the character I heard of you
mado it unlikely. With difficulty I persuaded Mrs,
St. Leon to allow your visits. You oame often, I
Lad you encouraged. I watched you throughout,
and nall was as I expected ; this lust day has but con-
cluded what, from the first, I felt to be inevitables”

La Grange wds choked.

“Mr, Warren,” he stimmered, ¢ tell me but one
thing, and do not think I am wronging you in ask-
ing it. DBut in the bitterness of the punishment you

are heaping on me, sclfish as I am, may I be spared
the worst,~—do you leve Miss St. Leon ?”

« What is the Jove of a withered hLeart?” ho ap.
swered; * such affeotion as I had to give, I gavo her,
It is hers still, as it-has been,—the calm atfection of

spoke well for you ; tho natural time is now come,

V' 4

“Iam not going to repeat Mrs. St. Leon’s re-

WAWIFIE T Pproving rensom;” v

# Do not repronch your'self with selfishness—we are
all sclfish ; you were carried awny by passion, and
pussion has been a true guide to you,”

#No,” he said, and his voice trembled; » [ have
loved as you loved, and that can never Le again,”

La Grange was confourtded, and, taking the hand

wrong he hud dono so noble-minded a man, -
“There are’ many creeds, there is'but one humnmty.
Though Lie was a Spiritualist, and censured Ly many,
he was generous, and worthy of cauenization, "
He-won the last aud hardest battle for La Gmuge
with Mrs, St, Leon; and, when the g0y easpn ngni:i
brightened the winter scason in New York, La Grango
led Lilian 8t, Leon to the altar, tho faivest and the

gentlest bride that ever droppcd o tear, when bidding
muidenhood favewell,

Nuven Despamn—Trut hopo is based on energy of
charncter. A strong mind alwnys hopca, oud has
always causo to hope, beeauso it kiows the mutn-
lilityof human affairs, and how slight a cfroum-
stnEe may change the whole courso of events, Such
o spirit, too, rests upon itaelf; it is not confined to
partial views, or to one pnrtlculnr object. And if at
lnst all should bo lost, it has sayed itself—its own
intogrity and worth, Hope awpkens courage, whilo
dcspondc;uoy is the last of nll evils; it is tho aban:
donment of good—the ‘giving up of tho battle of

Von Anebd. — T

of Mr: Warren, lie expressed his sorrow at the deep

lifo with dond nothingness; Ho -who can: fmplant -~ =
courago In tho ‘human soul ls lts bcst Phﬂiolnn._
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Written for tho Banner of Light,
T0 LITTLE ADDA’S MOTHER.

BY CoUslX BEXTA
—_—

«God keeps a nicho in henven 1o hold our fdola
« Dear friend, thy loving heart {s snd,
Thy cheek {8 bathed i tears;
* AMlliction's heavy rod is lajn
Upion thy youthful years."
The dearest tes that bound thy heart
o carth, have oft been riven;

U The aweotest flowers that decked thy path,

__Are blooming now in hoaveu!

I'm mmkln};.l now, how short the timne,
Bince oo so dearly loved

Pasacy on, ans) left the scenes of carth,

*  For higher spheres above,

. And then another one was called—

Againghe tear-drops flow;

The eldest of Lhy sister-band,
Was called upon 10 go,

Bhe feehly clasped the babe she loved,
To rest its weary form

An angel suap'd a sitver string—
Mother and bale were gone,

Blic wandered Lo the worniug land,
She rested on the shore,

And elasped fn her immortal arms
The loved ones gone before.

And now when juyous apring liad come,
With all her merry\lrl\ln.

Of birds, and Nusvers, nud singing brooks,
To cheer your heart again

The Mutlo bud that Just began
Its petals to unfold,

And shed a heavenly ray of light

“ Around thy inmost soul,

1as faded Nke tho sunket sky,
And fallen from its stem;

Gad often takes onr fulvest flowers,
To draw our hL:x\rls to Iim.

Though now you miss his 1ittlg stop,
Aud all Wawuing playe,
And hear no mord his prrattling voleg,
Through all the sumimer days;
Yet when God's holy stars at night,
Smile from their radiant sphure,
Metbiuks your little Adda comes,
To hover round you here.

" JUs Mtle soul, o tired of earth,

He could Do fonger stay

Loved voices from tho spirit-land
Were ealling hiin nway ;

Then, leaning on an angel’s breast, -
He closed his sparkling eyes,

Crossed o'er the stream, and went to dwell
With seraphis in tho ekies.

Ol could you see tho spirit-band
Of loved ones gnl’l(? before,

Extending out their waiting hands,

. o weleane him on shore,

You would not, cortb not wish him back—
Your tears would cease W flow,

As through the meadows, soft and green,
Clasped hand in hand they go.

TuaTCHWOUD CCTTAGE, .

Written for the Banner of Light,

- THE DENOUEMENT:

oR,
A LEAF PROM CONVENT LIFE.

;zf OPHELIA . CLOUTMAN.
. —_—

The sudden death of my parents during my carly
childhood, left me at once to the eare and -guardinn-
ship of an uncle, a wealthy planter of Louisiana.

This gentleman, the only surviving brother of my
decensed mother, having made for himsell a home
at the sunny South, had there fallen in love with,
aud married, a Wuly of French extraction, in her re-
ligious belief n strict Catholic.

At the period when 1 first became an inmate of my
worthy relative’s family, his only children—two
daughters—were both on the eve of marriage, hav-
ing gratified their ambitious parents’ pride, by con-
nccting themselves with men of wealth and position,
if not of iutellect.

For two years after the departure of my cousing
from lome, | 4vns sent as n day scholar to an acnde-
my in the immediate vicinity of my unole’s resi-
dence, which was at that time in the city of New
Orlenns. :

My aunt, a worldly and fashionable womamn, at
last determined upon breaking up housckeeping, with
the intention of spending a year or two in Europe.
Being but twelve years of age, and withal a studious
and droggmy child, my gociety )vould have been looked
upon b()%ncr as rather more of a bore than a pleas-
ure. It being decided upon.to leave me at home, I
was sent to the Montreal Convent, where I was to
remain until the age of sixteen, at which time I was
expected to graduate.

To a child of the North, the idea of convent-life
was far from being agreeable; but, inasmuch a8 my
cousins hiad there completed their education, and the
orphiin child was denied the privilege of exercising
choice in the matter of her schooling, 1 determined
to meet iy fate with as brave and contented a heart
as possible.

The last sad ‘words of parting exchanged with
those whg had assumed  the off of protector to the
wenk and parentless, and whom the bread ocean was
80 soon to shut out from 'my sight, hnd I was left to
the solitude of my new life.

My admittance into the convent was the dawn
of o bright cra to my litherto shapeless existence.
To & child of my peculiar temperament, the calm

e wyading -thut~holy-sanotuary-aoted--like.8.charm.

upon my senscs. With no companions but books
and my own thoughts, I was' scon comparatively
lhappy. My chief nim was to attain a high rank in
my studics, and to graduate with the noblest honors
of my class, To do this needed no, slight degree of
energy and persoveranco upon the part of one who
had never known what it was to enjoy perfect health
from tho firet hour of ker existenco. '

degree of physical beauty that was mine, made mo
at onco tho pet of the convent. At that time, I was

the youngest pupil in the school ; but though a mero.

~ ohild in point of yéars,T yet possessed, more true
digaity and strength of character than many young
ladies of eighteen. - - I '
At the end of two years my aunt and umnole ro-
turned from Europe, Permission wns_now requested
for me to vislt them, I hailed this slight respite
from stidy with delight, for previous to this time I
had passed my vacations at the convont, regretting,
alas, that I, unlike my companions, had no dear pa-
Tents to-visit me—no boloved homo to return to,
. Perhaps it “Was my youth, together with the ex-
trembo loncliness of my situntion, that gnined- for me
tho love and sympathy of tho entire sigléthood. ; Tho
usual reserve of manner which the nuns exércise
towards their pupils, scemed in my caso to bo laid

.aside. Perceiving my.delioate appotito and natural

distaste for the food oftentimos st upon the scholars’
table, they would slyly invife mo into theix‘Fefeotory
to dine with them oncf or twico & week, whoro thelr

well-furnished board scemed actually gronning under
fts weight of luxuries. In vain they tempted my
sense of taste with choice fruits and dellcfous winos.
[ scldom touched them, knowing, ns 1did, that the
great partinlity extended towards me was dotie un-
der cover of scaresy, lest it should excite thie suspicion
and digpleagure of my fellow-students.

~\)1y trit to New Orleans was not productive of so
much pleasure ns I had anficipated. Ahsorbed in
making preparations for her intended residence in

aunt’s mind amd time. She inquired slightly iuto
my studies, and rcmarked that my uncle would
cither como or send to me from France, after 1 had
graduated. The three weeks which I spent with her
—or, rather, at her house—wero #o tedious and irk-
some to me, that I was not sorry when the time ar-
rived for me to return to the convent. Thesca
voynge, however, benefitted my health somewhat, so
that, after all, [ had'no cause to regret the long jour-
ney 1 bad so hopefully undertaken,

My readers are probably aware that the sleeping
apartment awarded to the pupils of the convent, is
called a dormitory. It is a long hall, furnishied with
rows of beds, which, if not always comfortable,
possess at least one virtuo—that of cleanlinces. At
cither extremity of the room stands n bed, which
is ocoupied by ono of the sisters, whose duty it is to
sce that the lights are extinguished, and the pupils

safely ensconced in thoir beds at a prescribed hour.

My particular supervigor was a nun called Sister
Margaret. From the first hour of our ncquaintanco,
I had becomno strangely interested in her. Her face
was one of surpassing Leauty. The expression of
her countenanco was by no means spiritual, tho rich
olive complexion and at times flashing black eye, be-
tokening her French origin, There was anair of ex-
treme haughtiness about her person, which.séemed to
indicate disgust for the kind of life she was now pur-
suing, : ‘

Her tone of command and repulsive manner were
in.noway cnlculated to win the love and respect of
lier pupils. They both feared and disliked her. 1
was the single exception to the general rule, for [
really loved sistcr‘t\lnrgnmt. Upon me she bestowed
as much affection as .I belicved a. unture like hers
cnpable of showing. I could not think that the beau-
tiful fenturcs of that at times brilliant face had al-
ways been 80 chiseled and severe in their expression.
1 was suro that some great sorrow, or perhaps crime,
had changed the current of her once joyous and hap-
py life into a frozen channel, which the sunlight of
love might never penetrate and melt.

These were tny thoughts in the silent night, as I
sat shivering upon my couch,with book in hand, and
strainitig my eyes by the feeble rays of the night-
lamp, over my lesson for the morrow.

As her bed was closc beside my own, T had full
opportunity to scan that glorious, yet mysterious,
countenance, in its calm and statuclike repose,
Sometimes she would sigh and start in her sleep, and
then a sad and troubled look would sweep across her
fair. brow, as if some sudden sorrow had fallen like
n dark shadow upon her heart. .

Again the large black cyes would dilate, until they
geemed to emit fire; the usually pale, olive check
redden, while, with firmly set teeth, and clenched
hands, she would mutter words full of revenge, in
which the name of 1lenri was alonoe distinguishable,
At first T belicved my benutiful yet cold teacher
metamorphosed into some human fiend, nnd, seeing
thofull and lustrous eyes unclose, faucied her nwake,
and about to murder me. But the frequent repetitions
of such night-scenes proved to me that such singular
conduct was the result of nightiare, arising froma
distressed or over-excited state of mind, One thing
I did wish, which was, that I were gifted with thé
artist’s power, in order that I might sketch upon
canvas the varying cmotions of that singularly
lovely face. .

Of course sister Margaret was never cgnscious of.
talking in her sleep, and [mever mentioned the sub-
jeci to her when awake. Once 1 did venture to usk
if she were contented toepend her entire life within
a convent. I fancied that a slindow of regret passed
ov‘cr her face, and a tenr glistened in her dark
eye; if so, it was but momentary, for the next in-
stant her featurcs resumed their stern expression,
as she replied, * that she was both happy and con-
tent with the life her own choice had dictated.”

. I said no more, but went on with my French les-
son, of which language sister Margaret was o most
thorough and accomplished teacher. I had justen-
tered upon my fourth and last year, when one morn-
ing, at the conolusion of mass, I was told that n geu-
tleman awaited me in tho parlor. Not being allowed
to reccive company, except in the presence of one
of the nuns, I was accordingly 'attended- by sister

Frances. ~
The deep crapo on tho hat of my uncle bespoke

some recent affliction. In a tremulous voice, he in-
formed me of tho uncxpected death of his wife. Ho
lind come purposely to deliver her dying mnessage,
which was a request that I should embraco tho
Catholic faith, and, taking the veil, henceforth dedi-
cate my life to tho service of God.. Wt

I received this peculinr communication with re-
spect, promising, at the same time, to think well
upon the subject before deciding. My compnnion,

-sistor-Francos,.only-£00.glnd..a8.the. prospect of at.

e T

taining what is looked upon in their cyes as one of
the greatest triumphs of their faith, namely, the
conversion of o heretic ; and, still more olated at the
iden of n new acquisition, by way of a fortune to the
convent, conversed long and carnestly upon the sub-

jeet, without lifting her faco once from the floor, it

being o rule, or rather law, of ‘all convents, that no

1 ‘| nun shall ever look & man in tho face,
=My petite figure and gontls ways, rather than any

‘My uncle loft me, scriously believing that my
youthful andcnthusiastio mind was one ehaily to bo
wrought upon By the show and fascinotlon of the
Catlylio religion, and with the ldea that it would
tako.but a few months to render mo entircly subser-
vient to the will of my deceased relative, =

Ilero ho was destined to be sadly mistaken. That

taln ; besides possessing an honorable nmbition to
excel In my studies, that, in graduating, I might not
only reflect great crodlt upon myself, but also upon.
tho inatitution. - ] :

Further than that, [ saw no good reason for my
prolonging my stay at tho convent, 1 was young,
inexporlenced, knowing little or nothing of sooi?ty,
yot anxious to travel and oxplore tho old world,

do.”“Were I to fulfill the dying request of my do:
ceased aunt, I should; In o doing, sacrifico alf the

shrine of religlous faith, besides tho scttlement of all

conneoted” - .

Paris, with whose gayetics sho hind becomne perfectly
| infatunted, 1 occupied but a small portion of my

I was devotediy attached 'to my teachers, was cor- -

which ty largo forbuno afforded mo amplo menns to .

happiness I had dreamed of in tho- future, at tho -

my property upon the convent, with which 1 becamé- - . .
’ o / - . priest, we were to bo married, embarking »lpg;pcql.

'

Determining to adhero to my I'rotestant creed, 1
pursued my studics trith ineréased energy.  About
this time my health—which bad long been giving
"way from over-labor and close confinement—began
to fafl me very perceptibly. So much night-work
had affected my cyeaiglit, aside from the general
weakness of my liody.

1 was now obliged to spend & good portion of my
time in the infirmary connceted with the establish-
ment.  Sister. Margaret did nll in her power to
lighten my task, whilo ker pleasant voice, and sweet
smile, oftentimes made me forget my own physical
sufferings.

A new brother had been. admitted to the priest.
hood ; & man, 1 should judge, of zomo thirty-five
years. Tlis olosely shaven hend, monk’s cowl, al
conrse dress, could in no way conceal the great beatt ¥
Jof his person. “The circumstances that had led him
to scck an asylum in the convent, were not genernlly
known hy the sisterhood, having only been confided
to the Bishop and Mother Superior. .

"Ilis nunerous pecomplishments ehowed him to by
a man of .fine intellect, while the fervor and zeal of
his religious fuith excited the admlration of the cn-
tire convent. [lis great beauty and-brillifint conver-
sational power made hinr'the theme of eonstant dis-
cussiop among the young ladies.  Full of conjectures,
they tried in vain to solve the problem of iy posi-
tion in early life. Une belicved hint a deposed man-
arch ; another the chief patriot of seme new revolu-
tion, who was forced to seek sufety in retirement.
All their debates, however, threw no light upon his
previous history. The only thing known regarding
hin1 was, that he bore the name of 8t. John among
the fraternity, and that ho was master of some six
languages. )

I had always a passion for Italinn, not merely le-
cause of tho help it would afford we ip my musienl
studies, but because, when spoken, its accent was al-
ways particularly mélodious and soft to my ear.
Resolving to see sunny Italy, (God permitting) upon
the closo of my school days, I became anxious to
make myself conversant with its characteristic lan-
guage. P

Brother John was accordingly appointed my teach-
er.  Under Lis cureful tujtion 1 soon made rapid pro-
gress, notwithstanding my feeble health. 1 was far
in advance of the several members of my elags, while
Brother John's constant praise of my fine brain, and
retentive nemory, excited- no little jealousy amoung
my companions. »

Sister Margaret was still as kind and attentive ag
ever, and I began to give over the thonght of & sepn-
ration from one who had proved lerself so true o
friend %o the orphan-givl, when a circamstance oc-
curred which left a fenrful and lasting impression
upon my mind. -

As weeks rolled op, my handsome tutor continued
to be as assiduous as cver in his attentions; but [
was too intently engaged with my studies to pereeive
them. Observing me frequently eugrossed in deep
thought, St. John inquired the cause of wy ubstrac-
tion. Ilis tender manuer quite surprised me, and,
starting and coloring deeply, 1 replied, * that 1 way
busy with the comyposition of my graduating poewm.”
We were alone, and he proceeded to extol my virtues,
the brilliancy of my intellect, together with the spir-
itual beauty of my face. -

Unused to such flattery from the lips of a holy
man,and alarmed at the impudence of my companion,
1 turned to leave the apartment, hoping, thereby, to
put a speedy end to sieh pash conversalion. Ie
stretched out his hand to detain e, when, at that
moment, the door opened, aud Sister Margaret ap-
peared upon the threshold.

8St. John trembled, and hastily crossed himself, as
he met the unexpected glance of that fiery cye, as the
nun stood for several minutes regarding him without
uttering a word, Iulf dead with fright at the shame
of my situation, I beat a hasty retreat from the room.

I'rom that hour Sister Margaret’s anner seemed
steangely cold and altered towards me, so much so,
s to excite the uotice of my school-mates, who ex-
ulted the more over my misfortune, from the fuct of
my coustant defence of one whomn they all mutually

hated,
A week or ten days after the above-uientioned in-

cident took place, 1 perecived, upon retiring one

pillow. 1 endenvored to conceal it, by placing it
within my bosom, until a favorable moment should
occur for me to read it. But even so quick & move-
ment on my part did not escape the observation of
my eagle-eyed friend. 1 felt her burning gnze upon
me, a8, with a show ofxvmposure, I placed the sealed
missive in her hand.

All the time sho was perusing it, [ watched the
changing emotions of her countenance. 4@ turns
sho became first pale, then red. I gazed npon her
with half suspended breath, and dreading the storm
of wrath which was fast gathering upon her brow.
Tho note dropped from her hand, while her usua)ly
benutiful face grew cloudy and distorted, until it ag-
sumed o fiendish expression, such as I had before
scen in her sleep.

I dared not speak to her, but sat upon the side of
my couch, like one transfixed with fear. I would
have raised the fatal epistle from the floor, but had
not strength to do so. .

At last she murmured in-a voice husky with pas-
sion,,  Ilenri Pellettier, you have wrought the ruin of

_OF LIGHT. y |

night, a small note peeping out from underneath my]

'

ately for Fx"ancc. My nee was to g‘ve consent to
my willingness to el ith him. IHis last words
were cautioning me’to presorve the strictest scoresy
in the matter, gnd warning me to Keep a careful
lookeut for the vigilance of Sister Margaret, ns she
was our enemy, and would seek to work our common
ruin. This note wag signed with Lis real name,
which was Tenri Pellettior, St. John being the one
given him upon his admittance into the holy broth-
crhood,

“1f this bo the doetrine preached by onc of the
disciples of the church, then mny lLeaven preserve
his followers " erierl 1, tearing the note in a hun-
dred picees and seattering-it upon the floor. My
usually cool blood was fairly beiling with indigna-
tion, at the presumption of such a proposal, from
one who professed to be a devoted fullower of Christ,

My first impulse was to expose the whole affuir to
the fraternity, which would result, of course, in St.
John's total excommunication from the priesiboud ;
but this, Sister Margaret begged me not to do in all
merey for her sake. [ then determined to reply to
liis missive, in language expressive of the scorn and
anger with which 1 rejected his bold offer of mar-
riage.  Margaret was filled with contempt and dis-
gust towards one who woull not anly violate the
onths e had sworn vefdre Goud, never to marry when
entering Ilis divine service, but would alsa seck to
wod her whoms he never loved, except for base aud
mercenary motivss, [ felt that T should Aate the
man, who only degired to turn my accomplishments
to his own ambitious account, and who was content
to possess my hand without my Aeart.

My insulted and excited manner seemed to alarm
Sister Margaret, who imploring me to be calm, be-
gan to communicnte her past history. She was like
myself, an orphan, confided at an early age to the
care of a bachelor uncle, whose mind was only stored
with avarice and cunning. At the age of sixteen
she was married, against Lier consent, to o man who
wag some forty years her genior, and who liad ingra-

uncle, by the lean of large sumy of money, the ouly
equivalent required being the hand of his beautiful
nicee in marriage.

Foreed into a union with a man whoso hnbits and
tastes were entirely digsimilar, the poor and duped
child of fortune svon found herself a elave, bound in
golden fetters toa iman whom she neither loved nor
regpected,

Finding the lealth of Lis child-bride fuiling, and
anxious to exhibit Ler beauty at court, the okl wil-
lionaire left New Orleans for Frauce,  Here Adelaide
way placed under the treatment of lenri Pellettior,
a young and rising physician of that city. The rare
beauty of his patient excited an unholy passion in
the breast of the basce-hearted doctor, whose appar-
ent anxiety for the recovery of his young charge,
had admitted him at quee to the confidence of Clare,

The hushand of Adelyide spending most of his
evenings at the gnming-table, Pellettier was the con-
stant companion of the. young wife. Artfully in-
sinuating himself into her affectiony, under the
clonk of friendship, he gained first her love, then
cruclly robbud ber of that brightest ornnment, n
woman’s honor!

Flnving, accomplished his foul purpose, Pelletticr
pronouneed the disease of his patient incurable, and
settling accounts with her hushand for medicinal
treatment, closed up his lodgings and left the coun-
try.

Finding herself deeeived and degerted by Ljm
whom she had loved wildly and madly, Adelaide
knew not where to turn for sympathy.  The sale of
her dinmonds, and various articles of jewelry, real-
{ze:] for her several hundred dollars.  With the aid
of a faithful servaut she secretly left France for
Amcricn, having previously left upon ber dressing.
table a note, saying, that havirg been robbed of her
honor by him who had declared himself their mutunal
friend, and, unable to survive her disgrace, she had
drowned herself.  This conviction was only the wore
confirmed by finding the hat and shaw of 1he be-
trayed wife hanging upoi the parapet of the bridge
overlooking the Seiue. “After dragging the river m
viin for her, body, the enraged busband windered
restlessly over lurope, secking, without suceess, for
the cruel seducer of his wife. In Florence, the City
of Ilowers, he breathed his last, murmuring forgive-
ness for his poor wife, but cursing tlic name of I'cl-
lettier.

Landing at Ilalifax, Adelnide Clare wore away
two or three miserable years of remorse amd grief,
thence proceeded to Montreal, where taking the veil,
ghe beeame a member of the order of black nuns,
two years previous to my entering the Convent.

The sad story of her wrongs concluled, I threw
myself upon Rister Margaret’s neck amd wept for
some time. ‘My sympathy comforted her, and she
told me of the deep love ghe still entertained for St.

her breast. 1ler tones grew soft and tender, ns she
breathed the name of Ienri, and I could not but
think how utterly unworthy DPellettier was of such
a devoted and constant womnan, ns even the rinful
Adelnide. : . '
Yielding to her wishes, I made no reply to St.
Joblin’s note, which silence, he construed into willing-
ness upon my part to clope with him. The follow-
ing night Sister Margaret and I retired at our usual

ono faithful heart, and now, under the garb of snae-
tity, would seelk & fresh victim! Mon Dicu! this
must not be, while Adeluide Clare has power to
thwart your baso scheme!” B
Hor strange words and determined manner raised
my ouriosffy. 1 ventured to inquire the meaning of
such eingular langunge. Giving me the note, which,
in the violonce of her passion she hnd orushed he-
| meath her fect, slio bado mo to draw nearer to the
light and rendit. . B
It was from St. Johin, and addressed to myself, 1
\tarted as-the truth of his intention flashed upon my
‘unsuspecting mind, In & brief manner he boldly
| declared his love for mo. My splendid ‘intellect had
dazzled his scnses, and gratified his pride;-rather
than won his-heart. 1o was nmbitious to enter so-
ciety onco again, and with me for his wife, hie should
gain an honorable entrco into the highest Europenn
clrcles, whoso clegant saloons I wag so well fitted
to adorn.- . :
1~~In conclusion, ho urged meo to fly with Lim to
Franco, where, with o small patrimony inherited
from an uncle, and tho reccipts"derivcd from the
praotico of his former profession, (medicino) ho
lioped to obtair{'a comfortable, if not luxurious, liv-
ing “for himsclf and bride. o desired me to mect
him cutside tho convent wall, at tho hour of twelve,
the following night, when bw would. have a carringe
and post-horses in readiness to convey us.to the.ad:
Joining town, whers, having bribed tho confldenco of

~, -
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bed was empty, and the greatest excitement pree
vailed throughout the couvent, I entered the par-
lor, where were assembled a large crowd of tho
gisters and pupils, with sorrowful faces and stream-
ing eyes. I npproached the sofu, and my gaze fell
upon the dend body of Sister Margaret, She was
found stretched upon the ground-dutside the convent.
wall at daylight, with o deep wound in her brenst, g
if produced by the thrust of a dagger. T
5t. John being missed from moruning mass, suspi-
cion tendily fastened ‘upon him as- the myrderer.

to none Bave mysclf within tho convent, The shock
occasioncd by Sister Margaret's violent death so
worked upon. my nerves that I wag: thrown Into a
fevér, during-which timo I laid insensible for wecks.
Upon recovering, tho wholo truth of- tho affair
flashed plainly upon my mind. - Absorbed in hor
unconquerable love for St. John, Adelnide Clare had
met him on the night assigned for our clopemont,
Disappointed at tho.non-success of his artful scheme,
and in dread of cxposure at tho hauds of Margaret,
ho had cruelly murdered his once innocent vietim
upon “the spot. From that dny tho names of St,

the lips of the Inmates of tho convent.
) 0 - o o o .0 °

Five years ago, whilo on board tho steamor from

'
)

..
Lo

-t

tiated himself into the favor of her almost bankrapt”

John, and which she had tried for years to slitic in_

Trour.  When T iwoke tHe Hext RIGHHIHgE iy teneliers.

Yet the true circumstances of the case were known ~

John and Sister Margaret were sealed words upon'

Havre, bound for America, my hushand was taken.
geriously {il. For dnys1 watched unconsingly be-’

u!dc:- his couch, until life began u]owly;, but surely, to
revive.. 1t was a dark, still night in Ootober, when
Lstole away from Mls bed, where he lny quietly -
sleeping, to catel the cool air upan deck. I had not
been there alone many moments before a tall, dark .
figure whispered in my ear—* (Jod and you shall
alone )‘)car wittiess to my death {7 [ gluneed at tho
face—it was thag of 8y, John; the next moment he

}md thrown hiwmself from the raiting of the deck
| into the forming waves below,
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DY MADGE CoRtpe .
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= Fold her, ali, Father, iy Thin.
Atd 1ot her heneefor e

A messenger if love [IETIN
Our hutnan hearts ang Py o

This afternoon the lovely little forw hay #hrined
our gemn of immortality, was consigned 1y yhe
moist ground, for the spirit pearl had hoey borne

away by the angels, to deck the heavenly shore,

Haw that sweet, God-given pearl glorified the tiny

c.nskct that enfulded it. 1t way hard w0 lay it away

!lkt‘ & worn out raiment, hard to crush back our fall--
}ng tears, so that, looking vpward, we may see our

Jewel shining "mid the stars.

arnng,

cold,

We twined white roses over the fairy form, and
placed them in the tiny waxen fingers,  Sweet sum-
mer-seented bloxsoms, fair and frail as their bud and
blaom, were to us the life of our baby-bud, our flower.

had fallen upon the sow-pure leaves, and the angels
from the higher walks lonked down pityingly ; how
| peacefully the green meadow-lands of heaven .su',clchcd
out andnway umider the never-darkening skies! Should *
they not transplant that fading soul-rose thither ?
There the earth-winds might never nniqv-thc slender
stem, the earth-worm few] upon the tender heart, or
the rain of earthly sorrow erush it in the dust, ' A
bright presence stole gently over our threshold, and
enfolding our sweet treasure with loving :xrm.; we
currio;l it to those waiting bands, aud now it hlu'oms
be‘mmfu]]y upon the banks of the » still witers,” )
“Still waters,” whose unsullied depthy n;‘x‘i'rrorcd
their pure glory in those haly welly of thought, our
baby's eyes, whose decp soul-satisfying peace hal-
lowed our baby's stainless braw., We have folded
the small, soft hands in their long re

: st, sweet hands
that were never tired with tailinyg,

¢ y atd tuking one
dear, loving lovk upon the ealm fice, whose precious

angel-likenesy will never alter or grow cold, woe put
the useless vestment away, and have returged to our
lonesome home.  Now dark this home will Do with-
vut our baby darling; how desolate our lite, without
the print of those tiny fect aloug its many paths,

But why do we still cling to ihe blind wish that
they might have lingered ?  Are those many paths
so beantiful and smooth that we long o lead our pet
child throagh thew ! Ab, 1o, indeed ! of gheir eruel
roughness to tender feet, how well we who have
grown older, know,

Without the print of those tiny feet, oh, mourning
parents, look abave ! vee to what holy Leights those

tiny feet have elimbed. A few unsullied imprints on .
your lower walky, and tow shining like stary up the

golden highway of heaven,  Let us time our steps to

their harmonious measure,  Lovkiug upon their im-
press here, let us endeavor to follow their faultless
way, awd not trn aside into strange roals, heenuse
our bother may stray there; and, lookifpe \lp“‘l\l"d
to their flowergemmed journeyiugs ouward, lot us
strive, by our life and our lyves, to nutain those ra-
diant hill-tops, aud mark our Jrogresy with such
gloriouy lightuess, as strews the paths those little
feet have trod,

And not only there, amid the unhlighted blooms
of the ather conutry, dues our little darling wander;
although we do not see them; we know by the tender
toach upon oue hearts, that the figure of our fuiry
angel often stands upon vur threshold, and these soft
hanede rest fundly in our own, aned that as she grows
older in the higler life, he will gently strive to lead
us in the way we should ga.

Aye, it wax hard to luy that litle form under the
earth-sod; but we know that there is its henven-born
likeness blovmiug in still more angelie loveliness in
the upper garden of God—bloomine far away from
the poor sunlizht that storms ean bide, in those ce-
lestial sumper readms. Who would call our Eva
thenee?  Who woull summou her from the arms of
the angels, so mighty to shiceld, to ours, 8o weak to
protect?  From the glur;" and the pence there, to
the snrrow, dimuess, and discord here 7 Who would,
if they pussessed the perfeet power, wnearth thag
buried garment, and eall the free spirit back to put
iton? Al 1o one! noone! though many tears are
flowing, not even 1he mother who purchased its brief
sojourn here with half her earthly life,

Diciy’s FasT Day Rine.—On the last holiday,
for which we were indebted to the kindness and par-
tinlity of Gov. Banks, Dighy bargained with 2 jockey
friend of his for the use of his fastest nng.  Now
Dubbin had heen a temporary in-stull ment for some
{days, and, on coming into the open uir, was quito
willing to shoi his peragrative nbility. * So searcely
were the first forty rods left behind, than he started
ofl at a burly, unpleasant trot—which as naturally
ripened into o gallop a8 o tadpole into a bullfrog,

but vainly, The “ good time” he had anticipated

quickly progressing toward worst. Digl')} bethought
himself that Shakspeare somewlere uu);s—-.
= Serew your courage to the sticking point,
PR And we'll not fuil.*
So be resolved to bo heroio, and tugged with all
Lis available strength upon the relns. Alns! poor”

wheels of his vehiclo made & dozen revolutions, bo-
fore hie was lajd, not so softly as might-bé, ofi the
grass besido the road. The horso -having got ,rid of
the chief incumbrance, took *a turn or two for fun,”
round the various roads, and, in the course of an
hour, his own instinet guided him back to his stable,
In another hour, Digby made his appearance, slightly
rumpled in appoarance, to anxiously inquire for the
horse. 1lis friend, the stable-keeper, solaced him
with tho news of hiseafe return, thodgh suns driver;
and, with o malicious lecr, ho asked Dighy how ho
liked his horse. Dighy, as usual, put the best face
on tho matter, und replied: “'Why, Dave, to téll the
truth,-between you and me, I was guite carried away
awith bim /7

A postmhstcr, s&mowhcro; writes to tho editors of
n"i)'r\per, a8 follows :—¢ Tho Courier, addressed to N,
0. Mooro, of this place, 18 -no more wanted. N:O.
Moore being no more, his oxoo \
any'more . . .

from Gud's great beauteons gunden.  The carth-blight -

oxocutors deolino taking it

]

Dighy! ‘Tlhiey guve way l—and gearcely had” the

4

N

was alrendy turned from indifferent to'bal, and ‘wag—* -
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