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The gloricus Fourth eamo smilingly with sunshine and with
flowers—

Witly skios of azure splondor—with rose-winged nnd goldon

. —hovre—

_ With tho fostal robos of Nature, glittering with a lhousnnd
gems—

With the'nngd dow-drops gleaming from her m)rhxd dln-
dems

Tho waters enng_qultlngly thelr hymn of fervid pralso;
Suan-kissed to lifo and melndy, vibrating neath the rays
That shed thelr viviying power o'er carth, and sky, and ses,
Calling from out the darkest depths respoustve sympathy,

_Callin the voices of tho wind, to blend in one accord

Tho rolling anthem of the sea, tho love-notes of the bird—

The inerry whispcrings of the leaves, tho melancholy chimo

Of the low, sweet bells at evening, lu tho ULlissful suminer-
time.

Yes! tho grand, harmonfous volces of our Parcnt called us,
then, ¢

From the giddy whirl and turmoil—from tho Lusy haunts of
nen—

Called us to the wildwouwd palaces—the Jeweled, wide domain,

To the royal fanes ereated, ‘neath the blooming S8ummer's
relgn.

-

Answered alt Lhe volce of Nature? leaped ench heart with
Joy and pride,

As her messages came wafled o'er the garden and the tide?

As tho melody cume swelling on the morning's fragrant air,

Deut the hearts of ull thus favored, in responsive, lhuukful
prayer?

From the bustle and the turmoil, the inharmony and strife,

Tou the openitgn blessed portals of a better, purer lifo—

Tou the healing ministrations of the beautiful and truo,

Threnged they not, tho weary thousands, neath thoso skies
of summer bjue?

No! they thronged not to the greenwood, to the forest's cool
recess,

Where awaiting angels lingered with a heart and homo ca-
ress;

They sunght not the mountain stillness, ner e quiot river's

banks,
Nor the wide-spread dume of Heaven, thero to give o Nation's
thauks ;

For the mighty boons accorded by » loving Fuather's hand—
For the liberty and sufeguard, and the plenty of the land,
In siax's conseerated temple, lotd hosannas to 1118 name,
Won the response of devotion—funned thoe patriotic flame.

Wou the response of devotion 2—not tho full, free, gushing
thde

Of spontaneous ndoration that fts God can no'er divide

From the far cloud's shifting beauty, from the sunbcnm s for-
vid glow~—

From th Holiness of Heaven and the purity below. |

From tho l1ps of men appotnted to bo teachers of the rest,
Fell in mockery, slow aud solemn, words that should bo true
and blest,

For of llberty, eylvation and redemption ?oko they thero

Iu their conscerated churches—in thofcrowded fouso of X

prayer—

Told of frecdom, sacred frocllom, that our struggling fathers
won—

Of fleree, unequal confict, ero lho warrier's work was dopo—

Of the smile of fond approval that our Fathior cast on those

Who were hls favored children—as the wicked wero lus foes.

And they spoko of sncred froedom, while they strovo to stran-
gle truth,

And hurled denunciation to the hearts of ago and youth.

*Neath the sumner skies upholding the dark dogmas of tho
past,

O'er the radiant fuce of Natuso a loathesomo pall was cast.

This the BannaTit celebration of our Independonce day;

Stonos for bread unto the bmw and the doubter turned
away,

YWondering why the deep, blue leavens In thelr summer
beauty snifled

O'er a thing 8o changed and fallen as God's lmago In .m.
child,

Then, the worldly celebration of that greal and glorious time,

Wheu the joy-bells mnig for liberty, a sool-inspiring chime—

DId they feed the wretehed orphans, thronging ‘round the
rich man's dvor—

Bid the Magdaleu of cities to be pure and sln no moro?

Upralse the widow, mourning by the unswept, darkened
hearth,

Aud say the wonls of parden o'cr tho ouleast from hla birth;

Bid the smnllo of gladness linger ona pale chlld's wondorlng
face,,

i ‘And feel the passing L,lury of an nngol o'er tho plnco?

Have all fulfilled theso humau dutles, 'mid tho joy of yester-
day? .

Bld the listening angols auswer, It palns me to say, nay!

1 sas¢ brows of caro aud sorrow—carelcss Joy and noley gleo,

.BuH.ho mockery and sunhlnnco of God-, g,lvon Llborty1

1 love thee,day of Fr ccdoml onthy pureand hallowed shrino
I would lay soul-offerlngs of peace, that lovoand pm) er made
mine— .
. T'would seck tho Ww lld\rood‘u bcnul; -lm.unls, with thoee thatI
~-lovo best,
And neath the summcr's palace- roofln dreams of 'Edon rest.
L I'un.mmmu. Julyo, 1858

A« Fowx. » Joxe.~There ié  man fn one of the
wostern States, who has moved so ofusn that ‘when
over a covered wagon comes nlong mear the house
his chickens: march up and fall upon tholr backs
_and oross their fect ready to’ bo carrled to tho next
stopping-placo.

«] have no apprehension that the dov!{ will ever
como for me,” said & young:man of questionable
morule. 6 1le will not be silly enough to take the
tmuble," said o' lystnndcr, “for you are. going’
straight to him.” : "

Being determined: to mtroduoo mysolf Iwalked
up, hat in hand, and said with & respeotful bow,
«Mr. Charles Lamb,-I- bolicve?” ~ Y-06,” said.
Lamb slowly, tecling and conxing at the same timo
his short, thin, gray wlnskers, 4 yos, théy "onll me
Lamb yot, but I am-old enough tobea shieep.” -

Conunpnuns.—When does 8 cow become real es-
tate? WJ;eiiEho is: turned into & fleld.” Why are

\Y!‘luon for the Banner of. Light,

BMSY NESBROOK ;

on,

Bomante of Peal Fife

DY CORA WILBURN.

ONPNI T S T,

Thore are many angels walking tho carth unrocog-
nized; many a placid brow has worn its unscen
orown of martyrdom; young,- tropbling shoulders
have uplifted the heavy cross, and - the bitter cup of

| suffering has been drained by tho rose-red lips of

girlhood, Even the eye ! of ohildhood has beon cloud-
innocent henrt, that should have been‘ lulled in
dreams of heaven. Alas, for our blindness! we pass
by the tried and.exalted ones of earth, beholding
not the great drops of agony trickling adown their
lacerated brows; the shadows flitting, speotral-like,
athwart their faces, heralds of the pain and strife
whthin. We sec no robes of flashing Jight, adorning
their familiar forms ; no Eden pinions, dazzlingly un-
furled for the heavenward flight; dnd we know
them not as angels, on whom tho martyr’s crown
and the palm-braméh of victory have been silently
bestowed. ‘So we pass on, boneath their unfolding «
glory ; under the shadow of another’s mightiest woe
wo sit and sing’our summer songs. .

The romance of real life! never yet has pootry or
fiction penned the full record of one human heart;
imagination in its wildest flight, funcy in her most
erratic mood, has ever lngged “in the rear of
strauger truth ; and whilo the untried smile—those
whose lifo has been cnst amid the sunny places, and
the dear, unchanging home-scenes—while they smile
increduously at unveiled heart-woes and tales of

| wrong and suffering, many, who have passed through

a fiery ordeal far exceeding the wildest conception of
the novelist, have laid .the hook aside with tears,
saying to their own souls, “Too truel too true !
Life! stern, carnest, beautiful, aspiring life! who
can portray its varied phases understandingly?
Storm with its threatening sublimity j calm with its
deep significance, -and lulling whirpers of cternal
peace! The flowers in their bloom and beauty ; the
glowing, unconsciously breathing leve and nestling
joys ; the falling, rustling leaves of departing, with-

| ered hopes ; the ligh+hing fashes of inspiration ; the

clarion-tones of awakening powers; the ungel har-
monies, low-breathed and plaintivo; the dirges wail-
ing loudly to the accompaniment of the winter’s
blast; the grandeur and the beauty, the sunshine
and tho terror, the trials and tho victeries of life—
can mortal pen describe. tiemg_imperfect language
convey inteliigibly the symbol and the selution of
the glorious mystery, to the listening, “suffering,
throbbing and awaiting heart?

With the sweet odors’ of the lilac and the rose
sweeping through my sunlit haunt of retlection,

.| with the green grass and the upspringiug meadow

flowers in view, L. retrace (with memory’s aid) the
life-path of onc of carth’s unrecognized angels ; one,
who .exalted by trial, purified and ennobled by ad-
versity, wore the starry crown of moral conquest on
her maiden brow, and the priceless pemlof purity
upon her breust.. 1 will tell you tho story of Dusv
NESBROOK.
CHAPTER L

_ A ohild of seven sumsmers, Daigy gazed with fear
and wonder upen the pallid countengnce of her
mother, who entered tho little country parlor with
an open letter ‘in her hand, and timidly, almost
shrinkingly, advanced the great onk .chair in
which sat entlironed bek prim, cold, stately punt.
Daisy’s large, dark oyes dilated still morxe when she
“eny her pale, weak mother, fall upon her knees, and
clinging to bor sister’s dark stuff-gown, ory unplor-
ingly :—

% Oh, Sarah ! promlse mo that you will bo o moth-

-1, er-t0.mY- child 2

| on tiptoo with expeotation and undefined fear, little

Have I—hag Alfred—has this innocent child ever
injured you by word or look? 'Ch, Sarah! be not
so-strange, so distant ; in this wide world I have no
friend but you.” :-Alicé Nesbrook, stil! crouching on
the floor, covered her face wlth her bands and wept.

Standing in the corner, her heart beating wildiy,

Daisy listened ; and shuddered, a8 she gazed upnn
her aunt’s changing countenance; as she saw her
strike ber clenched hand to her forchead, and flash
fire from her strangely varying eyes. Ier voico
trembled, as sho replied ; but it was with no tender
emotion ; she scized Ler sister’s hand, rudely thrust-
ing it away from her tenrful faco, then holding it
tightly ; but there: was no affection in the clasp,
“You are a dmgrnoc to the namo of Weston,” sho
cried, “ our mother in heaven looks down upon you
in scorn and lonthing; our father would disown
you, were ho living! a8 not thafman Lrought dis-
grace enough upon you? Stand you not branded as
a forger’s wifo—will not tho stigma deseend upon
your daughter’s head? Is it not-yet enough ; but

for anything; you know I congider dlsclplmo neces- \
sary to all under my care. Daisy will grow Tp ny
virtuous woman; industrious, useful and religlous, |
if you leave her with mo long enough. But you can
use your own pledsure, and come for her when it
suits you, But remember, you must cotho alone; I
will not sce kim.”

4 I promiso, Sarah; but,-—you will be gentlo with
Dnlsy, sho is so frail, 80 sensitive 1

A strangoely mocking smile’ disfigured her thin
lips ; an angry gleam shot from her eyes. 1 shall
do my duty; what [ ponsider my dity,” she replicd.
» | ghall neithor beag nor starve the child.”

# But you. will speak kind words, denr Sarak ?
Children’s hearts thirst so for love; you will glndde
the life-path of my little ono; you will unbend and f
bo tender with her onrly tried. spirit? Dear sister,
give mo one kind word, not for myself, but for my
precious child "

Those imploring accents ; that henrt-cntreaty ; how
could'a woman’s heart be proof against their sor-
rowving ‘music? DBut Sarah Weston, for all n.ply, |

you must wish to rejoin him? Ho has bribed him-
self free! tho term of his punisiment s’ not half
over; and beeause ho writes you a wheedling letter,
you must follow him! He isina Northern city!
Well he is known there for a swindler, and be will
think of going to Australia, or China, or Kam-
sobatka; to hide his shame. Will you go with him ”

1t is my duty,” gently, yet firmly, replied Alice.
“He was ever kjnd and loving to mo. He yielded
to strong temptation, as others have done before him.
He is sincerely penitent; and thongh all the world
desert him, I, bis wife, may not. 8arah, God in
Loaven js forgiving ; the gentle Saviour taught meck-
ness and forgiveness—will Jou not forgive your
erring brother 7

« Never / ‘never /" cried Sarah Westo, rising from"
Ler chair, and flinging aside her sister's hind, 1
will never forgive bim for marrying yon—for bring-
ing disgrace upen our name!” The ;ush of wound
cd feeling rose to the brow of Alice. ¢

«1 brought him n few paltry dellars,” she re-
plied ; * he gave mo his love and protestion ; he was
my only steadfast friend ; he tookyue from my goli-
tary life—-"" -

% Yes !” interrupted her sister; « se took you from

your quiet country home, and rqo: ullered  your
money in ¢he oity fur you; ¢ ol .fq ‘m the
tyranny and despotic sway of your old maid sister—
that's what Alfred Nesbrook did; for that you are
grateful ; but now that you fear for the moral wel-
fare of your'child, sister Saral-is good.cnough.
That's it, Alice; I understand it all, ¢hild.”

« Oh, Sarah, have pity on us both! donot yield to:
resentinont ; forgive me if 1 have spoken hastily;
suroly I never accused you of tyranny and misrule.”

moral hero! hedid! I overheard him. Do you re-
member the afternoon he made love to you under',
the grape arbor? No nced to blush, now/ I was
passing by, watering my flowers: ’Twas the ¢do-
mestio ‘tyrant; the iron ruler; the old maid dicta-
tor; all that. Yes, Alice, I remember.”

# And you still bear reseutment ?” the'decp hazel
eyes were fixed upou the stern, pale faco with gentle
reproach,

wJdo. I will not act the hypocrite and deny it. i
Sarah Weston never forgets; seldom forgives. 1]
know thn.t you aro willful and obdurate ; 'tis uscless
to redson “with you. Go, rejoin him, who will yet
more deeply disgrace you. 1 will tuke charge of |
Daisy ; you know that no moral taint can approach '
her.ynder my guardianship. But speak .no moro to
me of him.”

Was it tho bitterness of wounded vanity—was it
hatred born of somo opposing sentiment? Why !

‘{did she hate” Alfred Nesbrook so deeply? Alic, i

rising from tho floor, pondered the question, Daisy,
intently listcning, felt tear dvops.in her eyos;- a dull

-1 tind heavy pain pressing upon her heart,

«0h, let me thank: you, Sarah! you mll deal

1hut-brown curls.

%« But he did! your paragon of perfection—your !

kindly by my child, Oh, blessings upon you, sister ! |

went to the door and called loudly—+ Daisy ! Daisy !”
With a swelling tide of conﬂlctmg cwotions in her !
breast, among which uppermost was the thought
that lLer mother was going away, the ehild rushed !
from ber hiding-place into her mother's arms ; and
uestling there, giving free vent to the pent-up eor-
row, and the overwhelming dread; she cried in |
piteous nccents, her pale face pressed oloso to her
mother’s bosom, her little arms twining convulsively
around her neok :—+ Oh, mother ! mother! don't go
away | doi’t leave me, mother !”’

It was a bitter trinl that wound its fiery coils
around the maternal, the wifely heart. From afar, '
a dear, familiar voice was calling; he was alone, |
deserted by the. world of summer friends; the finger
bof conventional scorn poiuting to his branded name;
lier child was clinging to her, calling upon her love !
and care; it was a bitter trial—it added another :
soul-gem of divinest lustre to the immortal crown
prepared for her by angel bands. Gently, asa’
mother only ean, she unwound those clinging hands;
sho kissed the fuir, open brow, and spoke to her
child of resignation, o!h:ndumncc, of speedy and !
happy reunion. Not until sho had calmed ler de-
spairing sorrow, and stilled her fervent outeries and
cutreatics, did she cease her loving efforts, With
i the strange smile upon ber lips, the mocking gleam
pwithin her cye, Suralt gazed upon the mother and tho
child, offering no word of consolation, no sympathy,
giving not agaiu one sign of feeling.

That night Daisy slept within her mother’s arms ;
but Alice wagched and prayed, and often kissed the
unconscious brow, aud surosthed aside the clustering
Next morning there was an early
breakfast, and the negroes kissed the hands of « Miss
Alice ™ and prayed *de Lord to bress her an’ bring
 her sufe through ber trials back to ole Virginny, an’
lthc denr little Missug.” There was a carringe at the
“door wuiting to couvey the lndy to the neighboring
town,.and Daisy wag folded to her mother’s bosoin
in close embrace; the lofty heroism of Alice was
strugglmg wnthm the materoal sorrow ; there wasa
Jmliglvmg at-her leart; she vainly sought for o

|
|
|

[

- the stage at S——, that was to leave her in sight of

—_—— — g e —

fiusband and the loving mfc H uml Dxusy s recolleo-
tion of her father was somewhat indistinet, When
the prison-loors fulded upon him, Alice sought &
shelter beneath her sister's roof, in the samo South-
ern home where Alfred had first wooed her, from

g fandly, hopefully, with that pain
and lougmg. t i3 only known to wuman's heart,
for thoy of those prison dovrs—for tho light
of his frced #mile once more!

He was restored to liberty-wmugh sooner tlmn wag;

expcc(ctl aml it was the wife's joy and prmlegc to

which she had departed, n joyous, hopeful bride, 1\
Dreading the futher’s influence, the world’a bitter o
scorn for her child, she fled to that country sanctu- L
ary, loving still the crring one, but watehful for tho B
moral welfare of the immortal epirit given to her ’:

charge; waiti

'  dccompany him to n distant city, to thare with him

" the toils nnd privations of their altered lot, though
nany hundred miles vemoved from her $weet child's
howe, still further from the secne of his first dis-
grace,

At the close of the year, Alice reaped the reward
of her prayers and untiring efforts ; the gloomy de- !
spair was departing from ler hushand’s soul; the '
hue of health reviited his cheek. He was oﬂ’mwl a
good situation as clerk in a nereantile house in
Cubn. Fully convinced of the strength of his reso-
; lutions for the future, Alice urged him to ncoept ;
" and trusting to his recovered lhealth amd etrength,
she set out for Westonville, her sister's residence, to
bring home her child. The future seemed brighten-
ing around them.

« Surely God is just, and the \mrh] is good,” said
Alice gratefully, as she starte] upon the pleasant
journey. She had written to Sarah, requesting her
! to apprise Daisy of her mother’s coming,.

x(\hce traveled night and day; bat when she took
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hier sister’s cottuge, an unaceountable gloom and
heaviness settled upon her busyant spirits, and
forced tears to her eyes., A fear and 2 dread of
some overhanging evil, wingel her footsteps; she
rau, rather than walked, and stopped faint and
breatlless at the gate. Sheheard qld Pompey, the
gardener, seream when Le saw her; and Aunt Abby
hurried towards her, with a face presaging evil tid- ‘
ings. Melpless and overcome, she coitld ouly cry, ;
# My child!” and fall stricken to the ground, Lut '
not unconscious. She feit the hands of the negress

around her; she saw the sorrowful faces of the as-

sembled slaves; she heard their exclumations of ‘
pity and condolence, and she kuew cre she had '
asked a question, that Daisy was an augel in the |
sinless land !

They bore her gently, tenderly, into the bouso'
the women uptied her honnet, unloosened her shawl *
and dress, and sprinkled lier pallid face with water,

She feebly pressed their hands in acknowledgment ;. .
but it was not until ber sister entered tho room, |
summoned by Aunt Abhy, that her grief found utter-

ance.

The face of Sarah was very pale; |
were tightly compressed; when she spoke, they |
quivered ; and her vuice was husky, her manner '
agitated ; her self-possession was in a great measure
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her thin lips

stray-gleam of love upon the scaled countenance of
;her impassive sister. There was o long kiss upon
the brow of Daisy, and with o solemh carnestness,
.a thrilling solemnity her mother’s benediction.fell
upon her ear, and rested on the troublesd heart i —
|* God bless and guard my child!” Then the arms of
'Auut Abhy, ber negro nurse, were placed around ler,
rand she saw her mother kissing aunt Sarah’s fore-
‘head ; for o moment her dark garments fluttered at
tthe door; her lingering looks of love rested upon
‘the ohild, and she¢ was gone. When the ruwmbling ¢f
1wheels had ceased, and the cloud of dust bad dléarced
‘away from tho hedges and the winding road, Daisy,
as if awakening to a sense of her desolation, burst
from the nurse’s arms, aud rushing to the gate-way,
called loudly, frantically, for her mother to return.
Without o word of expostulation or entreaty, the
:hand of Aunt Sarnah was laid upon her shoulders ;

l

It was dll mystcry to that litue, lovmg hcnrt,
why aunt Sarah looked =o strangely upon hor kneel-
ing sister ; why hor lip curled_so bitterly and her
voicd foll so harsh and cold upon thgear. . =~

w1 believo ‘¥ bave- beon a mother to both of you
long enough,” she replicd.

- Tears wero streaming adown the wasted cheeks of
Alico Nesbrook ; o grent sorrow was tugging at her
heart-strings ; opposing voices called her; voices
both of leve and duty. :

.4 Oh, Barah 1"” she cried, still kneeling, and taking

' tho sistcr s reluctant hand; “a new sorrow js.upon’

me, and yet thero s o glenm of hopo'and joy fall-
jng on me from afar, -Alfred has written to say
ho is ponitent, sorroyrful .and alone, .Ho calls mo ;.
Ican alone restrain him from' further wrong ; ho
has sinned and suffered; Tam his wedded wifo; it
18 my duty to obey, to follow wharesover li”é”lé‘iid‘e'th
80 it 'bo fn.the paths of honesty and right. Barah,
by our’lmppy chjldhood ; by -the memory of our
sainted mother; by tho father watching over us’
botk’ from heaven, I imploro you! be o'truo mother

‘to my chlld Sho must remain in your-care until

my- oonaolenoe in ‘satisfied; untll I am fully: con-'
vinced that his reformation is complote. I love my
huaba.nd; erring, sinfu), deserted by all; T still trust -

him, and hope much for tho future; but his child

must not agaln behold him until his soul has be-
come proof agninst further temptation. Sarah, yot
are cold,and hard, aid stern at times, but your

\heart is good. - Take charge of my little Daisy, and

a8 you hope for heaven. fulfill your duty by her!
Speak to me, sister! what have I done,’ that you

‘crows the most sensible of birds? Beouuse they
never domplnln without cawa, o

[N
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look eo strangely at mo ? Why aro you 80 ohanged?

B

I go mow with o lightencd heart.” I shall return to
take my obhild to-a worthy father’s -care ; something
is whispering to my soul it will be are long. O, let
me_kiss you, sister! mny heart -is full of gratitude
and grief] Why, oh, wby will yoil ever repulse me,
Sarah ?? She lad thrown her white arms around
the sister's ncck and appronched hor rosy lips to
tho hard, stern forehicad ; but Baral put her coldly
back, untwinoed tho loving olnsp, rcpolled the sweet
smterly embraco,
« I hate scenes, and you. know it ?? . gho. rephed in
those oold, moasured tones that ohnraotemcd her
when not exoitod. Tho scnsihve, love.warm heart of
Alice felt tho impeiictrable barrer that npraised
itsel storiously betwixt them, and she sat down,
wogping:;atrlvlng no more to win'the oﬂ'ootlon from
that callous soul. .
« 8hall I call Dalsy 9 sho timidly inquirod.
‘4 What for ?” responded hor siater.
«To tell her—that] must lenve her~that for a
while sho must be alono—that I go to her fathor,
Oh, my ohjld | my sensitive, petted darling! - Nevor
have f left her for an hour since ske was born ; and
now I must { oh Daisy! Daisy!” and tho poor mothor
sobbed aloud,
“Was 1t pity ‘that for a { moment shodowed and sub-
dued the hawd, ptern face? Was it feoling that sent
tho tide of ‘blood to tho sallow checks; or was. it but
some guddenly reourring, wounding momory 7 Barah
placed hor hand upon her sister’s shoulder, and
though ‘her tones weore chilllng, and her face again
wag hurd Alico lookod up, n.nd a faint smile plnyed

on her llps.

“that werd kcpt rehglously Imagmo thé devoted

her-pieroing,-siall.groy-oyes-xcd - themselves.upon,
the child’s face; she peinted to the house. Without
a murinur, - but with tears and swelling sobs, the
timid child oboyed. .

—

CIHAPTER II
Pioturo to yoursolves the meeting between tho err-
ing husband aud the forgiving wife ; his bitter self-
accusations and solemn vows of reformation—vows

wife, ever cheering, ever consoling, answering his.
questions for the ohild with a brightening, smile—
with tho ono word: #soon!” Thus a yenr elapsed,
and Alfred Nesbrook faltered not in the path of
duty. He toiléd incessantly; and Alice, although
unused to protracted labor of exortion, aided him by
her pen and needlo ; for sho dared not apply to her
hauglity sister for relief. She heard from her about’
ondo. in overysix weeks, and she would have re-
turned to visit her ohild, theugh she would have
been compelled to walk the distance, were it not for
tho profound and settled molancholy that preyed
upon her husband—wasting his cheok, and drawing
tho lifehues from his face; sho dreaded to lenvo
him alono:

Sarah wrote that Dnlsy was oheerful ‘happy and
contented, and always sent hor lova to mothér, but
expressod 10 desire to leave her presont home.

Poor Alice sighed a3 she rend tho lotters—was her

lost ; pity, embarrassment, regret, seewed mingling
in her tones. * My child! my Duaixy ! tell me of mny
child !” cried the mother so suddenly and shrill, that
the frightened women cowered, and eried :*+ De Lord
he merciful !”

# Alice—this is very painful—I had not time to
let you Lnkw—-)t was quite sudlen—she dicd night
before last—I only came home yesterday~—Y faltered
Sarah, gently taking her sister’s hand.

« Dead! dead!” cried Aljee, *and I'a%dy from
her—and ker father never to lock upon her sunny
face? Ohl. is this the reward of my toils afd suf-
ferings—this the recompense of his struggles and
prayers? My little child! my heautiful darling !— '
gono from me without fnre\wll—mthom a parting
kisg 1" .
So mournfully reproachful were thesetwords, that
the colored people, ever impressible and sympathiz-
-ng, wept.alowd;_and_n_child_among them, abowt .
Daisy's age, cried out, amil her tears and sobs: '
‘wShe wos g0 Leautiful, the young imissus! an’\go
good! she’s got a big hebenly hurp by dis time, ;l'
is singin’ praiges to de Lord in heben! She wasn't
a little ohile, miggus. She was tallern mo by a heap.
Oh, Lor'! wo ali is so sorry for Uear little missus |”

A chiding look from her severe mistress silenced
ber. 'The houd of Alice was resting on her sister’s
bosom, where it had not lain for many. years, Sarah.
was speaking kindly, tLllmg her how tho child had
sickened ; how she had taken lier further into'the
couutry, hoping to restore hcr-—how she rapldly grew
worse ; and howsho " died, with her head upon her
bosom, ovon a8 Alice’s head wud. resting now; she
died calmly and peacefully; onco or twico sho had
cnlled * dear mother ! and just before dcpnrtmg. sho
had kissed her aunt. Miss Broom bere, was in’ at--
tendance upon her—she can tell you that tho child
"had every comfort and atteution. Dr. Selbin, the
great Northern plnyslomn, who hns performed-so.
many oures in tho principal citics, told mo that her
diseaso was inourable—a gradual, wearing docline ;
and advised me to tako ler into the country. I
ontcrmined him & day and a night,.for I did not
trust our miserable’ .country practitioners, nor evon -
tho dogtors in 8—-=.  Alicg, she hol every ¢are; but
it was tho will of Heavgn.”

. Tho bercaved. mother gnzed inlo the face of her-

child forgotting her ? Alfred oxpressed his regrot-
In linving misjudged the priin and stately spinster, .
saylng “sho was a better woman than ho had.ovor,
fmagined.” . S

“I shall tako care. of Daily 3 bhe phall noi wnnt‘
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They had been ueporated thm yenrs—tho orring

mster her large hm.el opes, unnnturnlly brilliant aud’
dlstended, wavered npt.in their searching, goul-read--
fng look ; for & mpficut a faint blush dyed the gallowr
oliceks of tho i pcrious Barah, the nervous quiver
pluyod around hyer lips; but her cold, groy eyes mot
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- glogsy curl of silken lair, dark-brown with golden

are upestairs,

— "

Y

the inquiring gaze—met it ond rcupondu]; and

tlve Jand—to tho false, couventional, porsccunng

Alice eobbed, a great, dry, henvy sob, and looked to |world.

Heaven.

A few hours after Alice’s dcparwrc from Weston-

Miss Broom, the houm.ku-por and confidante of | ville, Sarah emerged from hier chamber with clouded

Miss Weaton, was the terror of the negroes, as ahe .
had been the foe of Alice and her child. One glauce
at ber fuce sufficed to repel; the little, twiukling,
unquict cyes, the movable c)\.browa,-thc thin, gyer  ful thought.

twitching lips, the overhanging nere oud colorless
ohecks, which ever burned with one deop, unvarying
crimson spot, formied a4 countenance repugnant in
the extreme. ller figure was -corpulent, although
her face was thin, and her carriage was haughty.

Her hair wasy sparse, but art relieved the deficicncics
of nature ; her innate vulgarity was gpparent in her
drees and speech, though she carcfully studied the
former, and sought a choice phrascology in the lat-
ter. Miss Broom was u tyraut to her inferiors;
haughty and pompous tuwards her equals; cringing,
unscrupulous nnd servile towards those in power.

Alice hnd always disliked her; bul now she had ad-
mivistered 0 the eomfort of her departed angel.

Those clear, questiouiug, hazel eyes, fised themselves
upon the repellant counienance iu mute, command-

ing inquiry.

Miss Browm was boll; she flinchedl not beneath
the soul rending gare, but she -lluppul her eyes ve-
spectfully, aud zaid in ubctuous toues—

ol cati wesitre you, milam, that Misy Daisy, the
darlirgt had edery inman attention and respect and
comfort shown ler; by my ludy here, and myself.
1f she wished for u flower, we despatehed one of the
servants with lightning-speed to bring it if she
wanted a drink, we had o dozen beverages prepared;
if she wanted nourishinent, we had gl surts of nicetices
and delicacivs by the fire, or in the pantry for her.
Miss Weston never closed her eyes the night ghe de
parted, aud L—it do n't become me, in Miss Weston's
presence, aml yours, wadan, o tuastof my services,
but 1 was ready to drop with fatigue; 1 never tasted
a mouthful for forty-cight hours, may 1 drop if 1
did! But it was the will of Heaven, madam.”

« Where is her grave 7 demanded the wother, in
a feeble veiee.

“lu Lowden, my dear, thiriy-scrou miles from
here, 1 had her buried in the village churchyard,
three miles from the firm-house she died ing and o
Leautiful white marble slab marks the gpot, aud |
Luve lett orders to plant flowers on ber gl.m. 1
have Jone all |eonld, Alice.”

“ b kpow—1 know 3 1 am grateful, to you, taall;
but I eannot epeak. Cun b go now, to-night, to see
her prave )

Miss Weston anil ber Lousckeeper exchanged sig
nificant glances. :

“Of course you can go, my dear; but not until
the day after temorrow, when the stage poes in tha
direetion. ludeed, Alice, 1 fear you are too fecble to
umlertake the journey.  You are pale and weary

uow, and this, sal inteiligenee has-overcome you.

PPoor ¢hilid ! better rest awhile, and then return to
Alfred, who wiil Le troabied about you i iv will take
you three days to get hume ;s but, of course, if you
jwsist, 1 will aecotpany you to Louden.”

“ You
have been good awd kind to her. 1 must return
to my husband—1 wust return tonight! You no
lomgeer hate him, Sarah ?”

« Far your suke, 1 forgive kim,” ehe replied.

“Nut for me—for the departed angei’'s sake!
cried Alice. » But her robes, her little shoes, her
liat, surely you will give them to me?  lave you n
lock of her linir? llh, wy child! 1wy poor Alfred!
my breaking eart ! "~

“Ihave a lock of her hmr mhncll 1 will divide
with you, Alice. A part of her things were Jeft in
Louden ; Yt some of her frucks, and your mininture,
Will you eome with me?  Miss Broom,
have the goodness to assist Mres. Nesbrook, 8o, my
dear, take your time—you are faint and giddy.”

In the room, onee wecupied by Daisy and hevself,
the poor mother pazed around, aml stretehed forth
her hands jmplovingly, and wailed forth loud and
pitionsly ¢+ My ehild, my child I

Sarah uened the wardrobe d ors, and Miss Brovn
officiously displayel the little girl's dresses, her sum-
mer hat, and Ler last shoes.  Un one shelf lay a

= Noy 10" weariiy repliel the wmourner.
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brow and very pale face. She entered the little
l”"'""- and taking possession of the oaken chair,
remnined loug eilent, in deep and apparently pain-
Then rising suddenly, sho struck her
her hand, as was her custom when.
excited, and cried aloud: * Would I had not done It;
1 feel that it is wrong! I do not hate niy sister;
lut he—shall he triumph oyer me, become blest and
heappy? No! he maybecome rich and prosperous—
the heart-wound will ngver close. Remorse wlll pur-
sue him; his chlld’s. eath will scem & punishment
for the obe crror of his life. I am his avenging
angel—I right myself and judge hisn! 1, who once
go silently, fondly loved him, I crush him now, who
once humiliated me!”
She rang the bell for her housckeeper.
Broom promptly obeyed the summons.
« Order a carriage from town immediately; I must
go tu—you kuuvw nhcrc Prepaive yourself to accom-
pany me.” : ’
» Yes, madam, certainly,” replied the fawning wo-
man. *Shall | prepare madam’s trn\elmg dress?—
thie green or tlie brown 2"
« Either—it makes no difference,”- colilly replied
ler lady.  And secing no opportunity for conversa-
tion, the confidant left the room. \?‘_
lu a furm-house, distant some thirty miles Trom
Westonville, but in anopposite direction from Louden,
o child is playing wearily and alone, twisting pieces
of paper iuto funtastic shapes, and lovking through
the broken windows at the blue skies and the waving
trees. It is ac little girl, about eight years of age,
symmetrieal in form, and beautiful in feature, wilh
dark, sonlful eyes of brown, and flowing curls of a
somewhat lighter lue, tinged with gollen gleams,
The face is pale and sad; a tender melaucholy nestles
on the finely chiscled lips ;there is poetry and genius,
beruty, light and warmth in that soul. Whata
strange resemblanee is it—can it be pogsible ? 1t iy
Daisy Nesbrouk ! for whom father and mother weep,
whowm her aunt proclaims dead, whomn the poor slaves
cry and pray for.  Duiry is alive and well, but sor-
rowful and expectant, erushed in heart and epirit,
victim of a cold and selfish woman's revenge,
The people that she lives with are coarse, and
and havsh; poor, sensitive Daisy shrinks
from them, She has been here but a few weeks, yet
ghe is very home-sick ; longing for Aunt Ahby’s
stories, for her gentle carcsses, for the songs apd
eparts of the ncgruos, for the comfort and refinement
of Westonrille.
Hark ! a carriage ftops before the liouse; the heart
of the child beats wildly, the rich color dyes her
cheeks, mounts to Ler very brow.  Perhaps—oh, rap-
tureus thuught—it is her mother, returniug, at last, :
for lier grieving, longing child. * Why does she stay
away so lung, and never write to Daisy, ouly to Aunt
Sarah ¥ gileutly she questions of her own throbbing |
heart. : ‘ ‘
The harsh voice of the farmer’s wife is calling her;
her enthusiasm has suddenly died away; the glow- |
ing hope has fled; a coldness and a Jdread is upon |
her, for she hears Aunt Sarah’s voice. She goes
duwn stairs, aud enters the large room timidly, aud ;
weets the mocking smile, the icy welcome of the
dreaded aunt, the false embraee of the mauwuvering |
Miss Broom.
« Well, Daisy, [ see that you are well, and hnppy :
Lope she is not very troublesome, Mrs, Hendries 77
« Well,” responded the surly woman, «children ig |
allers troublesome, an’ Daisy 's uo better than thc
rest on 'emi. Sle nint very noisy, but she 's so queer-
like and mopish.”
«jf you please, Mrs, Hendries, I wish to speak to
this livtle girl privagely,” =aid Miss Weston, lul'uly
itting bult upright in her chair.
« Sartainly, sartainly, ma'am; 'l go and see
after the chickens,” replied the mistress of the house,
with the utiost humility.
«Cume here, Daisy,” said Miss Weston, “ 1 have |
heard from your mother.”
The erimeon tide again rushed to.the child’s face,
a Leautiful light, the light of hope aund joy, breaks
from Ler eye; with both hands tightly pressed upon
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gleams, and a miniature attucbed to a slender gold
chain.  Alice pressed the curl to her lips, aud passed
the chain around her neck. Then the icy grasp
around her heart relaxed its hold, aud the Baving-
tears melted forth—a tributary flood to her lost,
gentle chill. 8o deep, and yet sv religiously re
signed was the mother’s sorrow—zuch beautiful elo.
quence—such powerful invocation fell from her lips,
that even the culd-hearted pister paused in her rest-
less walk to look upon Lier—to wipe the moisture
from her brow; and the iutriguing, cal«.uiutmg
housckeeper, (‘uml)lcd nervously for her keys, aud
turned from the heart-touching sight.  When rising
from her knees, she stood pale and erect in the glory
of the lingering sunset, saying witb such deep fervor,
with a sigh so.deep, Thy will be done 1" the callous
Leart of Sarah Weston was [touched again, and she
folded her sister in ber T'u}, and ‘kissed her tear-
wet cheeks. -

All night long the berenred one paced the fioor of

her heart, the breathlessly exclafms: « Is mother
well? 1y she coming svou?  Oh, Aunt Sarak! is
mother coming goon ?”’

A shadow passed across the stern face; pcrlmps it
was o shadow of regret, of pity for the wronged, un-
offending child. l;uconsclously her voice assuwed a
gentler-cadence,

«No, Daisy,” she replied, her purpose still pemain-
iug firm, her irou will still unsubdued. «Your
mother will never return for you; she has gone
m\};‘y to a.far distant country ; she does not care for
you ; she does not even bid you farewell, She and
your father will never return to Westonville, 'You
are alone in the world, Daisy ; you™ have no friends,
but Miss Broom and myself. Forget your mother ;
she has forgotten you.”

Still the child gazdd, breathlessly intent upon the
gpeaker’s counteuance ; the rosy, joyous flush of ex-
pectation died out of lier fuce; o wild pain coutraoted
her heart; a hand of marble seewned to still its beat-
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~ that Tamiliar chamber, kissing the precious velies]™

the glossy eurl; weeping, praying for her child. At
-early dnwn shc pnsscd the threshold of her clild-
. houd’s howe, carrying with her o small trunk, con-
tnining the mementos of lLer lost one—tle single
curl, in pluce of the living Daisy. ‘
Barah wus solicitous and nffectionate to the last,
even sending her regards to Alfred. Miss Brogmu
acconipanied M\co ina cnrrmgc to 3—, and saw
bérsafely to’ the Blage<conel.” The step of tho suffer-
fng woman was feblo-and laggird, her eyes were
sunken. her face of o deathly pallor, but the lofty-
lxcrolum of self-clevation upbore her, nud lent her
superhunmm strength. Lhencefortl tho was to live
for bim nlone, who, scorned by the world, trusted to
1o ler faith, and. love, and forllmde, Sarah had

“ iplaced o packagd in -her hand at pnrling On open-

Ing It, she_found ft conmincdnpmkc\,.book with a
handsome g ;,\fr. In money, The unsuspeclmg henrt
of Alice was grateful minid 1ts mighty grief,

Pnss wo over the second wnceting-of wife and Luys.
‘bnml. “Alfred read the evil tidings she brought, in
‘tho first glance he-took of her wasted face and grief-
‘antouncing figure. Ye, who have wept and suffered,
loved and fost—ye ean lwagine the father's griet;

‘It was o niore than common sorrowW—-for- remorsg,

- bitter selacousution mingled with the' yenrmug and
‘tho pain of tho sudden bercavement. Ina fow weeks
thoy sgiled for Cuba, and all-who snw thcm emb'u'k
Bu!d pltylngly, “They go - t‘rom home to dlo, but she
: wm I depart first.” And 80 the blug'waves olosed,
' around thc vnnishing slup, and trithful,: Iovlng.

o fnlthml ‘Allee Weston' Vnu forgotten—mmﬂ Nég-

; nmod 1o more both wero dead%o thédr s -
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licalthful throb; then a whelming tide of remem-
bered tenderness, a flood of loving recollections, heal-
ingly laved her soul, and she spoke as one inspired,
with Hashing eye, and firm, bold utteranee.

«t’s not true, Aunt Sarah! Mother can never
forget her Daisys she loves me; you are telling a
storg, Aunt Sarahl Mother can never forget her

child I”
Dark aud threatening was tho clmnge thut pnssed

over Suralh Weston's face; her hand was uplifie, as

it to strike the olear seemg child, but she controlled
hor temper, and spoke in her usual cold, mousurcd
toues.

. [ am not in the habit of telling stoncs, nndI
shall: bo compelled Lo punish you severely, if you 8o
far forget your respect towards me. Your mother is
gone, and will: uever. return for you, I ropeat it.
Miss Broom knows all about the matter, and can tell
you moro when you grbw oalm and respeotful. I
shall remnm hero o:few days, to sce what! can, be
done with you, . Be good and obedient, for you havo
no one to take your part.”

Did not that revengeful woman’s spirit rocoll fn

lent grief, and ‘uncontrollable despair? . Was ocon-

that sisti’s ouly child?  Alas| the seorets of -the,
bidinan Leart are oft impenotrable, tho main-springs
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T gs, and cause BAige wrlthings intl plaze of-the-

terror from- the-outbursts of the wronged ¢hild’s vlo-

soience entirely fulled - to. rest, stecped in artificial
repose, that she could behold unmoved tho agony. of

of .action’ are overgrown with: choicest: Bowers, or
choked; cdnocaled- by rank . :and - poisonous: weeds.
[ Wheh the child's grief had ventod Tiself fn orles  and
tenrs, tho lxttlo wrung hcuu. luul exlm\mted iu pow-

It.'rs of endurance ; she fell to ‘the glound lnuenuiblc,
the name of « Mot,her 1 lingering on her lips.

For many days she hovered between lifo and death,
o prey to fever, calling incessautly upon the absent
mother, imploring her “-not to. forget poor Daisy, notv
to leavo her forever!”

The work of retribution was begun for Sarah
Weston ; sha watohed beside the gick bed of her little
neice, with *fear, and terror, aud reworse. pulling
violently at her Leart.

P
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The years sped on, and the little Daisy we have
known a tender child, grew up to muidenhood ; with
the one deep sorrow runkling in ber breast, her mo-
thes's cruel desertion, with the bitter memory of her
father’s sin ever placed Lefore her. She never re-
turned to Westonville, and ot the express command’
of her aunt, she had put aside her father’s nawme,
1and was known as Daisy B His, the dependent upon
the rich Miss Weston’s bounty, the orphan child she
provided for out of charity.” Cold and oppressive
waa the atmosphere in which poor Daisy breathed;
the uncongenial surroundings of her childhood had
implanted a shrinking timidity and a deep sadness
within lLer soul,
gant Mrs, Hendries, to another home, wherein she
was perpetually reminded-of her dependence on the
richand charitable Migs Weston,and taunted with her
poverty, and unfitness for labor.  Tho negroes, ever
ready to imitate the example placed before them,
mockingly called her *de poor white gal,”’ and
showed her neither deference nor nl[e’ct}on. The
school-children taunted her with being * a charity
girl,” and sensitive Daisy often wept in secret for
their sneering allusions to her father and mother.

home persccutions, from the tortures inflicted on her’
nbrond, to the silence and shadow of the woods;
there she would hold imaginary conversntions with
her mother, imploring her to return, felling her all
she snffered, erying to the waving trees and wonder-
ing flowers : » Come back, come back, dear mother!”

So the years sped on,;and Daisy grew to maiden-
hood ; the trials of her childhood were great and bit-
ter; there was no one to love her, to soothe and praise.
Yet no heavy labor or menial tasks were imposed
upon her childish strength; she was sent to the vil-
lage school, and taught to sew at home ; often scold-
ed Ly the people she lived with, yet exempted from
the drudgery so often performed by frail, sensitive
children of her age, in this our boasted land of free-
dom and equality, In a Southern household no labor
beyond her strength or years was exacted of the ten-
der Daisy,

But still the galling chain of servitude twined
arouud her ; the prejudices of Mammon-creed encom-
passed ber, clouding her cvery innocent joy, lowering
aboyve the future, inciting hearts to coldness and
neglect.  Not a childish aspiration but was crushed
by sowe unfeeling remark, some allusion to her pov-
erty; not a generous impulse but et with sarcasm -
or rebuke ; not a holy, spontancous emotion bhut was
received with laughter and with ridicule. Poor,
{ spirit-tried Daisy?™ "Uprising, purec and good and
noble, deepxts\thc autagonistic influences bearing
upon her early years.

She saw her aunt only twice since the dire an-
nouncement of her mother’s desertion— twice in
cight long years, She was the same tall, unbending
figure, a trff@ ulinher than before ; the harsh, for-
bidding couutenance grown still paler; its lines of
care and trofble more visible ; the signs of premature
uge stipt sxfedvlistinet ; she was, as ever, of chilling
and measured speeoh. Compelled to deny the rela-
tionship, Duisy addressed her as Miss Weston, with
every outward demonstration of humble gratitude
and respect ; for she was constantly reminded of her
obligations to the rich aud benevolent lady, Migs
Broomn, iucreading in corpulence, in the ugliness that
is the cffect of craft and deception, for the mind

¢very half year to sce her mistress’s churge, to lee-
ture her upon the deficiencies of mind aud person,
her jaundiced eye was sure to find, to impress upon
bei"n sense of obedicuce and gratitude to her bene-
factress; to recall her mother’'s desertion, and her
father's great offence ; exhorting the chitd to striet-
est secresy o these matters ; threatening her with
w-cessation of her lady’s bounty, * If she aver blabbed
to auybody.”

“ You sce, Daisy,” Miss Broom would say, * Miss
Weston comes of one of the first familics, though she
isn’t as rich ns some of tho rest. It wouldn’t do
for her to have it known how your mother used you.
She suffered enough from your futher’s- misconduct ;
it nearly killed the poor dear lady, So Miss Weston
t is compelled to disncknowledge you, eociety 1s 80 par-
ticular! But you have enough to be grateful for,
auyhow ; another aunt. would have thrown you on
the stret ; but Miss Weston is a Christian, and knows
her duty ; g0 do I, nnd I would lay down my life for
her; 1 have worked for her, till I’'m ready to drop,
and Il Jo it over agnin. Now, mind, Daisy, nover
mention that you have an aunt living; never speak
ubout your father and mother,—they are a disgrace to
you.”

peared go grateful, and talked so good, was always
8o repulsive to her; why she shrank from lier eye

her by her aunt, she oould not feel grnteful and
bappy.

Bo Daisy grew to mnidonhood and hor form was‘
the perfection of grace and symmetry; her faco was
very beautiful, although she knew -it not ; for no

Y

with pride and pleasuro; no fond lips pressed kigscs
on her pearly cheek, on Which too scldom the rosc-
flush rested. Her durk:and -brilliont cyes, mostly
velled beneath their long, shading lashes, startled

qulslbcly‘shnped lips seemed olosing Srmly over some
hidden sorrow ; but whon shé, sxmlcd, aglory, asof o

was an airy lightness §n:her step, despite” her heavi-
ness of heart, and o thrilling -cadonop in her sweet,
silvery voloo, that churmod the. ear, and awakened
memorics and propheslos In the undorsmndmg soul.
| But with tho rough, haroh: peoplo she dwelt with,
‘this passed unnoticed j hor:winsome beauty: won no
praise and love; but nwhen some ' favored bello, or
courted heiress, sought th ‘thiat sylvan rotreat for recro-
ation and repose, poor wor . Daisy. wondered why they
wero 50 loudly extolled; waited:upon with guch strik-.
ing deforence, whilo‘she snt unobserved in tho corner,
busily plylng her noeﬂle, or: rending some slmplo
stnry. P

"There aro truo honrts deltlnod to be angela of ooi-.
solation. atthe appoiuh)d Alme they mogt and love,
At tho u’go of ﬂftcen, Dnloy, who hnd hltherw nt'

;

A
iful and grand. ndowed with a' strong, vigorous

She had passed from tbe terma-

0L, how often did the fursaken child flee from her

= Poor-Daisy- wondered-whvalnszmom..who AP

and touch; why, mth all the benefits bestowed upon |

loving hand nrranged the: .dark, brown,: glossy ourls,.

.{leaves its unmistakable traces upon the face, called 1.

«

the beholder with their depth and splondor,,her eX~,

summer’s. sunrise, irradiated the pensive face. Thero .

| beam, fraught with warmth and blessing, had fallen

|some experience.” I know thero is muuch sceming

—

tended tho vllluge aohool, was pluccd v.t. the nemmary
in W—-, still undor her: usumed’ name of Ellis
and’ a8 the -protege of the " charitabla.. Mms Weston.
Yoor girl! she know not that her father's earth-form

of o tropical clime—that her mother llved in pover-
ty, battling with toll and privations fur exceeding
hers; andever mourning for the child she dcemed a
dweller of tho.angel realms,

At boarding-school she met with Adn Lenox, the
only ohild of a wealthy planter; whose dark ‘and lus-|
trous beauty, bewitehing smile: nnd high- brcd man-
ner,charmed while they awed the slmple Daisy. They
called Adaproud. The superficially observant kuew
not that what they called pride was only the reserve
of a highly sensitive nature, that, formiug for itself
o lofty ideal—an almost unappronohuble etandard—
met with daily mortifications and dlsappomtments in
the ren, or rather, the aceming world. 8he was geni-
erous aud impulsive, frank and enthusiastio, truth-
loving and just; she abhorred all meanness and de-
ception, seeking ever for commynion with the beauti-

mind, she was ever grasping at lofty truths, express-
ing noble sentiments, rebuking falschood and injus-
tice. She was nearly eighteen, yet she remained at
school, going over her studies; ever absorbed in some,
mental employment, or devoted to the practlce of
music, she possessed a magnificent voice, unrivalled
in its strength aund compass by any of her compan-
ions. The younger school-girls called her proud and
exclusive, for she neither mingled in their sports nor
sought their confidence. Ada Lenox could not re-
gard as equals those shallow, superficial girls; her
ideas of friendship were too exalted, her perceptions
too fine. Her soul arrayed itself in power against|.
the hollow artifieialitics of. life, and pined for light
and freedom beyoud the narrow, conventional rules
that encompassed her, there, and in her father’s

house.
This beautiful girl, long motherless, bore upon her

intellectual brow tho impress of a secrot sorrow § but
hope and determination, will and energy, flashed
from her dark, bright eyes, aud rested upon her finely
formed-lips, inspiring every motion of her tall, grace-

heart before her. ,
But this wealthy heiress and petted child of pros-
perity sought and won the confidence of Daisy Ellis
—poor Daisy ! whom all the other girls looked down
upon in withering contempt. Bhe read aright the
hidden sorrow, and the large capacitics of that beau-
itful soul, and twined her loving arms around it, and
pressed the forsaken girl to ler proudly throbbing
heart in triumph, much to humble Daisy’s wonder-
ment. At first those dark, glorious eyes rested
searchingly on ber face, and the poor child colored
béuenth their eager questioning ; then their expres-
sion changed, and wondering pity, sisterly affection
lighted up their unfathomable depths, and Daisy tim-
idly and gratefully replied, in the same mute lan-
guage.

Silently, one day, the soft, white, founded arm of
Ada wus passed around ler waist ; her little hand
was taken and gently pressed.

I know your name,” spoke the melodious voice—
I heard that weexs ago. May I question you ?”
There was 8o much tenderness in the tone, that
tears started to Daisy’s cyes. She answored, softly,
« Anything you please.”....
# Are your parents living ?”

.

avow herself an orphan. She had often done so be-
fore strangers ; but to tell a falschood to this beauti-
fu), friendly angel ! Something within her resisted.
“1 do not kuow,” glic mcokly‘ replied, the rich color
stealing to her cbecks, crimsoning ber brow.

« Forgive me, if F have said ‘anything to wound
your feelings,” said Ada, bastily. ¢ Do you like this
place 2"

# [ like the house and the garden, Miss Lenox, but
I do not like all the inmates,” said Daisy, frankly.
The countenance of Ada Lenox lighted up with tri-
umphant joy. ¢ Trnthful and unspoiled,” she mar
mured to herself—* elegant and refined by the hand
of nature.”

# Do you like me " she questioned suddenly.

The glow of inner feeling illumined Daisy's speak-
ing fuce, tears started to the soft brown eyes, and the
usually timid and reserved child said, impulsively,

“ [ lgve you, dear Miss Lenox I”

orbs of Ada. She smiled. Daisy felt as if a sun-

on her life-path,

« You must not speak so formal to me, if you love
me,” said the music-voice; # call me Ada—1 will call
you Daisy.”

The soft, rosy lips were preesed to “the forchead
and the checks of the astonished girl. The love-tido
that bore away the lingering reserve and the timid
restraint was all too mighty in its sudden coming,
With a cry of joy the desolate one wouud Ler arms
around the neck of the new-found friend, and clasped
her in a close, fervent ombrnco, while the large tears
stole down her cheeks, Tenderly, geutly, as a loving
sister would, Ada smoothed those glossy curls, and
passed her fuir, cool hand over the candid, intellectual
Jbrow, showering_endearing terms and sweet, flowery | |
pet-names upon tho treasure fouud. Then, sitting}

again down beside Ler, as both grew calm, sho said ;

“ Thoy call me proud and haughty, Iam cxcluswe
in my fnendahlps, for, young asIam,I have had

wrang and falschood in the world. I scorn the serv-
ilo, eringing, fawning crew, who render a homngc
which is but mockery, to the moment’s idol of benuty,
fushlon, or power, I how;before the shrine of mornl
and Tnfelleetual grnndcur—-bcforo no other. . When
ever [ meet with truth and gonius, love and beauty,
I bend to worship, I am older than you, Llly blos-
som! To some natures, lifo Is cnrly o -training
gobool, I om reputed wealthy, . I amiin only child,
thoy tell me. " I am beaytiful, and many look upon
me.with envy. Alas{ the blinded judgment of the
world, thht looks net beneath the surmcol .But all
this is enigmatical to you.. I will some day explain
mysclf. Since you have been: ‘here—now nearly n.year
—I have studied you day by day, and now the lesson
ig learnt. . I- know you—I can trust you. I have
found the trensure 1 have long been in'search of,”
Her cycs spnrkled, and her lip smiled trininphantly,
I will bo to yows Triend,” she continued, «I know
and feel that:you have been harshly dealt with,
When time slw.ll bring us still nearer to one another,
will yeu repay.my. confidence by the rovelation of
yout own history~{éf thore is o my stery o.nd a oharin
oonneoted with you—will you 2"

A strong impulse 1Btirred in’the sou! of Dnisy ; it
wn.s w throw: lipreclf upon’ the  bosow of her friend,
lmd toll her all she knew=-all they lad 50 stnotly

repored in o foreign soil, beneath the wavlng folmge ‘

fu] form, Daisy, with profound humility, bowed her |

It was her aunt’s express command that sho should

There was & swimming, moisture_in the lustrous|

——

' given, nnd she dared not vlolate her given word. The

blush of embarrasament dyed her cheeks then pg).
lylng. ahe fixed lier cloar, truthful eyeson Ada’s fm
and rephed :

% ¢ am not at hberty to tell you Do not think me
ungrateful. T have given a sacred promise to Migg
Weston, and I dare not break my word,”

“- ¢ Honornble and consistent,” murmured her fnend,

88 gho again ‘embraced her, and promlsed to urge her

no further,’
From that day the courted heiress and the hyp.
ble dependcnt were friends—frlends for lfe and for

‘eternity, . The arlstocmtxo sohool-girls ancered at (hy
‘ill-assorted pair.and left no sareasm unsaid—nothj

ng

undono, to impress upon Dalsy’s mind the conyig.

tion that she was plnymg a part to scoure the heip

ess’s proteotion—a vile, crlnging, mercenary part,
To Ada hgrself they oarried little tales and oleverly
arranged acousations of Daiby’s meauness and calcg.
lation, well knowing liow repugnant were these pro-
pensitics to her roynllyEéuerous nature. But ghe
listened coldly, and dismissed them scornfully, after
cvery repeated attempt of theirs, mnmfestmg still
more openly her-affection for the slandered Daisy,
When the second vacation drew nigh, Ada invited ‘
her humble friend to spend it with her, not at her
father's housc, but at the country geat of a friend of
her mother’s, the widowed Mrs, Danby, Misy Broom,
calling a week befére the intended departure of the
girls, violently opposed poor Daisy’s going; but the
commanding presence, the haughty cnergy of Ada,
subdued her. Ever fearful of offending the rich, she
smiled ‘her ncqulcsccnce, deprecating  Miss Lenox’
displeasure, and nssummg supreme control over Daj.
8y, in Miss Weston’s name.  She took heed, however,
to whisper to the timid, weeping girl, a wirning,
‘couched in strong and bitter terms, that « Miss Lenox
was not to be apprised of the secrets ef the family»
Relieved of her repelling presence, they commenced
their preparations for departure, and with childish
glee and an clasticity of spirits long unknown to her,
Daisy accompanied her friend to Forestdale, the resi.
dence of Mrs, Danby,

TO BE CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT,

Written for the Banner of Light.
BLEEP AND DREAM.

BY QUR JUNIUR,

Bicep, oh sleep ! may angels guard thee—
Happy dreams thy thoughts employs;

Dream, oh dream that thou arl near me—
Thou, my only hope and joy !

Dream I'll walk beside thee ever,
Thanking gracious God abuvo,

Whispering, » Dearest, naught shall sever—
Naught our true and happy love 1

Smile, oh smile, my sweetest treasure,
Thankfu} fur the cherubl's song ;
Bpeak, oh speak, and Al the measnro—
Pray that death our love prolong!
Dream you roam beyond the ekics,
Becking homes serenely blest,
Prayiug that I, tov, may rise,
Boaring there with thee to rest !

Rest.oh rest! the moon is sweeping
Stately throngh the azure bright;

Round thy head are ever leaping
Sparkliug shafts of halo light.

Wuke, oh wake! the day {s dawning
Gaily over tower and vane;

List, oh list ! the birds aro warbling—~
Wake, to slecp and dream afain |

Written for the Banuer of Light.

LEILA:

OR,

LOVE AND REGRET.

BY EMMA FRANCES POTTER.

CHAPTER L

Among all the rich chateaux that clustered along
the Lovant, and whose ruins now remain to give evi-
dence of those who were loved in life and lnmented
in death In times past, there is no bolder ruin than
the castle of Otraute. It is situated in the Moren,
among those elassic vales and fountains tbat render
the shores of Greece, from plain to mountain brow,
one wide and never failing shrineof the pigturesque.

A scion of one of the staunchestof the brave ones
of Grecee, was the lnst heir to these gr.‘lmd old walls
and galleries, whd early in life was united to one of
tho fairest daughters of that clime of beauty. Of the
early life of Constance and Climene it will be mal-
apropos to enter in detail.  Like 4ll-others haloed by
that golden crescent which wealth throws about its
proteges, and long descended from illustrious and pa-
triotic ancestors, as well a8 happly congenial in heart
and disposition, all can predict a Lappy life among
the exquisite beauty of Grecian scenery. -

In time a stronger link eame to bind the two twin-
hearts more closcly into one; and, for his son, Sir
Constance-Gremorne suw in the future a star arising,
which should even colipse in brilliancy the unfaded
hight of the great ones which had long ago sct. I
was indeed a noble boy, sufficient to make any fath-
cr's heart glad.  Arid with bis deep, bright eyes, hig
classio mouth, and beautifully moulded head, around
whicli the sitken locks waved in a thousand ringlets,
a8 well o a voico sweet and.bird-like, even in boy-
hood, could any mother but fold him to her heurt,

‘and shut out evory harsh element from his 1ife ?

He was named Oswald; and above the cradle of
the young beir of Otrante the doting parents hung
with hearts full of love for coch othcr and for him;
anxious at every'long drawn breath or sngh that
sleeping darlingrew.

'Thus sanctified by affection, and cducn.tei In what
over could adoru or edify this sgion of nobility, Os-
wald attained bis fifteenth year, and passed out from
.the'dominion of his governor, into the oln‘,ssm hnlls of
o northern University.

Ho was, 0s his infancy had given promlso, o wild-
ey ed, passionate, poctic youth, keenly alive. to tho
beautiful and ecstatic, A few years’ tuition ‘among
the master-spirits of literaturo and cloquence, gavo
what Sir Constance considered:thescoup de gracs to his
noble gon ; and nothing was'essential to completo tho
idol but a knowledge of the world, And, in conspan-
ionship-with a long and well-tried fiiend of his own,
Cremorne dispatehed Oswald as a lingerernt tho moss-
grown shrine, beside the story-telling wave, o'er the
battle-borne billow, and abovo the war-soarred towery
Now came the love- brenthmg, and romantic epistle,
fmught with fond remembrn.ncc, from the affoctlonate
and dashing boy, and aion the dream’ of the future,
or the alr-built oastle reared from the youthful brainj”
and the purents lmgorcd on cnoh lino 08 t.hollsh they
wero inspired. .

.~ But to this, liko all other hnppmess, tlmo bl’ﬁllﬂht
& ohange ;.and less often to the mother’s hand came
the; long: ygnrncd -for oplstles——ﬁnally they BwPP"d "
entlrely. FRT R : o

l‘orbldden her $o_roveal. But her pxomlso lu\dL b‘eon
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BANNER. OF LIGHT:

D'Otrante, to wonder and grow anxlous at delay and
silence, let us follow tho young wanderer.  ©

Far to tho nortl of Greeco, noross the lmpid wa:
tors of the Golden Horn, beyond the gilded minarets
of Byzantfum and through the classic dells of the
Drave and the Danube, Oswald had passed, gathering
from ench and all, something hn}lowcd by passica or
sanotified by poetry. ’

At length in that «Valley of Bweet Waters,”
through which the little brook trips in laughter from
the European gleu to lave the golden sands of- Asia,
Oswald found the Uitima Thule of perfection, which
his romantioc heart had so eagerly sought; and rmong
all those soft, entrancing sights and sounds, which
givo the delicious enst its fitnces for an Eden, like the
Lotophagi, he allowed the sea-girt beauty of Southern
Greece to pass iuto oblivion.

Were the truth wholly known, however, it was not
alono' the voluptuous oliriate, or the exquisite fair]
ness of the shore, the rivulet or the ruin, that steep-

. ed his senscs in soft.oblivion. R

guardian. Already his name atood iligh in tho
world of art, and cach day »a8 adding some triumph

and though the lightm Leila’s cyes was just as fond
and bright, and the guileleas heart as worm, yet dis-
cord provailed, #here sweet harmony once reigned,
The love-clasnngs of the darling child were less fre.
quent, the regretful lingerhig almost forgotten.

Slr Constance had marked tho proud ambition of
the dashing Uswald, and acknowledged him, both by
letter and personally. o
Curiosity had aleo impolled him to make, inquirics
respecting the - fuir dhject of Dswald’s infatuation,
and from her father’s own lips learned of her Afri-
con descent, the servitude which as such had
been marked out for her, This wasg of course-a pro.
found secret from Oawald, uutil Sir Constance, by
insinuations and regretful constrasts, made known
he whole. . .

¢ first Oswald ignored the borrid fact—denied o
possibility.

to his cxertions ;_Jjut hegrew carcless of hls hottie,”

— T -
paths, . The one so fair, pure and graceful, was the
cholce of & wealthy Turk ; tho.other must remain to
do the bidding, and adorn tho household, as the page
of their master.

Agninst tho scpnration tho mother’s heart made
dtself prominent in the most agonized entreaties, and,
in tho extremity of her exertions to preserve ler.
beautiful boy to horsolf as the last rémnant of that
other lifo she had led so brief and so blissful, and
of him who had turned their bright pages for ler,
she implored his memory of her to save her from
such a.fate. To all this passion and invocation she’
was coldly returned with a rebuke; and, for the pur-
pose of quieting her fears, the marringe of her Oswald

| rential manner for a few -moments ; then rising to

liis feet, ho grasped the taper and the paliet, and,
casting n searching glance around the dpartment,.
much to the astonishment of the ambusdade, ho re-
moved the covering of Angolique's chef d'euvre, and,
scanning 1t fof o brief moment, began to trace a halo’
nroun'dwt‘he Saviour's head,—to tinge the blood-drops
by his side —to, shade the limbs more perfectly—and,
with the taste of an artist, to complete the picture.
The olook struck four, and agnin the youth start-
ed—tho covering wns quickly returned—the pallet
put away—the light extinguished—and.the boy
shrank away behind his screen, silently and unseen, '
Francois and Scbnstian looked at each other with

was related,  The blow was a sure one, and with

r—

CIIAPTER IIL
Bevernl years had novw passed over the charac

more caress, one moro straining of Leart to heart,
| audlip to lip, the mother and the child were ecparated.

one

artist.

CIHAPTER 1V,
ters

astonishmont ; but they placed thetr fingers on thoir
lips, and withdrew, hardly acknowledging to thom-
selves tho wonder they had dlscovered in tho invisiblo

Cife Cternul,

Communioated from the Spirit World, to a Lady of
Boston, .

[(Througthibe Modtamship of Mre., J. 8, Adamns.)

. PAIT NINTH,

Trembllngly 1 walk on the great life-current.
Fearfully [ launch my bark on its waters ) for the
mystio atmosphere of repulslon closes around me.
Incompotefioy selzes mie. I wait for the bold and
persuasive argument to tench man how to live, My
spirit scems impatlent, restless. 1 long to see mind
and matter harmonized. 1 grow impetuous of contra
tides. Dut I will try and nerve my arm steadily, I

dashing, and clearing up the atmosphero-of folly,
We nced a hurrleane—we want will tornndocs—an
earthquake of wisdom, whereiu the chillren of lifo

will grasp the magic lightsiing rays, nnd let them go..

et B s it T T P

1t was mornlng, in the studio of Senor Angeliquo may be swallowed. L

While lojteringamid the screnity of sight, soundand
gense, hjs eyc caught glimpses from time to time of ono

wTig fulse ! o base fabrication to effect the pur
poso of a tyrant1” he cxelaimed, as he arosc from

of our story, and in the studio of one of the grentest
families of Venice several students were engaged at

Lioni. Earlier than usual the master and his pupils

Does man look aright on his threefold nature?

Are his thoughts direoted to -his physical, his intel-
lectual, and his spiritual being?  1is is o trinity of
life. His materinl existenco cally for the claims of
thie physical life, and tells him low to act—how to + 3
feed the body. , . A

(A sudden interruption here ocourred by the pre- ‘
sence of o dark apirit.  For a few minutes the influ-
ence of the * Unknown 2 was thrown off.  When
he agnin obtained poysession, he said) :—

If she has this dark cross to bear, for a time, ler
soul, through this very evil, may be purified. The
coming of bright spirits are liko the stary of night, 3
-whose brightnesy is seen fromn the darkuess around. -
And so the tarrying of the darker forms make.the )
night of the soul, while the angel stars shine brighter
for the shadows. .

Let us take up this shade of life, and discuss it.

Let us fathom iniquity, and it will answer fora
clm[{tcr. Terhaps the greatest gowd may yet accrue
from this obstruction. Let us drink tears this morn-
ing. We will turn away from eternity’s stars, which
angel forms make for us, and walk on life’s darker
borders. Listen to the sighs of misery,—for this is
the only strain I ean now breathe to you. We will
fathom and see what makes the evil, 1 fear the sor- ‘
row that envelopes this hideous form besile we,
comes from the pinioned enjoyment of some brother
in humanity. So connected are our sighs and tears
—30 interwoven our gronus, that he whoe monnts on
the pinnacle of happiness, does it to the destitution
and sorrow of n brother. The life. current ofttimes

had resumed their preparations for their honored
guest.  With an eager hand, Lioni dashed away the
drapery from his casel, when, lo! there wiis present-
cd the most perfect and finished picture that ever
adorned his gallery. Me was bewildered. Seizing
Francois by the arm, he drew him before the tableau,
exclaiming :

« By Suint Mark ! the heavens help me! the invis-
ible artist again! Summon the boy Andy, and
threnten to out out his tongue if he rovenls not this
mystory ! DBut make way-here comes our herbred
Monsigneur !”

Upon this, Oswald Cremorne, the courted and pol-
ished friend of art and man of taste, entered with a
courtly bow, and, after examiuing the the ereations
of the pupils of Lioii, and|bestowing nuch commen-
dation, proceeded to the lapg-cherished chef d’wuvre
of the mastor. _ v

« You well deserve the praise I have heard bestowed -
upon you, brother,” exclaimed the delighted Cremorne.
«This is assurcdly matchless| I should think an
angel must have guided your pencil in these fine
touches, which give the exquisite expression to the
features] But as you know its perfectness, I need
not praise.”

«And so I think our Ioly Mother did grant me
uid,” returned Angelique. #1 have no recollection
of gilding those rays of glory, or platting that crown
of thorns! Bul if such angel-visitant came here,
none coulil have seen him save the boy Andy. Where

his cascl, beside whioh tho father hud breathed the
unworthiness of Lella. * Another word, and you
leave my studio | You have never seen her | or you
could nover lisp tho words you now darel And were
it all true, do you suppose it could make any differ-
ence with me? You are mistaken in your sou !”’
But the insidious tongue had breathed its venom,’
and Oswald grew restless and impatient—oftenties
gloomy ; and Leila, often startled to find how eearch-
ing was the gaze ho rivetted on her face. Lesandro,
too, scemed to have lost his power to please ; he less
often clilnbed his father's knee, or ran by his side
with glad ladgh and lightsome bouud; and lLeila
pressed him to her own bosom, with a vehement love
and agony, that made him shudder.

~ Pride at length did the work, Oswald had ab-
sented himself considerably frum the hearthstone,
where so much happiness had formerly been his lot;
often for whole nights he came not near the threshold
of his home; and when once more with his wife.and
ohild, in answer to her solicitude and caress, his
dogged answer was, # Of some pressing engegement
in his studio, or new dream image to be portrayed,
requiring application and solitude.”

Alone, one night, through all the dreamy lhours,
Leiln felt the sad forcbodings that there were dark
clouds passing over her life’s bright sky ; and as she
listened to the still breathing of her benutiful boy,
she pondered on the strauge, wild conduct of his

their ensels—all of them bright-cyed and bold-browed,
as geniuses are generally. The materials and the
morcenus which characterized the detail of  their
wonderful art, lny in graceful confusion in all parts
of the room ; and, as thicy plied the pencil, the fol-
lowing unique converaation circulated :—

S0 the great Mestro is to visit us! Signor An:
gelique will _have to apply himself somewhat, me-
thinks, to finish that extruordinaire he has plotted so
decp, to be enabled to present it to my lord—n
‘worthy chef d'cuvre of so talented and popular an
artist.”

« What think you, Sebastian, of Signor's * Descent
from tho Cross?? “The arm of the beloved disciplo
scems rather extended, in my opinion !”

« T{ugh, Francois! Scror will overhear, and you
know his petulance,” exclnimed the one addresse.,
turning round and easting a hasty glancoat the first
speaker. “Ile knows it as well as you do, and it
mokes him vexed.. Ile speiled the outline of my
¢Beggar,’ this morning, out of mere nervousness ;
but take care, Mwvstro, or you will blanch the cheek
of your Madonun out of shade. And you remember
1 the Ave Marins you have to weep when carclessnese
is the father of mistake! What of my Lord, this
great critic, and the Monseigneur of Art, of whom’
all Venice stands in such awe? lle is human, |
suppose.”’” .

« Ask Signor Angeliquel All 1 know,” replied
Francois, *is, that he once took up painting out of

of those ravishing moulds of humanlty, whioh, if they
oxist beyond the poet's dream, or the poet’s ideal,
aro surely more frequently found in the enst than
elsewhere. 1le first saw this laidee, as sho glided
" ‘among the flowers of the gorden, and sported. with
her gazclle, whose form was scarcely more graceful
than her own. The complexion of this beauty scem-
ed darker than that which usually exists under Eu-
ropean skics, yet it was tinged so delicately that a
Jimner might have studied its hueg entranced. ller
lips were faultless in their ruby richness, and slight-
ly parted, like tho cleft of o pomegranate blossom.
And there scemed a deep magic in her sparkling eyes,
go Oriental, and so deep, and in the exuberant folds
of raven hair that fell around her neck witha
«@raco beyond tho realm of ar;"
and which, if anything, added to the languishing
beauty of ler passionate cye. Oswald was in ecsta
_ cics, hnd without the caution which a more experi-
enced amoroso would have affected, he sprang at first
sight to her side, and breathed out his- enthralment
atonce. [n-nu instant the characteristic veil was
" olosely drawn, and the passion-hearted youth saw the
fairy form disappear; with its drapery floating in the
wind, like a cloud around a statue.
_Several times he caught glimpses of this garden-
nympl, who at length became in a measuro accus-
touted to his presence, and, after many preliminaries,
the first cool pros and cons of acquaintance were

et

effected.

The longer he lingered beside her, and the more
he 1éarned of her pure beart and beautiful face, the
tmore spcll-bound he became; and perhaps this ac-
counted for the indifference he showed for older and
more natural ties. Even to this intimaey the con-
fidential friend was not admitted. Solemn, sweot
and sccret it existed until it grev into genuine
1ovxé—ﬂmt mysterious union of soul and sense, in
‘which the lowlicst dew-drop reflects the image of the
brightest star.

Leila—for such this Oriental beauty was named—
was the daughter of one of the wealthiest nabobs in
tho East of Lurope, to whom eur hero had letters of
friendship and introduction, though there scemed to
be o sort of indiffcrence towards the bright and
beautiful child, which Oswald could scarce account
for. And at all times, when he sought in any way
to manifest his preference for Leiln, Morrelli as
studiously turned it aside. Still the fuscination con-
tinued. ,

Leila played the harp, was the first in the danoce,
and the swectest-voiced of all the gay groups of
maidens that had been presented in his pilgrimages.
And the quict trystings in the delicious gardens o/f

.the Orient strengthened the infatuation. At any
dpproncli to the. consunmation of their happiness
and love, the fair Teila manifested uncasinessand
fear; but the glowing gentiment of Oswald—now a
youth of twenty—at length won her consent to o
secret marringe, and clandestine departure from the
haunts of her childhood and of his passion.

80 much abeerbed had young Cremorne been in
devotion to this deity, that when he had obtained
the entirc possession of her every look, and thought,
and word, hic just began to realize his true position.
He was young and without any fixed principles of
life. No longer free to please himself alene, he must
be the protector and guiling star of onc much
younger than himsglf—beautiful, erring and frail. *

Ile knew the great hopes that his parents had
built upon him, and he foared to inform them of  his
folly. Morrelli had also commenced in threatening
terms to upbraid him for his presumption ; and,
with his beautiful Leila he fled to Venice, dopending
upon his ingenuity for hls immediate snstencnoce.
Not an inapt scholar, and with much of that wsthetic
sensibility which characterizes tho best wealth of
thq artist, he entered the studio of an eminent
mestro in Venice, and determined sooncr to die than
‘call upon his futher. . .

At length tho love of Oswald and Leiln i8 crowned
with life’s decpest, purest joy—their united lives
have reappeared in o new existence—and they feel
that without this rich experience, the human hoart
oan never know one half its wealth of love. ‘Lesan-
dro—for 8o it was Oswald's fancy to name their boy

T iﬁ'é“é'ﬁﬁi'ém\‘ation“’of“uu'fold'Bpn.nish»bnllnﬂe,-_-nns,éf

a lighte brown than Leils, in complexion, but rich
and- glowing ns an autumnal leaf. _The irls of his
large, dark eychad the melting mezzotinto outline
which gives so- plaintive and languishing an expres-
gion. ‘Ho -was flexilo in form, and graceful as an
antelope ; and, in tho warm- atmosphero of father's
and mother’s love, he grew like a flower open to th

e
- sunshlne. : ‘ «

T UWe need -~not,~tell-wwhntééoﬁmdti‘éﬁ imd wbuﬁdéd .

pride was. felt in the Grecian homo of our hero,

“when it was: known ,of his stolen marriage and
flight. . Sir Constance . was- at:first .haughty and de-
fant—forbade the prodigal’s name'to:be mentioned

- {n his prescnco—aud, in his wrath, erased the record
of bis birth. The mothor doted: on‘ her ‘son, nnd
gave no oredence to'what she heard of his voluntary
devotion'to tho shrine of wayward love,'and, prayed
for o recantation of the harsh vows of the stern pa-
rent. - A O .

. Meanwhile Oswald was advancing in-his, new em-
ployment to* & great - degrye’ of . perfection ;  while
Leiln and Lesandro adorned his cottage home, and
offered., to ‘his: hoart and te his poncil the idenls of
Yove andibeanty. oo el e
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| Ten yenrd of hnppino_{ss' h;t\id nov'v p}'\sséq over the
" hoad of Oswald, and ‘thon’ the scene ohanged. The
" ambition ‘whioh had characterfzed Sir Constarics
"geemed. to, bove started up anow in his son, and it

_ spurned at thé tenderness that ‘had onco been its

>

father—of ler dear Oswald. long inte the dread,
gilent midnight, she waited and listened for his foot-
step; and as he came not, she bent her head low,
nnd covering her face with her hamds, gave way to
the pent-up ugony which her ncglcctct] heart had so
long stiftied. Sleep—that comforting friend of tho
heart-broken and disconsolate—at length hushed the
low sobs of the lonely Leila ; while drenms of her old
home, of her gazelle and Ler lute, made her resta
fuiry ‘Elysian of happiness.

Bright, beautiful morniug, was gilding the fairy
land of Venice, cresting the blue wave with beauty,
and lighting up the curtained apartments of the
beautiful quadroon, who was startled from her slum-
ber by the light pressure of soft child-arms about
her neck, and moist, warm lips ou hers, and again
she waked to gaze upon the fair, bright face of ber
petted boy.

« Denr mother,” exclaimed the boy, * my father
was here . this morning. He waked me from sleep
with a kiss, but he was strange and wild, and when
1 sprang-to caress hin, he put me aside with, * Child
of o sluve? What does it menan, mother ?  Not that
beautiful Indy with chains about her ankles and
arms, and big teurs in her cyes, that !mug'é in my
father’s studio—he told me that was a slave! Ob,
it'must be horrid to be a slave. I called him father,
and he snatched hisarm away from me. DBut when

I eried, and told him I was_his. own darling boy, he

folded me as he used to do in the good old times
when he used to stay at home with you and me!
Ob, my father, wy futher g

The passionate child buried his face in his mother’s
lap, and wild with grief, made tho whole air resound
with his cries. :

The truth came at once to tho gricf-stricken Leila.
What could she say to comfort her child, when her
own bLeart was bursting ? ’

Patiently, day after day, the mether and child
waited for the return of Oswald. No greeting and
no parent came. The studio was olosed, the Venctian
cottage desolate, and the mother and her child, who
had been 8o loved and so caressed, were homeless,
friendless and forlorn, Troubles never come singly,
and, ere o month. had passed over the head of the
outcasts, rough hands had been laid on the once-
cherished wifd, and bold claims maintained to the
possession of théir bodies, and they were—slaves!
‘Oswald over-persuaded by tho promises and am-
bitious-interference of his father, and bound by that
pride which was-strouger than affectien, (as well a8
threatened by the tyrannical fatlier of Lella, who
whe. likewise her master,) ot length fled from his
cottage—the loveliest of many happy years—from
tho arms of ono whom he had chosen from all the
world beside—from the fond caresses of their beauti-
ful child—and was deemed, a8 of old, the manly, the

__l,xggqsqme,vund the noblo helr of the ancient house of

Otrante. . A

“Courted nnd canonized for his perfection in the
art of picture-poetry, and so gallant, so well deacended,
and known to bo the scul of romauce, how easy Os-
wold found it to be fawned upon and preferred.
Reminiscences of his own Joved Leila kept all vague
1deas of fominine attachment for some time in cheok;
until o often had tho attentionsgf the'great painter
Jiccome clicited, that his vanity became aroused,.and
Leila and Lesandro become anwoloomo. intrudors in
his thoughts. And his'hmhlo and fame and fortune
wero soon linked with oric of - the proudest’ names
and fairost beingd in Grecoo’; .and silken ringlets of
tho brighitest gold, and bluc eyes to which the viglet
was harsh, now shone love-tokens for the wealthy and
popular artlst, and  laid on tho same Jbreast, where
tresses dark as night and -eyes droamy, shadowed

for'a brief space allow us to leave the great Cre-
‘morno, and “over. the. beundary of other lands, and
amid very different scenes, seek the welfare of Lella
g, L 4 e e e

"' "Bigk, amld ke old soenes of girlhopd plensure.and
maiden loye, cro the oruel fate which had been born

, yi}h Ligr had ever been allowed to darken her bright

yours, the tnother’ and hor ohild wer borno. "She
pined {n hieart, and’ made loud lamentation for the
being “sho had, 8o loved; but it brought' him ‘not.
Teufio was the watohword of thos ‘who had boen

i Tk
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| again tho door of

and darkling, hod onco wept and smiled. - And hero’

tho guardiang of ‘her ohildhood ; and it was deoiced

spite, and, being rich and powerful, breame the ty-
rant of his bratherhood. The most laudable and
peerless of his productions is said to be the * Mother
and Child,” in the Ducal Palace, and that was by his
own experience in the beautiful.”

“ Yes, yes 1” exclaimed a sinaller youth, who had
not before spoken ; « but that is ouly one-half the
story. Michael Steno was in the studio with him,
when he was painting it, and he said the original
was his own wife and child, who were beautiful
cnough to turn even the head of an artist.”

« Really, Vincenza, you arc quite an enthusinst;
let the great Muwestro and Signor Angelique both be-
warc of a rival. But hold! here comes Monscig:
near.” :

Signor Angelique was a tall, dark man, with
piercing black eyes, and, from all outward appear-
ance, proud and bigoted. At his entrance the merry
gossip of tho students ceased, and ench one pro-
foundly bowed ns he entered.  After surveying the
several endeavors of his students, he walked to his
own cnsci,«m}d, removing the sliading drapery, re-
garded it for o moment with a searching look, and
then turning suddenly upon Francois, exclnimed,—

« Which of you has dared to piece out my imper-
fection with your own light and shade ?”

Surely it is none of us, I can answer,” replied

of the Apostle John, which the Mustro had left awk-
ward and unfinished.

«Then I must have corrected it ¢en sonambula.
Andy, bring, my pallet and brush, 1t is time 1 had
put the finishing touch here !”

At this demand, a youth of perhaps fourteen sum-
mers made his appearance from behind a screen,
where the tools of the studio were bestowed. e
was cminently beautiful, glender.and dark-eyed, and
with a melancholy radiauce in his dark features,
whichi‘was a8 unusunl as his motions were graceful.
Ho glided to the side of Angelique, performed his
bidding, and again disappenred and resumed his oc-
cupation of grinding paint. The Mmstro said but
little ; but the only conversation that seemed to in-
terest the merry students was of the anticipated crit-
joism that these creations were about to undergo,
andy, after soveral hours of applicatlon,-as the day
faded into twilight, they one by one folded up their
endeavors, till nnother day. Angelique was the lust
to leave his task, and giving the boy Andy double
oharge to bo upon his guard, lest the same invisible
artist; who had taught him the lesson of the previous
day, should strew more colors on his masterpicce dur-
ing the coming night, he locked his studio, and dis-
appeared.

Bo, day after dny, tho gay studonts and their mo-
xose tutar labored and lenrned the workmanship of
Angeliquo, always prosenting & differont phase of
-bouuty.ﬁandﬂn,nenm.slcgrgowp_t,mr,f_gg;jgp _in_the

e

morning, than he left it with tho night previous,
Irritated and nonplussed, he harangued his pupils,
and suspooted ond belied them all.  « To-night,
Andy, I forbid you rotiring at all,” exclaimed tho
norvous artist, ns he onco again prepared to retire.
4 To-morrow I must add the last touch to my mas-
terpicce, and propare my studio for the reception of

| our honored guést, Monscigneur : Cremornel And

should the invisible again piy paliet and bruah; wy
wrath-will be unconquerable, On your vigil it de-
ponds. Mind, now—do 't be caught napping, on
your perill” -~ - ... : .-

*Tho boy reccived these commands in silenco, and
‘ the studio was Jocked behind him.
-« Francols,” exolaimed tho - aitist Bobastian, as
thoy loltered on the threshold of the gallery ; * An-
gelique is anxious abont this phantom of tho night
that haunts his studio, and teathes him puch errors
In his art. For our own gratification lot us watch

|'with the boy Andy to-night! To-morrow is a great

day for Angelique, remomber 17 »

“Well, well,” returned  the person ' nddressed ;
« anything thiat sults your fanoy, 85 hero gocs."

It was mignight in the studio of the palnter An-
gelique; Sebastion and his frlend, Francols laid per-
due in tho ante-chamber ; and the boy Andy, entirely
unoonsolous of - their presonce, was strotched - half
'dslecp on the odrpet. Theclock ‘struok ono, and

Andy started up, o If alarmed that ho had dared to
plumber, He took from his biest's orucifx, and,

that the mothér'snd her ohild must pursuo different,

kneeliug down, betit his hood on 1€1n the most rove-

dignity at my easel, come—reveal

claimed Lfomi, wrought up to o perfect frenzy of vex-
ation.

Francois, as he looked upon the graceful akimbo arm ¢

are you, boy ? If you have secn uny white-browed
1 -
* Trembling in every limb, the terrificd boy made
his appearance, but he did not speuk. Cremorno
looked at the youth’s bright cyes, aud a film for a
moment came noross the clear visiou of the noble:
man. Tho boy, too, seemed strioken with pallor ; but
terrified at the fieree command and rough grasp of 7
lis master, ho dropped his deep eye-lidy, and again
faltercd in his speech.

jivg the boy fifty lashes for' hid ‘doggedness,” ex-

llere Prancois and Sebastian enme to his relief,
and in a few brief words explained the wonderful

talent and singular conduct of the invisible artist.”
« Down on your knees, Lesandro, and beg pardon
of mny lord for your presumption! Tmpudent fool 2"
exclaimed Angelique, nside, s the supplisnt kuelt at
Cremorne's feet. .

« Ask gold, lms:ﬂmlro,” exclaimed Francois.

« Ask to be received as a pupil into our studio,”
preferred Sebastian.

« Ask for your freedom,” whispered Vineenza in
the poor boy’s enr—and here the clectric chord wns
touched. He raised his hands, and letting his head
fall upon his breast, faltered,

« The freedom of my mother! I am the child of
a slave !” )

Oswald Cremorne was bewildered and perplexed,
but, raising up the prostrate suppliant, he @sked
of him his name, his birth and memorics,

Believing the reader can find the mysterious link
that bound the nobleman and the boy-slave into fa-
ther and son more gracefully than we can portray it,
allow us to drop the curtniu over the studio of Angel-
ique Lioni, and shift the scene to the emancipation of
the lifeservitude of the pentup feelings of broken

hearts;-and of the freed to better worlds.
[} e -] ] ] ]

“ .\lotliér, mother! you are free! you are free!
and 1 am no longer the “ child of a slave 17 were the,
glad, dear words that broke from the lips of the boy,
as he sprang into the arms of his mother. * And
gee! hois come back! 1 told you he wounld. Ile
did not forget Leila and Lesandro.” .

Less beautiful Leiln might have becomne since Os-
wald last turned away in scorn from her tenderness;
but a8 she sprang with a glad, wild scream of joy to
his breast, ho only saw her the same pure, bright_
gazelle shie appeared when his boy-heart first greeted
her ateng tho roses in the * Valley of Sweet Wa-
terers,” and all the tho past of joy, bliss and sorrow,

-passed in quick review beforo him. Iis noblo boy

knelt beside lim, while his darling Leila, pressed
fondly to his heart, still better recalled that moment
of triumpl, when, with his enger poct-eyes and his
artist’s penci), he created on the canvas the chef d'
zuvreof-the-Ducal-Palaco, -+ Tho-Motheraud_her_.
Child.”

Exquisite of ‘happiness! the other partner of his
bosom, wooed in ambition, he had lnid to slecp
long before, among hor native hills_and waters, and
Lo only dreamed now but with Leila and Lesandro to
remount the river of his years, and live in an Eden
of his own creating.

Iio bent his head_to whisper of hope, of life and
love, in tho ears of: tho brokon-hearted ; but the tran-
gition from despair to dolight had been too much for
the passiondta and benutiful quadroon, and the pure,
warm heaft was pulscless withim the beautiful form
in which it had. onge quivered, thilled and over-
flomed, G
Under & spreading tree, beside the Venetiad cot-
tngo'i)f their early love, with o small whito cross at
her head, twined with the oypress vine, leila the
Quadroon, was buried, and Lesandroand Monsigneur
often lingered long with memory at her grave:

No longer the childof & slave, M. Lesandro Cro-
morne was received nto tho studio of tho greatest
artist in Rome,  As his infancy and early boyhood,

had beon sacred to the father, 80 thg -perfume of his
gon’s cxperience and genius wero shed- over the do-
clining“intellect of Lis father, as-tho rosetrec hal-
lows the decaying - petals of its formor swoets with
{lic aroma of new and frosher blossoms, - - -

s 'The Mother and Child ” wae purchased and re-
stored to the wails of the Venctlan - Cottage, where
{ho lnat days of Oswald Cremorne were. passed, and
the # Descent from the Cross,” by the Invisible Artist

hung for years amid the magnificefice of St . Mark.”.
, ‘ o O B

»

flows madly. As the great waves break the white |
fonm, and destroy the curting eddies, and the spark-
ling tide is dasbed by bounding billows, so great
waves of sorrow roll ncrogs our souls, and eataracts

of despair drown us in the stream of sivlness,

This sorrowing form is connceted with you and 1.
¢ belongs in life’s picture. He makes the shades,
that our gouls may stand out with delieate tinte, Tle
iy ours to assist. We claim him, and love’s arma
shall encircle him, as the army of Deity encirele ere-

ation. The sighy of our fellow-men are ours to alles

viate ; the tears of the nation are onrs to wipe away.
We must administer to the dame, the halt and the
Wind.  We live only to ®raxp immortal life, and we
would fold thee, poor soul, in cteenity’s robes; we
would feed thee with bread from heaven,  Thou shalt
tarry with us, if it please thee.

This is only some «dark woving matter that is
fonming up in the great world of activity ; sume rude
muterinl for the hand of benevolenee tomake smooth
—a shadow that falls upon creation’s walls, which
tells uy that darkness stands there—that our labor
must bo the lnbor of love; that we must delve into
ereation, and bring forth unfinished matter, and pu-
rify it for the kingdum of our Father. The affection
and love he bestows on uw, we would hand to thee,
poor soul.  We thank him devoutly that there is no
clection of snints—that a/l creation wits his froo the
beginning. He holds his works within his hands,
and we staml as mighty agents in the great universe
to do our -Father’s bildding—responsible for every
shadow of sin that we meet. e hath commissioned
us with high and holy jewels, with little gems; tho
pearls of life he lag placed in gur hands. Shall we ’
keep them buek 2 Shall we hold them in reserve ?
While there is a cry for life around us, wy must
preach. To the dead we must speak—they that ave
dewlin sin. They that discern not piritual things
are truly dead, nml wait a resurrection. Wo will

sound the trumpet, and bring them forth,  We will
call them from the epulchre of sadness, and invite
them to taste vur life and immortality, our bread and
waters of cternity,

The sorrows and wailings of the lowly are casting
their shadows arvund us.  They come to tnke the
places we have inhabited.  We must monnt upward,
to give them the places where we once stood. We
must turn on them the loving glance.  We Must give
themn bright pictures of faithfuluness. We must give
to them atoms of our love, for we are but workers in

| cternity.  What matters it, if the day of this lifo is

made . up of sacrifices? But where, and what is
gacrifice? For the glorious and heavenly joy that
beams in their sonls, so far trandcends the little sac-
rifice we innke for them, that it secms to melt away

" the term—to annul the thought—to divide the bliss

that fulls upon the recipient, with the heart that
gives.

streams, and life's living waters, We would bring
all the dead to tbe fountain of eternity. We would
show them thiflree-fold nature pf mun—the trinity
of existence. We would tell them Jow the physicai
lifo must grow—how the intellectual must meet the

| frame-work—and how the spiritual must crown the,

whole. ) o ,

We would compare’ them to the vegetable—the |
roof Torresponding to the. physicnl, the leaves and/

Lranches to the intellectual, and the blossom to the

spiritual. Tho wants of the body must be fed and.
nurtured, even ns the root of the tree must be nour-

|ished—in order to force up the life-current, and couse

it to shioot out i¥s tiny leaves and byds.

Man’s intellect does not make him epiritual, He
may gogut with mighty thought “fnd. traverse
worlds—go into research—wed his soul to science—

. | fathom existence with his wisdom, and yet have none

of the craving life of tho great epiritual oxistence:
for whicl his nature was born, -

Tho plant may. grow -to leaves ; spread out in
largo branches, and diffuse its Whole life, and yet no.
beautious flowers-inay bloowm thercon. 8o may the.
man of strong intellect go out aud nover bear ‘ono-
blossom of * immortality—never ‘bring one bud of’
e Uxut;mg." is tho only appellation Ly which tho
ppirit dictating thego thoughts hins beon distingulshod. No.

other namo has been given dur'llp:, thelr delivery, glno con--
trolling Intclligence choosing to hiave tho ldens and viows

prosonted rest on tholr own basls of truth for accoptanco. .

W would "lead tiieeT thoudark wone;tocooling



















