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THR DA.WN OF 'rrm NEW EBA

nr oousm sm\ru. : .
Awnko! awake! oh mortal’ fnnn.
Too long hast thou been dreumlng.
Why slegp ye longer—knnw ye not
.The light of morn s gleaming?
Go hnng t.hy blankets In the East,
./Thou capnet blde its dnwnings.
’rho boooon-ugh( reflects afar, .
" All hail the glorlous morning, . . . - »
‘When Truth shall Jide:trlumphant on, )
‘Her throus shall not bo shakon— :
When wen from angels catch the song—
Awuko ‘from sleep, uwokon 1

Throw off the chaine thnt. keop thy wnl
- Shrondod like funeral palls; -
And let the raya'of truth shine in
~ And light its dlugy halle;
There 's a divinity within,
Planted by God'galyn’ h'hhd 3 )
* Theh why dubase thy yselfip sin— .
Rlse up and be a man;
No longer bow thy spirit down
To thoso of wealth and stavlon;
Unfar] thy banners to tho breeze, °
And catch the inspiration.

Tuke Nature's books, -no Jongor let - .
- Thom meuld upen her-shelvas;
Read, study. and’ lnvosﬂgo.te. .
And learn her truths yourselves
She bids thee search TRUE WoRTH to galn,
,Aud not the: world's applause ;
And learn what wonders she unfolds,
By her progressivo laws.
8he tells thed thut the stalwart ook,
(A ‘mighty trath inde&dj”
Once slept withiu theacorn's cup,
ALerminoting seed.

' /Then; ob, earn wiedumn from tHo trog,
And let thy soul expand,
Aud verlfy the truth, us yet,
“ God's noblest wurk Is man."
And drink no longer ol the pobl,
But come ye to the faunty, S
For angoels* hauds are reaching down
To help thes up the movnt. . . P
ong Aud lvhon ghuvnrk on, enﬂ.h lsw _..5_-':_‘,;'
- Initéad of doubts 'md fears;’ N
Thou "It/ plume'tn falthr thy splrll-wings,
> -And soar (o brighter spheres.

Tuuouwoon CorTAGE, Uct. 20ih, 185'8. oo
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"ROLEY N00K.”

A TALE FOR THE TIMES.

——

BY MBS. ANN E. 'ORTER.

Every pure md serions\y-dlsposod mind ‘must acknowl-
odee that marriags s of Gud, Itis ono of the divine nrrange-
tmeuts, o eweet and silent harmonizer of the many discordunt
eletuents that entor futo the conditions of our exlstonce,”

CI{APTDR X.
Tho storm contmuod all the next day, aud the
day following ; the mournful sound of the waves
hoarsely murmurmg as they dushed against the

' rocky shore, wearied ‘me; while the wind, tireless in-

its wrath, seemed tostfive to rend the tall trees in
front of the house, and ‘sucoceded at Tast in breaking
one of the largest Timbs of the weeping elm, marring
its graceful symmetry. .1 felt as if & dear old friend
had beén-wounded in battle. ,

- «For fifiy years, said Aunt Martha, *it hds
stood the: winter's storms, and never lost a hmb be-

- fore,”

On the ufternoon of tho second day, Aunt Martha
handed e n pile of letters,

“ Aung, can you open and.read these?” .

They were letters that came Yo Uncle Mark during

" Dis sickness; tbey might nced answering, but sho

did not feel equal to.tho tagk. I took them into my
room, and sot dowu by the crib where my boho wos

- agleep.
~~Eturned ther” ovel"rmh“"e?“’li"ﬂesslm'ﬁ W‘hou

“suddenly my eye fell upon one superscribed in John’s
handwrlhng. It ho,d come within two days. I nerv-

* ously tore It open, and how my eyes devoured lts

cintents!

Drar Uncte —I havo been bore two days, nud as I
must, baadetained a little longer, will write you by |

pysuth,” Cypt. Bayley, which leavés to-dny.
- %enred the bird hud ﬂdwn but he went in

haste that he left his family mntters unsemod.
and I took a ride info tho country to-day to his resi-
dence. It is & long, low, one-story building, painted
8traw-color, surrounded with orange trces, with o
gurden adjoining, around which is o hidge of aloes.
it is built arcund o court, in the contre of whlch is
& fountain ; and hero were some rare plants in vases,
carcfully nurtured. Tho drawing room was in front
=8 large, airy-locking apartment, in which I found
avery fine piano of Boston manufacture, and .an
abundance of cane-seatod rookingchairs and settecs;
while plajing on tho floor, :n} Almost primitive
nukelness,” were a couple . pof  chlldren, or rather
infants, guarded by their ¢plored nurse, hersolf, too,
upon the floor; Reclihitg  upon one of the Bottees,
indolently using & fan, whilo sho watohed 'the gam
loly of tho little ones, was a young Spanish lady, or
coursg sho was beautiful, for you know * our fijond
A3 8, penchant for fomule beauty—her " olear, olive
omplexion, large brilliaut Black eyes, and glossy
bair, of that vich bluo-blaclk huo so very rare in New
Eugland, » And-hore,” thought I, as [ gazed around
or o moment, * was where pdor Mary Blake. lived
and guffered.” . To be sure, Sydney did ‘not. bring'
"118 beautiful sencrita into the house while Mary:
lived herg, but her Liome was at a little distance, and
thore the faithless husband pitssed most; 'of his time,
while Mary was left alone oftyn. for. many weoks at
Athme, But, oles! -they wero both deceived. - The
autifal woman before me knew, her husband, only
8 the proprictor of ' large cigar tanufactory;-aud
y heart failed me when I looked ‘upon her and the
ldren, - I oould not reveal hih: true ‘chavacter to
) Bho s vory kind, ordenng rstroshmento, aud

| broke

1 coulyl only be found with a handsome,
| fellow, suolk as Sydney was when they married.”

entrsating me to stqy until, her husbnnd should re-
| tuen.  8he said he went into the olty the day before
=1 1d' the motning, immeHiately ‘after taking' his cup of
coffée, not waiting for breakfast. I found a fine
librarymad .some: ohoice ‘pictures; for Sydoey bas a

-tastd for such things; and how little one oould be-.
lieve hig had been, and still 1s, the leader of & band
of pirftes!’ No wonder :Mary’s reason trembled

‘when shé discoversd the correspondence with his

sel. She has.it safe, and [ hope her father will see
denoe in bnngmg hlm to justice. It was mot the
qunning ofa orazy woman, but the shrewdness of a
Yankee, whioh -led her to secure that litile-trunk.:
1From the time she -discovered . that he had another.
wife on the island, she watched his movements nar-
rowly-—and, at ono time she went, accompaniéd by a
faithful negro setvant, to a’port Bome distance from -
Havana, where she had Jdearned he was on béard of
a vesgel: Here, with:the  indignation of an injured
wife, she seized his private papers from -his oabin,
thinking they contained the oertificate of her mar
rlage, and their correspondence. But she found

] stranger documents than these; much of .it wasin
| oipher, some-in & language she “eould not read; but

.the remainder, little us it was, was enough to break
ler heart, 'as it has, Poor girl! "My heart aoho,ﬂ
for ber when we discovered that e had forged her
father’s: and my name, and raised money thereby.
How nobly she gave up the rioh- jewelry 'in het
posstgsion, insisting that we should take it; bug
begging us to spare Syduey the shame of a discovery,
She loved her husband £ tht lovo yas fung busk
to her-Bs a worthless thing, und,& her heart’
I'8he never had the firmness an principle of
my preoious Anna, who, I am sure eould never love
a map of Blake’s stamp. She was an impulsive,
‘wilifal girl, and unfortunately had the dangerous
gift of beauty. When the village gosmpw mited me
‘with her; ' used to sny to' mysélf: »John Heoper
knows best what kind of & compauion for life he
will; choose, and' Mary herself thouﬁht happiness
ashing young

Your good friend Capt. Minot, wlio fook Mary homie;
is here with me, and has been - most faithful in trag-
ing S)dnoy and his accomplices, -His vessel is al-
veady in the hands of government. 1 wish you
could seo it; there is enough of Blake about it to
prove it his, At the thme | visited. it, it was sufely
moored. in a little cove in another part of the island.
Sho 1;4 l::s fine n little oraft as{eﬁvﬁ; dapced, o the

sh. mapip,. ver; etrioally.
"W’ y?@%trv&'gth {m peed; she had open port-
holes on ‘either side, o.nd wellmounted guns. As
somé one who understood scéa-craft better than my-

"1 Gelf, said ¢ % Above deck she was sarcfully and regu-
1larly rigged, and the graceful roke of her slender,

tapering spars, the lightnesssand minuteness of
finish in all her arrangements, gives her au air of
[great boldness and beauty.” 1If [ recolleot your de
soription, this is pot the samo vessel which you
onoe encountered in the Gulf'; but her commander is
the same gallant oaptain who detained you so long
at the dinner table.

You will feadily imagitie that I have enough to do
here. I haod hoped to have seoured something for.
poor Mary, but that is doubtful,

I have written a short letter to Anna, which I en-
close in this. How wuch I regrotted that all this
Should happen at such a time!. I had striven to
keep these disagreeable matters from her, until our
babe should be born; and her long illuess since has
prevented my oelhng her. I am glad sho is now
‘with you, and, if she is well enough, show her this
letter, and tell her that John ho.d no seorets willingly
from his wife. -

My head dropped low as I finished ghis letter, and
vexatjon and remorse were mingled with » strange,
pleasurable emotion at finding that John, after all,
was what, in my heart of hearts, [ had believed him
to be. Iwas so selfish, that, for a few minutes, I
forgot ‘everything else in thig feeling-—oven poor
Mary, and all her troubles. .

Suddenly I thonght of my letter, which John would
reocive as soon as he arrived in Boston, ALy me~
what would ho think of- his littlo wife then? Was
there no way to get that letter? Could I send to
Boston ? I turned to tho window, but, without, the
storm raged fearfully, This was the third day, and |
the rain still- fell, the wind ‘blew, the casements
rattled, and the house itself shook with the violence:
of the tempest. No mail had come that morning,
and..nono.was. expeoted-in-the-evening=seventhy"
oars, it was reported, had not arrived atS8dlem de.
pot: ‘The more I thought of tho contents of the
letter, the more mortified I felt; there was only ono
comfort—the vossel iu wluoh John wo.s, could not’
come in, in this storm: .~

« 8ho is not near enough to’ tho const,” Joe suld,
“to be much affected by it.”

. Perhaps I oould find e friend going.to Boston, who
would t.oke this lettor feom the office for me. " This
queshou settled, I retired to rest, but not until Aupt’
Martha and-iyself had- reo.d and re- read John s
letter, . '

"« Ahl this was whnt troubled Mnrk BO muoh when
ho was so sick,. He had learned about Blake from-
ses.-onptnins, who had been .suspicious of him fora
long ‘time. It scems there' was, some two years
since, a vossel lost jn the Gulf, aud the owners had
reasons for suspecting foul pluy. 'lhoro was & lady
on hoard from oid Spain, who_ had gome valuablo
jewelry with her, and onp or two n.rtlo[es, supposed
to be her's, wero found in the possossion of quWeler
in New York, who said ho had purobgsed them of o
young Spauish sailor, Upon that, au inventory of
hier jewels, as fur as could be ascertained, was made
publio. Mark had it, I remember, and he lnughlngly
remarked at:the time, that the lnh.mls wore the
same 08.my maiden nome—M. B. How little we
thought, then, that your friond Sydney Blgke could
e e-piratel” .

‘1 shuddered: - # Oh, auntls, 1 did n’t supposo thore
were suoh horrible creatsires now-a-days.” .

“* Wiy, my denr ohlld, thoro are plenty. of them,
and Worae, evgm, thin plrotes, are’ the wreckers, who

Your unole nearly, beoamd n'pny to some of thieso in
ong of his earliot voyogol. ‘1 hopo 1hoy,|vlll Beoure

gullty oo‘mpnmon. the ‘first officer of* their_lityle ves- |

that it is secured, for it will.be our: principal evl: |-

ﬁ'Byduey Blake 2

h.hnnmh* :

raite ‘false : lights: o deGoy. Yessels'upon the Tooks, |’

Sydney Blnke, for hs has cmnd BOrTOW snough. 1
would not take his/lifa, sheﬁggdded meekly, *but he
must:be prevonted foom ; oon*qu(ng his work of de:
struotion, . John speaks of sopg papers--l wonder if
these, were saved from the firkiy .

. -A sudden pang shot thmu‘l\ my honr,t.. I turned
dendly pale. B

. “Why, Anna, what is ths mamr—you aro strungo-
ly agitated.”

« It must be, those were tho pnpcrs--the trunk I
gave him }” and I related to Aupt Martha my_inter-
view with Sydney Blake that  uight,

“My poor ohild, could n’t you have seen that there
.was somethlng wrong in his ma.king thae request of
you?” e

“1 ought to Liave seen lt ot I lmvo beon strange-
ly stupid—and then [ told her pt the two sailors I
met upon tho rock.” - '

. wThat was at the time the 1ntoneo o.bout the lost
Jewels were oiroulated, and t.hooe sailors wero proba-
| bly omployed by the friends of thls lady to seouro
Rhim, it possible. My _poor; Aunu. you were strangely
infatuated—do you remember . your admlration of

1 did romcmber it o my ,hfart s sorrow and
shame,

« What will Johu think ot med” I snid.

«I don’t koow, Anng,” sald \unt Martha, and
looked very solemn as she éhoolﬁ r hend dubiously.

Cold comfort, I thought. What ¢ strange dreams I
had that night! Once I so.w Iary Blake stealing
inte my room with a ghtteriug dogger, reidy to
‘pierce my heart ; then a. st.atel,y vossol sailing grace-
fully upon tho &ea, aud on lu deok dlowly pacing
back and forth, was the tall ﬂjuro of Sydney Bluke
at. whose bidding every sailos re was ready to
peril his own life. I sat upon’ ¢! Bhore ag the ves-
sel nearcd the land, and he sprnng  towards me, say-
ing: «Will my bonny slngmg-bdrd ‘Beil to the Fairy
Isles with me?” and I thoughﬁ ho renched out his
hend, which I took—but horro,rs! there was blood
upon it, and it had stained himl I drew back, and
ran away—ran for my life, il Lom‘pe 1o Aunt Mar-
tho's cottagh i but the dagre REs Nebyokpds ind she.
refused to let me in—and I aioke in grent fright.

How glad we all were to gee the sun which rose
upon us in oloudless beduty tho next day, We could
“gtill hear the angry ocean, in low mutterings, as if
resisting the hand that bade its passionate tossings
censo; but every tree and shrub and blade of grass
stood still, as if, with all their glittering jewcls, they
waited reverently for the sun to ascend tho mid-
heaven,

I doubted my own senses. Thank heaven my wife
was not thsro—my child

“1s well, and quiotly sléeping, thank God.”

wBut I was there ;John. Ob, it was & fearful
night{ But, Unole Mnrk? did you know, Johu?"

% Yes, yea! I learned that in Bbston; but grief

for that was swallowed up in greater, nnxioty for my
awn-loved ones, for troubles,l thought fiever oame

‘ nlone."

Whilo we were talking ho had plnoed me on the
horso, thrown his own shaw! ‘round me, and was.
slowly leading 1 us through the gardop path.

I thought of my lcttor' but shame and vexation
with myself kopt me silent, How could he boso
gls.d to seo,me, if e hsd read that letter ?

We stole quietly in mthout dlsturbing any one,
Little John was usleop in’ his crib, 8 sweet, healthy
ohild. We siood together, and gnzed upon “it in
silent joy, and then John said, “ Let us thank God
for all his mercies”” We knelt together, und thls
one petition I will never forget :

“We thank "thee for our mutual love may it
strengthen us tolovo thee more; and grant, that
amid all the trials of this life, it may grow purer
and stronger, til, in thy mansions above, we shall
bross thee for the discipline of thls life, whloh has,
by thy grace, fitted us for eteruity U

[ wept freely, tears half of joy, “half of g sorrow,
for my own susploldns. I"could not sleep- without
knowing if ho had really read, my, lotier, and my
faco, half averted, stammeréd out, *John, John!
you must forgive me for writing such g letter ”

I saw the smiles dimple his face, and peep from
his eyes, when he snw my confusion, )

“On the whole,” said he, I was-glad to find my
wife had o much spirit. We have both been to
blame, Anna; shall it tench us 8 lesson for tho
future 77

“ My noble, good John !

CHAPTER X

A fow wocks found us settlod in a small house in
the. valluge, m.fmirom thwitoro.mlk im Yery:
plain in all its appointments; and not one_article
of luxury, save my piano, whioh fortunately had not
been moved from Barberry Lane at the time of:the
fire. On examination, it was found that the firm of
“ Seott and Hooper ” had lost a large sum by Blake,
“The same a3 lost,” Jobn said, for it was money
lent, and he had no expectation of recovering it.
Mr. Bcott’s house was not insured Penher was our
furniture., -

How lovingly nature looks after one of those
north.east storms, when the tempest is hushed, and
the soft west wind comes with the sunshine! In the
afternoon it was pleasant to see the old men coming
out to enjoy the scene, and hear the voices of chil.
dren on the rooks or in the fields at play. About
ten-time Aunt Martha disnppeared, and ‘I gucssed
where ghe had gone; I was the only one who had
kept in the house. I had all day been thinking of
Mary Blake, and vainly wishing I could recall thé
post; had'T been gentle and loving with her, how
much misfortunc might I not have averted! -

Thero was o brifht moon that evening; aud, as I
sat at my window, & strange impulse seized me to
run up to Prospest Rook. It was very foolish and
impudent, no doubt, at that lato hour ; every one in
the house was asleep, but I had no inelination for
rest. - I felt.stron and well just then. "I would go
for one minute—it would be so benutiful in the
rooonlight, Frow tho force of habit, probably, I
took the glass with me, for I did not intend to stop
long, *1am paid for coming,” I said, as I eaught
the outline of the shore, and saw the bright moon-
light dancing on the waves, still trembling, but not
beating as beforé, angrily against the shore. The
whole village wos ot rest; the little vessels at an-
chor, the fishing boats drawn high upon tho benoh
“While'liere and "thers, at intervals, gloo.med a faint
ligh& from somo cottage window. Tho White stones
in the gravoyard  stqod out in bold relief in the
moonlight, whilein the shadow of the o]d ‘pine trees
1 almost fanoied guardinn spirits watched the dend
I turned to Rooky Glen, and oould dxstluctly ged tho
‘black mass of dedolatlon’ there—fit emblem 'of a

] orushed heart and blighted hopes. But stop | ‘what

is that 7 A ‘moving figure surely. is nscenlling-the
‘old fapiliar road to the house. -Iraised the glass,
and thought it wis o man on horseback, - Could Syd.
ney Blake be thera? It. stoffped & moment, aa if.
gozing at.the ruins, and ‘then turned, and dashed
with speed: acress- the road, and up the Iittlo path
which 1 have meutioned* before, as leading’ through
woodland ind phature, and across a rustio bridge, to
Aunt Martha’s garden '. It came on fast and faster,
and now as - it:came neaver, I closed my glass, and
‘stood purtly leaning upon it, my own eyes straiued
“In eager cufiosity, It was not a very graceful figure ;
“and though tho rider liked speed, he did ot slt his

horse a lo Scott. He-woa.too short and thiok-set to | o
make much display of his oquest: nism ; ‘moredvor,
be hadon o - shaw], which’ was piu ed nbout tho

neck ;- but otherwise it flonted free, making tho
.wearer, with his black oap, ‘look something ke an
old woman going to market; but no old woman, un<

that speed, on such & ‘moonlight night. Here he
comes; ho is almost at the foot of the rook. He has

1t is—it must bo Johu! - I t.hrow up my arms with |
Y shout and run, but he was off-is- horro, and bad
me in M arms before I had gomo three steps, i
- The figure of Hope once more,” suld he.
wOh, John'}.3s ft you?” "
vl hbpe i is, but & motent 8go, 0n yonder hlll,

less it was o witch on o’ broomstiok, ever rode with |

spied me, and has tuined his horso Into the path; -

e o hbrro\" of Mre, Wigglns and tiot t len

Wo were therefore under the necessity of study-
ing economy. John had invested some money by
!the advice of my father, and tho latter was unwil-

ling that we should recall it at present, o that,
though I wanted a nice carpet fér my- parlor—a real

tapestry—1 wad obliged to content myself with a
two-ply American ; and when I spoko of mahogany
chairs, Jghn said that cane-seat maple must answer
our purpose. The only article for ornament which
John purchased, were some choice engravings and a
few valuablo books.

Qur family consisted of our three selves, Joseph
the clerk, and Hinny, We <could not part from the
latter, and indeed we had no wish o to do, for she
was o bright, witty gir], and very handy with the
baby.

{1 did not like living i m the villngo ; the streot was
thickly settled, and the uolghbors, like all inhabi-
tamts of amall villages, mado themselves ton busy
with each other’s domestio offairs, I had soarcely
put my kitchen in order, when Mrs Wiggln, ‘my
next neighbor; sent to know if I.could lend hermy .
flatirons ; o.nd for ﬂxreo months the same request
“was made’ weekly One day the tinman came to our
houso wlth a large baking pau——Just the thing for & .
' piece of beef or o turkey. John had ordered:it, be-
_couse I had complained.of.mine-belng-too-small:™

“Mrs. Wxgglns watchful eyes had seen it, and the

‘next day sho had company to dinner, and seut ‘for

‘my lurgest pan. .

That was followed by & tequest, the next week,
for my largo brass kettle,’and so on, till I'began to
think that Mrs. Wiggins faneied she had a Ilfe-lcnso
of my cooking room and apparatus, .

 One day John was at ‘home, reading. the paper,
when Milly Wiggins oamo in and said that # Mother
was going-to have company, and she wished I would

‘lend her-my mlvcr butter knlfc, dhd somo nice coﬂ‘eo,
all browned.”

I saw John turn’ from hlB papor and liston whilo
tho girl was speaking, but he made ; no romo.rk. The .
next day the child came in o with the buttor kuife, and
some West India coffee, burned as black as my shob,

u Bah 1" I exolaimed, as soon a8 the'child left the-
house, * throw that stuff into the fire, Hinny ; how .
can any omo drink that West Indio. stuff; and what.
want of skill to -prepdre it §n that wnyl Iguess-
Mrs, Wiggins hnd a ro.rity for dinner yesterday, with

ay nico Javs brovmed to,a tune.” ,

« Anng,” said John, # have wo borrowed nnything
of Mrs, Wiggins since wo came here to live 77

# No—yes—Ilet . mo ‘sce; I borrowed hor Monthly.
Mngnzine, nnd—somothmg ofso whnt wns it, Hln '
n ?" N )
y" Tho haby' s currmge, ma’am § but she sent for tho
horse nnd buggy & fow bours ‘afterwards .

“ Do you want the Mngnzine, Anna ?” .

‘s No [only wished fOr a.pattern fnft, 1 do not‘
care to read it

Thiat afterrioon, John sent home. 8 nioo om'io.go for
llttle Mark, and in the evening ke rsquo;ted mo not.

noxt'day e of ‘the boys wanted ou wh bn
They hied none of their own, they N

wnys used Mr “'abors'-—who (ormerly lived where
wo were, The wheelbarrow oame - back broken- snd
useless for the future, John looked duipleo.sed

« Why J John, how oould I refuse? Mrs, Wiggins
1s a kifid soul ;I don't want to urt her feclings.”

« Well, vufe' refuse next time, if you can.’”

Two dnys after that, Mr. Wiggins’ chimney caught
fire, and 'tho boys oame runding over, *Where's
your ladder, Mrs. Hooper 2"

house 2"

 No, ma’am ; we always used Mr. Waters’.” And
away the ladder went, the. boys, in their husto, break-
ing two-or thré¢ rounds. It was brought Lack and
put in its place i in that condition ; but John, who was
very partioular about his tools and barn fixtures,
soon observed it. * Well, Anna, you-could n’t eay
no "”
“ Why, John, how could I, when thclr chimney was
on fire! I’ try and do better next time.”
But next time I certninly was excusable, for Milly-
came running over in grent haste, herlight hair fly-
ing in all directions. * Please, Mrs. I{ooper, will you
lend mother some brnndy? She ’s afraid she has
the * cholera muss,” ‘and she says if you would let
her have your box-—the ono full of llttle pills-xghe
onn cure herself,” -
Now my father hod sent men h_ox of Homoopathic
medicine, very nicely put up, and Mrs. Wiggins had
often adwired its appearance.
«The cholera—oh dear!” lthought; “and only
the next door to us!” and I qu\ckly produced my
brandy and my pretty box.
I saw Mr. Wiggins at tho pump in the back-yard,
en bour afterwards, as I was playing with Mark
in our garden, and made i inquirjcs for Lis wife,
# Nothing very serious, madam ; a slight attack of
cholera morbus, from eating unripe fruit.”

known! How fuolish I was to be 4o alarmed.”

hor very comfortable, and sitting up. She said the

| brandy had done her good. Inouoedp,numbor of

artloﬁs 1o "1l Yoo which ‘belovged to us—our
warming pan, the cover of which was brokon, and
my last magazine with the plates torn off. But I
thought to myself, *1 will dd better next time.”

" The next day Milly brought in my box of medi-
¢ine, with—* Here s your box, Mrs. Iooper ; mother
is very sorry it “is hurt so, but the baby got hold of
it when she was sick. I took the box, all broken
and soiled, and opened it.

that they were useless. 1 went to my room and had
a * good ery,” for 1t was my father’s gift, with a re-
quest that 1 ‘'would give the system a thorough trial,
if my little boy needed medicino.

My eyes were red when Jobn came in,’and as heg,
looked very inquiringly at me, I told him, «Oanly

_ | think, my father gave ten dollars for it !”

John smiled. “Mre. Wiggins will prove an ex-
pensive neighbor, Annn, if you don’t learn to say
no. ”

« T will say no, next time, John, anyway.”

« Well, *next time’ will certainly come Anna.”

He was right, for not two days passed beforo Sam-
mio Wiggins and his youngor brother came into tho
yard, and, going to tho barn, took the hoo and rako.
As they passed tho kitehen door, they said to Hinny,
»We are going to borrow theso a little while.”

I was making bread, and with my hands all flour

" I ran to the door. -

» No boys, you can’t havo thoso tools we cannot
lend our things so muoh.”

words came out, 88 Dr..Payson once said of some
speech, like wads of butter out of a bottle,

_ The boys stared at yne & moment tosee if I wasin
earnest, and when I repeated the sentenco, | they

+ Iu the barn, Why, have n’t you nlndder nt your -

# Cholera muss 1’ I said to myself; “Imight have .

After tea I called upon my neighbor, and found

Holf of -the medicines
-{ were gone,,and the other half so mingled together

It was o desperate effort for me to any it, and the
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1h1ew thetlE dowit and ran home,

I was quite pleased with myself for my bravery,
and thought my hint 80 strong that i¢'would be taken.
And it was fully understdod; for the next dny Mr,
and Mrs. Wiggins borrowed o horse and buggy, and
went to the Four Corners to tradey and I'heard that
Mrs, Wiggins told our neighbors that if they knew

any moro with Soott & Hooper, when goods could be -
bought se muoh ohenper at the Corners, *

# And 80.you *ve lost their trade, John, and all for
not lending a hoe. Iwish T had held my peace.”

wLe-Tt will all come “round right—aever fenr,” snid )
my imperturbable husimnd from behind hig newspn» !

pors e
# But John, don’t you think |t rlght over to hor-
row? v

ploasant. to' me in the kind, familinr intercourse of
country neighbora, There may he some gosstp, but
there is a'grent deal of genuing, kindness and good-
noss of heprt in g little nolghborhood like this; but .
our neighbors, the Wiggins, have become ineffiolent
and indolent from too much dependence ¢n tholr
neighbore, Their borrowhlg 18 all selfish, and ft will ~
be better for thor and for a8 thut there should' be &
ohtck upon it. Have you seen muoh of Mrs. Kinney
‘and her dnughwrs?" ;

*# Enough to make me wish for o further uoqun!nf-

_|ence. Y6u remembor the nico red oherries they s!nt ‘

Jus?” .

men, who do good' withoutdlsplny‘ and’ whoso strong,
good common gendo i quito rofroshing‘ in theso mod
|ern days” |

what ‘was for their ‘intercst they wouldn’t trade

“Yes indoed Auun, and thoro is somothlng very E

« Yes, thelr garden, smnll as it s, 1s quite ‘amodel.,. ,
Mrs, Kinnoy is one of those quiet, unobtrusivo wo-

"Mrs, Kinney was & widow who llved in s Smsll :

Cope
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permlued us to make calls without going lnto the
pircet. Bhe had a small income, but she and her
daughters were very industrious, and probably pre-
gerved that indome foria rainy day and old age.
They were fond of reading, and we had exohllnged
books and papers some, aud this mutual interept led
us to further ncquaintanee, which finally rlpened In+’
to friendship. Our borrowing, which was'not exten-
sive, was coufined to these, and the favors reciprocal-
1y bestowed, ceented that friendship.  Mrs, Kinney
was Joscph's aunt, and the cousing often spent their
evenings together, eithor in our little parlor or their
own. Olive Kinncy had o sweet musical voice, and
was a-great addition to our villige choir. I could
‘a0t but observe with how much interest sho watched
Lucy Scott, when she played, and 1 one day asked
her if she would like to learn. er dark eyes epark-
led. *“Oh, yes mu'amy I bave been thinking if I
could only do somctlung for you, in returu for your

teaching me, 1 should be s0 happy-
« | want a little oloak

Written for lhe Bauner of Light.

STELLA GORLAS,

BY OFHELIA mmounnm: CLOUTMAN,

—

It was night in Paris,

drear,

orowd, impelled by the inoreasing force of the storm

wind. An observer might well have paused to won-

hope to fiod shelter from the tempest raging without.

Alil the livelong day dark
and heavy dlouds had' looked frowningly down upon
the great city, Towards evening, however, a pouring
rain set in, which Boon left the usually crowded
thoroughfares of the French metropolis deserted’ and

It was a strange elghno watch that buay, bustling

to seck at once their respeotive homes, as they
swayed to and fro,like a field of grain shaken by the

.|der where g0-mnny human beings coulde possibly

But on they sped, the young, the old, the grave and

hath 8o much need of- mgg, ‘It will be time enough-
arouse him, when danger overtakes us,”’ and, saying
this, the noble: mlndell woman turned_ once again to
the window. 8he Mleed tho casewent softly, and
poered out into the’ iat,enso darkness. Tho light,
though stillat a dletanoe, geomed gradually nearing

their hands & llghted gm—oh. To close the window,
and drop the onrta.{n, was but tho work of an instant
with Madame Coilas,  Was it the presage of coming
evil that made her natumlly start, tremble, and

geemed deserting her, and, sinking into o chair,
whioh stood near. by, the terrified woman listened
with distended eyes and half suspended breath, to
the heavy footstops which seemed momentanly ap-
proaching. '

Of.a sudden there came o pause, and the heart of
Madame Collas seemed nearly- pulseless with fear.
The next minuto a loud knock vibrated upon her ear,

the house, and as she:strained her eyes, shé thought.
she discerned s ninmber of men, each bearing in R

shake with foar? She knew not. DBut all strength

_ o notice of her presence.

« Indeed you can,” I said.
embroidered for Mark to wear next winter.
do you may to the exchange ¥’ ’

« That will be a very pleasant way for me to pay,’ /
she said, and forthwith the lessons commenced.

I thought | dytected & slight—the very slightest,
displeasure™in' Lucy when she fouud Olive practising.
Luoy was the only young girl in the village who
piayed with any ekill, and she was proud of her ao-
complishmeunt.

8he was at our house almost every day, and wasa

" great favorite with Mark, who would watch her from
the window, and clap his hands when le saw her:
gipsey hat with the long blue ribbon- ends, and the

_ third word he learued to say was * Lulu” e cer-
tainly showed hig appreciation of beauty, for Lucy’
was fast. becoming o beautiful girl. Her features
were regular, Lier complexion good, and her warm,
rich blool mantled cheek and lip with a fine color.

What

"developed her form and gave elasucny to-her move-
ments.

Physically, our « Lulu” was all we could desire—
how she would develop morally, was a preblem to me.
8he had already rend the books which Sydney Blake
had left, and snid ehe regretted their loss by the fire
more than~the loss of her wardrobe—and that was o
stroug- exbﬁon, for Lucy loved outward adorning.

»She ’s bright s o sunbeam in the bouse,” s'ud
Hinny, »and flits in like a singing bird. 1 think®
she is almost a8 pretty as some of the raal ladies in
ould Ireland.”

1looked at Hinny, with her yellowish hair and
round face, where the features seemed in & sort of a
transition state, and.thought to myself, “ I can-hard-
ly tell, llinny, how you will look five years hence;
but of oue thing { am sure—a little heart more free
from envy canuot be fouud, and a temper more swoet
would be a rare one.”

Just then Lucy came in. Mark sprang towards
her. Her *good morning” was bright and cordial
to me. Hinny she considered a5 a servaut, and took
Lucy had sowe high-bred
airs for a little Yankeo girl.

TO DE CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT.

Written for lhe Banner of Light,
THE PICTURE ON THE WALL,

BY J. ROLLIN M. BQUIBE.

A afngle picturc hange on my chamber wall,
Xnd I am nover lonely, -
Or if [ grieve, 1 only

Look upon the picture hanging on the wall,

118 oxpression brings the memory-haunting years,
When all iny tender fancies,
Through sighs, and stolen glances,
Touched my suul and told its tale in joyous tears.

How morc dearly dear is that, whate'er it be,
Which, when the Miving perish,
Doth something of them cheish,
And beeomes companion with our memory,

Wo plant the rose-hush besido tho nolscless tomb,
WhereinAlie loved reposes;
And sweetly do the roses .
Speak, in silent tones, of those for whom they bioom.

8o with the chofce trinkets, on tho sheif laid by—
The last her fingers fashioned ;
They spenk in tones impassioned,

And wo listen to thelr praiso with molsicned eye.

A single picturc hanga on my chamber wall,
And [ am nover lonely,
Or if 1 griove,Tonly -

Yook upon the pieture hanging ou tho wall.

EFFECT OF OLD SLEEPING WITH
YOUNG.
A habit which is considerably prevalent in almost
every family, of allowing children to sleep with older
persons, has ruined the nervous vivacity and physi-

_ cal energy of many 8 promising child. Those wlo

.have dear eld friends, whose lives they would Jike to
perpetuate at the sacrifice of their innocent offspring,
alone should encournge this evil; but every parent

who loves his child, and wishes t preserve to him a .

gound pervous system, with which,to buffet success.
fuily the cares, sorrows, and labors of lif¢, must see

some digensed or aged relative.

* Childreu compared with adults, are clectrioally in
‘a poeltlve condition.. The rapid changes which are -
going on iu their little bodies, abundantly gencrate,
and as ‘extensively work ' up unal nervo electrio
‘flulds, But whcn. by eontaot. for long nights, wnh
~of thelr tender orgamu\tlone is absorhed, they soon
-plne, ‘grow pale, languid and. dull; while the bed -

'+ gompanion feels's corresponding invigoration. King.
David, the: Pealmist, know the effects of this prac-
tioe, and when he became old, got certain young pers
sons to sleep . with bim, that his days might bo
lengthened Dr. Hufcland, the German physiologist,

to their daily association with young persons,
Tnvalid mothers often prolong their existence by

dally contact with their children. We once knew g a

. woman who, by weak lungs and mlneral dooum,

/attrlbutee the frequent Jongevlty of tchoolmasters

\ had been prostrated with lnourahle consumption,

Her infant cccupled the same  bed with her almost
eonetantly day and mght. The mothcr lingeréd for
months on tho verge of the grave,, v her demiso being
hourly expeoted. Btill she llngered on, daily dis.
proving the predlotion of medical attendants. The -
-child, meanwhile, pined without any apparent dis. -
- ease, 1td once fat little oheeks fell away with'sln-
_,gular rapldity, ¢inn evcry bous in Its face was visible.
 Finally ig had lmparted to the mother its last spark
of vitality, and nlmultaneoualy both died. We saw
-t recently stated in A newlpeper, that & man in
~ this Btate had }lved forly days without ‘eating

anyl.hh;g, durlog whick perlod he bad been ndarlah.v
K. bya’ lltlle cold waker, aqd # by the influetios ab-
% mm b‘y hlm whlle a.uj heldlng the haad’ ol’ 2

gay, ench with but one interest in view—that of self.
Bright lights streaming from the windows of the
elegantly decorated wansions of the Faubourg St
Germain, afforded 2 warm nnd cheering welcome to
the Learts of the numerous votarics of wealth and
fashion, Other feet turned into streets dark and
irreguinr, miserable lanes, from which issued peither
warmth nor light, and soon were lost iu the ebon ob-

the loved name of home.
In o cheerful apartment of an humble dwelling

dnughter, the latter a child of soine twelve summers.

piness to their countenances, aud the calm of domes
tie peace to their saddened hearts.

that abode of comfort, if not of luxury.

one at a single glance.

ment his expressive countenanco was illumined with
the sunlight of love, for both mother and child had
twined their arms fondly about his neck.

A minute or two the devoted husband and loving
father held them affectionately to his heart, then mur-
muring, “These arcindeed myjewels,” hetenderly put
them away from him, and prepared to exchange his
wet garments for dryer and warmer ones, which the
careful hand of love had prepared.

At the eupper table, Jean Collas, (for such was the
republican Journallet. s name,} made & strong effort
towards gayety; but his usually volatile spirits
seemed changed into melanoholy, which so far affected
his naturally vigorons appetite, as to- cause him to
leave all> untasted, tho food-which had been kept
warm until his coming

Do, Jenu, dear, drink a goblet of wine,” said the
affectionate wife, as her trembling fingers hastily

enrly daylight; either you are ill, or something dis-|
tresses you, my husband.”

and said tenderly, * Nay, my dear Julia, ] am not
thirsty, but have need of rest and quiet, after my
day's severe labor. With your permission, beloved
wife, I will retire.”

“ As you please, Jean,” replied the anxious woman,
and she turned awny with a sigh, to givo orders to
their ouly servant, for the removal of 3he tea-dighes.
“ Bon soir, papa!” said the little Stella, and the
ruby lips of the beautiful child were affectionately
raised to those of hcr fatker, to receive her good
night's kiss,

“ Bon soir, my .child!” - murmured the French
journalist, »and may the holy Virgiaatch over
you,” he added, in a tremulous tone, at the same
time stooping and imprinting a kiss upon the deli- }+
eate cheek of his only daughter, who, tiking a small
wax taper from the hands of her motber, retired in
silence to her own little bed-room,

* A half hour later, and Madame. Collas entered her
husband/s chamber. He was apparently sleeping
soundly, but as she approached the couch, and held
the night-lamp close to the face of the unconscious
elecper, she started back in alarm, for a dark shadow
crept over'the brond and cxpansive brow, as she
gazed, while a low moan esoaped the slumberer's
Jips,.ns i€, px;ggggdiggpfrom ,& heart_over-burdened

and far above the din and tumult of the elements,
rang out the united ory of some fifty voices, * Jean
Collas, awake! Give us entrance:

l"

«'They are come! Itisnsl cxpeoted"’ exolaimed

Jean Collas, springing out of bed, and snatching at
his clothes, which hung on a nail hard by,

'« [oly Mother, what" mean you? Who are come,

scurity of tho wretched abodes they still endenred by

situated in that portion of .the city, known as the
Faubourg St. Antoine, were sested o mother aad’

The anxiety which rested upon both their faces, as
they lifted them ever and ‘anon to the narrow-pancd
windows, (agninst which the rain still continued to
begt meroilessly,) and the intense engerness with
wlich they listened for cach coming footstep, told
“8he was fond of exercize in the open air, and this m}ly too plmulv that one was absent, whose cher-
ished prescnce could alone restore the smile- offKap-

Eight—nine o'clock, chimed out the bells from a

n¢ighboring steeple, and still the fond wife's fingers
toyed nervously with her ncedle, while the tiny feet
{of tho beautiful child paced restlessly to and fro in

A halfhour later, and the wanderer returned. e
was a powerfully built man, of about forty years,
with o lofty brow, betokening no inferior intelleot,
and 2 guiok, searching eye, that séemed to penetrate

As he hastily entered the apartment, his wife did

not fuil to perceive the troubled look that swept
acrdss the.brow of her husband; but the next mo-

poured from the bottle & brimming glass of the glow-

Jean?” cried Madame: Collas, in affright, at the
same time throwing her.arms _t;lghtly about her hus-
band’s neck, and looking ip into his pale face with
an agonized expresslon' 'otj countenance that made
his sensitive heart quiver in every pore..

‘broke forth upon the mldmght; air. »

excited husbandi-—<#Do- you not hear their frantis
shouts ? Another moment and thoy will burst the
door.”

These last words had scarcely esoaped the llps of
the speaker, when, of o sudden, there came o crash
that shook the very foundntions of that humble
dwelling. The next Instant the tramp of armed men
was heard upon the stairs; the chamber door swung
quickly back upon its hinges, and some fifty or sixty
soldiers rushed unceremoniously into the. apartment,
where stood Jean Collas, to all appearances calm and
cotnposed, as if antioipating his fate, while his poor
wife, made spcechless with terror, still clung wildly
to the skirts of his coat for protection.

s Jean Collas,” oried the foremost of the ‘group,
» we are come by order of bis Majesty, thé Emperor,
to arrest you.” ‘-

« And nay I ask, Monsicur, in what [ have of-
fended 7 said the republican journalist, in a voice
by no means ngitated, as he glanced carelessly at the
printed documeut which the allimportant - official
held unrolled in his hand.

« It matters not,” was the surly reply. *This is
not the time to parley words, All that I have to
say, Monsicur, is, that you are our prisoner, and, as’
suoh, must make ready to follow us at once.”

+ As you pléase, gentlemen; I am at your service
whenever occasion requires,” were the onlm and
1 strangely indifferent words of Jean Collas.

«What! have you no tender adieus, and lingering
farewells to take of your family, before removing to
your future lodgings in the Bastile?”

« None, Messicurs, for hardened men like you to
jeer at and gloat oher, ¥hen sensitive and loving
hearts are nearly bursting with their weight of
grief,” was the indignant reply of Jean Collas, as he
suffered his hands to be bouud behind him with a
strong cord, by one of tho soldiers,

# Jean' Collns, awake!” were, the words that. agaln '

» For heaven’s sake ‘release me, Julie "’ cried the’

% Oh, you wili not take him to that dread place, to

ing claret. “You have not tasted anything since languish and die in o dungeon"’

ness and folly, Madame,” was tho cold and unfeelmg
But Jean Collas only shook his head mournfully, rejoinder of the chief official:

#Nuy, you will not be so cruel as to tear him.from

the bosom of his fymily,” cried Madame Collas, with
a supplicating look, that would have melted to pity
another heart than a soldier's.”

« Madame, it must be, We have our orders, and
if we swervo from their fulfillment, our lives will
surely pay the forfeiture;” and saying this, the
captain passed out of the chamber, having first
given the command for his loyal band to follow \vnh

their prisoner. .

The wife of Jean Collae desoendcd the stairs in

silence. When the captured man reached the outer
door of his dwelling, he turned to take a last fare-
well of her that had been for years the light and

joy of his now desolate heant.
The look of stern deterinination whioh sat upon

her countenance surprized him ; while the extreme .
[ brilliancy of her dark eye, .and the -purple -spot
whioh burned in the centre of her otherwise pallid
checks, betrayed: the unnatural exoitement under
which she labored.

«Julia, my own dear wife, adieu I’ wero the words

that falteringly broke forth from- the lips of the
devoted husband, whiie the tears involuntarily
gushed from bhis eyes,

with grief.

It is a8 I feared,” murmured the affrighted wnfe°
«gome terrible calamity has befallen him, whioh de-
prives him of his appetile, aud haunts him even in
his dfeams, Ob, iny poor husband! my brave and
noble hearted Jend, what have I done that thou
shouldst now deny mo the confiderico which, for long
years, you havo been pleased to repose in thlne own
Jalla? ApT grown suddenly unworthy of thy’ deep
and holy love? or, ia an unguarded hour, has pas
sion swayed thy heart;and guilt left its foul stain
Jupon thy soul? Nay, I will not ontertain so bad &
thouglit,  Holy Mother, foigive me, for in. douhtlng
him, the lover of my youth, the husband of my chcice,
and father of my -child, I Lave deeply sinned against
| heaven and thee I' and, sinking upon . her knecs, at

plored pardon from abovo for the unjust suspicions
which *had momentarily crbssed her mind, and
strength to meet the future, however dark and fore: |

Rising fro her dovotlona, Julia.Collas oommcnced
her. preparations’ for retirin Pushing aside the
ourtain from her onsement, shge looked fo‘rmh?
streets, a8 was her nightly. custom. The rain atill
| fell in torrents, and the wind howled fearfully upon
all sides.  When about to withdraw, o blaze of light
shot out from the cbon darknoss, which complebely
shronded every objeot from view.

 Mon Dieul whot a terrlble night for & ﬂre In
Paris!” cjaculated Madame Collas, at the same thmo
making & hasty movement toward. the bed, where
her husband mu lny, eleeplng. for the purpose. of
swa enlng bim,” Bnl ére, sho had reaohed the spot,

-t Nay, L Will not feave thee s though to follow wero

J{oaven above wé shall one day be vl
now, for thy Stella’s sake, the ‘child ofi ¢ ou
love, strive to forget this hour, and him who hatlim
rashly, yet unintentionally, brought shame and mhf-
fering upon thine innocent head.” W A
# Never—never, while life shall lastl” orled the
anguish mwdend woman, with & maniacal laugh,
that vibrated pmnfully upon the -prisoner’s. ear.
One of - the soldiers now stepped forward, and, with
o rough movement, tore the frail form of Madame
Collns from that of her husband to whoge neok she
stiif olung in convulsive mgony, = ' .

. At that moment the little Stella appeared npon
: the staircaso in her snowy night-dress, ] having beon
suddenly awakened from her innocent slumbers by
the terrible noisa below.

A Yook of painful recognition overspread the coun-
tenance of the - grief 'stricken woman, and, with a
wild ory, she fell forward'upon the steps of her own
dwelling, murmuring tho words—"My chlld! my]
child 1"

It seemed like a terriblo dream to the xnnocent
child, that five minutes later gat thore upon the cold

preseed closcly against her heart, until- hor own
brown ringlets swept the now oold, yet still, purple

were now silent in death,

- Madame Collas was dead, -In- the exoesa of her
emotion she had suddenly ruptured a blood-vessel—
havmg been always more or less subject to disease

sight of his wife’s dreadful death, having been hui-
gjedly ‘marched-off to the dungeons of the Bastile
the moment that his Julie’s arms had been rudely

her dead and her childish sorrow.

° o ° ] o

parentless, she kne# not where to turn for symppthy
and aid. A knot of ‘workmen who were strongly

offered assistance and protection to the only child of
their-late friend.

Monsieur Ladreyt and his wife, whom God had like-

freely shared with the beautiful Stella, whose love-

won all hearts,
Yet the devoted child was un

ing thought in the mind of the little Stella,
It wns while attcndrng thé cateohism of St. Mar-

his imprisonment, at the hands of tho Arolibishop.
mended her devotion and energy.

o muslin cap, the beautiful child presented herself
for admission at the palace gates. Her simple dress,
and unprotected situntion, at first excited ridicule
from fhe porter, but a.séntinel, who ohanced to be
passing by, noticed her extreme carnestness, and the
official passport which she held in her hand, (and
proeured for her through the influence of a friend,)

the castle.

in her hand, the doors now flew open on all sndee.
and, after waiting some ten or fifteen minutes in one
of the ante-rooms, the modest. and trembling Stella
was usherod into the audience chamber, where were

friend from that moment until death,
" Her wondrous powers of delivery, dnd the elmple,

| yet truthful eloquence of her words, startled tho ears

of her hearers, and enohained their attention.. The
Blshop of Nancy, & strong patron of the -arts, and
artist himself to his finger's ends, felt the magnetio
sympathy whioh existed between the sx;nple chiid at
his feet and his own heart. -

Ho requested her torise, and to hls quesnon if she

floor of the hall, with hor mother’s sninted head

cheek ; her little night-dress spotted and stained
with the crimson tide that had flowed from llpe that

of sic] 88, pooasloned by her exoesslvo grlef at
th oss ot eo troe dpd noble » friend. - Her sad’ story
at length‘"reeched the eara of the Empress, who, with
her woman e “heart, became deeply interested in the
Inte: of the. young and rising actress. Through her
lnﬁuence, apardon was obtained for the release of
the exiled man, and Jéan ,Collas is now. eontented
and happy in the society of hls lovely and. gifted
danghter, whosé rapid- rise to fame and forlnne is
the wonder of all Paria,, ;

' Btella. Collas, the beantlful tragio actress of the
'Theatre Francais; is unmarried, She is 'still very
young, and, Ilke- most ladies of” her poenlon, is not-
devoid of suitors. But though men of ‘wealth and

‘but firmly refused  their noble offers, having long
since promised her hand in marriage to the only
son of her carliest benefactor, by name Henri Ladreyt.
Many have wondered at her choice, but to such as
would advise her to contract a more brilliant alli.
ance, she ‘calmly roplies, *Remember that Stella
Collas was once poor and unbefriended.”

Thank God there are still left to us a few noble
women in the world, whose sculs are above barter-
ing their heart's happiness for paltry riches and

fashion crowd thickly about her shrine, she ltlndly»

of the heart. The prisoner had been spared thef

snatched away from his neck. Stella was alone with |

Now that the little Stells was left almost entirely|

attached to her father, came forward, aud genercusly |

exalted stations.

‘.wmt‘en for the Bannor-of highs.
QOEAN TEIJEGB{KPHS. O
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The heaving throb of dawning wisdom's birth,
Unlocked tho grave where sciencé latent slept ;

* With mystic power, eclipeing magioart, '
Tho lightning eelzed and bound with cords of steel.
8o quickly now with wondrous willing grace
The tireless epark performs iis ready task ;

Q'cr unknown puth by dashing waves concealed
The flery steed its written mossage bears,

As circling round in liquid glistening lines,
Uniting worlds with kindly glowing arms;

A voleo I8 heard, from arching skles above,

Good will to man! o'er all the earth be peaco!

With one of those poor but noble-hearted men, the
little Stella made her home. . The huwmble bounty of

wise ‘blessed with but a single child, a boy some
three years the senior of their little charge, was

liness of person and sweetness of temper, at onco

ppy. She still
grieved over her mother’s death and the loss of her|
dear father, who having spoken unguardedly against
the government through the columns of & republican
journal, of which he himself was the chief editor,
had been sentenced by the Emperor 19 traneporta-
tion for liftc. To procure the release of her father
from his exile at Lambessa, was now the all absorb-

‘guerite, that the words of the Cure, who exhorted
his followers to look for mercy and deliverance from
their several trials, to the reigning Archbishqp, fell
with peculiar significance upon the heart of the
ohild Stella, and made a lasting 1mprceslon there.
She hastened home, and communicated to fer friends
her intention of suing for her father's release from

They gould not bid her hope, but nevertheless com-

" Attired in her best—a frook of white percale and

Written for the Bnnner of Light,

3 Legund of e Elhme

IY CORA wu.nuar{.

In the town of N—-, situated on the banks of
the winding and picturesque Rhine, there is shown
oan old, dilapidated tenement—almost a ruin—-once
the dwelling of a proud .and wealthy man, apd the
‘soere of o ptrange and awful mystery ; which T will
briefly relate as memory reoalls the narration, Rod-
erich Alpenstein had acoumulated riohes in far
distant lands; he had been absent many years, and
returned to his birth place, embrowned by Eastern
sun’s, imbued wrthp the superstitions of other olimes,
gloomy, distant, and reserved ; totally changed from
the light-hearted, merry, reokless youth, who was at
once the pride and the “terror of his aged mother's
heart, a3 he was the oherished object of Annette
Loring’s love, with whom ke exchanged vows of ever-
lasting fidelity beueax,,h.mthe apple-trees, For many
years she guarded sacredly the forget-me-nots culled
by‘his hand at parting ; and when Roderioh- return-
ed, haughty and changed, with a tall, dark lady he

refused many offers for his sake, and puffered meekly
the reproaohes of her fatber, the taunuugs of the
neighbors, for Ker" emct fidelity to the long absent,
faithless one. .

He bought ‘the stately dwelling-house, of whioh
the ruins now alone remain; furnished it magnifi-

oalled his wife, Annette fled t¢ her chamber, nnd -~
wept bitter tears of disappointment; for she had ’

cently, and removed therein with his proud:and.

beautiful wife, who always appareled in the cost-

kindly offered to assist her in gmmng u,dmrssxon to

- At sight of the parohmcnt which the child hold

scarcely deigned to notice the people among whom
she ‘dwelt, They lived almost secluded; and the

was guarded by two . ﬁerce, lauk foreign-looking

dogs.

liest silks, and adorned with a profusion of jewels,

poor were harshly turned away from the gate, which

1t was rumored around the town that the wealthy .

Roderich and his Eastern wife lived most unhappily ;

seated & number-of clderly gentlemen. Ono face
there, however, seemed to impress her childish heart
more than all the rest. It was that of the Bishop of
'Nanoy, whose violet cape, and cross of gold, scemed
to.mark him the principal potentate of that assembly‘ '
Before him she knelt, and presented her petition in
language 8o simple, yet enruest, that it touched the
heart of -the benignant prelate, and made him hor

smothered cries and groans were heard issuing from
ker chamber, and she was often seen by the affright-
ed sorvants, fieeing from room to room, over halls,
and down the stair-cnses, as if from her husband’s
wrath ; while the dark browed Roderich was seen in
pursuit, not a musole of his iron counténance moved
from its usunl cold and studied severity ; not with
engerness in his trend, but with slow and measured

dim passages and luxuriant chambers. -

Yet the servants never- left the placo; though it

step, that resounded with - metallio clank along the )

was 80 glooufy, and- the master and ‘mistress were'

so stern and cold ; ‘only the .old mother smiled—a
weary, forced smilo—upon the humble retainers;
but she died - ere the: heir to Roderioh’s wenlth was
born ; and was ostentatlously laid to ‘rest, with a.. ¢

marble monument erecled to - ber memory, by the

son who had “neglected ber through life, though he ©

instant death” shirieked out Madame Collas, a8 with
a convulsive effort she: threw herself upon thie neok
of her husband.

- % Madame, you are: beerde youreelf  oried - the
captain,_growing ‘terribly impatient at the delay-
produced “by tho powerful reslstance of the prison.
er's wife. . % Methinks you woman would make o
fino tragedienne,” he added . eneormgly. at tho same
tlme turning towards hie brother companlone. asif,
expcotlng a smile of approval from them, for the:
‘lneolent remark which his base heart had diotated, -

" u Yea, another Mars! aeecond Ruohol 1” were tho
mooking words which burst forth. from tho united

lips of that hardened band; Ao whouo stony breasts
evéry sense of honor aud compaeelon had long since
dled out. .

the foot of the aleeper 8 couch the .troubled wife im- |

% Hear “me, mcesleursl” .eald Jean Collas, ina

tone that partook of the nature of & command, u{our,_

rude and insulting language is"but l.ealonla

ensiire that respect and obedience, whioh, ag aaldlers

boding its aapeot, or bitter its trials, . - - - .~

of the Imperial Guard, you are scoustomed to recqlvo

from the French populace. A. little more of reason

~af of meroy, would win for . theo submission;”
Where-now-thon-o

y for contempt.”
The words of the humble republlcan ohafed the
fllnty hearts of those blood- thirsty soldiers, and the

silent look that passed from ote to another of the

throng, told but too plainly that, the m.rlted rebuke
was most keenly felt by those for whom it had been'
intonded, and kept them for & time silent.

.4 Julie,” said the prlsoner, imprinting a forvent
kisa upon the fair brow of his beautiful wife, whose

hoad was still pillowed upon his shoulder, *this is o

severs trial for a'heart so pure and, lovlng 88 thine

to bear; but fate hath deereed..that wo should |
.henoefort.h be aepanted; yet, my poor Julle, in

P

could repeat any poctie stanzas, or passages from

ative.

The spark was lightoed. Long and dlﬁioult recita-
tions from Rioiae, Corneille and Moliere, were given
with. a rapidity .of. delivery and earnestness, that
surprised and ‘delighted the ears of her listenors.
Sometimes sho m convuise her audience with
laughter and wferrimdnt, and anon they would ‘be
;| melted into tears. by’ the tenderness and pathos of
-her manner. n
. Promlsing ‘to’ conslder well her rcquest tho Arch-
bishop bade the devoted ohill an affectionste adieu,
After takmg her' name and place ol resldence, and
expressing his intention sf calling upon Ker at the
carlicst opportunny

‘The very next’ day the oyes. of: Stella were' glnd
dened by the sight of the cprriage.of the Arohblehop,

. whloh gtopped quickly before ‘the humble dWelllng,

whioh, for loug weeks, had alrorded her shelter and
protect;on. ~

hrei‘rlend Sameon, the dlreotor of the Theatre Fran

cuis, who hnd sought out the abode of the orpbaniike
A home in the. famlly of Monsleur Samson,
and a thorough education for the stage, by means of
which, in after years; sho might be enabled - to gain

girl,

o -handsome livelihood, were the tempting induoo-

talentsd girl had not mistaken her professlon,:

T ! H

Frenol plays from memory, she replied in the affirm-|.

raised her to wealthaand comfort &t i¥8 olose,

When it was -known” ttat the ludy Zelima, as she

was onlled, had given birth to a'son, there was none
of .the ro,;olclnge and’ congratulations ‘usual on such

ccoaslons § the neighbors bowed stiffly to the formi-
dable Rodenoh nnd inquired briefly concerning his

lndy’g health ‘Bug on bis dark brow restéd n'gleam

of trmmph and o fitful light of joy played in his
eye, and amiled from bis sternly-chiseled lips, as he
bext above the lady’s cauoh, and fondly caroseed the
| infant.” On the third" day from its birth ‘the lady
Zelima died, and the servants walked with o muffled
step, and spoke not above o ‘whisper; for. tho death-
‘npgel had cast a gloom upon the. household, and the
voice of prayer ascended not from the chamber .
where ;repoeed the beaunful, hrghborn, ond early

dead.

~She was commltbed to the carth’s ernbrace, not -’

in the-consecrated soil of the churebyard; but was

interred in thespacious and fantaeno gardon attach-" -

It was the Arohblehop ot’ Nanoy. aooompamcd by

ments whioh the two geitlemen offered the benutiful
ohild. Their offer was speedily aoccpted and the
sensation whloh Stella Collas created on the ocoason
of her dedut, o year pfier, at the Francals, proved to
the minds of the Amhblshop and his friond, that the

~The' .death., .of the Bishop of Nanoy, o 'fow weeks
. later, was aterrlble blow to_the heart of. the mul‘

cd to the house, and ‘a towerlng and .strangely con-
structed tombstone, on, which was xnsorlbed -Bome

. press and willowe upon the paeaer.by. TSI
A nurse was ‘procured for the.motherless lmle

.andwon the threshold otood th
ol‘al\loman, olobhied tn, white—
eenllng tho head , i

Enstern” oharnoters, ercoted to her ‘memory. The
inhabitants of N—— -orossed themsclves plously.“
axd locked askance at the strange monumont, 88 it .
gleamed hlgh and whrte from amid enolrollng cy- o

one, among tho pensant.women of the dlstrioL On
the . night of her’ fnstallment to thls oﬁloe, honest’ B
Marie sat . alone at.midnight, singing. eofaly tothe
restless child ,lwheu suddeuly her atiention wae die
‘feoted to the opening dook, It opened nelseleesly.;‘

‘majentld Bgure, -






















