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DY J. RELLIN, ¥, BQUIBE,

———

gummer has lain her regal robes aside,
Retreating over hill and distant vale,

Kissing to sleep the flowers her smiles had dyed,
Telllug tho breezo a sad and mournful tale, 1

Qur hearts aré thnnkful for tho pleasures had ;
Old time will bring tho truants back again: -

Qur prayers $20 with her, yet our.souls’grow sad,
For hope {5 weak to conquer present palit.

Fuif Summer's seaeon, like the happy heart,
Builds up tho fancles of our musing hours;
It robies all life with a diviuer art,
Aud paints pectic pictures in the flowers.

I recollect when SBummer oame last year,
And smiled upon the labors of the Spring;

She Tound upon my pallid cheek a'tear—
My heart a barren, desolnted hlng.,

For when Euarth slept with ermiue on its breast,
And Wiuter's Jewels sparkled fn tho duwn,
Ilald alovely form away to rest, . -
And wildly wopt the gentle spirit* gone

Tiow oft 1've read from ofl’ this sacred stone,
The epitaph of her I held so dear,
Ang sadly sighed to be thus left alone,
My heart like Autumnn’s leavés grown cold uud sere,

Tifs life a vose, her soul a drop of dew,
Fell on its leaves frpm out 1ho starry height

Death's sui—(God's angel—burst thoe morning through,
And kissed it up to Heaven iu arms of light,

Aud Summer came, and widked abovo the ipot, |,
From whenee the Spring had emiled the snuive nwny.
And fairest flowers graced the lonely plot
Where in my sadness 1 wis wont to stray,

Falr emblemes of the soul, the fiowers that Lloom,
And grace the earth, in Suntmer's smiling day,
And pale and die, in Winter's reign of gloom,
To bud again when pass tho storms away.

For when our forms, mataring inte lifo,
Are rent by sickness’ unrelemiog hand,

The suul speeds forth, to shun the storms of strife,
And buvsts to bleom within a Lrighter land.

T thank tbee, Summer, for the lessons glven—
Thy zilent tlowers have made less deep my grief;
A bud tov fradl fur Faath, sho lives in Heaven— e
Burrow pe more shull rule through nnbellef,

In vain thou stayst to win proud Autumu’s hand,
[Us heart is Nature's, scorning sueh as thine;
Blie robes herself in gold at his command,
And offers up thy gems upon his shirine.

. Theu fare theo well! and mayst thou come again,
And breathe o'er earth thy life-mfusing breath—
Resume umid the blushing Howers thy reign,
Ere my form sloepe within the anns of death !

Written*for the Bauner of Light.

“ROEEY NOOQK,”

A TALE FOR THE TIMES. -

———

BY MRS, ANN E. PORTER,

Every pure ard serlouely-dispoged mind must acknowle
adze that marriage 18 of God. 1t s one of the divine arrange-
ments, & sweet und sllent harmonizer of the many discordant
olements that enter lnlu the conditions of .our exiucucu A

Cl{APTER III—coNTINUED.

It was amusing to seo how she consulted unclo’s
taste, in all the little arrangements of the houso n.nd
table. Upon the dining reom floor she had put mat-
ting, beenuse she said it seemed cooler to- him than
& carpet, and a cane-seat setteo with some hair pil-
lows,-and spittoons in various places snd pleaty of
newspapers Jying around,

« T do not like tobacco-smoke,” she smd “ but it-
" i3 just the only bud' habit Mark has, You don’t
know what a struggle it was for him to give up
spirit, and persuade his sailors to go withgut their
grog. I'must ges hiif'to tell you sbout it when he
wakes, Ilun out in the orchard now and get some
of the nicest enrly applos,you can find. He has so
fow apples when he is ou these long voyages, that he
wants thém on the table every wealnow, and, while

. apple dumpling—his. favorite pudding; the dear
soul, don’t it scem good to havo him right'hero
whera I can know that he is safe, and not

* Iy the dreadful tem pest borne
1iighon thu broken wave,’

.can't help snying, every two or three mwutes,
¢ Bless the Lord ch my aoul and all that §s within
- me, bless’ Tig holy name.” Do you know, Auna,
when ho is on shore, ' never ‘think of his dylng—
only of my’ leavmg hlm—-beon.use, you see, 1 am
feoblo aud - ailing o good doal, and. he is so strong
- and vigorous. But what wonld he do, if I should bo
taken away ? "Why "he would be helpless enough.
.1 nlwn.)s put on his collars and comb his haiy, and
tio ‘his' handkerchief aud’—” Thero was a slight
rustle of tlic paper over-uncle’s face, and.1 guessed,
in'a moment, he hadn’t boen to slecp after all, * I
.+ . drow tho papor -away, and thero he was lnughing,

Bure enoughi;

*- % Why, Mark]” said Aunt Mn\-tha, gently, but
with the least bit of sadness.

«I am so glad- I’'m -here, Mnrthn, and not ¢ high
on the brokcn wave ;” but please como and comh my
hair ; it-has. n’t been combed eingo I a8 ‘it homo
lnst, I was going to say.” -

“ No, o, Mark ; I dld n't meu.n thnt—you could n’t
do guch things, buf —" .

“ But it is 8o pleu.snnt to hv.vo my wifo do it for

- Martha, Marthy, I have always had o presentl
‘ment that I should dio first, and I hlmost hope it
will be so, for I think your Btrongor faith will onnble
. you to bear tho desolation of life botter than myse}f.”

I did not hear more, but went out " for my apples,
At dinnor wo had at dessert 8 oup of ooﬂ‘eo—unole's

| of this very lane.

.| *There! therel Ikuow he wis dead,

¢ Martha, this is better than ¢palo-ale, XX
or ¢ Maraschinoe,” But ! did n’t use to think 80.”

« That reminds me of my promise to Anus, that
you would tell her héw you camo to be a temperance
man. ”

«It was when [ was mnster of the brig *Susan/’
I'had one brother—Ilenry. Reed—John koew him
Well. Ho and Ned Scott were great friends, and it
'wiis at Mr. Scott’s he learned his bad habits, for, as
long 03 my mother lived, he seldom or ever touched
adrop. After she died, wo two wero all that were
loft of a large family, and our love was liko that of
David and Jonathan, When he was fourteen ycars
old ho went to sea with me. On his return home
Ned was at home, for it was vacation at college, and
tho boys spent most of their timo togother at Rocky
Nook. Mr. Scott had wine upon the table every day,
and used-to drink his glass regularly 'with the boys.
They always carried a bottle of gpirit in_ all their
fishing and hunting excursions, and had their regu-
lar sprees even ut that ecarly age. It troubled me
some, but Mr. Scott said he wasn’t at all afraid.
¢ Why, Captain,’ said he, * we used to have our sprees
but nobody sees us the worse for liquor now.” My
only hope was that, when out at sea again, I should
havé more influence over lHeury, than with his com-
panions on shore. But, to my great grief, I found
that not satisfied with his regular allowance of grog,
he would help himself from my own private cup-
board in the cabin. My first wate, as fiue o sailor
ag ¢ver trod a ship’s deck, was'also addicted to this
habit, and one night, dfter he and Henry had been
drinking together, we camo very near losing our ship
from the drunkenness of the first officer. Wo had
to throw ‘our cargo overbpard, and barely escaped
with our lives and the vessel. This mato had o wife
ang child, and lived in that little housc on the corner
When wo came howe I told him
I should not ship him for the next voyage, but if he
would not drink a drop of liquor for six months, I
would take him again. .1le perscvered just one half
of that time, till ono day he was in Scott’s store and
some one rallied him on his «Methodism,’ as they

~fealled it. He stood this very well, till Mr. Scott

snid— Come, Jones, you used to be ono of my best
customers—what is the matter? 1 haven’t geen
you take a glass of flip for three months; try a

‘| little of this anise cordial—that wont hurt a Saby,

you know.’

* Holloa,’ said a rude fellow, ¢ Jim is on pmbnnon,
as they call it—he is n't allowed to drink a drop for
six months and then ho is going to be received into

| Aunt Martha’s church.’ This wasa hit at my wife’s

piety. Jones flinched a little, but stood his ground
pretty well. Unfortunately Mr. Scott had a barn
raised, and Jones was one of the leaders, and delo-
gated by Scott to pass the liquor rouund to the men.
_He drank to excess, and was just able to get home,
when he lighted a lantern to go iuto the barn, and
probably stumbled and fell, for the broken lantern
555 found near.where tho hay wasstored. Tho

arn was set on -fire by the flame from the langern,
aud poor Jones was burned to death.

Henry’s love for me kept him steady while with
me, and I think if it had not bee for the influence
of Edward Scott, he would have never, gone so far;
but it became -at lnst almost impossible for him'to
resist tompw.tlon. One day we were unloading the
ship’s cargo at' Havana, - [ saw Honry had been
drinking too much, and I said to him, * Henry, you.
had better go into the cabin and aleep away your
liquor.’ It was a very warm day, and he had just
onough down to make him cross, but not to deprive
him of strength, For the first time in his whole
lifo he spoke rudely fp me. *Mind your: own busi-
ness,” said Le, ¢« and*1’ll take care of myself. I-let
him alone until [ found he was getting tee arbitrary -
with the crew, and I then took hidf one side and
said, *Ilenry, this will never do; you are exposing
youreelf to the boys, and unless you will go awny
voluntarily, I must use force” Ho was very angry,
n.ndinotrknowing?whut"he“didrhe‘uttukpgimé‘ﬁltlﬂ
o marline-spike, giving me 2uch o blow -on the head
that~I-fell senseless. I had not been well for somo
days, and had symptoms of fever, or I suppose the
Llow would not have affected- mp so, .One of the.
men scized Henry and “confined him in-tho cabin,
while I was earried to my boarding-house and a physi-

wag soon attacked. I had been for many days using -
precautions to ward it off, nndI ‘Was more’ anxious
for Henry on ‘account of. the fever. He, poor boy,
had - no sooner como to himself than he was most
‘distracted at what he had done, My life was do-
spaived of, and he was told .that I must die, but he
was ‘not permitted to sco me... It was not strange
,thub ho was sick himself, for he was n. loving, gener-."
ous boy, One old sailor, who had known him from
infanoy, watched over him and nursed him carofully:™
vAb,” said Jack, *it was enough to make an old
sn.ilor, hard as I am, shed tears, to hear the boy
curse, himself for his unkindness.” He sworo- again
and again he would never take anothér drop as
long 0s ho lived, Ifis mental excitemont ‘increased
his fevor, and he was still very sick,.oven aftor
bl recoyered. As soon ns possxblelhnstenedw

| him, 1 was very pale and thin. IHis mind was

wnnderlng. and ho at onco took mo fora ghost :
Jnok, you told
mo a lie, and I wag' pntlenb and.obedient to Yyou, try-
ingftqgot well that I might show Mark, by my tom-
perangt, how sgrry I was for that blow.’ Nothing‘
that T said would ‘donvinge  him, and -we gave him
an opiate, and 1 left 4u he should. fill asleep.. Ilis'.
diseaso was not the yellow fover, for which I thought
T-oould not bo too thankful, ‘Bat, alas! it wason

fuvorlto beverago. -

tho braln, and’ bis’ mind’ wandered sadly; Jack-

cian called, Tho yellow fever was in the city, and I |

seeing that ho slept, nid himself down on the floor
for o little rest. During that time Ileury awoke,
and with tho cunning of deliriug, rose very cnu-

tiously and searching the cabin hmnd i razor, and
put an end to his life. Ho t.houg\xt probably, that
he had killed me, and he had no desiro to live. You
can imagine the sadness of that.funeral at sen.
There was not o dry eyo on board ivhen with a ohok-
ing voico, 1 rend the burial servied§:and just beforo |
wo lowored the body into the deepBlhdked the men
if they were willing then and therd&o sign'the Tem-

peranco Pledge ? They did so: n man, and- the
next morning we threw aur grog overbon.rd lest we
should bo overcome by temptation’ At the closo of
the voyage I paid them the dmount of their allow-
ance in money, and they all acknowledged that they
wero glad of the change. But there are great temp-
tations for sailors on shore, and John, I im sorry to
say it, but Mr. Scott’s store was'the worst Ilurigate.
I might use tho mbre common pronunciation, and it
would be the mest dorroct, Hellgate, for my vessel
that I ever encountered. I. struggled hard against
it for years, but thank God, Scotf.yasconvinced at
labt, ind I believe ho is a good man ; but héW many
wives have been made widows—how many ohildren
rendered orphans, and how many hearts havg been
broken by the liquor =old at that counter? It has
been a moral maelstrom, drawing in some of the
finest craft that ever sot sail on tho voyage of life.””

—

. CUAPTER 1V,

Wo had merry times while Unéle Mark was at’
homo. e was n great favorite In tho village, amd
the » picnics” and boat-rides, which ho planned for
the young people, were always oarried through to
their perféct satisfaction. Ile would often ride up
to Roocky Nook before we had breakfasted with some

1 projeot for the day, and ho was always sure to ro-

member any poor sailor’s wife who had few enjoy-
ments, or any widow, whose struggles with poverty
forbade many dnys of mmusement. "Aunt Marthn

.| cared little for pleasure-parties or rides, but if Mark

was only happy, and happy in his own way, sho was
satisfied.

Her houso was always open to friends, and young
and old yere welcono to hez hospitable table.
Charles Scott came homo from eollugo ‘at this time,
and was much with uncle. He was Mr. Beott's
youngest son,and a fiae, manly . boy, bidding fajr
to be a great comfort to his parents in their old nge.

«] sghall settle in my native village,” ho-said,
«and livo in the old homegtead at * Rocky Nook,’ for
there is no place in tho wide world I love so well.”

« A pious, comely youth,” Aunt Marthn used to
call him ; «the lower of the family.”

Mr. Scott was very proud of himn,and used often
to tell mo that * Charles was the hope of his old
age.”

Alas! HBow wrong to depend _upon our denrest
carthly friends. Not long after Yhis, in the senior
year of his collego life, he was out swimming with
one of his clnssmnles, and, becoming exhausted, ho
sunk, Mis companion Uid cverythmg in his poyer
to save him, but in vain,

" wlecave mo—leave me, llenry; I won’t cling to
you, Oh, my mother!” were his lust words.
" 1t was tho first death in Mr. Soott’s family, and
made a void that was never filled—a burden of grief
that was borne by that mbther to the grave,

# 1t is more than 1 can bear,” she said to me some
weeks after Cliarles’s death. 1 cannot submxt to
this dispensation “of God’s will.”

- Many years afterwards, in her old age, when her
pilgrimage was almost ended, how dlfferomly she
viewed it !

« Anna,”eaid she, “God was wise and /merclful
when he took Charles 82 young to heaven 1’

But I anticipate. To return to (,nptmn Mark.
Early ono morning in au‘umn, wo liad had break-
fast, and [ was out in the garden gmhermg the last
vegetables of the scason for dinner, when Uucle

well knew-nothing could be forgotten, when Aunt
Martha's watchful eyes and careful hands lud super-
iniended the packing. '

The saddest hour for Aunt Martha was when we
went on board the vessel the next day.

“Good bye, Mark, He that holdeth the winds in
his fists, aud the waters in tho hollow of his haud,
will 'watch over thee,’”” were hor Inst words.
| e 'Wulkoﬂ”ba. sk to tho hotol—such was her wish

—sufor” Annid, ’denr, there arp somo poor widows
don here, near the wharf, whose husbands used to
snil with Mark, and [ want to see them.”
¢ Yes, that was t.he wany sho sought consolation for
her own troubie; the poor widows were ail the hap-
pier that day for the visit. Then she insisted in
going with rse in making some few purchases, |

« It will be better for me to be busy,” uhe said,
“and you will need my advice.”

The next day, on our return in the early morning
stafro, she said : » Come over to-morrow, Anna.”

I knew why she did*not sy * oome to-day;” she
always spent the day after her hushand’s departure
in prayer for his safety.

I .was sad at heart when I reached lhomé¢. A
strango feeling of loncliuess, and. a presentiment of
evil came over e as I entered my room. 1 thought
it was because Uncle Mark wus gone, and 1 feared
he might not return. 1 tried to shake it off by being
very busy: . John was at the store; but he bad lefe
w chicken all jointed in the pantry, aud [ determined
to amuso inyselT in fricasceing it, and trying to see
if I could make somo pics as nice as those we hiad
had for dessert tho day before at the United
States.”

I had placed my pies in the oven, and had a most
delicious, erispy brown upon my chicken, when Lucy
Scott, who heard the shavp treble of the musical
frying-pan, came running in.

% Oh, Mrs, John only thmk Mary n.nd her hus-
band are coming to-morrow! [’m so glad, for Mary

——r S U S iy

and'thero was a warm greeting between mother.and

dnughter, and a more boisterous ono betweon the

slaters. )

* Why, Luey, darling, how pretty you grow,” and
she drow tho child townrds her. My precious pet,
how glad I am to see you !”” and she lifted her in her-
arms, and they disappeared in the house, :

* How do you do, mother ?” snid the tall gentle-
man, as he shook hands with Mre, Scott.  « Excuso
mo & moment, 1 must see to the baggage.” .

And so this was Sydney Blake—Mary’s husband—
and then I wondered that: neither John nor Luey
had spoken to me of-him., Surely it was not strangoe
that a young, romantic school-girl should be won by
such a priocely fellow as that! No-wonder Aary
Scott minrried him'; he isone of n thousand. lle

looks us if he could lead an army, and be a second . .

Edward—the Black Prince. John do n't understand ~

woman at all, or he would have said) *Mary Scott -

was lucky to draw such a prize.”

1 finished my toilet, aml went to the glass to give
the last brushing to my hair, which was laid smooth
upon my forehead, and saw, of course, my own face,
pale, and just one remove, young as 1 then was,
from being very plain. 1 thought of the luxuriant
curls, and bright, sunny face 1 had just seen, and
turned away with a sudden sickuess of heart. .My
eye fell on iy Bible, and good Jeremy Taylor, that
Iny near it, and 1 should have obeyed a sudden im-
pulse to read.therein; it might have given me
strength.  But no, L would go right away. Mry
Scott would be asking me in fo see Mary, and 1
didn't want to se¢ ber. 1 would goover to Aunt
Martha's, and send for John w come ihere to tea,

S0 I glipped out'the back door by the garden, and
climbed tho path to the Ledge, intending to take
quite n round-about way to Barberry Lane. [ had
gone but a few steps when 1 heard Lucy’s voice,
¢ Oh, Mrs. John, Mrs. John—please dou't go away.
Mr. Blake has come, and Mary, and they want to see

Alwnys brings me a new hat, .angd o great wany
protty things—a great deal pretticr than the rest of
the girls have here in M——.”

Now, there was nothing plen'santv in this news to
me, and I felt annoyed that any one else should be
delighted withdt, and, instead of 8y’ mpnthnzmg with
1ittTe Lucy, T merely said :

« And so you want to see your sister, because she
brings you pretty things! I do not think muech of
that motiye, Luey.”

The poor child was quite crestfallen, and a shadow
crept over her pretty face.

« Why, Mrs. John, I love Mary very much, and
everybody loves her, she is so handsome and gener-
ous ; and you will love her, too, Mrs. John, when she
comes, for [-shall tell her that you are our sister
now, because we all used to ‘say Johu was our bro-
ther. But I do like pretty dresses and  bonnets,
don’t you? . You know they make us lndies look so
pretty m

“You are & vain little puss, Lucy; but don’t
stand 80 near that frying-pun. The fat is very
angry, and may burn those checks of yours.”

She moved away a little, and looked admiringly
at my pies on the cooler, aud said: * What a nice
diuner you will have, Mrs. John !”

» Would you like some, Luay ?”

« should like very much to stay and dine with
you, and sit next Mr. John, just as | uscd to.”

T could not help. taking a hint so plainly given,
and Lucy was our guest; but I expected the little
migchief would say something to annoy me daring
the meal, llowevgp-she was quiet, fur John had’
lnany questious to ask me about Captain Mark, and
Lmy trip to Boston, and I was ready with many little
incidents. John was quito &stonished at my culin-
ary skil\‘_l}pd peid me, as became o good husbaud,
a double compliment—eating heartily, and praising
wu.rmly.

When Lucy went home, [ waited for John to fell
me tlm.t Mary was coming; but he made no mention

Jobn's wife, and muther snys—: pleuse come and take
tea with us.’ ”

“ They want to see John's u-x_ﬁ:,” I repeated to my-
self, and my lip involuntarily curled. Yes, yes; 1
am wanted because I am an appendage to John—I
am nothing of myself,

Now it would Lave beeu treating Mrs. Scott only
with proper respect fur me to have gone back, but [
was in no mood to do right, so I said: « I must go
and see Aunt Martha; when 1 return 1 will eall on
- your sister. Lucy way disappointed, but I turned
quickly away. Now John had proposed a ride for
the evening, thd a call upon Aunt Martha, so that
my visit could have been delayed a few hours, but [
was willful. I called at the store; John was very
‘busy, “1 cannot go to Aunt Martha’s to tea,” he -
said; “but [ will come round in the chaise and fetch
you home.” I went on, and found Aunt Martha in
her d.ukened chaiber, suffering with the headache.

“You can do nothing for me, my dear child,” she
said, in answer to my wish to make her some tea
« 1 ghall be quite well after 1 have slept n few hours,
<Gto down stnirs and anmuse yourselt as well as you
can, and by sundown 1 shall join you; all the better
then for the pnin I euffer now?’

I had o lonély afternoon ; for though there wsrv

kiuds, I was in no mood to eujoy thewm, and [ Wirew
myself upon the lounge and fell asleep, and dreamedl
that I was at sea in a temblo storm. Jz hn “dud
a rook, and John was so cufauged in t*)'ng to save
Mary, that he forgot me. 1 saw them both seated
in tho long-boat safe, aud. they saildt '\w'\) ledving
me alone upon the wreck, 1 lay down and waited
for death, for what way Yife worth then But just
08 o huge wave came: rolling to: Yo da- “me, mnl I saw
the white foam of is crest, o stroug arm was around
me, and in o woruent 1 was lifted into avhant, with
Uncle Mark at my side, ¥ reached out wy amns to
clasp bis nec’s, and the motion probnblyenwake me,

books, and pictures, and curiositier, of \‘x"nus"

}‘e

(8
b
b
W
bi
pa
q

LR ae T i

2=

e

.....

‘Mark-made-his-appearance:

« Come, Anna, the ¢ Silver Jtrow’ smls to-morrow
from Boston, I must be iu the oity in o few'hours,
and Martha will go'with me and stay till I sail
Put on your bonnet dnd shawl, and go with us,
Poor wify will tu.ko it enbier, if sherhus o friend with
hot” .
when you leave.”

o1 know it; but bless your henrt child! dé'"!'i"t
you know such hearts suffer most keenly? She
knows it is right I should go, and sho nover mur-
murs at the will of God. - Why, if ["ghould dle to-
morrow, she would n’t *take on, &8 somo ’wamcn
do, and fill tho houso with her lamentations, No,
sho's ‘ot of that sort—her love is tdo deep, and
strong, aid pure; but, ‘nicco Anna; she' would mourn
‘for me till death came. I ought to dio ﬂrst, 80 08 to
‘have time to become pure and good enmough to live
with her in. cternity. Thero are not mn.ny Aunt
Marthag, are there ?”
~ #I know of but just one, unolo."

This was said while I was bustling round, making

‘ready to leave, Mrs, Scott kindly offered to take

care of John, and uncle promised to stop at tho store,
on our way to his hougo,

“This s vory kind, Annn,” sald Aunt Mnrthn,
who was alrendy waiting for- us, looking very pence-
ful, though not at all Joyous. " Her dress was a dove-
colored merino, o vory nice straw, trimmed- witle
white ribbon, and o cashmoro shayl—genulne dash.
mere—whioh uncle had brollght, hpme to hnr, s0mo
years beforo, .

I heard her sigh, as unclo Wnt round tbe houso
to tako o last look ot tho plensnntr home,”

"l bellovo I bavo forgotten nothing," he safd, He

/

7 O Tthe fant, tioUgh o IRt THIVE xnown of it from

‘Mr, Scott.

“Véry well " 1 said to myself “ I can keep silence,
too. ” . -

“The morrow came, and bemg n woman with all
tho curiosity of my sex, was it strange that when 1
heard' the stage, [ went to the window? I was in

for T'opetie Ty eyes, ~nd John'stood by the lounge!
*Anne, 1'd give ecmethmg to know whut you havoe
been dr cnming.”
“} wouldn’t sl it you, Johu, for all the money
in. the Village. Bank.’f
“Was it sa very terible 27

iny chamber—the blinds were closed, but. my eager |
eyes ‘sought through the crevices for the « nogy.
beantiful woman my husband ever saw.”

As tho driver drew his rein, a gentleman, whe) ant
beside him, threw away a cigar'which Lo had been-
stoking, and alighted from the box. "My a’iention

the lady. Ife must have been over six feet in height,
finely proportioned, ereet in his bearins,, and moved
as if every inoh o’ king, 1l ‘waa dark, almost-
swnrthy, wnth heavy whlpkers, avl an lmpeml.

stepped out; sho tlxrcw nsldc her: thick. wejl npd
looked up directly at iny wirdow. 1.thought she
must havo seen mé, but our eyes did nob meaet 3, yet I
saw ler 08 one sees tho full, moon, when it suddonly
emergos from & cloud, and. appenrs in all its radiant
benuty. Yos, she was fuir—beautiful exceedingly-~ |
ot that delionte, clnselenl benuty ghat soulptors lovy
.to chisel, but her’s was that rich, fall Bnglish type

of benuty, rare in . this country, and, therefon.ugom
highly prized.”. She had a fine coloy, o good form,

fnolining the lcns; bit to embpnyom! and cortaluly

n musical voico, (by tha way,. an.uncommon gifo to’

beaity.)

"« ow homellke and pleusunt it looka, Sydney l”

I heard her say t0 tho tall gontleman,” |

was #o occupied by hlm, that, for o momen’ 1 forgot |

" Tes, tho most lmrnhle (lrenm i
my life. Bt what timo is it 9 FQ\'ee hg.d,xn‘qk;g
“A httlo. after sandewn,
" «No; aunt,js sick.
“Quite’ well again,” said that good lndy, as she
enferod the voom, “aud.-would rebisk 4 cup of tea
and toast,”
« We hnd o mco,ﬁgttlo sociablo ton, and I never saw
John in bettep spirits, or more devotgdly kind, - « Dy
iyou notige, Aunt- Murtlm, how- our little wife im.
Pproves? The airof Rocky Nook nzrees with ker,
‘and you would bo astonished at the marvels in tho.
kltehen. Lwill give you au iuvitation to come and

|;ent fricpsseed chicken, and now apple pie, mext -

‘week."'

“1 shall acoopt it ; but. childron, I haven p\ensnnb-
surprise for you, Come with me into the kitchen.”
We followed, and thore was o large, oblong box,
mnrked, “ With care,” and dirested tp Aunt Martha,

. Thero,r John." guid she, vign present from Mnrk
to Anna—but given on eundition that she lot it ve.

ing, musical instrument nt bomo, and thon you onn
_romovo this there to keep it company. Mark fs a
llttle odd ; but I suppose ho wishod to induce Anna’
to comg oﬂen to Barborry -Lavo while he .WBg gone,

mont\" . -1 )

At this -moment, Mrs, Soott and-Yacy came out,

i,

P Ly e e e

Iwas blushing. ezlmson, ond dhl not apenk but
Jobn laughed. merrlly. L) nccepr. the presont with,

-

Have you hnd-tog 77

main here until she skall have . litslp ivin , breath.

and ho know & pigno would be an uddxtionnl fduge.
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the comlition, Aunt Martha, and will come 10-MOrrowW «\ill your husband walk into the parlor 71 Writien for the Banner of LishLE .
‘morning aml open the box, and in the evening [ will |said. ” | dsh THR TWO E_E URCEH .
bring Anua over, and we will have some music.” wNo, 1 will go down,” was hor reply—and sho o
1 could only tell aunt that | thought Uncle Mark hastened away. . . . ¢
one of the Jdenrest and "best of men, and that he u()uly_thin%:!" gnid Mrs. Scott, sitting down in
always gave me just what 1 wanted most. the chair w.hioh Mary h'nd vnon-tcd,‘ « Sydney and his |-
* eWhata pleasant ride we had ihat ovening | low [ Wife are going to the W cst.‘luduis in a few weeks. I
kind anl tend® John was! le lad -broaght a feel nsf 1 fould not have it 8o’

“ 1 ”
ghawl ® protect me from the night air, and wrapped Aro they going there to live ? .
: « Yes, 1 supposo so, though I can’t learn muc

OF LIGHT, -
devoid of money and & profession, tho young spend-
thrift realized, for the first time in_his life, tho ex.
treme wretohedness and degradation of his situation.
Now that it was too late, he looked ‘back with fesl-
ings of remorso and shame upon his past, theugh
short-lived career, whieh had been ono of reokless
‘extravagance, Now he reproached himself with,
Whoro gonteel ludics dress for sho, the thouglt, that if he had but given ear to the

And men, with business nirs warnings and. pleadings of his own conscienoe, in-
Engago, for stipulated 32 atead of the sclfinterested arguments of those who

duty, from which ho bad almost uncodstiously .
strayed. ' Y

From the hour of her firat ncquaintanco with Clar. -
ence, until the time when she enjoyed the right of
cailing him by the endeared name of husband, Char-
iottq had seen little or nothing in the conduct of her
lover. whioh demanded the slightest censure or re-
proof. Her friends, cspecially the female portion of
them, had not been backward in setting beforo her

win him gently back again to tho qtruigh?‘p,nth of

.
Y LITA H,-DARNEY.

There {s a grey cathedral old,

With Jong and solemn aislo, o\
Wilero footsteps hush, nor eye ia shocked

By an Jrroverent smile—

IR . . . . . B . » .
- wl wme, ns if 1 were au infant in his care. . A man to eny thelr prayers! A . . . A 4
) 1‘: :::h. ’ .lnhc l;;gm, . Jm hu:\vcsl: t::wu bclu Lo tho | from Sydney about his plans for tho future, Ho Isn’t ~ o n m:, e organntos termed themsclves his fner}ds, he would' not have | eyca the v:?e; nnd“t;);l,x,es l:)f t.l:le yolt:ng Il]tl‘m'll én their
i sectn—the bine waters below, the blue 'sky above, |liko my busband about speaking of his business. ™ gng‘m:gml‘:g"w tho dommo, been thus carly ruined and disgraced, : strongest light. . shogaid to hersclf, larenco

¢ (\‘El"';'h arts were X ) wilked of our |You know pa always tells me everything; but then And with o listless; dresmy air, As Clarence was the naturai possessor of brillu}nt oan abstain from the mtoxncn.tmg plef\sures of the
o |~r1 It e'\{ . “lm‘- u I)Tucc' arm t‘; z fature. John beisan ol fashioned sort of & man, I suppose, and Men hear of far-oll’ homo— conversational powers, added to a fine and pleasing | wine cup, and thfa evils ?f fashionablo l‘_f" on 1wy ag-
¢ lll l\ m‘m ; l;lf o (l)‘:r u:pcsl ‘ (;r ) )o:'u a wido.w from | thinks mother will be anxious, unless she knows all ' Whero at the tablo nono may sit nddress, he was over sought after and U;dm"'e‘l,_’by count, before h? is married, surely he will st}ud-y still
tohl me of his mother, who ha! ith poverty,and | about his affairs » ) " Bavo those of high dﬁg;fo‘ 4 . tho devotees of wealth and fashion. And, notwith. | more my happiness and,comfort when he exporicnees

N aneys ‘ * her s rerlen W '3 ) ¥ ' panighty own— . . . f 1 111 i

% her infancy 3 awl of her struggles with | He While she was,speaking, Mr. Blake and Mary “gﬁgﬁ;&:&"ﬁ:&l oflar . ! standing Lis sudden descent from o state of.pros- | the great satisfaction of calling me his beloved wife.”

P his efforts, when a boy, to lighten ber carcs.
had always {ooked forward to the time when he
ghould be # man, and have a home of his own, and
a pleasant firesi o, by which she could rést in ler
ol age. * But, lefore [eautd accomplish this, God
took lier to hor Lome in Hlenven. Rhe was all 1 had
to love, an! a'l tint was Leautiful and true in
woman was foand i ler For her sake I respect

Cyour sex- for Low <ake 1 could never wrong a wo-
! man, or wouteh her feelings. 1 thought, Anna, when

.1 first saw yofethat you looked like her.  You have

eyes like hers, and the same bright expression when

With such thoughts did the confiding and devoted
Charlotte strivo to banish the vague fears and doubts
which sometimes involuntarily forced themselves-
upon her mind. Many nights of sleepless anxiety
wore passed by the young wife, for Clarenco, of late,
had been absent from his home, even a week or ten
days at a time. In vain the lips of love strongly en-
‘deavored to frame some slight excuse for the negleot
of the wapdgrer. The residence of Mr. Ashton and
his wife was but & fow miles from the city, and at
all -times nccessible both by railway and carrioge
hire, 80 that the distance might not prevent the re-
turn of Clarence to his home, ench night at least.
Neither could it be business that absorbed his atten-
tion, for, since his marriage, he had not manifested
even the slightest desiro .to enter upon his chosen
profession a8 & barrister. What then could be the
cause of Clarénce Ashton’s sudden estrangement
from homie ? _Time alone can tell!

As Charlotte Ashton sat alone in her sumptuous
‘boudoir, one fine morning, (whero sho had remained
watching all night for the expected return of her
absent husband) a servant entered, and placed in
her hands a letter, which she hurriedly opened, fear-
‘ing that it was tho messenger of ovil tidings. 1t was
from a wealthy and rejected suitor of Mrs, Ashton’s,
and exposing most plainly the course of life which
Ler faithless husband was pursuing in the city. The
letter stated that enormous debts had been con-
tracted by Clarenee in 4lle name of his wife, and that
ho himself had not unfrequently loaned the delin-

perity to one of utter ruin, had deprived him of the
regard and esteem of many, whom he valued as his
Its templo I he mighty arch associntes, There were stilla fow charitable oncs

of yonder rutspread sky; left, who were willing to show the strength of their
ts cholr fg fortacd of “““”;l :“:‘:’ attachment towards one they had ever loved and
m;r ll"::n?cl'l l‘;,i(l:; r;::;‘ﬁ:f,:,, :on;;,' re.spe.eted, by many little acts of klgdness and hos-

Liko fragrance frow the flowerl % pitality. ‘ —

It was at the residence of an jntimate friend of
Charlotte’s, where shoavas™ then visiting, that our
fair heroine first met and was introduced to Clarence,
Ashton. From the moment that Charlotte first be.
leld tho young man, her heart seemed involuntarily
drawn towards him. The cnso and grace of his
manner, combined with tho rare eloquencedf the
| stranger, at once arrested ‘Charlotte Crampton's at-
tention, and excited her decpest admiration. During
the long and most agrecable converaation whiel Cla.
rence leld with lis intelligent and accomplished
compfnion, he quite forgot for & time his own infirm-
ities and weight of sorrows, 8o entirely absorbed
was he in the society of his newly made _acquaint-
ance.

After the departure of the young marm, and while
Charlotte was culogizing the particular merits and
charms of Clarence, her friend related to her the
‘story of his misfortunes, and the ruin which he had
brought upon his own head. Charlotte listened most
attentively to the words of her friend, but on their
conclusion, sho'mado no further comment or remark,
by means of whioh her true opinion could be di-
vined. .

stood at a littlo distance from the house, under the
large elm tree. . ' ¢

« r. Bluke is a very handsome man,” T said.

« Do you think g0 ?”’ I never considcre;l him very
fine-looking—though o great many do.” [used to
think I liked John's looks the best.”

I laughed merrily. “ Why, Mrs. Scott, John is |
cather short and thick-set, and he has lair that.is
almost sandy, and he wears little Dits of whiskers,
and Lis mouth, you know, is large.”

1 know all that, but then John is so good, and he
lins such a pleasant expression, aud he is so handy
about the house, and always scems to know just how
to holp you out of trouble.” .

« Thank you, thank you!” Mrs. Scott, 1 said.

« 1t is true, Aunn; but then Isuppose he ean’t talk
Spnnish'likc Syduey, nor danee as well, nor would
o make so fine ane officer. . I have seen Syducy
dressed in o uniform which ho hns, which is very
rich, und 1 thought that he mado a fine appearance—
put, come down-and see him.”

w No, I'll wait till John comes.”

We all took tea together, and I accidentally had a
geat by Syilifey Blake, and my first impressions of
hini were confirméd. 1 thought him a very polished
gentleman, so easy and self-possessed, snying every-
thing at the right time, and in the right way.

After ten, Mrs. Scott asked e to play upon the
pinto. I did so, singing one or two simple songs.
XIx'. Blake brought his flute, and “necompanicd me.
‘Without much thought I selected ome or two sea-

There isn chirch—another church—
Bpread out beforo ench eye

1lere overy. woary one of enrth
May joiu his pralse with thelrs,
For 1o thls ¢hurch of Nature falr,
Mankind aro common heirs;
And If men turn the shoulder cold
Of hiaughty I'harisee, .
Peneath Heaven's azuro we may sit
. In sacrament with Thee |

1" Provipesce, R 1, Bept,, 1838, o

T N

voul smile."” .
" How my heart was comferted ! llow 1 thauked
God that 1 Liad that strong, manly beart to lean upon !
“pndin the fullness of my heart 1 suid—+ Oh, John,
Joes the thouzht of deathiever iutrude upon _you in
our Parwlise at locky Ngok ?—what if one of us
should die s aud 1 leaned wy head upon Lis shoul-
der, and wept.
ol v w Auna, we can never enjoy our friends truly till
we learn they are God's gifts tous, and can gay with
R regard to them, *Thy will be done.” But 1 think it
: wrong to distress curselves with the thought of sepa-
' ration. Lot us dy our daty to ench other whilg we
' < live, and God wi'l give strength when death comes,
to bear the trial. 1 lave lived long enough to know
that there are s wrows in life worse than the death

R '\\'l:!!i.on_ for the Banuor of Light.
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THE WIFk:
A TALE OF WOMAN'S INFLUENCE.

—

BY CHARLES A. BEYMOUL,

At the age of twenty-five, Charlotte Crampton was
still unmarried. Beautiful, intelligent, and' accom-
plished—the sole heiress toan immenso property,
which had recently been greatly augmented by the
death of & bachelor-uncle in the West Indies—tho
reader may readily believe that our heroine found
no lack of suitors.

Left at an early age entirely to the guidance of

of these we Love”

This last sentendes was an enigma to me; but 1
thought that Jobu's knowledge of life was greater
than wy cwn, anl took his words fur truth,

e

cem B

It was late whon we stupped at our own duor.
The louse was ent, aml all its inmates wrapped
in shumber. No thouglit of them disturbed me, or
ever woull again. 1 woull trust in Juhn's love ns
iu o fortress of rovk, and nothing should mar my
peace.

Alas! alas! The sunniest day—the bluest skica
always preecle the stovn,

. CGHAPTER V.

o] premised to intraduce you to Mrs. Blake, to-
day,” said Juha tome at the breakfast table.

v upelerstand she wishes w see John's wife,” 1
replied. -

w Very natural thut she should. Will you goin
thig morning "’ . -
wNot Gl you come home from the store. DBut
“when dil yon see her 2

w]ran up from the store tocall upon her last
evening.” ” :

I had just taken my Bible in hand, to read a
“chapter, as was customary with uy, and 1 made no
answer,  In tie prayer that followed, my feclings of
the last evening were revivel, anl o thanksgiving
went up {1om oy heart for the quict happiness of
my howe. ’

Two bours afterwards, as [ sat al my-sewing,
there was L kuock atamy door, auld on gpening, Mrs.
Seott and Mary stoed hefure e

oAyt oweve fund you at last,” satd Mrs. Scott,
in her motheriy way. + Why, my little puss, where
have you been Lading all this time? lere is Mary,
g0 impaticut to see you that | have waved céremony,

and brought Ler tr your rovnn This is Anna, Mary,

oue of my daugiiers, of course, if the’s John's
wife.”

There ‘was u cor iial smile on Mary’s face, and her
hand was Lell out to grasp mine, and hcrlips—t}mse
full, ted, rosebud lips—were pressed to my check.
But, with o strange perversity, I received her em-
brace with great coolness; [ ilinost repulsed her.
For the motacnt, 1 could not repress the feeling.
They catue in—wope delighted with the arrangewent
of the roums, aul Mary admirt] my furniure, and
my suug litthe kitchen, and thew we went up stairs,
Here ghe seated Werself in the casy chair by the
window, ale Loked ¢1t for a long time. It was a
delightful prospect; the distant waods were clothed
im the rich hues of carly autaun; the village street

J{ think of pirates,

songs—Uncle Mark’s favorites. My companion was
delighted, and every evening after that he wanted
we to repeat them, and he gave we some to learn.
Mary said that she did not play now-days; shie never
liked it much, and had no putience to practice.

| wish she would,” said her husband; *it would
amuse ker when we are upon the water.” .

As time passed, I began to like Mr. Blako very
much, und not the less so, because | thought 1 saw
tLat his wife did not seem strongly attached to him,
anel that even good Mr. Seott and his wife seldom
spoke with much afleetion to him.

o« What o splendid looking man h¢ is,” 1 said to
John, oue day, as we sat at the window, and Syduey
passed. :

w Do you think s0?” he coolly replied, and went on
reading the pewspaper.

« And such a perfect gentleman !”?

# All-—what did you say?” and 1 saw he was

lier own good gense and judgent, and mistress, ns
it were, of ler own peculiar pursuits and pleasures,
it would have been a matter of no great wonder-
wment, had Charlotte Crampton grown up to womau-
liood, impressed with a sense of her own importance
and superiority both in wealth and intellect.

But, unlike many youthful aspirants to worldly
fame and fortune, the orphan-girl was endowed with
a noble Leart, united to u closely discriminating
mind, which enabled her to look beneath the surface
of things for real worth, and taught her generous
nature the true and proper estimnte of that great
wealth, of which fato had made her the lucky pos-
EC8SOT. '

The homo of tho distinguished beiress, whose so-
ciéty was so universally courted and admired by the
wéalthy and gifted of both scxes in the circle in
which she moved, was one of exceeding afiluence,
yet su}oring strongly of the good taste and delicate

much engaged with the * Prices Current.”

«1 say, John "—a little aunoyed, and raising my
voice—* that I think Syduey Blake the handsomest
man 1 ever saw.” .

- Johin drepped his newspaper, and lookod at me for
a woment, awl then burst out into one of his werry

laughs. .
« Why, John, you are rude.”

. wExeuse me, Anna; 1 was so, but it is such a new
thing for you to epeak with -so much enthusiasm of
rany.gentleman,  Blake is a fine figure, certainly,”
le said, as hc‘-ﬁglnncc-l towarg the window. «DBy the
way, the name reminds me of a story I have just
read of the way in which Aaron Burr’sdaughter, the
beautiful Mrs. Alston, met with her death. The ves-
sel in which she- took passage for New York was
taken by pirates, and the lady was. made to walk the
plank.” . .
w Walk the plank-_—wlmt does that mean, John ?”
« Why, in otfher words, to walk to her grave—
drown herself--to avoid n worse fate. The munner
V'of lier death was doubtful for many years, but I.sce
that a sailor, on his death-bed, made a confession a
' fow weeks eince, in New Orleans, that he was em-
ployed ou the vessel, and witnessed the. terriblo
tragedy.
« Norrible! John, how it makes

one shudder to
Do you suppese there are any now-
a days ?”’ ' -
" wYey, plenty of them; did you ever hear Uncle

refiement of its fair proprictress. There was no
appearance of show and gaudiness in the tastefully
arrunged boudotr of this ohild of Fortunatus, but a
simple regard for the true gratification of the par
tioular tastes and fancies of its graceful ocoupunt,
Surrounded by her favorite books aud flowers,
Charlotte Crampton was comparativcly happy, even
in the golitude of her own rural home. But when
the summer months had flown, and friends uo longer
gwarmed like bees around her country seat, then the
young" girl would throw aside her native frecdom,
and mingle for a time in the social gayetics and
exciting scenes of fashionable. life.
To Ler numerous friends in the city, it wasa
source of great surprise, that one so accomplished
and beautiful as Charlotte Crampton, should thus
long have remained single. And although many
were anxious to win the hand and heart of the

.young lLeciress, yet to none of the opposite sex had

Charlotte ever shown feelings of other than a friendly
nature. To the oft-repeated question of her friends,
as to why slie had never married, she always replied,
« Simply beeause 1 have never yet found time to
study ¢Ovid's Art. of Love” Then with n merry
shake of her finely forjued. head, she woull smil-
ingly add, “but it i3 never too late to Jearn, you
know.” o ]
1t was while spending the winter months in the
city of Philadelphin, not many miles distant from
her rustic home, that Charlotte Crampton chanced

Clarence and

not unwillingly received by her. .

a8 it may, I must still assert that, until the hour

tunate Clarence, was & mere fancy, renains.yet
be proved.
its strength and purity !

ono so exalted as Charlotte Crampton.

Charlotte often met ; and although
the former could not but feel at times a slight degree
of embarrassment, when in the presence of oue
whom he believed to be morally and intellectually
his superior, there was, nevertheless, a something in
'the manner of the young girl, as shown towards
him, which made him think that the attentions
"which bLo bestowed upen Charlotte Crampton, were

As time passed on, the friends of the young girl
noticed, with incrensing surprise and alarm, the
growing intimaoy of the ennmored pair.  Some peo-
ple said, that one- so hasty and rash as Charlotte,
needed to be advised upon the .subject, while others,
less interested, said, let them alone, it is but a pass.
ing fancy on the part of both, which time will serve
to dispel. In moments of serious reflection, Clarence
beeamo decply aware of the great love he bore to-
wards Charlotte. Many of my readers will perhaps
express their unbelief in-love at first.sight. Be that

which Charlotie Crampton first beheld Clarence Ash-
ton, tho former had never known what ivwas to
love. Whether the feeling which drew the heart of
the nccomplished heiress towards that of the unfor.

Time and endurance must be the test of

1t wns o long timo before Clarence Ashton could
bring his mind to a revelation of his heart’s deep
 love for Charlotte; all-unworthy as he felt himself
. ito be, of one so pure and noble in spul; while
| wealth and position she was eminently his superior.
Love, however, scorns all distinctions, and before
many weeks had passed by, Clarence Ashtod was an
nocepicd lover ; all that now remained to bg done,
was for him to retrieve his fallen reputation, and
{maké himself o fitting object for the adoration of

The snnouncementof their engagement was a mat-
ter of great astonishment to the fashionable world of

.quent man large sums of money, from time to time,
for the payment of which, he now felt obliged to look
to the wife of his debtor. The informant concluded
his epistle with expressions of deepest sympathy for
the melancholy fate of one whom he had never oeased
to respect as a friend.

" The first thought that flashed across the mind of
the horror-stricken woman was, that the letter which
ghe had just finished perusing, was a base fabricd-
tion, a forgery, perpetrated at tho instigation of one
swho had never fully reeovered from the wound which
his proud spirit had received, upon Charlotte’s entire
and unexpeeted refusal of his suit. Upon reflection, ‘
hqwever, the young wife began to think that all was
not quite right with Clarence. Ilis frequent ubsence
from home confirmed, in a measure, the fearful reve-
lations of that fatal letter, and uow, for the first time
since thfir marriage, Charlotte Ashton began to dis-
trusy the fidelity of her husband,

Overcome by the waves of grief that rolled heavily
upon her soul, the sorrowing wife sat pale and wmo-
tionless as a statue. No tears issued from Ler coldyy
tixed eyes, to unseal the channel of her aching heart,
that now seemed bound in icy fetters. Bitterindeed
is that grief, to which no tears come to relieve tho
bursting heart! . .

Tho sound of heavy footsteps, and the suppressed
murmur of male voices in the aveuue below, served
to arouse Charlotte Ashton from the trance-like state -
into which rhe had unconsciously fallen. Quickly
rising, she made a desperate effort to reach the door
of her apartment, to ascertain, if possible, the caugo
of the intrusion.. To her great surprise, however,
her 1imbs refused her the necessary support. Clutch-
ing at'a chair, she again attempted to propel herself
forward, but she had scarcely gained the door, when -
it swung back upon its hinges, revealing to sight the .
seemingly inanimate form of her husband, carclessly
laid upon a litter, and borne by four men.

A faint shriek escaped the lipsof the terror-stricken
wife, a8 she bebeld the ghastly face of her beloved

in

to

in

Philadelphia, That a person so su;;erior, both in
mind and person, as was Charlotte Crampton, should
accept the uncertain love of & base and reckless pro-
flignte, like Clarcuce Ashton, was: too inoredible a
fact to be for a momnent believed. So said the young
lady’s friends, while the fornierassociates and boon
companigns of Clarence, detlared him the luokiest
 fellow in the world, and sighed for a similar streak

Clarence, streaming with blood,
reached out her hands to grasp him, but her fecblo
strength failed her, and she fell backward like adead
weight, upon the fioor. '

When Charlotte Ashton nwoke-to- the.full posses-
sion of her senscs, she found herself lying upon tho
couch in her own chamber, attended by a faithful

Intuitively she’

servant. Ier first inquiry was after her wounded
husband, to kypw if hestill lived. On being answered
in the affirmative, she requested to be conducted im-
mediately to the adjoining room, whero a physician
was dressing . his wounds. From tho lips of tho
medical man, Charlotte learned the sad particulars
of her husband’s injuries, Ife had been returning,
to the city in an open carriage, accompanied by &
boon companion. The intoxicated state of hoth Clar-’
wnee~and ~hiz~friend; whowas-driving;~prevonted-——--§
their proper management of the horses, which, taks

ing fright, dashed furiously onward, and soon sue:

ceeded in breaking loose from, the vehicle, at the
same time throwing out the unfortiinate cccupants’ -
upon the pavements, : . :

Clarenco’s friend had beew but slightly injuredy o
but the Jormer- had been deeply wounded upon the
head, and was. accordingly borne as soon as'possible -

Mark relate his adventure with one?”
« Why, no; when did it happen ?”
« A few years ago. I think I con tell it to you al-
most in his own worde,” . .
- TO BE CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT.

was Lusy with active life; the distant ocean was
bearing a few vessels outward, aud one or two were
. making for the ehore; n boat luy idle ont the sunny
beach, anl two or threce boatumen were sitting on the
warm sands, in the carcless abandon of suilors on
shore. I glunced down the street, aud saw some one’”
near the store, direeting the unloading of some flour.
I took up the g} y-glass, and learned that it was Johu,
“When 1 put it down, Mafy took it, and gl 1ooked "
long ‘timc. - Mry, Sgutt, who, liko o good house-wife,
never could gee anything amiss without wighing it
reniedied, called my attentlon to the fire-placo.
» Why, Auna, you must have a new hearth laid,
and o little patating done; you will need a little fire
theee cool evenings, wnl it will be so plensant to have

to make the acquaintance of a young mau by the «of good fortune themsclves, The sncering and ‘cut-
name of Clarence Aghton, in whow, strange to say, |ting.remarks of the world did not fail to rench the

she soon became deeply intereated. Clarence Ashton |ear of the penitent young man; bu't‘, encouraged by

was like Lerself, alsg, an orphan, During the Jife of | the incrensing affection of Charlotte, he strove toj
his worthy parents, he had reccived a fine collegiato banish them from his mind, and resolved to make

education, and was destined by his father for the | duc atonement for his past sins, *

practice of the law, on which subject he exhibited | A few months after witnessed the marriage of tho

no slight degree of promise. At the denth of his | Lappy pnir. 1, s one of the beautlful bride’s oldest

% father, the young man_came into possession of a | friedds, crowded around ler to offer my heartiest
| Inrge fortuoe, which at once obvinted the necessity |cong atulations for the future wglfnm;ndimmcss
of his em;ping for himeelf a livelihood, Mrs. Ash- |of herself and husband. The exoiting 'plensuprg of n

ton, who had ever been o most kind and indulgent | short tour over, and the newly wedded pair retired

mother to her-only boy, survived hut a fow months | to the more quict enjoymonts of domestio blies, at
. t!}o loss of her devoted husband. .| the charming country-seat of the latter, * For scvt;ml
. Tho vast ‘fortuno~of :whioh Clarence Ashton had .| weeks things rollod smoothly on, and Charlotte Ash-
it on the Learth, so cheerful for yow when you are © Just lown from the red-applo tree, - now .thg. entire. control, proved, alas ! to be the bane | ton, in‘:hbi' great thankfulness of heart, felt that her
alone.” . *' i : : WIith moonbenms the greon carth adorning, ﬂ)ls life, by blusting thug.carly.the seads of pro- | cup of carthly hﬂppiﬁcss was indeod fll'“'

'L told her then of some fmprovements neededtn | Tho tiads of my lfo sobto theo, - -~ ... |uio and talent, which go g0 far towards ennobling, |  But witK returning woalth. came lso refiirni
the other vom, and feom there we went to the gnrrcf., Thon smile on my heart's deep devotlon,— | man in ﬁhQ Higﬂh’t‘;y 9f his Maker.” | .. . - -« _|fricnds, " Those who had been ;nost ‘l:st:uv:(‘:t::tﬁuzg
©and we forg(:t. .\lmty in talking over 91|r.housclxold M:‘;::g,.:;zl“l‘:‘n‘;lg: &;;?:0:'!:;&‘(2’:1“!‘0“:' At first Clatence had determined fo follow his reducing the onée moucyed man to poverty and shaing;
matters. When we returned, she still sat by the now swarmed around their viotim again, likb,bird;

- . H . T which 1o chimoras belong, c,hosfm prbfesélqp,ﬁut his 'f'yquh_g friends and ae-
window, her face towards the village, and leaning Then bo to mo stll & trug Wolnall— .| quaintances. (of ‘which lip. had now a plenty sinco |of proy. Unfortunately, the generous and kind:

Written for the Banner of Light,
BONG.

Thou hast made my soul joyous to-day,
A warnm ns the sunbeam at moon

Thou hast cheered all my hoart's griof away;
I thauk theg, indeed, for tho hoon.

. My lifovould be shrouded in sorrow, >

Aud pleasure’s bright duy would decline,

DId thIno eyes from thy soul fail to bo‘rrﬁ\v
The expresslon, which says, I am thine,

With larks that tritl far in the morning,

to his home. N _ . : ,
~ Loangunge 18 inadequato to- describe the agony: . 3
which rent the henrt of the young wifo, as she gazed .
‘upon the unconscious form of her 'now deeply do= :

her head upon 1“"1‘ .ll"."fl» a8 if logtdmrreverie., - - | .®  Iliclierlsh thooovornssuchs , - |his febel_lt rise to fortuue,). lntighed at tho idea, de- : hearted nature of the-young husband would not per- graded husband, whose manly beauty had so often |
» Come, Mxyr)_v;! ~said her mother, “are you going " Ir angels lovo thatwhich Is Buman, I olnrmg _1t porfect folly, for o man who was the pos- mit Lim. to rlidcly ghake them oﬂ' bofore they had been her pfide and udmimﬁon. . SR
, 11 A ) : . . . IS . b " et ¢ . o
to ook there nll day? Cnn hupian love juman too much ? B. |scesor of an.income sufficient for his- ample support ! once more fastened their poisonous fangs -upon him, |- The physiciat deolared thnt thie most careful nurs- -

# T ghould be tired, if Idid,” eail Mary; and, as-
she turned, I saw that her eyes wero mnolst, and I
thought there were truces of tears upon Ler cheeks,
# Oh, mother, how etrange that 1 should ever think
« Dostn would be pleaganter than home. T wish I
could.stay here always. Iow happy you must be,
Mrs, Hooper!” .
. »Why, to be surewhy shoudl n’t she: be ?” snid
“* Mys. Scqtt ; # you know she has Johin for a hutband,
." 7.7and he is doing well iu business, and thinks therels’
" pobody Tike his little wife; and then she has Undle
“ Mark, and. Aunt Martha, on one slde to love her, and-
. your father and L feel ns if she belonged to us, and
‘we love her almost as if sho were'our child.” . .°°
Mary ‘mids no’ reply, but. turned again to~“ltie
- “yindow, Bomd-one opened tho gate.. - * T

through life, t6 waste his preolous time and encrgiés’
over musty Inw-hooks. and logio. Instead of listen.
ing to the admonitions of ¢onscience, and turning a
deaf ear to the foolish judgment aud-idle counsel of
lis professed fricnds, the young man allowed him.
self to be persunded into the fdes that ‘all labor,
upon the part of a ‘gentleman of wealth and position,
was alike dishonorable and meedless, © *
When onco fairly in the power of his friends, thoy'
were not long in proving themselves his bitter cne-
mies, -although. at first so skillfully masked. and
olonked in'deceit, a8 to banish all suspicions” upon
the part of Clarence, as to tho nature of their bnse

.Never Dgsramt.—True hopo is based on energy of:
character. A strong mind always -hopes, and has’
always onuse to hope, because it knows the muta-
bility of human affnirs, and how slight o ciroum-
stance may change the whole course of events. Suoh
a splrit, too, rests upon itself; it 18 not confined to
partial vlows, or to ono particular objeot. And if at
last ali shiould be lost, it. has saved itsclf—its.own
integrity and worth, Ilope awakehs courage, while
despondency s the lnst of: a1l evild; it is the aban-
donment of good—thd giving up of .the battle of life
with dead nothlngﬂesﬁ' He who oan implant courage
i the hutnansoul, is ita beat physician,— Vo Anebel { " " ©.

i on A osgos, .
Joy 16 the proper cleient of the human mind i} A fewyours of constant dibsipation upon the part
, | gloom 18 akin to' morosencss, morosenees 18 digsim- |of Clarence Ashton and his boon companiors, soon
wMay T.come up?” gold o voice, which I.thought “},“““" - AN squondertd away the largo fortune whioh Mr, Ash.
was Sydney Blake's, . . u o LTI - Incontesting - tho'disputed title to o foot of. land, | ton, senior, had been years'in pooumulating, through’

“wNol io!” suid Mary, hstily; “ 11l b down 1" | how many havo spent what would ‘have purchasod | his own thrift and industry, . Foroed ot lnst to part
aiatoute? R TRt Hactenl - R with his fine establishment and retinue of servants,

Ing and perfect guiet wore pecessary to effect his-
recovery. . A brain fover was the natural consequen =,
of the severo injuries Clarence had cxperienced,
through his own folly. L

++Charlotte’s extreme love for the country induced
her to pass the greator. portion of her time at home,
Clarence, on the ocontrary, was cvidently tiring of
the monotony of rural life, and how not unfre.
quently passed several days ab & time in the city,
leaving his newly-made wife to the solitary enjoy-
ment of  her own purauits; ~Once or twice Clareuce
had proposcd to his bride the iden of nbundoﬁing
their splendid country resldencé for ong, in the city,
Alghough the lutter had never absolutely refused to
comply with his wislos, yet from lier remarks at the
| time, the young husband inferred that such a change
L would be distnsteful and uncongenial to her feelings,

 Charlotte, the uncomplaining and devoted  partner
of .hig Tife, hung over the couch of the invalid by doy
and by night, ministering to his slightest wants, sud -
striving, by words of tender endtarment, to restor? .-
him'once more to remson, Which, for soveral doys .. .
had quite lost its ncoustomed sway, . - i

The ovil reports whioh had reached thé ear-of tho -
young wife, concerning hor husband’s contraoted"
, debts, were, olng; but too true. Impatient creditors
Ho therefore deemed it -unadvisablo to.urgo her fur | scized upon’ the beautiful homo of Olarepoe Ashton.
ther upon the subeeot. , .| As soon 08 tho latter was pronounced corvalesoenty

"The young wife's.unwillingness to remove. to the') Charibtte removed with him who had caused hor 80
clty, was perhaps & matter of polioy upon her part. | much torrow, to an humble tenement in tho oity. It
Conversant a8 she waa with the truo state pf Clar- was’ with & sickenjng heart, and throbbing: brain,
 ence’s pffairs when sho married him, sho hod earn- | that the yourig'wife bado adicu forevermore to the
! estly hoped, by her virtdous and holy influerice, to|loved sgenes of her childhood. Yet no murmus’ of -

-
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repronch fell upon the head of tho truly pgnitznt and
still invalid man.

. After the numerous debts of her husband’s ex-
travagance and dissipation had been promptly paid
up, Charlotte found, that out of her once considerable
property, but fivo hundred dollars still remained.
Thig sum, sho consoled horsclf, was better than
nothlnf, although quite insufficient for their long
maintenance, when wo “consjder that Mr. Ashton
was still "ill, and consequently unablo to turn his

- attention to any kind of businesa.

Charlotte cominunioated her intention of doing,
something, by way of carning o livelihood, to her
husband. But the unwearied devotion of his wifo
touched tho already smarting heart of the falthless
Clarence, and on his knees he begged hor not to seok
for employment in the city, where she was so gener-
ally and'well known, 'The thought of it was hum-
bling to tho fragment of pride that still remained in
the breast of Clarence; how much more, then, must
it be to Charlotte, who had seen all her earthly
possessions wrested from her in the short space of a
fow months ?

The latter made no further allusion to the subjeot
in question, but guarded her own secret most-closoly.
As soon as Clarence had- regained his health, ho
opened o small oflico in one of the prineipal streets
of the city, where he sct himself heartily to work in
the exercise of his profession. No self-intercsted

" friends now rallied around his standard, for, with
his loss of riohes, they also had taken flight, to bask,

. for a zcason, in the sunushine of those more prosper-
ous thpu thewselves, |

7 with e manly energy, the young mqn labored
‘to discharge the arduous dutie his profession,
with but one stimulus to exehﬁéiz'., the hope of
restoring earthly comfort and Bappiness onco more
to the heart of his noble and enduring wife, who had
shared unrepiningly his deo&mi'sl‘ortunc.

But despite his untiriug activity and persever-
ance, the young lawyer did not meet with that suc-

cess which he had anticipated. His former reputa-|.

tion had suffered so reverely for the last fow years,
that persons who knew him feared to trust impor-
tant.cases .in his, hpuds, knowing, as they did, his
entire incxperience in the practice of the law. Char-
lotte alone encouraged.him to reposo faith in Provi
denoe, and still toil bravely on. -
Q 14 Q d Q o ] Q

About this time, quite a se9sntion was being
created in the literary circles of Philadelphia, occa-
sioned by the advent of & new gplume of pocms. The
signaturo appended to the bodk, was, in all proba-
bility, the nom de plume of the real author or
authoress, and even that was an unfamiliar one.
Men or genius and talent were charmed beyond
measure with tho sweetuess and pathos of many of
the poems comprising the collection, while tho press
but echoed the praises of the admiring multitude.

Weeks passed on. The sale of the beok was Im-
menso; but as yet no clue had been obtained by the
curious public, as to the real nawme of the author.
The publishers declured that the strictest sccresy
had been enjoined on their part, so that the world

- was left for a time to vent th¢ir disappointment in

idle conjectures.

Returning from his oflice ono night, Clarenco Ash-
ton hastened to Lis wife’s room, - Taklng a swall
but richly-bound book from his coat-pocket, he pre-
sented it to Charlotte, saying—

"« [lere, dearest wife, is a gift which [ have brought
you. It is the new volume of poems that is attract-
ing so much attention in literary oircles at the
present time.” Glancing affectionately at Charlotte,
whose dark eye beamed with strange delight, he con
tinued, carelessly, as he procceded to exohange his
- cont for & more comfortable dressing-gown—I have
only lmétily ran my eye over the contents of the
book, but from the sad tone of many of the poems, I
should thivk they might cxcite your interest, so
strangely prophetic do they seem of many passages
in your own painful experience,” and the penitent
band silently brushed away a tear at the bitter

e ollcctmu of his own evil days.

] thank you, dear Clarence,” said Charlot.tp ten.
derly. at the same tlme preparing to lay aside the
book without opening it, # but I confess to ‘be nota
littlo familiar' with these poems already.”

wIndeed!” said Clarence, looking surprisedly at
his wife, and not a little piqued at the celd receptlon
bis gift bad met with. Do you really mean to say
that you have read the poems ?”

“ Yes,” replied Charlotte, deeply coloring as the
carnest gaze of her husbaud met that of her own,
« T have ‘not only read thcm, but have also twritten
them !”

‘# Impossible ! " eried the nstomshcd man, gazing
still more carnestly at his young wife, who stood
modestly blushing before him: Then with an’in-
credulous air, ho added—* You aro jesting now,
Lottie, I think.”

«In truth, I am not! You know I but seldom

Jest now-¢ days,” said Lhnrlotw, lier countenanco as-|,

suming a sorrowful expression.”

It was some time before Clarenco Ashton could

credit his wife’s assertion, that she was indeed the
~pytiroressof-the poems which-had-made so-successful |
a hit in the literary world.

Many of tho stanzas which tho volume contained
Kad been written by Charlotte in her hours of goli-
. tude, after she was married, and during her rcsldonco
in the country. They were, evidently, nover intended
for publication, but after the loss of her fortune, she
decmed it incumbent upon her to contrive somo way
of assisting her husband in his ‘endeavors to gnin
for himself and wife an honorable'subsisténed arid;
. believing herself not entirely devoid of talent in the
‘literary line, she hnd, after mnkmg numerous &d-
dmons to her Blgre ‘of poems; colleated them into o
‘volume, and placed . them,; unbeknown " to ‘her, hus-
band, in tho hands of an ablo pubhsﬁcr. AT

.~ Tho~book had. been puccessfal beyond her most
qnngmne anticlpations; and yieldlng to the tequest,
of her publishers, Charlotte: Ashton at last oonsented

" to the diclosure of her real nnmc.

" The popularity and faue which the'young author.
os8 soon gained was quito ns sudden as ‘had- been
her rapid desceut fronr prosperity to. o state of pover-

- The sum which Mrs;- 4.sthn realived from the
snle of her'book was sufficient to. placo hergelf and
husbnnd above want for life. .

But not even the grent succcss of - his noblo wife
could tempt Clarenco Ashton to rely upon her exer-|'
tions for Liis future support, and -so, guided and in-

L fluenced by the counsel of one who hgd elung to him

in n.dverslt.y1 ho rcmovod to tho city of -Now York,
where, resuining his profession, T am happy. to state,
* that; thio reformed husband 'and arduous student'met

 with that carthly roward which his untiring energy

and persevemnco 80 richly. dcserved
Fiva years have rolled. by since Clarenos Aehton

became n.n»qgtgbllshed lawyer of tho Emplre City,

0
. . . el

ard during that, time he has lmd by a sum suﬁ‘mlent
for tho re- purchn.se of the onoo loved homéestead of
his wife, But Charlotte has gently refused return-
.ing to it, on the ploa that it might excito unpleasant
emotions in tho hearts of both, which ho.d better be
smothered forevormore;,

On the banks of tho oharmmg and pioturesque

udson, still” dwell Clarence ‘Ashton, now an_exem-
plary man and husband, togother with the guiding--
star of hls life, tho dévoted and accomplished poetess,
Charlotte Ashton, from_ whose graceful pon still
emanates somo of the finest productions that adorn
tho literature of our country,

ODE.

Tho following beautiful odo was written by Jonx G, Waiz-
TIER, for the recent Agtldiltural and Horticultural Exhibit-
{on at Amesbury,

This day, two hundred yecars 8go,
Tho wild grape by the river's side,
And tasteloss ground:nut trailing low,

Tho tnble of the woods supplied,

Unknown'tho apple’s rod and gold,
The blushing tiht of peach and pear;
The mirror of the Powow told .
No talo of orchards ripo and rare.

Wild as tho fruits ho scorned to til},
Theso vales tho idle Indian trod,

Nor knew. tho glad, creativo sklll—
The Joy of him who tils with God.

O, Painter of the frults and Howors {
We thank thee for thy wiso design

Wheroby theso human hands of ours
In Nature's garden work with thine.

And thanks that from our dally need'

. Tha joy of slmple faith is born;

Thut bo who smites tho Summor woed,
May trust thee for tho Autumn corn,

@Glve fools tholr gold and knaves their power,
Let fortuno’s bubbles rise and fall;

Who sows a tlold, or tralns a flower,
Or plants a treg, is moro than all,

For ho who blesses most I8 blest;

AndGod and man-shall own his worth
Who toils to loavo as his bequest

An udded beauty to tho earth, LI

And, soon or late, to all that sow
The timo of harvest shall bo glven ;

Tho Hlowor shall bloom, the fruit shall grow,
If not on carth, at lm In henvcnl

e

Writton for the Banuner of Light,
CONTRASTS.

BY CORA WILDURN,

#] am going to the opern to-night. I shall wear
the dress my uncle brought from Paris, and the dia-
monds brother Charles ‘presciited, to me. Come,
Mary, bo quick, arrango my hair'in’ your best man-
ner; there, twine that string of pearls with this
.plait; place the spray of diamonds just there, above
that curl. low beautiful life is¢ How de]ig‘htfu‘l to
be young and beautiful and ohserved! It mnst be
very cold—tho streets are covered with snow—but it
will bo snug and warm in the close carriage. Come,
Mary, what aro you thmkmg of ? you look so ab-
stracted.” .

‘}?}nry Lee, the young attendant, sighedand softly
lied: »1 was thiuking of the poor Miss “Ilda,
who Lias no shelter from the bister cold.”

4 0h, dear! doun’t bring any of your dismal pic-
tures before me -now ; don’t, Mary, for pity’s suke,
for I want to look my very best to-night. lHow can
[ help their being cold and hungry, and all that ?
Why don’t people work, and surround themselves
with nccessaries of fe? Stop, Mary ! you are pull-
ing my hair. There, it begins to feel olnlly in hcro,
hand me my shawl.”

A bitter smile played on tho waiting-girl’s faco ;
but it was soon .replaced by her habitual looks of
subdued suffering and placid resignation. She knew
that to penson with the cold, untried worldly bcnuty,
was only to bring upon herself ridicule and haughty
reproof.  She completed the arrangement of the
lady’s hair, and silently proceeded to array her in
the gleaming satin, to fasten the costly Dbrilliants,
and lastly to hand her thoe perfumed handkerchief
and gloves ; and laughing, singing, and dancing with
antigipated triumph, Ilda Vernon passed down the
broad staircase, to meet her worldly mother’s ad-
miring eyes—the compliments of her attendant
suitor. Not a thoughtof pain or chnnge, or futurity,
glanced athwart tho unolouded horizon of her girlish
hopes and proud-conventional joys. Mary Lee gazed
upon her with looks half of  pity, half of scorn.
The room. to Which she returned—Miss Ilda’s dressing-
room—was a luxnrious retreat; velvet carpeting
oovered tho floor, the rioh. flowers scemed bursting
into lifo amid the shaded foliage, g0 well was nature

1imitated, and Itelian sunscts, oalm sea-views, and

represontations of palaces and fairy-like rural scenes,
grected the beholdor in gorgeous, massive frames.
Rich mirrors reflected every object—marble and
ivory, gold aud silver-and precious stones, glistened
in the adornments of that princely room—and lnce
and brocade curtains veiled tho light, and flowers
perfumed the air, Mnry Lee sighed deeply, as she
gnzed around upon tho familiar luxuries ; then, with
her usual meok air, sho descended to Mrs. Vernon’s
chamber, to demand permission to go out,

« You may go out,” languidly responded tho lo.dy
to her question. "* You must bo home at ten o'clook,
remember, ns there must be-a fire made in Miss
l1da’s room. Shut the door, Mary—the cold air comes
in, 'ﬁ"ﬁ'&’“ﬂ?&}me drow. o rioh’ pﬂawi around
hor, while, the young girl silently wnthdmw.

: Tho winter gale howls dismally—the storm-clouds
speed swiftly across -tho sky,” where not a star is
visible—a ‘cold, dfizzling mist descends and wraps.all
objects in indistinctiveness—tho air is biting, bitter
and keen, ns the touoh of ndvorslty—tho ‘frozon”
ground is white-and. shppery, and “signs and na-
‘hinged shuttefs- croak fearfully in- the- shrilly blast. ’
On, through the’ drcnry, almost deserted -strebts, -
speeds, Mary Leo, tightly dru.wmg hot shawl around
her and rubbing her littlo hands together to‘keep
thcm warm, Sho pauses ‘at the door of an old,
black looking - tenement that,. low- roofed, standing
back from “the street, scoms marked a8 tho abode of
poverty and wrotohedness, She has to stand thero
long in the ‘dark, cold night ere tho door is opened ;
u.nd when she enters, the atmosphere within onuses
hef- to shudder with n-decper oold than that of tho
frozen strect and gloomy sky. For in that house-
thero is an atmosphero of desolatenoss, of misory,
that sirikes to tho heart—there is evoked oneof
those strange, unsolvable probloms, that cause the

| sotul to- ponder in fear and wonderment,. o.sking,

“ Whereforo; ¢h God ! s this 7" ..

"> There'the wan and wasted figures of the poverty-
stricken ‘mot - the - tear-fillod eyes of Mury Leo, ‘A
mother and a daugltor llved “there-slaves of tho’
ncedie—i)ondwomon to. unremunernted toil” Thnt.
mother's form had wasted ’noath tho destroymg
blight of neocssity—beneath - the: burden that was
never lightcned the . woo ‘that’ never ccased ! Her
dim cyes noted doy by day tho gfmdpu.\ Shange that
was fast leading to & promaturs’ grave the young,

bowed form of her onoe begutiful and happy daughter,

B ‘
-

Now thnt ce is furrowed by deep ohnnncls, formed
by despairing tears, and wildand desperate thoughts.
By that . daughter’s sido, cowering beforo tho old
stovd Bo scantily-suppliod with fuel, t¥o children’s

 Dear mother, tell me what is hoaven 27 said a
blue-eyed, golden-ringleted ohild, looking . carnestly
into Lls mother’s faco. And reverently, and with
deep feeling, the sweet-voiced woman replied :

forms wore'scen —two prematurely fading blossoms—f “Ifeaven js where God is, Charlie, dear ! where

that would bo beautiful transplanted to a more gonial
goil. Tho father of those ohildren lad forsaken
them, and left the worn and fecble mother to toil for
them and for herself—perchance to ourso the day |
that gavo them _birth—those inheritors of sorrow
and privation, - |

What a contrast] from the regal magnificence of
tho Vernon mnnsxon—-thxs ab¥do of wretchedness—
theso dawnp, bare walls—that uncarpeted loor—those
riokoty ohairs, low ocoiling and dim light, Yot hore,
too, human beings live—loving, throbhing humun
hearts—born to an inheritance of life and joy, whom
perverted society, and wrong and treachery, have re-
duged to misery like this.

Yot, not all devoid of sympafhy those injured
sonls, for as Mary. Lee enters, a smile of recognition
plays on the mother’s wasted, carc-worn fuce, and
tho children run to greot her, and the old woman
leads her to a seat and smiles her grnmudc for her
coming. “1 have brought you some tea and sugar,”
says Mary, and the color rises to her check.  Ilere,
too, is some cake Miss Ida gave me. I thought the
children would like it. I would do more for you, but
you know I havo my own mother to support.”

- You are very, very kind to us, denr Mary,” re-
plied-the pale mother, with a faltering voice.

“ Mary is dood,” oried ono of the little prattlers,.
snatohing a picco of cake.

The grandmothor wiped her eyes, \\'hcre is your
lady to-night ¢’ she inquired.

“ At the opera,” wag Mary’s-answer,

“w8he was handsomely dressed, of course 2”7 said
the younger woman,

4 Yes, splcndxdly, sho “wore a rich, dark green
satin, flowered with gold, that was brought from
Parjs, and her diamonds are & fortune by themselves.”

“Don’t you think, Mary, that the prico of her
dress and shawl alone would be sufficient to keep us
from cold and starvation for a year or two¢” said
tho old woman, with an irony that the simplo Mary
comprehtnded not.

She smiled. « It would be sufficient to keep you
all for life, I expeot.”

* Aud sho has plenty of dress and ornament bo-
sides P

* Dresses by tho dozen,” Mary replied, * and half
a dozen jewel boxes filled with cpstly things.”

“ And yet she never thinks of tho pour?” Mary
shook her head sadly. # And these are the rich, the
blest, the happy 27 cried the old woman, * and yet,
that woman there ”—pointing to her daughter—
“she, too, if not a beauty, was once fair and gay
and happy. She would be pretty -yet, but labor and
poverty havo stolen her looks and cheerfuluess. One
diamond from that proud lady’shair, would scatter
plonty around this cold home—would give us warmth
and food and clothing—would save wy poor child’s
tired cycs, and give rest to my weary, aching bones.
Mary, dear! 1 was proud once, and would n’t stoop
to beg ; but the winter is so hard, and the work so
scant und ill- -paid for, Oh, Mary, ask her, ask your
lady to assist us 1"

1t would bo useless, Mra. Marsh; she is cold nnd
selfish.”

¢« But try her, Mary—try to reach her Leart—’tis
not for myself, but, for tlns poor clnld uud her llttle
ones,” v

s 1t is of mo use; I havo vainly endeavored to in-
terest her. Her heart is closed to all appeals for
charity.” -

“Then may Heaven’s curses light upon her!”
cried theexcited o'd womdh. *The proud, gay,
flaunting thing!" She has no heart “in her bosom—
no soul in her body! May she freeze and starve and
dic, in some wretched corner, such as thisis! Curses
on the rich | the {ridow and the orphan’s curse upon
them !” Exhausted and breathless sle sank back
upon her seat, and gave way to a violent fit of weep-
ing.

“Tam very sorry to sce mother take on so,”” whis-
pered the poor scamstress, * I do not envy the rich.
T'imo was when 1 felt bitter and grieved that there
should be so much difference in fates; but now I am
quiet and resigned, for I know 1 shnll soon go home;.
and thers 1 know, there will be no poverty, no toil, no
cold, mo hunger;” and a faiut flush of hope and
faith lit up the pallid countenance,

Mary soothed, and prayed, and consoled these lone
ones, until she deemed it time to return home, with
a promise of soon returning, with a smile for all,
but with b snddened, heavy heart, Mary Lee, the
true-hearted and benevolent, retyrned to the Vernon
mansion—to her sclfish and exaoting mistress.

“Thou beautiful and long-prayed-for one! thou
slecping innocence! sweet bud of promise! type of
angelhood, of Eden punty and peace! My child!
my blessed babe I murmured & young mother, bend:
ing over her first-born's cradle, while tho infant
calmly slept, and smiled in its sleep, as if commun-
ing with kindred angels. There was naught of
-grandeur;or-of -luxury-in-the~ surroundings of “that
cottage home—only the wild flowers peeped in at the
open window, and the free sunshine stream®d athwart
the green Inttice—and the fresh breezes played amid
‘the snowy folds “of the infant’s cradle. It was the
homo of love nnd contentment—of ‘happy tOIl and
blossed peags. World-aparted, simply contented, two
loving hearts dwelt there in joy and unity, and when
the linking bond thiat bound their souls took form in

on infant’s ‘smiling aspect, they prayed” for' thank- |

fulness and wept for blessedness,  No fenr, or envy,
or oare, Tnvaded that peaceful homo 8 sweet sanctity.

1t yasn refuge from -the toiling, busy, ‘deceptive R

world—the - homo pf love—tho chosen snnctunry of
the nngels. S .

By tho gide of the "depnrtcll bending over tho
coffin that holds- the form of ono deoply énshrinod

and -wildly worshiped, is o man in mlddle - life,

orushed, howed ,down to carth by that- greatest of | .
eartl’s trials, ‘bereavement.  Wildly, vainly, ealling |-

upon - tho dond-~the inanimate form that responds
not. . Ho heeds not. tho entreaties, tho consolations,

tho' proffered help -of friends. His’ riches are as |

naught, since ghie cannot share them—life Is & blank,
sinoe she departed, and even beauteous Naturo wears
o faco-of gloom; sogewing the absence of one wor-

shipor, Ah; mourner! Time will drop henling from |.

hls ghaded wings, and- thou shalt: upllﬂ. thy tear-
olouded vision; ngain beholdlng eo.rth in nll hor siin-
lighted, flowery" glory—tho world in‘all its hopoful
aspeot. Thou wilt yet?learn {hat -the, .doparted ig
nigh'to theo in spirit—that. love ind fafth and re.
mombrance - survive and live forever. Sorrow is L)

'long to Heavon,

thing of carth. Lonsolntion nhd joy poronnial bo-

,',»-, v

gmndmother is, and all the beautiful angels !’
“ And is heavon very beaatiful, mother ?”

éﬁo beautiful for any one on carth to tell,” she
repl with upraised eyes, and thrilled heart, * And
God is in all things beautiful on earth—in the trees
and flowers, and running waters, in tho olouds, the
mountains, in all—in everything,” she snid, with
glowing cheek, ‘The child listencd intently.
4 Daes God como to our house, mother 2"
#Yes, dear; he is everywhero.  llis presenco
dwells in our humblc homae;, there is no place where
God is not.” : .
" In after yonrs the man remembered his ehildish
questionings, and his sweet mother’s answers, 1le
ever beholds the Divine presence in Bower, tree, and
running brook, and 1lis myriad voices speuk from
mountain, plain and eave ; from ocean, rivulet and
star; from lofty site, and lowest human utterance.
Remembering his mother's early lessons of truth and™]
wisdom, ho fiuds God everywhere, even where unfor.
giving human brothers deny its existence—findy it
in the haunts of vico and.crime, in the_t pure spot,”
nestling in tho conviet’s and the outcast’s heart ; -he
finds God everywhere, where society has usurped the
judgment-seat ; and, led on by hope, and fuith, and
charity, ho has not found a desert haunt of carth—
one human soul unvisited by God.

A woman, ninny years pursucd by an unrelenting
fate, by the overhanging dread of poverty, that is
tho direst phantoin to o seusitive nature, at last re-
turned to her native place, weary and discouraged
with long continued Lattling agninst the.world. A
timid hopo struggled in her bosoin—perhaps the
friends of her jyouth, the companions of her better
fortunes, would befriend her—so on she walked, fuot-
sore and weary, faintly hoping, dreading more,
They received her with scorn and indifference,
many of her early friends; others bent towards her
with condescending pity, and & wmock deference.
Others, again, who could give naught else, gave tenrs
and blessings; and llda’s heart grew faint and fainter
still. Thero was one, who, in lter “golden days of
fame and homage, had tendered her fondest friend-
ship, and vowed eternal truth, To ber, poor 1lla
hastened in her travel-soiled gurm‘enté, and, tremb-
Nug, hopefully, she gave her name.  But she waited
vainly “for the fond caresses, the winning tones of
«other days ; her arms opened bot to receive tho weary
wanderer; there was no welcome given, no word of
kindness spoken, and sorrowfully, silently, despair-
ingly, llda crept away, and fled to the deep, dark
woods, and hid her head amid the tangled grass, and
wept and prayed nloud,  So deeply absorbed was she,
that the coming step was unheard, the soft hand un-
felt that touched her shoulder 8o bescechingly ; but
when a remembeored voice struck her ear, awakening
a liost of memories, she started to her feet, and eried
alotd for joy:

*“ You here, dear James! liow- changed, .how mauly
and noble-looking! and 1 left you a chxld but your
voice—it is you, dear James .’

be i one land—in one eternal realia,

{ sorb those denser, grosser properties,-which man is

¥ife Qufclll‘tl

Communicated from the Spirit World“‘ to a Lady of
Boaton.

[Through the Medlunuhlp or Mre. J. 8. Adams.] : *

PART FIFTEENTH,

The physical being is only kept alive by the power
of the spirit.  Let the mind beeomo negative to dis-
case, and the body decays and grows sickly. But
‘keep the spirit positive, and we lever need fear any
physical ailment. Physical discuses in tho past
have -been  like splrltunl errors.  The former havo
needed the systefu of quackery, and stronger ano-
dinges, to meet their nature, ny remedies, 8o man’s e
spiritual nature, unrefined in its conceptions, has.
needed this long discipline of doctnnu, creeds, nnd
pricsterafts,
But we, who-have comne forth to Lhc light, now sce
that we mo longer need for bodily njlments these
crude remedigs, any more than the spirit needs for
its disenses those rough doctrines of death and en.
nihilation—consequently a new and refined system
of healing power has sprung up among you, termed
lomeopathic. This remedy, ns you will readily see,
will not do for the majority-of mankind, for their :
8pirits are'not. enough refined to aceept those softer »"'_'g 5
remedies.  While the spirit of man is groveling in A
the doetrines of ctcrn.ll misery, mnl living in the
narrow confines of priesteraft, Lis buly, of course,
is like that spirit—gross, material, nnd untefined—
and ho will need the remedial agents of alupathy to
affeet his grosser nature. Just in praportion as tho
spirit of wan grows high and intelicetual, just so
far as Le feeds tho materinl upon these finer pro-
ductions of earth, just in proportion will the hody
beeome refined, eleetrieal, wore subtle, and a shorter
period of time will it take for this organic matter
to decompose.  Then, as a matter of neegssity, we |
shall not have this grosser form ot denth that we
now have, The spirit will pass ont with the small.
est perceptible ehange,  The little refized material
of nature around it will suddenly dissolve its ele-
ments. Then what shall we have? Why, no more
partings ; no more farewells ringing through the
air; no more sad notes fur the dead and dying,
Bug oh, we sball pass ou so bedutifully ; we shall all

The uatural body of man being now composed of
all the constituent elements which compore your
globe, and being made of more density, you ean rea-
dily see Liow much more marked and chauged is the
present condition of death, from what the future
will be, when we have nurtured the material frame
upon fruity, aud the finer productions of carth,

Tho animal race are now coming furward to ab-

throwing off, and, while throwing off, we are absorb.
ing finer spirit properties into our beings.  Man has
fed too much upon the animal food. (But I will
take up this point at another time, for | cannot, from
some cause, elucidate it clearly now.)

I will speak of a little truth in connection with
the divenses and remedies of maukind,  While man
has lived in n gross state, feeding wpon the animal
amd vegetable kingdom, the remedies for diseaso to
which he wag subjected, had to-be Irowm the same

« Yes, it is I, dear 1lda ! dear benefaciress of the
past. Come home with-ine; you shnll have shelter,
and a happy home; the poor forsuken child you ted
and clothed, is now a prospervus man. Come home
with me, dear Lda, away from fulse friends, and
from all sorrows. Come

The weary wanderer followed, ayd found a home
of peace, and love, and gratituds in one human heart.
She had enst her bread npon the waters, and after
many days it had ‘returned to her, a fund of love
and joy—an offering of gratitude.

« Sing, oh sing joyfully! for we are bearing home
o pure soul to. it kindred spirits; and as yet, vn-
conscious of its glorious destiny, it knows not of the
immortal vestment adorning it with so much beauty,

|8ing, angels, sing! behold the’ attendant group of

Charities, the smiling fuces of the heavenly, self-
demials, the lightly tripping fect of good actions.
lark ! the musical whisperings of hallowed aspira-
tions, the lyre tones of pocsy, the refraing of love and
peace.  See there thelife seroll unrolied —how bright,
how nzure-tinted ; shaded, it is true, with Borrow’s
clouds, and the mists of tears; but oh, how bright
with Faith and llope! Sing, spirits! sing for joy,
for a glorious lome awaits; d.kindred band rejoices
in the coming of this greut and lowly one from
carth !’ '

Thus, sang melodiously the beautiful sttendant
nngdlso)&ho spirit-life, and the summoner Death stood
radiantij.gmiling there, with pure-white roses in his
golden hair, and love and pity in his deep blue cyes.
Aroun®’the couch they mourned not, for she that
had departed held among carth's daughters no high
position for wealth, or fame, or beauty, But the
angels sang rejoicingly ; ono bore Leforo the awak.
cuing spirit of the now immortal, the starry crown
of victory, wherewith regally to crown her-teium. .
Lphant Lrow ; another bore tho hallowed palm-branch,
Tud-a-smiling ~eherub-the-lily-staff ;-and-from-the~
assembled, holy multitude broke afresh the rejoicing
Lymnn, and far and loud-was echoed the glad refrain:
o F'reed spirit, welcome home.”

October 5, 1858,

Writton Tor tho Lannor of Light,
L S— - AL 0 NEI

,‘ / r nnm. '

OhI do nol. lcnmmo snd (leserted lonol\—
Mo, whom 80 olten you havo ealled your own ; 1
Glveo. nlo my rcstlng-plnco onco moro upon your bosom X—'
© 0 whisper,only s -,
“ Mine—mino alono ' -

My dnye aro all aliko now, dark and dreary ;
" Ysicken liko as one In hopeless utrif | i
Lut mo not perish In your slght; delny not—I am very’
weary—
~ You hold my lifo !

- Oh, hear ma'oro oo late ! Time over flying
Brings not again tho momont scorned or logt; -
Hiavo morey ! 'tis o breaking heart that plends Its chnngoloaa
and undylng,
lts deathjess lovo!

Frowurd no moro: my conquored soul Is praylng
To fold Its drooplug winjs and be at resb— .
For you It yearns--como relizn whire you arg mns(or. no
moro Willful stmylm,.
, 1 shall be ‘blost!

How moek and chianged, lot those palo 1ps assure you ;
< Thon sovthu thig fearful firo within my braln;
on, phy o i—ay, ovoﬁ a8 you hope for morey, I conjure yOu._
’ leo mo ny n.sl.hlg-q\noo upon your honrt ngulul

Lurz’s Woor.—Wo are woaving o.t. the loom ot‘
Timo tho warp is our prinolples nnd motlvos : tho
ﬁlllng our nctions 3 and when the woof isﬂnlshcd, wo

B shnll be olothed forever \mb gnrments mndo from it,

¢

" him, he will continue to require remesties from-the

| press: it, we call them finer disenses,
lin the gross forms which have clmnictcn/ed them ‘ . ,_j
-"lin the past, but yet disense holding . hkc relation -
~..|'to the physical condition of miiu?

But to him who leﬂccts, it will show that our heaven

| ent xow thnt decides whether we are happy or not, N

’ gem(\l beams, _ Then, in the nbstract, nre we not nll'

organs of existence with which e had nourished
himself—the mineral and bLotanic.  Now, g he pro-
gresses, hie feeds ypon the fruits—the finer produc.
tions of the planet—and when disease comes upon

same order of existence upou which he feeds,

Perhnps there is no better clucidation of spheres
than this une view of the different conditions of
absorption. I woull not recommend any ane sud-
denly to break off from partaking of aniwal food.
Man eannot—for certain properties of his material
frame crave the animal, until it kne thrown off its
grosser particles. And hgw does: the spirit throw
ofl its grosser particles of matter, save from the re-
finement and cultivationof the iutellect? We all
know from obscrvation, that where there is a super-
abundanee of t.hought there is less er mn'r for food.
The brain is positive to the physical nature, so it is
not possible that one cluss of’ H.lellL: will do for
all men

M:m_) persons are too gross—too un-usceptible for
spirits to administer to their diseases. The laying-
on of hands woull not affeet them, becausc they are
wanting in epirit-refinement.  There are many me-
diums developed among you, through whom  spirit-
physicians of the oll practice are constantly work-

N

ing. It is well for some, and not well fur others, to 1
be under that treatment, g i
You have often, perhaps, in your life, felt a sudden .l

pain or weakuess, By coming in contact with cer-
tain individuals, you have been suddenly revived—
the pain almost gone. 11o'w your spirit. must havo ]
imbibed from them the positive power, which en- -
nbled you to make the disense n negative—and you ,
felt it less—or no more. But to presume in the !
other spliere there is no more pain, no more disease, ‘
ig.n fallible supposition, and will nbt bear an argu- :
ment, when we come to go into the details of that !
otherJife, its.ocoupations..and Jabors, i1 ~100K b
back in the past, and take n'long survey of diseases, |
we shall see that fifty years ago there were harder, “
grosses fevers, and pestilence was luore prevalent,
l\ow, while thie age of intellect is in chuldnnce, we
sec more diseases of the nerves,. I we may so ex-
. Then what -
may we not look'for in_the future but dxseuscs—noh

"I'hese 1deas may not,sound soofhing to the mass
of minds who hn\'o looked for 4 heaven hereafter.

will be forever in the soul—that it is- the ever pres-

Ask a spirit if he is happy in his \\'orld' You may
as well propound tho question to a mortal ou your
carth, Out of kindness, consideration and love, he
will almost invariably answer ©Yes!” that being 3
the’ ensiest mode of entisfuction. Dut to sny he i ’ .
ever happy, with no perplexities, no cares, would beo '
equivalent to a state of cternal perfection, which, -

‘I whon arriyed at, if ‘it were pogsible, would produco
|a satiety—n wenkness i in the soul,

But, thank God,
it cau never Le; for we grow on sorrow, on pains,
on cnres. “Qut of durkness the spirit produces its
bnghtest beauties, evep ns the sweetest flowers grow
in tho deep, deep’ shade, whero' no suuhght, thds its . B

onoi—ono- glorfous” group—one world of love - -com- .

mingled? It is tho grosser form of donth that =

makes man. Took upon lfs frfend ns’" doparted,” be- - ,

enuse the eye of- the spint looks no mioro through .
the little vestibule'of clay.” Wo onn 'look now only S

,through o.giuss dnrkly soon°wo shall seo fncw
L ar “‘ :



















