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T « HOST-SEHR,

ALY J. RURBELL LOWELL,
Ye who, pussing graves by night,
Glance not to thoe leR nor ribhl.,
Lest a spirit should arise,
Cold and white, ts freezo your eyes--
Some wenk phantom which your doubt
Shapes upon the dark without
From tho dark within—a guess
AL the spirit’s denthilessuess,
Which ye éntertaln with fear
In your self-huilt dungeon here,
Where ye sell your God-glven lives
Just for gold to buy your gyves—
Ye without o ghudder mect
In the <ity’s nuenday stroet,
8pirits enchler and niore dread
Than from out the clay have tled,
Buried, beyond hope of light,
In the body's haunted night!

Bee ye not that woman pate ?
There are blumlhounds on her trall’}
Bloodhounds, too, all gaunt and lead,~
Fur the sonl their scent is kuou.
Want and Sin—and Sin is lagt;=
They have followed far and fast;
Want gave tungue, and, ot her ho\vl.
8in awakenad, with a growl,
A, poor pirl! she had a right
To o Wessing from the light—
Title-deeds to sky and carth
Gud gave to her at her birth,

© But, boture thuy were enjoyed,
Poverty had nide them veld,
And had drowvk the sunshine up
From all natore’s ample cap,
Leaving her a first-born's share
Tn the dregs of darkness there.
Often, on the sidewals bleak,
Hungry. all mdone, and weak,
She has seen, in night awd storm,
Roovins o'ertiow with helight warm,
Which, oatsude thie window-glass,
Doubled all the cold, alar !
Till each ray that on her fell
Buhhiped her, ke an jeiele,
Andd shie almost loved the waldl
OF the Wloodounds v her trail
Till the Hoor becomes her bier,
Bhie shall decl their pautings near,
Cloze upon her very heels,
Spite of & ahe din of wheels;
Shivering on her pallet puor,
She shatl hear them at the doop
Whine und seratele to be let in,
Rister bloaounds, Want aud Sin{

Hark ! that rustle of adress,
Sul with avish costliness !
e comes vie witose cheek would flush
But to have her waoment brash
*Gainsy the prirl whose fingers thin
Wove the weary booudery in,
Roewdings b Kward from her wil,
Lst hier tears Whe sifk might soil,
Aud 0 n‘kluh.ll ehill wud murk,
&0 wbherlife into the work,
Bhaping trom her bltter thought
Heurt' r-cane sl forget-me-not,
Sattrizing her desputr
With the emblems woven there,
Little dath the wearer hewd -
Of the heayt-break o the brede
A hyena by ber side
Skulks, down-looking—1it is Pride.
e dhiggs for herin e A:u'l.h.
Where lie all her elafins of birth,
With hir fonl puws roting o'er
Some long-huried ancestor,
Who, perfugps, o statae won
By the il deeds he had done—
By the innocentbilvod he shed—
By the desobation splL 0}
Over happy villag
Blotting wat tw sinile of peaco.
Rooud her heart and round hed braln
Wealth bath linked o goldén ehatn,
Which douh cluse and closer press
Huart ind brabn to narrowness,
Every morn and every night
$he must bear that bosom white,
Which so thrillingly doth riso
*Neath Bs proud (-ml)roldexles,
That its mere heave ety men know
How mdeh whiter 'tis than snow—
She must bear it, and, unseen,
Suckte that hyena lean ;—
Al, the fountain’s angel shrinka
And forsakes it, while be drinks’?
There walks Judas, ho who sold
Yesterday his Lord for gold—
Bold Gol'n presence in his heart
For u prond step in 1tho mart;
Ho hatli dealt in tlesh and blood,
At the Bank his name I8 goode—
At the bank, and only tlicre,
T s 0 marketable ware,
In Lis eyes that stealthy glesm
Wus not learned of sky or stream,
But It has the eold, hard glint
Of new doliars from the mint.
Open now your spirit's eyes,
Lok through that poor clay dlsgulse
Which hus thickened, day Uy day,
T it keeps il light at tay,
And his soul in pileln #lovm
Gropes abiout its narrow tomb,
From whose dank and elimy walls
Drop by drop the horror falls,
~Look ! o serpent lank und cold
ngs bis.sphift, fold.on fyld ;

‘ Or draps blunted from the wall
Bullt arotmd him by his fall,
Then the mountaine, whoge white peaks
Catch the merning's earliest streaks,
110 must soe, whoro prophots eit,
Turning cast thelr faces lit,
Whenee, with footsteps Leautiful,
To tho earth yet @m and dull,
They the gladeome tidings bring
Of the sunlight's hastening:
Never can thosa hllls of Lliss
Bc c'orclimbed by foet 1lke his!

Rut énough! Oh, do not dare
From the next the veil to tear,
Woven of statlon, trude or drees,
Moro abscence than nakedness,
Wherowlth plausible culture drapes
Fullen nature's myrind shapes!
Lot us rather love to mark
How tho unextingulshed apark
Wil shino through tho thin disgulso .
Of our eustomis, pomps, and lles,

- Add, net seldom blown to flame,
Vindleato its anelent clalm, -

Written for the Banner of Light.

WY STEP-MOTHER ;

OR, THE

4

DESTROYER OF THE HOUSEHOLD.

BY AD‘lllANN'A LESTER,

CHAPTER 1.

Thank God, I was not early left an orphan !—that
the smile which encournged and ohcered my youth-
ful days, and the hand that guided wy erring steps
aright in the pxuhs of duty aud’ holiness, were not
early denied me !

1 was just sixteen, when Death, that unumely de-
L‘stm_\cr, rudely tore from my ‘embrace my cherished
and idolized mother—1I say idolized, for, next to God,.
she was the only being 1 renlly loved and worsliped.
My fither was a cold and“stern man, who loved the
world more-than his home, and the bewildering ex-
citementof fashionable life better than the sosinl en-
Jjoywenta of the domestic circle. Although, as a pa-
rent, he was always kind to me, yet his kindness
failed to touch my heart as did that of my mother,
llis was a love I feared. Even in my infaney, |
never remember of his taking me upon his knee and
caressing e, as o fond father is often wont to do.
Yet 1 was his ouly clLild! What wouder. then, that
the strong sympathy w lud" dvew my fheurt ivresist-
ably towards that of my gentle unother,outlned even
death!

We had not always resided in the country ; my
earliest recollections of howe were in tho midst of
the large and populous city of New York. The deli-
cate health of my mother.hnd induced wy father to
purchuse @& beautiful residence npon the banks of
the charming Hudsen. Surrounded by everything
that could minister to the taste and comfort of its
occupants, one would seareely believe that my mother .
could have known torrow ; yet I, child as | was, did
‘not fail to discern the cause of her unhappiness—
; namely, th¥ luck of grue sympathy between the soul
.of herself and hysband, Ofttimes since her death,

when 1 have bctn\k@w aloue in the solitude of my
lmle roow, 1 have wondéred within myself how it
; was that two persons, so entirely dissimilar, chanced
to bo united in the solemn and holy bonds of wed-
i lock. *
As my father’s business absorbed the main por-
i tion of Lis time aud attention in the city, and my
t mother but seldom went abroad, I was almest her
ronly companion. Day by day I watehed the color,

| agit gradually faded from ber cheeks, while the ever-

 light frame grew thin and emacinted. Even when 1

i gat by her side, listening to hor divine precepts, my
_heart told me that ere long ber loved spirit would
take its flight heavenward.

Oh, it was p sad and bitter moment when I kuelt
beside the couch of my mother, to receive her fare-
well blessing. Ilow iy distressed and tronhled
spirit longed to break loose the chain which held it
to eurth, that, hand in hand, we might journey to-
wards the haven of Eternnl Rest!

Death was a new thing to me,'in human form. 1
hnd seen the flowers wily and perish, and 1l marked

. o B R E ) T
my father’s stern nature would experience in belold-

ing thus unexpectedly the partuer of his life lying
cold and motionless before him. The Suspense was
terrible; I could bear it no longer. I yearned to
throw myself into his zm:ns, aud mingle mny teurs
with his. . o

§tenling noiselessly nlong the.silent corridor, 1
paused at the door of my mother's chamber, which
had heen . accidentnlly left ajar. No sound issued
from that dread sepulchre of -denth. Al was silent,
Ueserted. I entered, und what A sight met my guze!
Calm and motionless stood my father, at n few
paces frem the bed where my mother's inanimate
form reposed, 1le moved not, neither did he spenk.
Iu advancing towards the couch, his eye had. fallen
upon the corpse, and, horror-stricken nud over-pow-
ered by the unexpeeted sight, he had remained trans-
fixed and spell-bound to the spot.

If he bad been a marble statue, he could not hiave
looked more devoid of life, than he did at that mo-
ment. 1is large black eyes were glazed amd fixed
-while the muscles of his face ‘Were as rigid and im
movable as if they had been frozen.

lle wns evidently unaware of my.presence. In
my childish terror, 1 feared  that he, too, was dead,
a8 1 gnzed upon his ghastly countennnce. A chilling
sensation erept over mo, and with a wild shrick that
cchoed strangely throughout that solemn abule of
death, 1 rushed forward, and fell fuinting upon his
neck. My sudden and violent emotion aroused my
father once more to himsclf. “Lifting me gently in
Lis arins, lie bore me immedi; ately to my own roum,
and, hastily vinging for Nancy’s invaluable assist-
ance, he turned and left the apnrtinent, without ut-
tering a word. .

I will not linger upon the painful remembrances
of that long and dreary night, por the days of sol-
emn gloom and death-like’stilluess that suceeeded it.
Suffice it to eny, that o few days after, my father and
I stood beside the grave of my sainted mother.  Yet
no tear stole down his marble check, to tell of the
bidden grief and anguish that lay beneath that cold
and passive cxterior. Not so with me; it was the

e

-first and only sorrow-my youthful heart had experi-

enced, and long and, pmwn,rtely 1 wept over her
Towly bed: {

sy,
CHAPTER II.

Left entirely to my own society, time hung heavily
upon my bands, Even my favorite books and flow-
ers failed to interest and wmdse me, as of old.  Alas,
there was n sad and aching void within my desolate
heart, which | believed no earthly being could cver
fill.

A few weeks subscquent to my mother's decease,
my father returned from the city earlicr than usual,
one evening, bringing with him o young wan, whom
he introduced ns the brother of an old and intimate
friend of his, The first time that wy eyes heheld
him, 1 felt assured that his was no inferior soul.

Ernest Walters was perhaps some twenty-five years
of nge, but the sad and thoughtful expression of his
countenance gave him nmuch older look: 1lis broad

.and expnusive brow was not unlike that of my fa-
1 ther’s, but above it clustered curls of a raven hue,

1lis ¢yes !—0h, how shall I deseribe them ! So lurge
and Iuslrous—-so full of deep nelancholy, and yet,
at timo< flashing, ag it were, with o latent fire.
Those eyes alone would have charmed and faseinated
my senses at once. How my own blue orbk eank be-
neath their gaze as he advanced toclasp my hand, in
recognition to tho compliment of & presentation to
the daughter of his brother’s dearest friend. -

Ernest Walters was the youngest ‘son of Charles
Walters,a retired merchant of the eity of Charleston,
South Carolina. My father and his elder brother
lind been classnfutes together in college, and although
time and distance had widely separated their rogpect-
ive paths in life, cach had maintained towards\the
other a friendship, which their frequent and contin-
ued correspondence only served the more firmly to
cement. -

L SWRver v.ulklluf by his side
)

" o With such évor-new surprise

' From nround hlm s rlnkuwny, "

""From his heart, sl day and night,
It doth suck Gud's blessed fight.
Drink 1t will, and drink it must,
Tl the cup holds nuught but dust;
All day long ho henrs 1t hiss,
Wirlthing 1u its liondish-bliss;

All uight long ho sees Its cyes

Flicker with foul ecatacles,

As thespirit ebbk nway .

Into tho ubsorblng cluy.

Whio I8 he that skulks, afrafd

Of the trust I hus betrayed,

Shuddering if pudmueun gleum
. Of old nobleness should stream’:’

 Thy hie pent, unwholesome room
Wiiers hisghrunk soyl cowers n gloom..
Spirit sad byyoud the rest.
By rinore fnsthict for the best? - ..

Tl o {:oel. whn was sent”
Fora bad world’s punishment, .

. By compelltng Ibtosee =~
Golden gllmpses of To Be— "~ - L

By compelling It to hear ... - ",
" Bongs that prove the ungds nenr;—
“Who was sent Lo be the tongue
‘Of the weak and gpirit-wrung,”
Wi ienco the fler ?-wlnged Despalr
In men’s slninking eyes might flare.
' "1'{s our hopo doth fashlon us.
To bso use or glorious: o
1le who might have been a lark .

. Of Truth's morning, fom the dark
Ralnlng down-melodiouebopo
Ofa ﬂt‘(-l , broader scope,
Aspirations,. !nophcclun
Of the sprit's full sunileo,
Qhoso to bo a bird of night,
Which, with cyes rofusing light,
Ilooted from some hollow treo *
Of the world's ldolstry.: -
T {g hils punislinent to hear
Flutterings of pinjons near, .

And his owp vain wings to feel -
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Drcoplug downward tohls heal,, ;
< - All thelr graco rud fmport logt . -

* Burdéning his weary ghost:
. Ho niust see hie angel gulde, .
“Whe at, lntorvale doth turn -
Looks on him so sadly stern,

Of hushed angulsh in hor oyos,- -
“That jt sooms the light of day .-

PR . .

the dry'and’ §ers Tonwes o, they fell to the ground;
but I knew not' what it-was to he deprived forever-
more of the presonce of one who had been thus far
the light and joy of my very existence, -

Gently, as fades the day from slght, was the close-
of my thother's earthly pilgrimage. There was no
agouized and distressed - countenance, nor severe
struggle for viotory over the fierce and relentless
Deathy Angel, such as mine cyes hnve witnessed in
lnter yedrs, but, calmly as, a ¢hild “is lulled to sleep
uponuxts -mother’s brenst, wag the oloslng scene of
my mother’s Jife, o

A foithful servant and. myself were tho only
carthly “Witnesses to.that tranquil “yet solemn sight.
'My father, ns usual, wasygbsent to. tho oity, and
| would not. return il night-fall, - I knew of no

{ medns by \\{hlch I could send him fmmedinte word.

'Half distracted with my own weight of sorrow, I re-
solved to paticntly await his coming,. But how oculd
I summon courage to break the sad intelligence to
his, unsuspecting heart?

" The lnst sad offices to the dead wero ﬂzithfully per-

| formed by good old Nancy ; and at last yieldlng to.
{ her advice, I threw myself upon the couch in-my
*.{ 0wn room-<not to slecp, but to shut'out, as it were,

the feeling of: utter desolation whlch seemed to have
t.aken possession of my soul,
- How. long I thus lny, with my fnee ‘buiried o the

coverlet, I know'not ;- but the heavy and well-known

stop of ‘my father nroused me from the lethargy into-

..--| whléh I had fallen,.” I henrd him open and-tlose the
L d°°1‘ of . my moﬂlcr's u.pui-tment—-for it was his cus-
tom to repair at ‘once; to_her room, to inquire after

| her health. each night on mturnlng home. Violent-
ly my heart ‘beat, ‘a8 I thought of the dread shock

. . S
g [

Ernest, as I afterwards learned from m) fnther,

"was o student of rare ability and genius, and, hav-

ing completed a thorough course of study in his own
native state, he had also spent three years abrond,
as'0 student in the celébrated University at Gottin-

-gen... Upon his return to his liome, ho received the

sad intelligence of the recont denth of his futher, and
only parent.
Mk, Wnlt.e;‘s was one of the grentest millionmres

of the oity of Charleston, and at his decease he left

hig entire property to bo divided equally between his |,
two sons, Erpest Walters was, thereforo, the lucky
possessor of an immeuco fortune, at the very outsct
of his-carcer in life,

" 'The severe disoipline to wluch he hnd been sub-
Jeoted whilo at the University, had considerably
impnired the state of his health, and it _was owing,
therefore, to the advice of his physioinn, that Ernest
Walters had conscuted to make a tour of the North-

_ern States, before. entering upon. the. nrduou_s dutics
of his profession, a8 d 1w §or. On expressing o de-’

sire to visit New. York, his brother had kindly offgred
him. o lotter of mtrodpction to his former school-
mate, my father, ‘which he had engerly Mcepted-
o olroumstanco which made him our guest.

' Altheugh ,naturally,shy; and somewhat unacous:
fomed to tho socioty of strang¥, T was not sorry to
hear my father say thot Mr. Walters had concluded
to pass n fow weeks with us, before prooeoding on
his journey, fecling, a8 I did most sensibly, the-ex-
tremo loneliness and desolation of my sltuation, * It

may have beon that the fact of Ernest Walters being .

£ orphan exclted no little sympithy in my bronst
towards one whom [ considercd & co-partner in afflic.
tlon, for at tho end of the first week of our (wquain
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tance [ liad learned to regard. him as an invaluable
friend and companion.

Days pngsed by, and as my father speut the grent~
er part'of his time in the city, Frnest Walters was
my only and constant assoointe. Together we pored |
over the time-worn and dusty volumes of the old lib-
rary, and it was while sented by his side that 1 con-
sented to retouch again with trembling fingers, the
strings of my favorite harp, which had remained
sileut and hushed since my loved mother’s death.

In accordance with my father’s request, the apart- 1
ment in which my mother had spent so much of her
time during her illuess, and whose walls had wit-
nessed her dying moments, was allowed to remain
the same ns'of old. That one room seemed a sacred
spot in the cyes of my father; for thither he was
wont to repair, when the 'shades of evening hal-
drawn their sombre curtnin over the earth, to com-
mune, as it were, with the loved apirit of her whose
presence still seemed to pervade that sanctuary.

Yes, it was in-that hallowed chamber that Ernest
Walters poured into my delighted car his passionate
tale of love. The love, which 1 had burne my mother,
was of a different nature from that which now pre-
sented itself to my lufatnated and bewildered senses.
A mere child—a weak and humble-minded girl, to
be loved and adored by one so many years Ler
senior, nud raised so far above her in point of intel
leet and wisdom, wus an event | had never drenmed
of; low vague .and indistinet, then, seemed the
reality. At first, the thought of another being he-
coming the possessor of a love which- had been s
exclusively my mothbr's, scemed a wicked saerilege,
But ere maoy days had elapsed, 1 learned the sad,
and yet not displeasing fact, that the new and more
intense love had iudeed supplanted the olda The
loved idol which death hul torn from my breast, nnd
which 1 had solemnly believed could never be re-
pluced by any wortal hand, was fast heeoming saper-
seded by an image, in the form of Ernest Walters.

If o thunderbolt had descended from heaven upon
my youthful head, 1 could not, hnve been more sur-
prised and shocked than I was upon the mee})tion
of my father's letter.
mare than all others—it was the entire lack of con-
fidence my father had shown towards me, in enter-
ing upon the new relation of n second marringe.

Clara Stanton, 1 had often heard my mother say,
wns A heartless coquette; & women of the world,
with but one ain to her existence, that of winning
hearts, and then rejeting thet in scorn,

And such was the woman, dear veader, to whom
my father was to entrust his 1ife's happiness, and
whom he deemed a fitting wother for his only ehill,

Towards evening, on Mouday, 1 close, travelipg
carriage might have been seen slowing rolling up
the avenue leading to Glen Cottage, As [ sat gazing
out of the window upon the lawn, 1 saw my father
spring out of the conch; and assisting a tall and
mhI\ dressed lxul) to ullgh(, the two prepared to
efiter the house, Naney's vigilant eyes had deseried
them from the window of her 0w room, and speedily
the old domestic prepared o do the honors of the
bouse, which had so long devolve:d upon her shoul-
devs. T heard my father's step in the hall, and his
fnquiry after Addie; Lut 1 heeded them uot, so sad
wag my heart;  Not until Mrs. Lester entered the
sitting room, lenning gracefully upon the arm of
her newly-wedded husband, dild I vise from my seat,
A 1 slowly advanced to greet thew, my  father
stepped forward, nnd elasping me in Li< arms, im-
printed a kiss upon my pade check. Then guickly
turning towands Mrs, Lester, who hal thrown aside
her veil, he snid in o low tone— )

* My wife, this is our daughter,”

The former east upon me d@ most patronizing
glanee, and would haye pressed ey lips 10 mine, but
a formal grasp of the hand was all 1 deigued to be-
stow upon her, .

my futher turned from us to lay aside his

3
Two months had sped by, and «till Ernesy “’llh\‘l‘Q‘ﬁ;\k, I fancied that | saw a slight frown pass over

remained our guest. My father had urgently pressed

the faee of the bride, while the large, black eyes,

him to delay hig departure from week to week, on
the plen of his affording 8o much company to his
daughter, during his absenge -to tho city. 1t wiy,
perhaps, well for both thut the - parental eyes had
failed to discern the love which haid so swidenly
sprung up in the hearts of Larnest Walters and my-
self; for my youth, and lnck of experience in regud
to socicty, would havo doubtless furmed an obstacle
in my father’s mind to pur engagement,

Aletter from the brother of Frnest Walters, «de-
manding the latter’s immediate presence at home
on business of great importance, was the principal
canse of my lover’s deparfure. Already the time
had expired, which Lrnust had alldtted to himself ag
a means of reereation. ”l ‘s true,fhe had performed
hut 4 small portion of the journey intended, Lt the
remainder, he playfully remarked, as weeping | bade
him adieu, *we will take, dearest Addie, for our
bridal tour.”

Aund so out of childish timidity aml maiden deli-
caey, upon my part, lirnest Walters 2as allowed to
take his leave without disclosing the fact of our en-
gagement to my unsuspecting father. :

CHAPTER 1L,

But six months had elapsed since my loved mo-
ther’s death, when an event occurred which changed
entirely the current of my hitherto pleasurable and
undisturbed existence.

VFor somne time past 1 had observed that my father's
absence from home hnd become more frequent aud
protracted than usual.  Most girls, of my aye, would
have manifested a desire to",exfplor'g the avorld, and
its strangely diversified socicty; but, on.the contrary,
the seeluded and romantic life T led at Glen Cottage,
nccorded strangely with my tastes and feeling; and,
although Nancy und myself were oftey left for severnl
dnys at a time, with no other compifuionr-nud pro-
tector than the trusty old’ gardencr, yet | ravely, if

flaxhed wililly upou me. -

Still maintaining wy composure, 1 politely, though
cobldly, assicted my step-mother in disvoling herself,
Ten was svon ordered, and 1, of course, im'l'm-'lhucly
resigned my situntion as hostess, which 1 hal w0
long und satisfactorily filled, to one, whose new rela-
tivuship entitled her to such an honor.

To me, that evening meal wax a most unpleusnnt
one; for the unkind feelings and prejudices 1 enter-
thined townrils the wife of my father, made me to
feel in anything but an agreeable moond, * 1f my fa-
ther noticed my collness awd indilference, (as 1 must
needs think he didy) towards hiv lovely consort, be
most sedulonsly avoided speaking of it iu my prv:s-
ence.

The fullowing day I made mysell nseful in slym-
ing the bride the ways of the house ; resigning 'into
ler hands, also, the family keys.  Mrs. Lester evi-
llen(y was ankious to make an agreeable first im-
pression upon lier daughter-in law, fur her face was
wrenthed in sunny dmiles, and evén her fiery eyes
glanced tewderly upon me.

But Adrianna Lester was not 1o be o easily de-
ceived by the artilices and cunning of a henrtless
wornan of fashion,  Lurking beaeath those smiles, 1

and piercing orbs, 1 saw reflected and mirrored, a
soul, to whom love and the nobler sentiments of the
human heart were eatirely unknown.

My fathor now spent a larger portion of his time
at home ; and if the regal heauty, and numerous ac-
complishments of his bride, were the only cssential
rvequisites to happiuess in his eyes, then was Charles
Lester indeed 8 happy man,

Under the anspices of my step- mother. our com-
fortable little cottnge nnderwent an entire re-model-
ling and furfiishing, with the exception of my own
n priest does his sanctuary. '

My mother’s chamber, which until the present

Oue thought goaded my goul .

snw but deceit and hypoerisy ; while in the large .

little room~~which { guarded with all the zeal tlnt .

ever;-tired-of-tho-monotony-of-iny-every-day-lifus

1t was Saturday night, and my futher hewd been
absent from bome nearly a week., LExpecting, with.
out doubt, that he would return to spend the Sab-
bath with his daughter, [ had prepared a cheerful--
fire in the cosy little library; and -ordering Naney
to spread the teatable there, I now sat patiently
awaiting his coming, All at once my attention wns
arrested bysthe sound of heavy footsteps along the
avenue leading- to.. the house, and .in o few seconds
Nancy rushed. half breathless into the rogin, holding
in her hand a letter. As I instinctively stretched
out my hand to receive it, thic troubled expression of
her faco made-me to fenr that the unlooked-for mis-
sive was the messengor of evil tidings. Hrwtily
breaking the seal, I rend as follows ;—

My Dear Davonter—I have written you this, in
order to prepnro your. mind for an ovent which ls
almost as sudden to e, as it will .doubtless prove
unexpected to you. On Monday evening I shall re.
turn to Glen Cottage,. bringing with me my wife, -
formerly Miss Stanton, an old friend of mine, whom,
I trust, you will henceforth regard as your mother,
and, ns such, worthy of your'deepest respeot aud

uﬂ'eczion. Your Joving father, At
Cnaries Lesren,

As I finished rendmg tho contents of the letter, it
dropped suddenly to the floor, Nancy.involuntarily -
rushed forward and seized the fatal ‘missive whioh
f was about to crush with .my foot. Bld.;hng her
rend it, I sank into o neighboring: ohnir t6 recover, |
if possible, from the agitation which such unlooked
for intelligence had produced,

Nanoy, said but littlo, nlthough I well know ‘from
hor sorrowful countenance that the strange turn

-time had been allowed to remain the same ns before

her death, was now newly fitted up with gorgeous
draperies and rich furniture, until the once comfort-
able and easy upnrumnblooked more like the boudoir
of an empress. Lven the portrait of iny sainted mo-
tker was taken down from its nccustomed place on
the wall, and placed in a remote corner of the room,
with the face turned inward, Vrobably the sight of
her, who had won the first pure love of my father,

mother. Seizing an opportunity, when no one was
ticar, 1 "transplanted ‘the portrait of my wother to
my.own little -chamber, determined that there, at
least, it should remain untouched and unprofaued.
“The result of my father’s marriage with Clara.
Stanton, was a8 I had anticipated—a signal for o
cotuplete chauge in our domestio affuirs. Mrs, Les-
ter was about twelve years wy senior, and from her
egrliest childhood lind been plunged into fashionable
|society, Her beauty wns of that rare kind wbich
always claims the attentiou and. admiration of the
opposite sex. I etature, considerably abave the me-
dium height, with o beautifully developed bust, and

wquld havo been & study for an artist. Her hedd
wos of “an oval shape, while the raven" hair that’
adorned it, was classically arranged in heavy braids
ut it, in o mannor which showed to the best ad-
vantage tho graceful ‘contolir-of her: finely ourved -
neok., Iler complexion was'that of a brunetto, with
strongly marked features, whiok even in reposo wore.
an expression of- hnughtinoss and pride, -
Hor groat beauty, and riohly oultivated mind, had

which uﬂ'nirs were about to take, was nono the less

’ illspleulng to hemlf than to me,

f

gainod Clara Htanton soores of friends in-tho fashion;
ablo world} whose only desu-o wos to bnsk in the

e

was displensing to~the jealous eyes of my step-

hands.and arms, whose matchless symmetry alone

~
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gunshine of Ler artful smiles, withhout penetrating,
and futlowing the depths of her juward nature.
Among the grsips of society, the marringe of the
long-estallished belle, Clara Stanton, with the re-
gpectel uned distinguished Charles lester, was looked

upon e u st igibde and desirable mach,

Uur otce reired home hecame a rendezvous for
the Jdevotees » b fashion, Partics and musieal soirees,
With a lavish hand

were how tig onder of the duy,
my father bestowed  the wealthowhich ny mother's
prudenec 1t i ceonemy had helped him to colleet and
gave, upont las uew and worthless bride. The gty
festivitica «f which our homestead beenme now the
geee, but i1l nccorded with my sad feelings and
pable roles. My stepmether urged me n'puitt“")'
to lay aside my mourning attire, wwl join in the
numerie lll-l ures which her haud Lhad been ¥o
itstrunec el ir planning for the amus wents of her

L Ly and st x%lmllull\ [ refused

puxsh.
ed while strains of musie filled the

her enticat ~;

brillinnt.y i 4 eawing
ont the stithess of the night, 1 was

» poun, ited burets of merri-

ot ruts ol .
eated w6 o e own e chamder, meditating
“]“"" e b and Dy b nemaries of the past, and

e upon the wors shiped 1wage of my
My futher, l\m\\mb my retiring

gazing »x
sainted w1
dispositivn, - D urge «] my presenee {n the suciety
of his woe - lav fs.

The £ o voich D hore towards my stepmother
L of respeet. There was no spark of
gpmpaths ¢+t our hearts, out’of whieh germin-
ate the = i o0 wve and affection, As the chosen
Lride of s tather, civility eutitled Tier to my re-
gard; butsea mnther, she was nought to me. The
strong bl boly love, which 1 had borne my.own
mother, w.s ot to be s tarily exchanged for the
transicnt an b unfecling love of my step mother. Ad
time wore -l..l Jearned to look more contentedly
upon wmy sit Wi although Fieh A mode of life
was exeee it divtasteful womy feeliugs.

Mo, Looros, thus far, had shown but linde desire
10 vxurei-. !. voanthority and eontrol over her stepe
daughter o and emsaquently, T was bt to enjoy, un
interrup i1, waloalone, my favorite pursuits and
pleasire-.

My ool
ghonal v

Wils sl

oo lenee with Eroest was but an oceca-
¢ taeh as the preserved seeresy of our
eneetn 4 ol T upon astriet avoilanee of the
nutnia b N delieacies and proofs of atfestion,
which = often vxeite guspicion in the minds of the
curious ol dnterestels That Ernest Walters still
loved et ddevatedly and traly, T owell knew,
from the toondsiakabje words conteined in bis lot-
ters; anl, .+ I gazed upon the goblen cirelet which
Lis Lawd ool plieed upon my finger, on the eve

of our 1. b breathed an fuward prayer to Gol
tlitt no o r ot s aerow might intervene, to Jdarken
with its = ... w the gloricus sunshine of our future
lives,

CHAPTER 1V,

Runnner, joous summer, cime at last; and our
EWeel itte aey with its lovely survountings,
Jooked Lihe o P dise upon earth.
w bl preclude Lihe possibitity of my fa-
ther's maang the usual’ atd castomary bridal tour
at the tinee o Lis warriage. 16 way therefore deter-
4 that they should make, in the latter
part f Jduue, a trip to Niagara, extending thetr ex-
currion toany Length of time which their ]lu\smc

i U
The severity of

tia s e

might dictate.

My Dudier, with ore than ordinary tenderness,
had propr~=1 the plan of wy going with then; but
my diseernius evvs ditnot fail 1o pereeive the nery-
ous aud truid -1 expression which the countenance
of Mug, bty a-~uined, at the bare mention of my
forming  tiird porson in their party.
to take no bt ol the cireumstanee, however ; aud,
although strongly at variance with my heart’s dJe-
gire, } gently, Lut firmly, refused any father's pro-
posal.

1 wust confiss that it was with no slight feeling
of relie that 1 saw the carviage, containing my fa-
ther and his huughty bride, pass out of sight,
thought 1 t) my=ulf, 1 am onee more alone; relieved,
for a whit, of- the presence of one whom ny very
goul detest-l tivod aud faithfal Naney still retained
her strong hollbupan my  affections, on account of
her long-wintinedl fidelity towards my mother.
But even ber labory, awl untiring eflorts, were not
appreciated as of ol by my father; for, to gratify
the ambition and vanity of my step-mother, he had
procure] younger and more modern help, whose

1 pretended

treatment tuwards my old nurse and friend, was

anything but kind.  Nancy never complained; but 1

could sce by the sorrowful face, andk ofttimes tromnu-
lous voice, tuat her old but sensitive heart was ¢o ~

scious of the change in her own humble situation
gince the death of her loved mistrosy, and the instal-
[ation of the second Mry. Lester.
solved upon, which was, that if ever [ had a home
of my own, Naney ehould be the presiding genius
~
~ The wmorning after my father’s departure, I was
attending to my usual cccupation, that of watering
a favorite rose-bush, the gift of my loved mother,

e
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bors, and turning hastily around, [ was clasped In
the arms of my lover.

This surely was an unexpected pleasure; for, in
recent letter, T had earelessly mentioned thoe fact of
my father’s intended journey, and, remembering it,
he hnd taken that opport.umty of giving mo & sur-
priee.

To my mind tho visit of Ernest could not havo
‘been firranged in a~better tine, for ny father and,
. his wife would probably remnin absent several weeks,

+ go-that we were safe from interruption on that score,
at lenst.

Tho Jove which Ernest, Walters nd professed for
me, in the carly part of our acquaintanee, still re-
mained unabated. Each day but revealed to my

‘eyes -eome new attributo.of his noble soul, and
~ strengthened moro firmly the tie which bound my.
Jheart to his.

My father had been gono from home searcely o
fortnight, when, at the olose of & warm and sultry
day. in July, a carrlage drove slowly up the cool and
shady avenue leading to the houso,

The gathering darkness of tho mght, provcntcd my

discovering its immnates ; and thinking it. perhaps
somo-fricnd or friends of Mrs. Lester, who had not
~known of her ahsonce,: Ioalmly inwaited - thclr op-

. pronoh. !

AS the driver sprang from his scnt, Iirnest. left his

x plnoe besidd me on the plazza, and hnatened to nssist

- the ocoupants of ‘tho soncl in alighting, * What was

- my Liorror and surprise, upon ‘scoing my father lift

from the oarriage the apparently intensible form -of -

" Mrs, Lester, ' Ernest looked on in mute astonish-

ﬁ, ment at tho scene beforo him; . He had never before
'+ goon my father’s wife, and'the unexpected sltuation

Now,.

One thing I re--

‘[in which he now beheld lmr.,_ for _lhc ﬁfﬁl.timc, quite

disconcerted him.
The ansious and worried countenance of my father

roused me at once o active cxertion ; and, forgetful
of the past, ‘I rushed into the house, and was soon
besicle the couch of my step-mother, ministering to
her wants with all the tenderness of a fond child. -
Fle seeret of the whole affair way this:"The day
after their nrrival at the Falls, Mrs. Lester expressed
n strong desire to pass under them. My father,
knowing the perils of sueh an adventure, where acci-
dents were of frequent oceurrence from the falling of
gtouvs, ninl the sliding of huge portions of rocks,
rensoned with her upon the danger of such an under-
taking, but all to no avail.  Willful angl determined,
Mrs. Lester, as usual, carried her p%’mt. Accom-
panicd by a guide, they set forth upon their uncer-
tain career. The descent was necomplished with
safety, but ere they had proceeded half the distance
on their return, a shower of heavy stoneg and rocks
caved down upon them from above, injuring severely
e back and arm of Mre, Lester, amd slightly wound-
ing the kuce of my father.

Upon returning to the hotel, the lndy was supposed
to be dead, so great was, the shock she bad experi
eneed by the injuries which hald been iuflieted. 1t
was some three or four days before it way deemed
expedient to remove Mrs. Lester to ber Lome.  Owing,
huwever, to Ler entreaties, my father set forth with
his grecious charge, and, by traveling slowly, and
Atopping ever and anon g6 rest, he at last reached (len
Cuttage.

1t may be that the fact of the severe ilhnégs of my
step-mother at onee my eoftened heart towards her.
For a time | was ler constant attendant, and the
wrateful smile of tenderness with which Mrs. Lester
rewnrdetl my labors, quite won my errant heart.
Even my father scemed conscious of the.change ot
uiy manner towards his wife ; and ofttunes I eaught
him gazing gadly, yet tenderly u]nn the face of his
orphan child,

The more my heart turned towards that of my
step-mother’s, the nearer it scemel to draw me to
him, awd not unfregquent now were the earesses and
endearing epithiets, which had been denied wme in
Lenrs of chibihowl, .

My eotseienes smote me ;

T felt that I had been
gailty of injustice towapds one whol my father had
chosen to be a mother to his ¢hilll,  Cone, now, were
1 the early suspicions that, gerpent-like, had stolen into
my breast, Into the ears of God awl my lover 1
poured, my heart's humble confession. The smile of
both was upon the erring ehild, and she was happyg
Pleasantly now passed the days of the united
household My sten-mother’s illuess contined her for
the greater portion of the time to her couch,  The
neeessary absence of my father was duly compen-
sated for by the charming sucicty of my lover,
Ernest Walters was an ardent admirer of beauty
in every sense of the word. What . wonder, then,
that the classieal and brilliant beauty of Mrs, Lester
awnkened in Lis breast the most exquisite pleasure.
As soon ay the former was pronounced convalescent,
Frnest was almitted as a constant visitor to her
room, 1l wonld git for hours at her bedside, read-
ing to her In those tones of divine eloquence so pe-
culiar to Hidself, or with one fair hand resting lightly
in his own, he woull relate to her the thrilling
scenes he had passed through during his life abroad.
How Ler large eyes grew lustrous beneath his gaze,
My father scemed pleased with the futerest his guest
had evidently taken in his wife.  Aad although, to
my observing eyes, it was plain that Clara Tester ex-
perienced more happittess from the society of her
newlymade firiend than she did from that of liér
hushand, yet the latter evinced not the slightest de-
gree of jealousy towards his wife.

The admiration whicl Mrs. Lester had succeedc]
in exciting in the breast of Ernest Walters, was by
na means 4 transcient fmc}, but secied to inerease
daily. ‘

Nevertheless, the latter was btlll kind and atten-
tive to my wants; and if, at times, a shade of dis-
appointment pussed over my face, or a deep sigh es-
enped my lipy, as T noticed the lover-like tenderness
which lLie manifested towards my step-mother, his
engle eye disl not fail to deteet it, and as if half con-
scious of negleet, e would again return to my side,
with all hiy oll devotion and love.

As woon as Mrs. Lester was able to feave Ler room,
her physician proposed that she should take frequent
exercise in the open air. Upon Lrnest devolved the
office of attendant cavalier. The family buggy,
though large and roomy, would not hold comfortably
more than two persuns; 1, of course, was accordingly
left at home. But that was no new feature or un-
comwmon thing in my usually quiet and isolated life.
Why should 1, whoeehad heen go long accustomed to
I solitude, repine at it now ? That Ernest still loved
me tenderly, I could not but believe, although it did
seem as if my step-mother reigned pre-eminent in his
lienrt.  But 1 consoled myself with the thought that

fascinated the senses of Lrnest Walters, as it had
done hundreds before.

The time came when Ernest felt that he must leave
ns,nls“he'wnsmhout*cstnhlishing'himself'nsn‘lmvm'
m New York., Sud aslwas at parting with him
‘who hnd been for so long a time a member of our
Lomecircle, I determined to put on a cheerful face,
and smother all feelings of unensiness and doubt.

Ernest's businesg being in tho saine oity with my
father's, would keep him well” acquainied with mat-
ters and things at Glen Cottage, even when ho him-
self was not able to visit ds. .

The evening before Ernest left us, e took my fa-
ther into the library, with the detcrmmntlon of
‘breaking to him the gecret of our engngement, - My
.| father was grcntly surpnsed at the idea of bis- lxttlo
Addie’s being beloved by the talented and Intolleotual
Ernest Walters. Iis consent, however, was readily
obtalned, and at a lato hour of the night the two left
the library, and retired to their respective apart:
ments, Alas] they saw not the tall.and dark figure
which had remiined concenled during nearly the
whole time of their conversation, m o thickly cup-
| tained recess.

They saw not the storm of pnssion thnt overspread
tho counffuanco of Clarn Lester, as, with half supr
pressed breath she listened to tho, disclosure of Ern-
e's deep love for the daughter of her husband,
‘Well was it for her that the ¢yes of both her hunbnnd
and his guest were not upen her, clse would the
beautiful vision bofore them bhavo ‘become- trans-
formed into a fiend, upon whose brow wos st.nmped
the single Word—mvongol o e

_After the departure of Ernest, Mrs, Lestor seemod
unusualiy melancholy, 1t was evident that her gay
and volatile spirits were becoming softencd and sub:
dued. -, The Jove which gho had " professed to feel for
me d“ﬂﬂs hor’ long- llness; seemed.- also wnning.
Even my Miety seémied no' longer gratoful to her.

» -
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of old. My unsuspecting nature did not enable me
to"discern the faot, that my presence réminded her
too sensibly of one whose love she had hoped to gain,
and foy 'whom sho would make any sdorifice. - The
words to which sho had listened in the library, told

‘her at-ones that hér case was a hopeless one, 80 long

as Adrianna Lester stood in her way.

Finding that my society was no longer craved by .

and isolated habits. |Once more mine cyes beheld
the gulf of cstrangemeht slowly opening between the
hearts of my stcpmotlmr and self. But I knew not
then that Etnest Wnlt&-s was the unconscious cause
of the trouble that was brooding like a darkened and
heavy cloud over my yauthful heart.

My father, perceiving the wondrous changa in tho
spirits and manner of 1wy mother, proposed a change
of scene and residence. Accordingly it was agreed
upon that the entire family should remove- to the
city of New York,

It was with n deep feeling of regret that I saw
Glen Cottage pass into the possession of strangers.
Thus to be severed foreverynore from the home of iny
infancy, from the hyllowed spot around which the
sainted ¢pirit of my wmother still seemed to hover,
wns too much for a sensitive heart like mine to en-
dure without a truggle.

TO DE CONCLUDED IN OUR NEXT.

Mrs, Lester, I ngnm n\t:xrncd to my former solitude

For the Banner of Light.
THE TRANS-ATLANTIOC CABLE.
Written while the Bells wero Ringing.

BY LITA ll. BARNEY,

The brow of heaven is clear and ealm,
The sun is brightly shiuing,
And pours its radinut fullvess down,
Hearts with bigh hopes entwining
When on the llsteningg ear there bovms
© The cannon's decp-mouthed thauder,
It wakes the eehioes into life,
And stirs the hills with wonder.
Ring on/Fing on, vh-joyous bells!
1tis no npree's fable—
Two worlds are now eonjained in ono
By THANE-ATLANTIC CABLE!
Peal o, & merty, werry strain,
For ye can ronmd o othery
014 England contes to gres t her child—
The ehild to greet his mother!

Tl glortous news from hitt to vale,
By lightning's tash is sprinmgdng,
Aud it citeh beaveu-pointed spire
Math et tie bells a-ringing
AlLo'er our wides Xtouded jand
A comnon pulse is heating,
And far away areross the strand, o
We feel that pulse r\-peulin;,:!
Oly, hinppy omen ! happy day !
Ol joyous, winl conimotion §
When England aud er half-grown boy
Shake Lands across the veean! )
When thonght may {ass front each to cach
By lightning telegraphie,
Aud feel ench vther's warm hearts beat
1n unity seraphic!
Our Yather! grant THAT unity
Muy never more e broken—
That when a word would Kindle strife,
That word may be unspoken |
The same high hopes slould common be
From brother's heart to brother,
And, surely, dearer tivs shiduld bind
The child unto fts muﬁl;.: !

The time 14 coming, (npuod (ho time,
Aud let it draw stil] nlgher!)
When nations shall learn war no more,
Aud uench lh“i ealous flre.
o

it was Mrs. Lester’s great beauty that enchained and |’

And this one gl L htfp sball bo
To patler all=4 apit—
We'lljuta nlh ronfiil the earth
1n Lers thoan forty minutes !
* Then, in o mighty brotherhood
One ione shall all be singing,
And merry bells of Chrintinn lunds,
And Ilcathen, too, be ringing
And pealing anthems fill the alr,
From men and lowing ceatile, ©
And bow we to the KiNa oF Prace,
No mwre the * God of Buttle["
Provinexck, It 1., August 7, 1858,

A STORY ABOUT ADMIRAL BIR HENRY
DIGBY.
The aforesaid Sir lenry Digby, in the command of
a frigate, had shaped his course for Cape St. Vincent,
and was running to the southward in the latitudo of
Finisterre.. le rang his bell at cleven o’clock for
the officer of the watch, nnd asked him,—
« flow are we standing ?”
« South-gouth-west, sir.”
« What sort of weather ?”
«Tho same, breeze ; starlight night.”
# The same eail 2 _
#Yes, the same ; double-recfed topsails and foresail.”
-« Jas there been anybody in my eabin 97
« T believe not, sir; I shall nsk the sentry.”
s Seutry,” asked the officer of the watch, «has
there been anybody in the Captain’s enbin 77
“No, sir,”” said the sentry,  nobody.”
“Very old,” rcjoined the Captain, I was per-
fectly convinced I had been spoken to.”
-At two o'clock the bell was again rung, the same
questions repeated, and the same answers given.
« Most extrnordinary thing,” said Captain Digbyl
s every time I dropped asleep I heard somebody

T e
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eruen for the, Bannor or'leht..

The Gﬁmuclmuf an O Yurse,

A SERIES OF BKETCHEB, ,

NUMDER ONE.

TNE PRESENTIMENT, :
Note 1o Tax Reancr. Having perused with con-
sidernble intercst a series of articles -published in
ono of our best wecklies, called Stories by * An Old

| Sexton,” it occurred to me that there ‘were many

scenes and incidents connected with my own person-
al history, the recital of which could not fail to in-
terest, in n measure, the greater portion if. not all,
the readers of #The Banner of Light.” Having
passed twenty-five years of active servico in the pur-
suance of my profession, you will rendily believe mo
when Ftell jou that my life has been thus far &
strangely chiequered one, with much more of sorrow
than real happiness, yet lighted occasionally by such
stray bits of sunshine as have directed my thoughts
heavenward, and cheered and strengthened me in
the fulfillment of my carthly duties. Dear friends,
(I will not call you strangers,) to your kind inspee-
tion I now submit the first fruits of my efforts in
authorship, hoping, yen believing, that they wijl not
be entirely unaceeptable, though from the crude pen
of AN Oup Nurse.

It was several years ago that I was called upon to
attend an old friend of mine in her last illhess—by
name \Irs. Rivers. She had becn for a numbcr of
months in what is often termed o deep consumption, |
produced ns many persons thought, by the unhappy
state of her domestic nffnirs.

She bad married Charles Rivers, when a mere
child, having nccidentnlly made his acquaintance in
the solitude of her own native village, where the
wild and singnlarly wayward youth had been sent
by his solicitous parcnts to pass the term of college
vacation.

Pleased with the fresh and unaffected beauty of
the rustic maiden, young Rivers determined upon a

“[plan, which though it released the boy-lover from

the irksome restraints of college life, which were
Lighly disagreeable to his unambitious nature, yet
served to embitter and destroy the happiness and
peace of mind of two individuals,

It wns to marry. To achieve such an end an
clopement must be cffected, for Mary ' Earle, beside
being extremely young, was born of humble parents,
the child of an honest farmer, whose daily lread was
carned from year to year by the hard labor of his
hands and the -swent of his furrowed brow. The
parent of Charles Rivers, on the contrary, were
among the wealthiest people of Boston 5 they bodsted
their descent from a long line of English ancestry,
and’ were cssentially what they aspired to be, the
aristocrats of America. Providence having bestowed
upon them but a single child, it was but natural that
they should have centred all their bright hopes for
the future about the yeuthful person of their son;
lLiow little he was calculat® realize them, the fu-
tur: incidents of our story will show. -

Charles Rivers well knew the doting fondness of
his parents, and their strong desire that he should em-
brace the legal profession, after completing his
studies at college. In his own mind, however, the
young man sceretly wished that college and law were
both thrown tothe winds, for he had little inclina-
tion for anything beyond pleasure.

To ask the advice of his proud-hearted parents in
the matter of his intended marriage with the rustic
maiden, Charles Rivers well knew to be bad policy,
inasmuch as it threatened total destruction to the
entire scheme. So the greatest possible secresy up

The iden of an clopement was sonicthing entirely
new to Mary. To be sure, she had read of sueh
things in stories, but then sho had never dreamed of
indulging in them herself.

The young girl’s conssicnce smote her a little at
the thpught of deceiving' her parcuts, for the first
time in her life, but Charles coaxed and entreated,
‘and Mary at last gave her consent. Under cover of
the night that foolish pair made their oscape.
Towards Providence they directed their steps, where
they were soon united in the bonds of 'matrimony,
thhout, a single thought of the extent of the obliga-
tions which they had both solemnly vowed to per-
form,

1t isan old story, reader, which both you and 1
are familiar with. Tor a few months, rife with suf-
fering and bitter poverty, they struggled along in a
stranger Lity, that boy-husband and child-wife, until
overcome by despair nnd conscious of the disgrace of
his situation, like the prodigal son of Biblical re-
membr'nnce, Charles Rivers returned once more to
his home. The extreme penitenco of their child,
touched the cold hearts of those purse-proud parents.
They would reccive him once more to their arms; but
it must be without his wife. For her the-milk of
human kindness flowed not j there was no spark of

sympathy in their jcy hcnrts for tho innocent girl,
who in ‘thie excess of her first emotion of love, had
left. parents, home, friends, everything, in short, that

shoufing in'my car, * Dighy 1 Dighy'go to thenorth-"
ward! Digby! Dighy ! go to the northward! Digby!
Digby! go to the northward!” I shalldo so. Take
another reef in your topsnils,” he continued to the
offjcer of the wateh ; haul your wind, and tack every
hour, till daylight, nhd then call me.”

Tho officer of the middle wateh did uccordlngly a8
he was ordered, and, when relieved ot four -o'clock,
his successor was grently nst.onlshed tl.t ﬂnding the
ship ou a wind, ani asked the mcnnmg of it.

« Menning, indeed,” said the other; “tho Captain

‘has ‘gonp mad, that's nll1” and ho then told. his

story, at.which they laughed-heartlly. There was,
however, nothing to do bt obey tho orders ; and the
ship was tacked at four, at five, at six, and at seven,
Sho had just come round for tho last time, as the

day was breaking, when the look-out man eried out,”
“Large ship on the weather bow !’ A gun was.

fired to bring her to, anil she. proved n Bpanish ves-
sol lnden with dollars, and o rich cargo, which gave:
the fortunate dreanpr a large portion of tho great
fortune which he amassed in the naval service. The
story was told to my friend, the late Blr Jahleol
‘Brenton, and by him repeated to me; the high ghar-
‘neter of both him and Sir Henry Dlgb)' for‘l{udlhg
the possibility of n fnbrlcntloq'. i

" All men desire hnpphfo.qs, ‘and this'ls right, The
Crentor desighed man” for ‘happiness, partlal now,

oompleto hereafter, . But he* who :seoks happlness -

out of the path of duty, will never flnd it; they aro,

presont and future, ample and cerw.m. Tho sooner -

tho young knov thls, the better, Lt them profit by
the exporiency of others, - A:desire for the rowards
of duty leads only to vlrtuo ; it. ls none other than o
partofvirtuoitself. EIMTE : »

|

. Jelse on enrth. Withutender nnd untirlng ho.ns
, S ‘

ghe-held-dear/~to-follow~him=who-had-sworn-at-the
altar to love, cherish and protect ker.

Whatever feelings of remorso might havo stung
the heart of Charles Rivers for his cruel desertion of
his child-wife, were soon stifled by the cunning and
intrigue of thoso base.and' cold-hearted parents.
Pasr Mary sarle, how my old heart.’bleeds at tho re-
membrance .of the sad- story of her wrongs 1” But
one’ wny was left open to-Mary ;.it was to return

| once ngnln to the wilds of her country- home, which

but o few months prcvxous "sho’ hnd 80 rashly do-
serted, . o

With. her babe ﬁrmly clnspcd to hcr breo.st sho
drnggcd her wearied steps homewnrd—would to God
it had beon ‘heavenward ! for then would “her suffer-
ings hnve beon at- an end. Her heart smotg her a3
sho drew’ near to the vine-clad cottage, that for long

years lad shelfored hor youthful head. Prido would
lmve pmlhptcd her to turn back—to fleo forover-
more from tho pcnocful shndcs of thlit hiomo whcre
sin was all unknown. . - :

Tt was for the sake.of her ohild’ that Mnry Earle,
with the consciousness of tho great:sorrow  that she
had wrought in that quiet dwoelling. fustened ﬁrmly
dbout her heart, now craved pity and protection from
theso who ~had long grieved for the loss of tho ab-
sent-one. . With outstretched arms thoso fond parents

coived the penitent’ Magdalen- nnd her ohlld
in that . enrthshn.llowed home, flowed “calmly and
quictly on. Bmothering her own grikf, the forsnken
wife seemed only to five for her ohild and parents, :

Ono after tho other thoy sonk into thelr grovos,
those old;and seared hearts, that had joyously wel:
comed the retarn- of the exile, when - desortéd by-all

s

, . -

au the part of the simple-idinded Mary was gnjoined. |

Mary Rivers strove to smooth and enso the’g_;ng
pillows of her dearly-beloved parents. And when at
lngt they were peacefully laid side l@ido to their
ast .rest in the old: ochurchyard, the desolate and
stﬁlckcn-henrtcd dnughter could not refrain from
falling upon her knees and thanking God-that they
who had already commenced ﬁpbn their heavenward
Journey had not departed this earth without extend-
ing their full forglveness to the erring but repentant
one, and murmuring i blessing upon the. head of
their innocent grandchild, who had as: yet ncver
kuown the lovo and protection of a father.

. Ivisited Mary Rivors sevoral times, in tlio little
cottngo where she still continued to live with her
child, (the beautiful Clarn); whenever I ohanced to
bo in that ecotion of tho country. Believing me a
firm and true friend, tho confiding woman never
foiled to keep me informed concerning the state of
her affnirs

ionable and wealthy lady of Richmond, Virginin, in
which city he at once established his home, all-forget-
ful of the fond wife and disearded babe he had left
to droop and wither amid the grecu of their own
native hills, All this Mary Rivers told me with p
sweet and pensive smile resting upon lier counte-
nance, (while the beauteons Clara gambolled play-
fully at our feet,) that ill-concealed the deep sorrow
rankling within her breast,

A liberal allowanee had been~granted my friend,
for the support of herself and chilil, by the parents

[deared namo of ‘husband, although husband he was
none to her. This sum, together with tho cottage
left her by her father, enabled Mary Rivers to live
not only comfortably, but also afforded her an ex-

cducation. -

ing. Possessing rare beauty of face and form, the
double inheritazice of both mother and futher, sho
scemed equally anxious to fulfill the high expecta-
tions which her mother had formed concerning her
future carcer. :

The eceds of consumption, that had for years been
sown inthe* fragile system of Mary Rivers, at lnst
brought forth a bitter harvest, which the angel of
Death stood ready to mow down with his mereiless
scythe and make into sheaves for his heavenly store-
house. )

When sent for to attend my poor friend, a few
weeks before her death, I was horror-struck at the
fearful change n few short months had wrought in
the person of the once lovely Mary Rivers. My ar-
rival seémed to reanimate her sinking spirits, and
sife often remarked that she believed she could
better bear her severe suﬂ"enngs, since she was per-
mitted to have one with her, whose kindness and de-
votion remiuded her so strongly of her sainted
mother. ) .

Tho incrensed illness of Mrs. Rivers had enused
Clara to discontinue her studics at the ncademyy for

not bear that her daughter should losc single (luy
on her acéount. Observing tho great anxiety which
the latter manifested in the success of her daughter
at school, T nsked her one day, why she allowed ler
mind to dwell so constuntly upon the subject of
Clara’s education.

“ Beeause, my dear Mrs. Marlow,” slie exclaimed,
her dark eyes growing momentar ily more and more
lustrous, «1 have n mother’s ambition firi ing my
breast, regarding the future welfare of my chilw 1
am anxious that she should excel in her studies, that
her father may yet live to be proud of Lis once poor
and discarded babe.” .

The deep emotion which het last words had sud-
denly excited, touched my heart. T could not ques.
tion her further upon a suhjeet so dear and sacred
to her heart, so I buried my face in my hands, to
hide the nebvousness her remark had vecasioned me,
When I raised my eyes again I saw that n fearful
changc had passed over tho sufferer’s face. T felt
that she was dying, and made haste to cull Clara,
who was- performing some light labor in an adjoin-
ing room,

The invalid scemed to divine the cause of my
alarm, for we hnd no sooner re'lched her bedside
than she stretéhed out lier hand to the grief-stricken
Clarn, and clasping her convulsively to her heart,
murinured in faltering tones—* Be a good girl, Clara,
and do not grieve too sorely for muinma, when she is
dend, for God will tako care of you when I am no
more.. Do not, I beseech you, think too harshly of
him whom your were never ‘permnitted to call Ly the
loved name of father; tell him, my child,” she
added, while thickly rising tears choked Lier utter-
ance, “if on earth you should ever chance to meet,
that your mother forgave him,and died with his
cherished namo upon ber lips, - God bless you, my
Clara} God bless you, dear and fuithful Mrs. Mar-
low ! were thi¢ last words of Mary Rivers, ns she
fell back exhausted upon tho snowy - pillow.

Clara drew near to kiss her lips, but ehe ‘started
back, for the breath of life had departed, and the
hand which she still tightly pressed was cold and

suffering had ended, and angel-forms were fast hear-
ing her pure and rcpentnnt apmt away to_rcalns of

Eternal Rest, / \!bd
" My heart was sorely wrung, for the grief W

Clara, (then o child of only thirteen summers)
evineed on the ocension of her mother’s death, wns
moro terriblo than anything of the kind I.had ever
before witnessed. It scemed to me as if she could

ment, after tho hour of her death, Day and night
she wntchcd beside the couch of death, with a face
searce less whito than the marblo pallor- of “the
corpse over which she kept the closest vigilance.
For three nights sho never closed her ‘cyes in slecp.
In vain T bcgged licr to sock o fow hours’’ repose.
She heeded not my words, but-hent such a-look of
soul-felt agony upon-me that I began to fenr lest rea-
son should desorta hrain- thu.t hnd been nlready
évertaxed by severe study,. - »

_to the cottago after the’ burial of Ler mother. The
crucl hcnrtcd and atistocratio Mrs. Rivers, !for I had
dcsputched 4 mossago to hersclf and . husbund s
soon as their- unncknowlcdged but nevertheless,
dnughtor in‘law had broathed her last, and they hnd

‘stinctive prido, shrank from t,hch' proﬂ‘ercd sympﬂ'
thy, to pour out her- Borrows, upon my breast. - *

not eotuated by remorsg for hor past ¢ conduct was at
lenst not o little intercsted’ in the. person “of the
‘beautiful and now doubly-orphnnod ‘ohild::* Clara,

”
'

Al

As a child, the littlo Clara was unusually promis. -

pever -bp persunded to leave her- mother, for a'mo-

with much rcspcot rofused t.he kindly oﬂ'cr of u"

Charles Rivers had l.ohg “been married to a fash-

of him whom she still loved to designato by the en- .

a season, to her mother’s extreme regret, who could..

The first tears that affordod rellef to her Imrdcned
heart were shed by Clara on tho night of her return .

arrived in- seuson for tho. funeral,) did all in her -

* It was evident to my mind. thot Mrs, Riverd, if

cellent opportunity of giving her ouly child a hbernl/-

«ohillys—Dary-Rivers-was-no-moros~—Ior-long-1ifo-ofemreem
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home, mado to her by ono whom she had never been

allowed during her mother’s life, to onll grandmoth-

er. Weeks Lefore hor mother'’s death it Léd been
arranged that Clara should mako it bher “home with
an uncle in a neighboring village, and still pursue
bér studics at the academy, until the time of her
graduation. I did not doubt but that Mrs. Rivers
would do much better for the dear child than her
relative, o man of hu_ml)lo menns, could over hopo to
do, but Clara’s mind scemed 8o firnly sot against
accepting her grandmother's inyitation, to live with
Ler in the city, that 1 did not attempt to influenoe
her to the contrary.

The day after the funeral Mr. Rivers and his wife
returned to their elegant city home, whilo Clara and
I busied- ourselves in making preparations for our
departure. A week or two later and the little vlne-
olnd cottage had pnssed into the hands of strangers.
Clara was nicely established -at the residence of her
uncle, while I, n _lonoly woman with neither hus.
band or child to cheer me, went forth again, to an-
swer the calls of my profession, and was soon many
hundred 1niles distant from the little village, where
the scene of my story first opened,

Q Q O\ o o -] Q -]

Five years passed, and I wag again in the pres-
ence of Clara Rivers, no longer the child I had left
her at the time of, her mother’s death, but o beauti-
ful and accomplished girl of eightecn years, « A
change had indeed come o’er the spirit of my dream,”
for I found myself nb longer in the house of mourn-
ing, but in a'luxurious wmnansion of my nativo oity,
Boston, where” everything bespoke the general joy
that reigned within,

Things had strangely altered since Clara and I
had last met, for the home which she now welcomed
me to, with the sanio childish delight ag in years
gone by, was that of her father’s, the wealthy and
distinguished Charles Rivers,

. Under the auspices of his ambitious mother, he
had contracted what the world believed tobe a bril-

. llaut marringe with a Southern lady of inore wealth|s

than beauty, and less amiability of character than
cither, In short, for ten long years, she lead the
sorrowing and couscicnce-stricken man, a most wretch-
cd life, until one dany, actuated by a Gt of rage and
jealousy, the infurinted woman . secretly set sail for
Lurope, tuking with <her their only child, a boy of
eight years, nud by birth a eripple.  All of my read-
ers well remember the sad fate of the Arctic, in
which Loth were lost.  Still wourning the loss of his
wife-and child, Charles Rivers settled up his affairs
at the South, andN\grepared to return to the home of
his birth.  When jgst upon the eve of his departure
Lereceived a telegraplic despateh, announcing the
sudden death of bis father, together with the serious
illness of his wother. With.all possible speed he
hasteued to Buston, and thence to the house of death
aud sickness.

Ilis grief-stricken and ghastly countenance, upon
entering the chamber of the dying woman, so re-
proached hier troubled conseience that she revealed
to him the story of Mary Rivers (whieh she Lad
hitherto gunrded wost zealously,) and besought him
23 & ludt request to teek out his long-discarded child,
the offspriug of Lis first pure love, and make proper
reparation fur the wrongs that had been mﬂmcd
upon her family. . ,

The heart of Charles Rivers, in which much of
good still existed, needed no second suggestion to
point him onward to the true path of duty. To the
little village, buried amoug hills, where he, when a
boy, bad first met and loved Mary Earle, the widowed
man directed his steps.
old, but the flower-garden Mary’s own hands had so
loved to tend, alas! was sadly ucbkctod und rank
and poisonous weeds had usurped the place of the
rose aud eglantine,

1l knocked at the door, and learned from strange
lips the abode of his own child, whose little foot had
never dared to cross the threshold of her father's
hegpt. A hal? hour’s ride, and father and child
were faco to face.

“ My father!”

“ My long-lost child}” were the words that simul-
tuncously burst from the lips of both.

A few moments later, and the dying message of

Mary Rivers to her repentant hushbaud had been
truthfully delivered by her child, .while, on bended
.knees, nud with alasped hands, o prayer of penitence
and forgisyuess vose from two united hearts, that long
years had sepurated.

To the home of her father in Boston, (now Charles
Rivery’s hy inheritance from his decensed pargnts,)-
the lovely Clara had been borne somo two years after
her mother’s death, At the age of sixteen, Clara
'lli_vcrs, the beautiful and wealthy heiress, entered
gociety, with no less charms of mind than of person.
Suitors thick and fast flocked about her shrine, while
men of wealth and intelleet graced weekly the splen-
did receptions of the lovely and accomplished Clara

“Rivers, Love at last stole into her heart, and, in a
few short “whs, a rumor had’ gone forth tliat the
wealthy Miss Rivers was nbout to confer her hand
in murriage upon Ilerbert Clinton, g young' and

The cottage remained as of

and unworthy child ; it really scems at times as if
hio oould not do enough for me, remembering, as ho
does, the wrongs my poor mother suffered.”

I trembled to have ber revive the story of herd
mother's sad fate, and thereforo made an cffort to
change the subject of conversation; but all to no
purpose, and the next moment sho startled me b_)

saying:
» Something tells me, Mrs. Marlow, that I shall
never live to be married.” v

- # Why, ohild, you are erngy ; what possible harm
can befall you in t\venty-t“-:u‘hﬂb&m:l?” I inter-
rogated, with a look of surprise, und Truch fearing

as | had once before, that reason was about .to t!e-
sert its throne. ‘

« Do n't look at me so strangely, kind nurse,” she
said, with a degive of cooluess that was in singular
contrast to the nervousness she had exhibited a fow
inoments previous; * I am really serious in what |
suy ; I have lad, for eevernl weeks past, & pregenti-
ment that I should never live to be married,—that |
chould be a corpse before a bride.” %

‘I shuddered painfully as she uttered the lnst words;
but T soon rallied, and mndo astrong effort towards
gayety.

“ For mercy sake, Clara, don’t pray indulge in
such idls fears a moment longer; surcly you will
make a sorry bride for Ilerbert Clinton to wed ;” but
I had hardly finished the sentence, before there came
a knock at my door. It was Mr, Rivers; he had
missed Clara from the drawing-room, and had traced
her to my chamber.

« Why, Clara, dear,” he exclaimed, “not in bed
yet; why, bless me, the elock will soon strike the
hour of miduight, and you have need of much sleep,
before the excitement of another day begins.”

I knew he was very proud of her at that moment,
a9 she stood before him in the full tide of womanly
beauty. He gazed at her & moment in silence, with
that look of admiration which a paiuter is wont to
bestow upon some rare masterpiece of art, and then

stooped and kissed her affectionately upon her suowy
brow:, so like Lier dear mother's in its purity.

A parting kiss, and a murmured good night, and
Clara Rivers sought the retirement of herown apart-
ment.  As she turned to pass out of my room, I fan-
cied that I had never seen her mother’s rescinblance
8o plainly visible in the features of ler child, as at
that moment, but not” being given by nature to su-
perstition, 1 thought no more of the subject upon
which wo had been conversing until a late hour, and
soon after ﬂ)y head touched the pillow, fell into an
uneasy sleep.

It was evening, and servauts were rushing to and
fro, completing tle last wrrangements for the great
wedding of their * young mistress,” as they proudly
cexpressed themselves,  had put the finishing touches
to the chaste and elegant bridal tvilette of Clara,
who, enveloped in a delicate veil of misty laee, looked
like an angel that God had kindly allowed to descend
to earth for a few hours. All day long the dear girl
had been cheerful, and, at timgs, even gay. Tlis 1
rejoiced in, for ocensionally a dread fear would stenl
into my Leart, which, do my best, I could not entirely
banish. The musicians had arrived, and the guests
had begun to assemble in the brilliantly lighted draw-
ing-room below. The bridesmaids, six in number,
stood ready in an adjoining room, to nuswer the sum-
mons of their fair queen. When Clara'’s toilet had
been pronounced matehless by her lover, and superbly
beautiful by her young friends, she playfully re-
quested us all to leave her alone for a few moments,
ifi order to compose herself before descending to the
drawing-room. This all did without hesitating ; and
as 1 was the last to pass out, | heard her distinetly
turn the key in her dressing-room door.

A quarter of an hour elapsed, and the lmmlsome
bndegroun grew impatient.  Once, twice, even thrice,
he knocked at her door, but received no answer. A
half hour passed, and #till 1 listened in vain for
Clara’s call, as she had agreed to do when ready. I
heard a step, at length; it was that of her father.
Over a half hour had passed, aud the guests were
growing anxious for the appearance of the bride.
Herbert and Mg. Rivers both called the name of
Clara at the door, but still no answer. It was firmly
locked, and all was still within,

« It cannot be possible that the poor child has fullen
asleep,” I said, with a sinking foelmg at my heart,
as I joined them at the door.

« Perhaps so,” said Mr. Rivers, *“for it was long
past the hour of miduight when she retired last night.
For some time after 1 had sought my pillow, I heard
her walking to and fro in her chamber, aud half re-
solved to rise and spenk to her.” ~

Saying this, the excited man again knocked loudly
upon Clara’s Joor. Yet still no answer; and now
the bridesmaids began to whisper Lurriedly among
themselves, and ejaculations like, & What can bo the
matter™” ¢TI hoje nothing has happened to Clara,”
passed tremblingly from lip to lip.

By this time my worst fears were fast becoming
confirmed, and noncmg the agitation of both Mr.
Clinton and her father, I suggested the propriety of

W"""'promlsing“sculptor of *Bostony—rr=rr G

To w1tucss the corroboration of tlus stntemcnt, I
had bcen called to my native-city afler five years.abe
sence. It wns the ovo of Clara Rivers’s marriage,
and great preparations were going on in the dwell-
ing of the merchant prince, Charles Rivers, I had
purposely arrived tho night provious, by request of
my young {riend, who expressed -herself desirous of
oommumcnt.mg something of 4mpox§nnco to me, tlmt.
--had-of late sorely troubled hier mind, - S
I found hor in the’ drawing-room mth her lover
‘and intended husbnnd but tho troubled look about
Lor cyes told at'n glanco that her mind was but ill
‘at enge. I retired.to. tho- ‘chamber’ appropriated to

my -usc, but had not been ‘there moro than a helf

hour, before the: door snddouly oponed, and, Clarn
Tllvers threw. herself weeping into my afms, «
(0 Oh, Mrs. Marlow,” she exclaimed, T am s glad

you have come, for I shall soon havd need of your]

gervices ;- ft wns my mother’s wish that.her old
friend, Mrs. Marlow, should attend her in hor lnst
illdess- it is also mino,”

1 lifted ‘her licad from off my shouldor, ‘and looked
_ongerly into hor face. . Her words dlarmed‘me, but I

"Sared to botray any emotion, obsorvlng her. most. un-

happy state of mind. . ..

- % \What ails you, my' denr ehlld has anything

hnppened since your last lettor was recoivetl by me

(for I remembored how full'of hope: and Joyful antl-

clpation for tho future sho had been in writing of her

. marriage,) to trouble or ‘aunoy you in any woy 7.
"N, Mrs. Marlow ; that Is to say — ‘
-4 Your fathor has not. thwarted his doughber (]

" plo,ns, 1 hopo,” I hastily inforrupted, peroelvlng hor

* hgsitancy of manner. .
.4 0h, no, ‘indeed, never was father s0 klnd 08 he
lms been for tho pnst three you.rs, to hla uﬂ'eotlono.to

Excitement, when combined with fear, lends men
strength., A shoulder of hoth Herbert and Mr. Riv-

moment it yielded. Herbert entered and advanced
towards Ciara, who was sitting quietly before the
dressing-table, with~one hand’ supporting her head.,
A faint tinge of color glowed in hgr otherwise mnrble-
liko face, which made heru T80 pxcture for tho

| mirtor oipoiis e vefldot.

% Why, Clara, dear, wake up! this is no tlmo for
sleep, while your numerous friends nre awaiting
your appearance below ”” said Herbert, passing his
arm carcssingly about her waist § but the dclicntoly-
fringed lids still refused to dlsoloso the-light of the
dark and lustrous orbs’ they concealed, - )

w Clarn, dear, do you not. hiear mo¢” he oxolnunod
with increased warmth of manner, a3 he grasped tho
hand that still firmly supported Ler . fair heads'No
pulso was there, while the touch of thos¢”soft and
tupcrlng fingers was icy s that of death, A heavy

-{ groax, and tho next moment Herbert Clinton was
lu.ylng senseless upon the ﬂoor, nt tho feet of his he-

loved Olara,

“Death had indeed olnlmed thnt benutoous boing for
his bride, The words whichtho singulnr]y imprcased
girl had forced upon my unwilling ¢ar the night be-
foro, hind-indoed fallen true,  Clara Rivers was desd!
Liko & watchword the ory was raised throughout thio
house ; servants rushed hero and there, -wringing
their hands in the delirium of grief, while the guests
gently dispersed, with blanched faces and scaled lips.

Dootors were onlled, who pronounced death to have
resulted from disdase of tho Leart. Their opinich fs

| doubtlces to be valued beyond that of at old and su-”

perstitious woman, you .will' say, dear ronder but
whonever tho naine of Clara Rivers olmnces to bo

,l‘jv"

burstmg open the door, if cutranco could not be
gained-to-the-chamber-in-any-other-way: e

¢rs was preseed firmly against the door, and tho next™

mentioned, though she has slgpt for long yoars quictly
beside her mother in the grave, I shudder at the
thought of the terrible * presentiment ” of one whom
death 8o oruclly snatobed from the hand of an, to
bo his bride in heavon.

Written for the Banuer of Lighy
QUEBEBSTIONS.

BY CORNA WILUURN,

Al thy flowery portals waiting,

-Dleseed land ! 5
Filled with prayerfal oxpectation,

Shall ] stand ? ,
Witk bright hopes exvltant thronging

In 1y bLreast,
Bhiall 1 view the glorious mansiong v

Of the blest ?
And thelr radjant forms and faces

All divine,
Shall 1 hear colestinl hymuings

Round God's nlitine?
Feol the Paradisean breczes

. Of that cline ?

1ear the Juy-bells golden ringing

To sweet rhymi?
At thy flawery portals walting, [

Holy land !
Filled with peace, and joy, aud pardon,

Shalf 1 stand 2
Trembling with intense devotion,

Filled with luve,
Bhall I list the hallowed greetngs

From nboved—
Feol the clasp of uxM.H’\,
Thrilling, light— .
Alltho Joy of recognitivneet
On that height
Wheuco the yearning vpirit standing,
Looks afur,

Over plaiu, and sea, and taountala,
Sun, vr star?

At thiy fluwery portal winting,
Happy land !
Leading by the haud thuught-angels,
Shall 1 stund ?
Will thy wund rous lore befure mo
spread Ju light ?
Bhall no dim amd myrtie curtain
© Cloud my sight?
Will the dear, familiar faces,
Aud tho sougs
Of the past of life and iy,
*Mid the tironigs
Of the beautiful superndd
Greet me thered—
Bpirits with forgotten voves
In teir Laly ¢
At thy flowery portal waiting,
Sumtner land !
Clasped unto a Kindred boyaem,
Shall 1 stamt,
Knowing all the Jepth and fervor
uf pure luve—
All the tenderness nd beauty
Of the dove?
Pagt the rarrow awd she darkne ~s,
Shall 1 stand,
Hopeful al thy fluwery portal,
Spirit-land ?
PurLAprLrRIA, August 10U, 1553,

Written for the Baune? (.r Lisht,

THE 8&1LD~MEMW

THE TRIUMPH OF SPIRITUALISM,

¢ BY CORA WILLURN.

v

* Dream-region of the beaut*ful: broad realm of free-

accan?! In the tmh,‘;),t‘éus o wmenory, the &ul
that onece has listened w thy ~pu|t-\mu,s, re-treads
thy vast domain of unchained heauty, nad lLears en.
tranced in dream-like joy thy solemn anthem, and
thy soothing lullaby. O, spirit-realn! the heart
beats free, and the soul expands whergfthy Llue
waves roll, and thy beueficent sxics enfb d, as with
protecting glory !

Beneath the moonlit and g]orlously studided dome
of heaven, a hLomeward-bound ship ploughed the
waves ; and on Ler deck sat a man of mature years,
whose fine features were darkened by many years of
exposure and toil—whose hrow and lip bore an im-
press of iron resolution; hie looked cold and haughty
and repelling, and loftily kept himself aloof from his
fellow passengers. Dut beneath that repelling ex-

humanity—to all the appeals of wretchedness; bat
cruel disenchautments in carly life, bitter experi-
ences, had, to all outward segming, steeled his heart,
and rendered him insensible to the claims of love or
frlcudslnp

The wifo of his bocom had proved unfaithful ;

of Gold.

charity, he met with a widowed woman, who, by a

‘duced from affluence to the most extreme poverty.
She had onc child, a blue-cyed, lovely little girl, some
five years eld, on whose angelic countenance dwelt a
subduned expression, as of one carly made familinr

‘tinually around Yyr lips; but on her brow, and in
her eye, there was an impress of thoughtfulness Le-
yond her yeara.

Edward Maxwell becamo the benefaotor of the
widow~the father of the fatherless. Little Eda
learncd to love him, and when her bluge eyes were
upraised-to his, he felt that there was Iove and truth
on carth.

-+ Fanny - Fiold was & beligver ln spiritual inter-
courso—in tho ennobling philesophy of oternal pro-
gression.” The skeptical man listened and wondered ;
ho felt startled, interested, but not convinced; for
the power of human perversion had cast o’ blight
upon his life, almost banishing from his soul the be-
liof in God’s retnbutxve_]ustlce causing him to doubt
of Heaven itself.’ B

. For o whilo, ho'was unconvinced; but gradually,
gently, almost imperceptibly, his soul acknowledged
tho holy influences, the newly-acquired knowledge;
and. when his spirit-mother communed with him,
glving him unmistakable evidenoo of her prescnco,
tho strong, stern, unbellovlng man, bowed lns lcad
and wopt for Joy!

Theo little Eda was the medium; plnclng her hnnds
.upon_tho- table, tho. spirits Would respond-by raps.
One ovening, they were sonted -around tho table,
when the spirit of an aged i mnn prcsented himaelf,.
and- on being- rcquested gnvo tho lnxtio.ls ot’ his
name, G M.

Edward Maxwell started, nnd with o pu.llid faco
inquired— " , >

"Didyoullvoan——. ' "_}" ' ;

. Threo raps responded. ” L

""A hot flush of 1ndignatlon wu upon tho inqn!rer's
countenancs, as bo demnnded in ‘on oxoitlng n.nd
mooking tone- P S

. Y

dom and of aspiration, muvic uttering, ever-hymning

terior beat a heart.alive to all ‘the tender feeliugs of

aud
he left his home, reckless and desperate, for tlie Laud

There, unloved, unsought-for, he toiled in-
cessautly, until fortune rewarded him with the full-
ness of her golden store. Ile was quietly, unosten-

tiously benevolent; and once, upon his round of

strangoe combination of circumstances, had been re-

-with-8orrow,— —mdinnbrsmilo-plnyed-nlmq“..oon_,

“ Aro you in Heaven 7"
* Yes,” was the unbesitating reply.
With o vehiement gesture, Edwand drew back from
the table, exelniming in loud, angry toncs—
“If itis your spirit, it {s the regions of torment
that you inhabit; for if there be a hell, you are its
inmate {—grey-hnired deceiver I—dostroyer of my
pence, and love, and happiness! I will hear no
more!”" and snatching up his hat, he rushed from
the room, leaving little Edu wondering, and Fanny
sorrowfully reflecting. -
But mother and child continued their sitting, and
cnlling out the letters of tho alphabet, the follo“ing
communication wns rapped out :—
“Auna was innocent of the clmrgos brought
ngninst her; appearances are deceptive, 1 will ex-
pluin all in time. Eda shall prove the mediator be-
tween estranged hearts, 1am in lleaven—a heaven
of my own furmation, for which 1 strove while yet
an earth, Tell this o E. )., and say I um his for-
giving friend, Gerald Morne.”
inrly next morning, Edward Maxwell presented
himeelf at the widow’s dwelling ; Lis face was pale
and haggard—bis cyes wore an anxious, restless
look, She silently placed in his hand the communi-
cation, which she had \mt(en down. Eda softly put
her arms around him, 18 she whisperdil—

« From the’ spirits, uncle, dear !” .
_ Ho trembled as hie read—Nhe steained the child con-
vulsively to his bosom—Nle was agitated with con-
flicting emotions, doubt and hope; skepticism and
prejudice held the battleground of his soul
«T will tell you all,” he said to Fanny, “and you'

- |shall judge me. Ten years ago, I married a young

and lovely girl, mauy years younger—too young for
me! Dut she said she loved me, and I Lelieved her.
She was beautiful, but poor; and lived with au nged

woman, who hnd adoped her.  Bhe knew nothing of
der parentage—it was a mystery to her; she toiled
at her ueedle from morn until night, always sceming
cheerful—always happy.  From that life of teil,
from her bleak surronndings, I took her to becomeo °
my honored. wife—the happy mistress of my home,

I was uot wealthy then, but [ was engaged in n good
business, and contented with my lot,  Anna was all
that my heart could desire, until my step-sister came
to live with us; she had lept house for me until |
married, but had gone to spend some months in the
country.  Anna disliked my sister, for what reason
I know nat; the pour girl seemed so kind and atten-
tive to her.  She grew cold und distant towards me ;
almost -Tepelling in manuer, In vain | sought an
explanation; she gave me but tewrs. Then 1 dis-
covered that Gerald Morue, one of wur wealihiest,
most aristodratic citizens, visited at my louse ; my
gister first told mo of it, and aroused my suspicions,

11 met him twiee, but was too indignant-to stop nnd

spenk with him. 1 determined to have proof. Alus!
I foundit. I saw her knecling at Lis feet—-1 saw
him raise her from the unworthy posture, and kiss
her ehieek ! Maddened, infuriated, 1 left the house.
I would not stain my hands with the blool of the
Loary sinner, hut that day 1 left my cwmntry, my
home, as 1 determined, forever.  Thank heaven that
I am childless!  She, my unfuilllfui; wife—-can guch
utter disregard of right awl decency be registered of
her?  She lives in Gerald Morne's house, ostensitly
his adopted danghter! So my sister wrote to me
but for two years, most unacconntably has she Leen
silent, aud | kuew not that ke wag dead. Ol Mary!

and heavenly Lo Tat ehe iy puilty, abd Coratlh
Morne, the destroyer of my pence, eannot be a dweller
of Heaven.”

“ You have been o kind=—oh, a most generous
friend to me ! replied Fanuy Fickd; = perh: aps my
chill will prove the instrument, under heavonly
guidancy, of leading you to pence aml happiness.
So say the spirits, and 1 have never duubted them,
Mr. Maxwell, I am a widow, «lependent upon your
bounty; on carth, not a soul claims kindred with
me, yet | feel neither forsnken nor alone. 1 shall
soon rejoin- mny Eda's father—1 know it—I feel it.
P’romise me, for your own ritke, that when 1 am
gone, you will return to your native’ city—you will
endeavor to find your wife, who 1 kuow iy innuccnt g
that you will listen to ber explanation. - Prowmise me
thig, Mr. Maxwell; you are wenlthy enough, anl in
your solitary moments, 1 know you yearn for home.”
= A softening moisture shoue in his eye; bis voice
faltered with emotiot as he replied—

innocent.  Oh, God! iy fortune—all my wenlth—
my life itself, would I give in exchange for the blessed
conviction! DBut it cannot—ecannot be! IBut you,
my friend ?—why speak of death—your health is
improving. We will go; you and Eda shall accom-
pany me, & few months henee.”

«1 gpenk not of death,” xeplicd Fanny Field, as a
gpiritunl radiance overspread her sweet, palé face,
and o tranced, bliesful expression lighted up her
deep, dark eyes. 1 speak of life, of the true life,
commencing with the gpirit’s entrance to immortali-
ty ! 1 shall soon rejoin my mother, my father, my
beloved Hlenry ! They beckon, oly, 50 lovingly ! and

Fanny will ever be your friend in the spiritlife,and I
know that you will prove a futher to my orphan !”

« While I live she shall bo unto me a daughter 1
Tand. *But are you not afraid to.trust her with
toward her, ag I hope for mercy hereafter; but 1 am
lacking in warmth, in affection. L shall be a sombre
guardian,” . N

Again tho spirit- inﬁuenco restcd npon thc inapxred
countenanco ; the luminous eyes.awere upturned to
Ileaven ;- swett, confiding smxle played round her
lips a8 sho spoke :—

«The' little child shall lead tho skeptio heart,
where o holy joy, and ‘a blest reunion’ await Mimb
Angels call the mother;.bo thou all to the orphan
child ; sho.will reward thy care, for angels communi-
cate through habes, and words of wisdom flow from
childhood’s lips, Thy path shail be made clear;
tho innocent shall be vindicated, and God’s justico
proolnimed. Return to thy home, nnd take with
hee tho medium child.” )

" Returning to the outward world, the mother
clasped tho wondering child to her bosom, and wept
the natural tears of tho ‘mear carthly separation.
Deeply moved, Edward Moxwell left the-house, ‘In

there-lingering, ho, ~renlizod tho truth of immortality,

the beauty and holiness. of splrltroommunlon. e

faithful.wife and loving mother, and with tho little
Eda, bis adopted daughtor; ho took posso.go for his
nativdshores,

cither this is a most stupendous delusion, ar a grent

my ~lifu~is-cbbing-imperceptibly;-paiulessly-awiy,—

he said most solemnly, taklug again the mother’s

one 5o cold and sterr, ds I am? 1 ghall do my duty -

one month-from that day tho splrit .of Funny Field:
departed.""AB the stern man gazed upon the pale
1 and’ beautiful fenturcs, and notod tho beatific smilo

‘| saw ‘tho. tombstono placed ovor tho onrth-form of tho

Beneath tho moonlit sky, upon” God's froe and -

o
&

L4 '

benutiful dommn, the man the wonld Jllllbcd cold and
proud, felt nnd, ticknowledged the #oothing influences
of the holy night, and the splrit-whispering sen.
Beside him sat the Iitele Edn, her hlue eyes bont
drenmingly o Ui Tippling waves. He ealled her by
naine ; uhc answered not 5 he softly tuok her hand;
ghe drew it not away, but still dreamily nb-
sorbed, her Llue eyes gnzed upon the sea 3 n radiance,
as of some inward Yoy, illumined thy pure angel-
face; a reverentinl feeling, o soothing calm stole to
the heart of Ldward; he bent his hosd Jow to eatch
the musical murmun of the sweet ehil U's voico one
of her tiny hands was resting on the taffrail, and
distinet tups sounded near and nround. » What is
it, darling 2’ he softly quericd,

¢ Mather is here!” the child replied, with a deep
and fearless joy, and he distinetly £t a suft hand
tonch his brow, nnd he knew that the watching
mother, the woman he had befrien Ll on ¢ rth, was
there, a spirit, hovering voar her chii.}, remeinbering
him |

The clouds of distrust and skepticism fell from
hig sopl, and in the sunlight warmth of new-horn
hope and faith, he aceepted fully the heaven-seut gift
of communion with departed friends.  There, where
there could be-foumd no warring iuterests, no galling
chaing of crevd ur custom, no drvid of ‘the world’s
opinion, no superstitious fear—upun God's spirit-
realm of Preedom, ¢ the blue, the bright, the ever
free "—the ocean-workld the last lingering doubt
departedl from the soul of Bdward Maxwell, aud le
prayed for strength, for Fuith, for Love, to guide
him ! and his gpjrit-mother respond. ! with angel
counzel ; and when the epirit of Gerald Morne com-
med, he turned no more with luuding from bis
words, but listened attentively, with hminlic and ro-

e ——
ey

presence,

They arrived safely at their lanling pluce, and
with his little medium, he entered tie cars, and in g
few hours, wits laoking upon his native place. It
was late at night when they arrive !, Lut carly next
morning he proceadul to his home, loading Eda by
tho hand. e pulled the bell; 4 sirange woman
opened the door; he inguired for Mixs C—, hig
stepesiater, e was led into a rocun where, propped
up by pitlows, pale and cmaciato ! witl d.sease, re- ¢
clinal the onee beautiful Lizzy ©« - A he ap-
proached towards her she gazed wane sy into kis
face, and when she recognized him, a picrang shrick
burst frvm ber lips; she attempreld W 1ise, but fell’
biek fainting in her chair. Whon oh returned to
couscivtistiesy, and her brother’s ava supparted ber,
she ]murwl forth the stury of Ler
tenee,

#uidt and peni-
Jealous of Lis affeetion Torhis wite, fearful
of lozing the iufluence she hael for 3o exorted, she
hal coinnd the story of Anna’s £ =s6ess, while
she b mistepreseated her brother, dansiu@ him to
appenr faithloss and deceptive in the cyes of the
guileiess wife.  She learned the reation in which
Gerald Morne stowl to Anna, bt bad prevailed on
her not toaeveal it for a thne; wntil Lor own plans
matured el the sepriration was cboct o She had
suceeeded Lt too well A |um,°\\'l.-; Tovd hecowme al-
most frantic at Lis desertion, bl tiden up her
abade with the ollman, who, on In- o, bequeath-
el to hier all his property, ther 7 eried
Lizay, wiinging Ler hands, and woouing bitterly,
 forgive me s 1 was beside mysclf wih jealousy anl
Ploped that you would oo maery, and
allow e 1o con-luet your aftaivy, 2 WCways, 1 am
sick and steicken--dy not hate el 1 lered not
write; but [ Luve prayed for your woturi, dear Ed-
ward! When you lefu | was a gy 2
woman; now |
b well again,

WO,

envy !

1 handsome
it prematurely ol u.l <hail never
Say you furgive mie, 7 And
he dil forgive her, his direst enany 5 Soi,ave her ag

oot !

sentment. o+ Lat)" he queried wita quisering lips,
* what was Gerald Morne to my Anna, to my wife?”

v She wag Lis sister’s daughter; L3 only sister,
whom hor parents disearded for an culy fault, and
who died broken-licarted shortly aftr Ler infant’s
birth, which child, passing througs rniany strange
hands, finally eame here, and lived wih old Mrs.
R——, where you first gaw hert e flush of @
holy joy irrndiated the face of Elwar ', s kissing the
repentant woman, aml taking 1L Vs army, he
procectél Lo the stately mansiou of Sedd Morne,
now the abude of Lig beloved Anna,

The strong man veiled his face with Lis handker-

“1 promise, Fnuny! though I cnnot believe herg) ebief s L passed the porfy ful, an raquested to see

Mrs, Mixwell, e placed Eda upon o of the luxu-
rious ottomans, and with a throbling hivart watelied
the donr of the vichly-furnished aparusent.  She
entereid; time had passed lightly vwer that eandid
brow, the dark-brown hair was dark ! Justrous ag
ever, though the cheek was somewhat pule aud the
expression of the lovely cowftenance was sweetly
pensive.  le arose to mecet her; she gave one
rearching glanee into his fuce; & <r"wson tide of
joy flooded her own—she eried, « Llward! my. hus-
baud ! and fell into his outstretehul armns. Long
and tenderly he held her in a close enbraco, while
the angel-eyes of Lda were upraised to 1leaven, and

vision. Wlen the tumultuous joy of welcome had
somewhat subsided, Anna stooped to iss the lovely
child, thenceforth her mloptcd danghtev ndso, .

“Thank God foryour return, dear Elward,” gaid
Anun, stroking the tangled hair freom off lns brow.
“But how ecamo, you to know——"she paused in
‘embarassment.

“The spirits told me, and the) have guided me
liere to you, iy beloved, my innocént, ny-ever-benu-
tiful Annis” he fondly replied,

#The apirits 27 ghe repentéed with a smile,

+ ¢ Yes, the gpirits, and this nngolchnhl is the choson
me(hum.”

Any Scuerren's Lasr Wom:.-—On a bust eanvas Ig
sleetcheil"the last inspiration of Beheffr’s genius ; tho
last and the complctcst revelation, in an incomplem
forin, of Scheffer’s indlviduality. Uclow is being
cnacted °

— The riddlo of this painful e nrlh H
Martyrs, hcroeu. the good, the great, the sufferers in
tho causd of God awd man; these who havo loved,
who havo hoped, wlo have strhcn, who have nsph'od,
Iny orushed nnd prostrated by death, Ly tyranny, by
persecution, by ingratitude, by inJustu,e s they havo
drunk tho cup of suﬂcring to the dregs; «It is fin-
fshed,” aud they give up tho ghost. Bqt not to lie -
long in w,gold obstruction.” ¢ Can these bones live?”
Like the prophet of old, we witness their resuscitn.
tion they wake, thoy move, a power not their own
ralsew them on their feot; they look upwnrds, eyes,
hands, souls aro lifted; slowly, surely, irresistibly
they monnt, they mount to where the Savlour awaits
them, and gradually as thoy emorge from tho vapors-.
of blood, and fire, and simoke, to where tho. # light of
Ilis countcnanco™ ﬁlonms on them, their  faces
ohange and calm; and grow sorené, hopefil, satisfled,
radiant; and among archangels and ‘all the host of
heavon, they learn the meaning of tho words, #When
donth shall be swallowed up in viotory,” Such is,

ost plotures ever. imugmodby mo.n.—l;ondon L{tcrary
Gazelte,

ket

speetful deference to the sounds anuouucing his

the true Spiritualist forgives, without lingering re- |

4

tho plan of Les Deleurts ds la Terre, ono of tho greats~ -

thuﬁupmlp[nwnw ~wag-visibleto~her-clenrseeing -



















