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TO MY MOTHER

BY J. HOLLIN M. BQUIRE.’

Though far from theo and tiose I loye. dear mother,
A trunut from thy side and long away,

How brut mny plensure, deep my joy, nono other
Can fil thy place or absence debt repay.

The great world, raled by sclfishness and fashion,
Hlowever true fts translent friendships prove,

Can never yleld that pure, that holy passion,
Tracud in-a father's care or mother's leveo,

My path lias lain through scenes of prln aud pleasure,
Been hiessed by social joy, by nature's giee,
And yet I have no single hour to treasure
Thut aguais any I have spent with thee.
And though the Joys of life may fudo jn socrow,
And shudows cross my path where'er I roan,
From out the Past o solaco sweet 1 '11 borrow,
Aud walk the Futuro by the light of homne,

Whero sunset, in Its dying hour of splendor,
Wenves skelns of light sithin thre ornnge grove,
1°'ve watched tho smiling face, thoe look so teuder,
Whiclt mare than worda bespeak the weslth of love.
I've lingerud where the waves from out ola ocean
Rolled up the pebbly shore and kiss'd our feet,
Aud listened w love's talo of duep devolion;
One word of thine were fur more dear, nore sweet,

-

But I 'm returnluyg now to that affection,
W hich all thy life thou hast bestowed on me;
Ono amiile of thine will soutle my past dejectlon,
And 1 be erowned fiom thine own sympathy,
How rich tho Lalin a muther's care bestowing,
Let angels sing who tune tholr harps above;
It Hves for ayo bright, beaytiful and glewiog,
As onue vich link in God's great chaln of love,
CINCINNATL O Aug. lrl..

\\ lllleu l'or lhu Bunnor of Light,

"ROGKY NGGK g

A TALE FOR THE TIMES.

—_—
DY MR8, ANN E.

PORTER.

Every pure ard sorionely- x|i~|\osod mind must Mknn\\l-
Cm that warriage is of G wl. It is one of the divine nrrango-
ments, 8 sweel und sthint harmonizer of the many dlscondunt
clements thal eutor lnto the conditions of our existonce.'

CIHAPTER V-—Com.\'ux-:o.

« It was o clear night in Bummer; the ship was
heided southward with the breeze, and the moon,
rising large on our larboard bow. ¢8nil, ho!’ eried
the sailov on the foreyard, *Where awny? sung
out the Captain.
She was less than a mile from tho *Silver Afrow,’
and they could sce her sharp, Wlack bows dip into
the water, and rise ngain.  Well, unclo Mark took &
good look at Ler through his- glass, and I remember
his deseription, word for word, ¢ I averhauled” her

" well, for though she hoisted the American fing, T had
my suspicioy§ by the, cut of her jib—a beautiful,
long z:choonor model bhe was, with sharp bows, and
n fine ensy ren.bull, from stem to stern, but dread:
fully dirty, and gpoiled with top bulwarks, nsif they
mneant to nml\e her look as clumey as possible. She
was paiuted a Tiglit color, with o red streak Jround
lier hull, but she had no port-holes, or they were
closed. The Captain, being a little suspicious, crowd-

C e

ed sail and tried to get out. of her way, but she was |

schooner rigged, and built for speed, and was soon
within spenking distance.’” Captain Mark hailed

them, and (hcy, in return, domanded tho name of his|

vessel.  Tho Captain of the schooner was a tall, com-
mnndmg-lookmg man, and walked his deck like a
pringe. © When tho answer camo; *Silver Arrow,’
‘Mark Reed, from Massachusetts, bound for home”

« Ay, ny! all right-—schooner Esperance, Fernando |

Qumez—Ifrom lavana to Operto, for wines,”’

#The deuce?  What do you, sail under American
golors for?” qutmn Mark was abont to reply, but,
tooking up, he saw the Spanish flug fiying from his
niast-hend, and rubbed his cyes, wondering if he
could havo been go much deceived. Cuptain Gamez |
_invited Captain } Mark on board his vessel, and the

“jnvitation was accepted, nnd tliey-parted~ friends:
¢ But for all that,’ said Mark, ‘I'know she was &
pirate. She whs full' of men, well armed, and had
her port holes closed” T'rue enough, she wus, and
was captured by o Dritish "yessel soon nfu:rwnrds,
and proved boyond.a doubt that she was rigged out
for that special purposo. But tho gallant Captain,
who was so polite to Uncle Mark, cscaped in asboat,
:and, for o.ught we knitw, is on the lngh sens now, fol-
lowmg lus professlon.”

o What mado him.go kind to Uncle \Inrk 44
. #That :stho punlo Captain \Inrk had o largo
quuntlty of specie, on bon.rd—-Sp'tmsh doubloons—
and a valuable cargo; and ho says it puzzles him to
this day, how he got off B0 enmly ; but Aunt Murtlm
folds her lm.nds and snys—-*I know, my dear, it wos
in auswer to-prayor’ Bhe keeps: & journal, and is
very correct in her dates. ¢ Why, caly. think, it was
" on Fnday, Sept. 18, 18—, & day of fasting and
prayer st apart by ouv chureh, to pray for sailors;
and, husband, you nud your vessol were speqml sub-
Jects of prayer.!”

« How strong is Aunt Martha's trust in God l”
suid. “If one could-but-havo her foith, how beau.
tiful would life'he] No porp]cxmcs annoy her-ng
trinls mar ler” ponce—heonuse. she fools thn.t God
orders overy evént for good,” ——+*C--.

Uiy,

Mnrk and Aunt Martha realizs;ivhap- poets call thy

s Broad nheum, was the replv\

T

—sho is ulmost, nunhke in her qmet, gentle wnys ;
but they nro one in heart.”

u Why John, my teacher in chemistry used to tell
me thp,t kpposxtes combme-—perhnps it js so iu the
maryied life.””

1 think it often is, Do you 'go/to Barberry Lane

| to-dny 7 .

“Yes; I .go every day now, to practise. Mr
Blake has given me gome miusie to learn—some of
the sweetest songs I have ever seen. What o finé
voice he has; and if you could only hear him read
poetry, you would bo charmed !”

#When do you hear hime?”

# Ol often, in -tho afternoon when I am sewing,
I tako my work into Mrs. Scott’s room ; and yester-
day it was go mild that I went out in the arbor,
and he came thero Witl’ a. book, and read to me ex-
tracts from a long poem-he only read parts, but it
was delicious musio'to hear him read ; and then the
poem itself—it wns about the sen, and of a lone isle
where two fond lovers lived and died. There was a
fine description of a shipwreek in it, commenciu"ﬁ—

T was twilight, and the sunless day went down™ !
Over the wasto of waters.

I hope he will Yead more to day.”
John smiled. * Well, Anna, if you enjoy poctry 1
am glad; but I like itvuly in small quantities—a

precious little at-a time ; and how any one ean read

ten ‘pages of it, passes my-comprehensiou. There
are o fow simple songs that I love very much; and
some of my mother's favoritc hymns are very pre:
ofous to mo. We will go down to Aunt Martha’s
Sunday evenlng, and sing them with her, * When 1
can read my title clear,’ and ¢ Once on the raging
seas I rode ;" and these, which she used to sing to n
very ancient tune on Sunday evenings, when 1 sat
on & little stool eating my bread and milk—

*We're murching throygh Imn;unuel‘a land,

To fufrer worlds un high.'* .

“That is msold as the hills. Uncle Mark and
Aunt Marthi ‘often slng it together; but you shall
have it, John. Let me see—to-day is Friday. 1
aill practico Mr. Blake's pieces to day, and to-mor-
row [ will hunt up alt the antiquities in Uncle
Mark’s gld.singing book Are you very busy to-
dny o'

“ Yes; quite hurried—getting off a lond, to send
by o coaster to Boston. I'll take tea by myself;
never fenr I get along nicely, for I notice you are
always. sure to prepare & very nice ‘supper for me
when I aun left alone. 1 love to think of you with
Aunt Martha.”

The dear, good woman was waiting for me. She
had her own little work-table rnd sewiug chair near
tho pizno. I played and sung at first some old, tu-
miliar pieces, and then { took out the heets of musio
given me by Mr. Burr. They were new, and some-
what difficulteerTTor an hour or more 1 praoticed
upon the notes of one, without the words. It was
that exquisite song of Moore’s—-

«1 saw froni thwaach, when the mernlng was shinlug,
A Litrk o'er the waters move gloriously ou."

Aunt Martha ljstened very attentively; not a
word, I think, escaped her, and as I sung the Inst
verso she drew nearer to mo. i
# 0Oh, who would not welcome that moment's returning,

When passlon firet waked o new Iifo thro! his frame,

And his soul, like tho wood that grows precious in burulng.

Guve out all lts sweots to love's exqulslte flamne.

She took up my music, and oxamined it very caro-
fully, sheot by sheet.

. That is by Moore,” she said—+ Iitee is another of
bls—nnd hiere ono of Byron’s. Anna who gave you
this music ?”

% Mr. Blake—Sidney Blake—May’s hnsband you
know.”

% Yes, I know there is such o person, but I have
novor seen him, Is he staying here ? RS

# QOnly for a littlo while. I wish you could seo
him, Auntie, e is tho handsomest mau I ever saw,
and very acoomplished. Ife can play on the plano
oand flute, and his voice is very rich and musical.
"You TRust eatHimrrend poetry-John-eanit-appres~
ciate it, bocause he don't like“poctry, but you would.
Such o trent as it was yosterday to hear him read
parts of a-long poem.” - '
* «\What was the poem, Annio ?”

nemed Haideo—aud now how sweotly the lust lines
linger in my ear— e
 “wNoonols Lhore fo show—no wnrne to say
i What was; no-dirge ekcopt thio bhollow sens ™ =
* Moutns o'er tho boauty of the Cyeludes,”
Aunt Martha leoked very grave; agnin she ex-
‘amined my musi¢, and laying it one side, said—
wLet us go out in tho garden, Anna, and after teu.
will you play some of Murk’s fiivorite tunes ?”
wYos indeed, Auntlo whero do you supposo ho‘_
is?™ |
" Hm yvessel was spoken a fow dnys since, all well
~but just think, Anpa, ho,will not be at home -
spring. . ‘It will be a long winter'to mo. 1 ‘
~ T thought | how long it would seem to me to_ live &
wholo winter without John, and I eould not sny muoh
to Gomfort Aunt Martha, I sang all Uncle’s favorite -
.songs, and sho sang with me, her low, sweet voico -
rather trémulous, but full of- feehng We sat tnlklng
till twilight gntherod round us, * Aunt Martha went
‘with mo to the corner of tho lano, and Ithought tlmt

o

peatiug evory minute to seo lum./‘ But ho did not ap-’

*w-somotimes, think,” suid Jolm. " thnt (;aptui?;!ohn would cowe:to.meet me, and I’ walked cn, ex-

truo marringe, and yet how ‘uBlike they are. Ho i
Impulsive, hnsty—full of inimal lifo and' gpirits; o
* gonuine saflor—rather mugh—but with o heart ' ns
~—n8—yes, Pl sy it, for it expresse whnt I meun
—n8 big a8 o whale.” o
. Hathal John, you are ongmnl.” AT
o Aunt Mn.rehq i just the roverse of tlua piceure

pear, and I was sorry then that I had not gone round
by the storo, and , I slnckoned ‘my pace, expecting
overy minute to hear Lis short, quick step behind me,
But not u. .eolitary traveler did I 'meet, nor did ono

| pass me.” I went i at tho side gite and ‘along the

“* |'narrow path that led directly, to -our little hitohon, |

,lhere gsat John by the zable whore he had men hlﬂ

ol' !/

‘ by soil from the garden.
grape-vine had flung itself, and hung in graceful

snpper—and near him in my low chmr—-\lnr)
Blake! 'They were very inuch absorbed in‘their con.
versntlon, whitever it was, and -there ‘was a deep’
flush on Mary's cheek, just ad I'hnd seen once
before when I thought she had been weeping,

John started when he saw me, and’turned to the
clock, “Why, Anna, [ lm.d no idea lt was so late. I
intended to Liave met you.” b

« I had no trouble in coming nlone,"l replied.

«T am to blame for detaining "him,” said Mury.
%] hopo you will excuso me, but’ T saw your kitchen
door open, and T thought I would run in and have a
chat with my brother John. o i8 such a husy man
now-a-dnys that I have scarccly: spoken with hjm
slnce 1 camo homc.”

There was sweetness and delioasy in her manner
that should have disarmed all jen{ouéy. Only the
dny before wo had sat together in the arbot listening
to Siduey’s reading, and she had excised lierself” un
the plea-of headache, and left me to enjoy the poem
with the reader.

Ever since she cnmo, she had been gentle andkind
to me. Sometimes I thought she sought ‘y* conﬂ
dence and love ; but I avoided her. 1t scemed hs If
her beauty and the richness of her dress builv'a high
{ wall between us ; that was not it. The real secret
lny iu the little bitter sced which Luoy had so cure-
lessly flung into my heart. ot

I replied to her remark coldly thas I- tho\rght Jolm
«almost to devoted to business, and wishicd he-hnd
nore time for the scicty of latied™ @' ¢ ¢ .

“ But he was never much of a lady’s thdn-—g shock-
ing beau, we used to think, sometimes, for he would
forget an invitation to a party or a walk if‘busincss
way pressing,”’ she replied.

* [le has not been very forgetful' sindd our mar
ringe,” 1 suid.

“ Ay, Ay, Anna, you have been marrled only o fe

" | months—wait awhile.”

This was said playfully, and nhould have been
taken so, but I was not in the mood.” S Wait akhile!”
it sunk into my heatt like lead. 1 ittle thought how
short a time I would have to wmh'

I have spuken of the arbor. T will here deseribe
it Ihave said that the  rocks 3“'0 on the borth
side of the house, ahd that we n*obﬁlefﬂb them from
the foot of tho garden. Of course: the slope was
southward, @and John, who if he did not like to read
poetry, had a great deal of plain, practical, common-

{sense poetry in his hend .and hand, had conceived the

iden of couverting this slope into- i’ tasteful little
vineyard. He had sucoeeded admirably, and this
sumer he liad ‘construsted o trellis walk lcudlug to
a little summer house upon the recks. 1t was a

to nature a8 much ag possible.
grew on the epot were trained over the roof, and so
arranged as to shade the smooth rocks that forwed
the seats. There were one of twa trees, onks which
had been carefully guarded, and the roots enriched
Upon one of these n frost

festoons from the branches. 1t was uotw loaded with
ripefruit. Aunt Martha had told me that they made
o most delicious jelly to cat withrronst meat, and I

| determined to secure them that very Saturday after-

noon. It was o bright October dny—one of those days
which make you think of beaven—~the sky was blue,
the air soft, and filled with fragrance, and the woods |,
glorious as kings in royal apparel I had told John
that I should go to Aunt Martha's nnd- practico
awhile, but would bo at hotne to tea. "I had forgot-

he did by tho garden way, ns was customary with
him to pick an apple or & flower, 1 remembered it
and concluded to defor my. practising till afiernoon.
I put on my sunbonnet and with my basket ju hand
walked werrily aleng the “trellised path, and think-
ing ns I gazed at the vines now qrooping with the

first frosts of Autwminn, how mudi taste John had
displayed * When we get rich fnough to have a
cottage of our own,” I suid to nyielf,  how prettily

| we must not stay here.

TWO DOLLARS PER YEAR,
PAYABLL IN ADVANCE,

“Qh, John. I lmve told you all—to whom else
could T go? With us it must be a secret, hidden as
if our hearts were graves,”

I made o effort to rise, then; I Iny like ope petri-
fied—turned to stone—yes, thus my body luy ; but
my heart, oh, my poor heart! it was in agony, as if
suddenly pierced through and through. Iow I wuit-

Lcd for the answer? My breath was suspended, and

my nerves of hearing roused to their greatest power.
John was always slow and cautious in speaking, but
it camo at lnst—that reply—Iloud enough nnd elear
enough, and, simple as it was, made that poor,
wounded heart quiver again in its pin.

«I will never ‘betray your secret, Mury-—ncvcr’
you know e too well for that.”

“Oh, John, what should I doif I had not -your
frlcndshlp——)our noble heart to trust in now! Here,
take them, Jolm “but concepl themn cnrcfully for my-
dake.”

1t \vould seem that she handed him somcthmg—l
could not 'see where 1 lay, and I dared not move;
but I heard John say: “This is very valuable, \lury
‘This watch” is' st in “diamonds, did you know it?
They are genuine diamonds, too,--tto mlstuko ubcut
lt Moe oo, Y P

Yy e, Jolm I suppose they are,and 1 am' glad’
thiey nrie so valuable ; the ring, you Will ohserve, Ling
-{a.larger dinmond than auy in the wateh.”

* «This must be very valyable, Mary.”
« «T1 suppose so, John; so much the better, *
Whert. is Anna 2

But

“ At Aunt Martha's.”

~ Do you know that S)dney mlmires her very
.much ?” :
* W No——docs he? I did not once think of her bemg
attracuvc to Lim, or that Anna would’ fn.nc) Lis
st)lc * It iy merely to while away tinie,'I fancy, that
ug reads to her, and practises with Ler.”

* Mer* of his peculiar’ temperamont like to be
viewed'with awe and admiration; and such, I think
lie believes, are Anna's feelmgs She is not' sus.
picious, is she 2
 *Not in"the least: ~She is open as the d'\y herself,
and does not read chardgeter very profoundly.”

" These words were snid as John loft the arbor,
of his footsteps. Mary remained awhile, und |

It was strange that 1 could not weep;, my cyes
were dry, my throat was parched, my head throbbed
violently, and, for a few minutes, a fever secemed
consuming me; then I was cold, deathly cold, nud-
shivered as if it were mid-winter. -1 heard Mary

ten about my jelly then, and after he went out, which {-

leave the arbor, and saw her go down the Lill. In

rustie place, full of wild beauty, for he had left things |a few minutes 1 followed bet, and going to my oww
The wild vines that {chamber, I darkened the windows, and flung myself
{upou the bed.
‘tried to stop thinking,
;actied almost to bursting.
‘even those would Liave been n retief.

[ buried my bead in the pillow, and
but my head throbbed afid
I could not shed tears—

" CHAPTER VI
While I lay there, longing to sleep awhile and for-
get forever the last hour, I heard Luey’s step in the
rooms below, as if lookmg for me; the parlor, the
sitting-room, the gardeh, wero all searched. *
«Mrs., John! Mrs. Johu! oh, Mrs, John, where
are you ?” and then she came ﬂylun up-stairs, sing
ing, » Mrs, John 7' :
# O, what shall I do,
If Iecan't find you;

Aunt Martha will cry,
Aud so shall 1"

Ilow it grated.on my ears, and how I drended the

'knook nt my door! I looked round-—there was no{ .
rescape. Iinock she did, but I made no response.

This did not satisfy her, and she opened the door-
{very gently and omme in. The room was dark, but
the persevering ohild came to the bed,

# Ay ! here you are; it is too bad to disturb you,

'but Aunt Myrtha has sent o note, aud Joseph is

(waiting at zho door with the chaise,”

NO

Good by, dnr]mg I shnll/see your fathor, of course,
and ean have the plensurc of telling him how happily
you aud John live at Rocky Nook. John will se
my dividends at the bank, due next wéek, and.éend
them to me, and of course he wiil forward any letters |
from the captain. John is always prompt and kind.
1t i« delightful, Anug, that you have & hushand on.
whom I ean lean with so much coufidence—-in whom-
1 ean place such Implicit trust.® '
I turned-away, and tried to scem busy with. Aunt
Martha’s traveling-bag, but 1 felt that | was suffos
cating, and that tears must flow. Fortunately the
earringe camne, and Aunt Martha kissed me tenderly,
and her parting * God bless you; my child—may it
ere you will know the snduess of parting .
0se you love " brought down the tears that 1
tried to re"tr'un How glad [ was to shut the

" Towards evening I went down to attend to some
little  Lusiness preparatory to leaving the bouge,
when, happening to cast my eyes out of the window,
T #aw John coming in the chaise to feteh me. He.
was at the hend of the lane, but [ knew “Old -
Whitey,” and John's rapid driving. It was the work
of - moment to unlock the side door, turn the key
again on the outside, ani run up the path to * Pros-
peet Ruek,” and from thence across a wood lot and
ﬂehllhy.n path whith would lead me home. 1 could

not ride with John just then; perhaps [ should be:

calmer in & day or two.

" But I was strangely calm after I got home. My
tears scem to have washed aws \y?l)e foam and debris
of my first violent passion, and though 1 felt the
storm raging within, [ had. more control of i —Very
quietly 1 prepared ten, nid more like a statue than
wmy living self, 1 sat .and poured it for.John. He
Lhou"Tn 1 way fecling snd, hecause of my aunt’s sick-
ness--an aunt 1 bad *seen but few n@eu in my life,
dnd who, wholly sLsorbed in . lier opn. lnrge family,
had little interest in her brother's children.  After

hurrying down'the hill, as I could hear by the souund |-

thought I beard heavy sobs, a8 if she were weeping,

ten, Johy went §tgo the parlor, taking w little trank,
whidh he vsually brought froni the.store with valya-
ble papers and money in it, aud kept over uight in °
our slosping-room. My heart gave o leap, when L .
heard him unlock -and lock that trunk, plecing the
~key in Lis vest-pocket. N

The-next dny was Sunday, and 1 told John 1 should
not gd to church.

“Then I'll stay at home aml read to you We will
have a fine time with the ¢ Life of Lhuhmrs,' it mll
be quite a treat.”

"..%No, John; Ido not ‘wantto bear Lhnlmers to-
day. 1have a headache, xu»«l—l—um going to'darken
the room and lie duwn,”

“That is right, Anna; nothmg is 8o good for o
headache as perfeet qaict.. 1°H (Bo right-gway and
put up thosc green shades in our roont. Those white
curtiing and blinds do not dar k_a,\ it cpough when
one has a headache,” and away he ran up stairs, [
washed the dishes while he was gone ; “but. when-he-
came back and found a D g’ it my hand, he took

it ﬁom e, and skl teuderly 0¥

“Go right away aud lid down.
for you.” ’

I found it cool and dark. The bed was madg, and
additional pillows for my lead ; while un the little
stand, within reach, were my cologne und emnphor
bottles.

# Oh, John! did you think all
Leart-nche ¢—but I mistake ; j/ou
my heart does ache.

The voom is ready

is could cure the
not know that-
SAnna does ngt read character

T very profoundly ' You will find out, perhaps,

well she can read it,”” [ suid to l|1y~elf

An _ hour afterwards he cnme' qlto the chamber to -
dress for church, when, in uu.ord'mce with his usual
‘neat habits, he foldel bhis vest ‘and laid it in his

| drawer, | watched to sée if lie took uway the koy of

his trunk, No;it was left in the drawer, 1do not
knoew as Lshould have put the vesolve then formed
into excoution, had 1.not looked ont of the window &

., -{the el t Mr, Blake,
# T don’t know, but it was about & Moorish girl - tho clegant Mr. Dlke

| —but then ho has such whis

have, aud what pleasuro I shall fike in helping him
about tho flower-beds!  Yes, Jolin is a noble hus-
band, I think after all I wouldp't chango him for

me_ Sydupy don’t look guite so bohdsome ns ho' did;
.gometimes there is a fierce expfession in his - eyes
that almost-makes mo shudder, T noticed it thiy
morning when he sat tnlkmg witk John about elavery. -
John {s anti-slavery, and his.arguments ‘ wero very
strong, Igthought, thougli he nlked mlldly. But
S)dney s brow lowwered as if 2 tjunder-cloud shaded
‘it, and he roso up ‘and flung his pigar asule, aud a

[great, round onth escaped him. (How g cursed tho

abolitlonists !

John sat, oalm’ as o clock, tad- never yielded &
huir’s breadth, Sydney’s look slmost frightened me
ers, and walks with
bne’of o thousnndl
e, and {hat ho was
he i3 my own kind;
likes him—father,
fthia, and they have

such o grand nir—ah, yes, he's

1 wish John’s hair was dork
an inch talier—but, never mind
prcogous husband,  Everybody,
and Unclo Mark, and Aunt M
known him from a boy. *“Waitinwhilo!”—what did
that hn.ught,y beauty mean? T1 fling her words
away, and I made o mouon as il I had ﬂung thom
Anto the little brook ncar mo. [When I.oamo to the
grapes, L@nz down i in one of thyliftlo shadel seats
to ‘rest, and, being werm and lived, think I must

| have fallen. aslecp for o fow oments, for I was

was ompletely hlddon from viep in tho spot whcm
1 sat, and chlnklng it wrongto sten; was. rising to'
Jeave, when Y honrd- & voice,

Mnry B, saying—

wnl{:t;ned by somg’ ono talking [nside tho drbor. I

- .

he will arrange the garden, Wht{ nice frait™lie Wil

vow I t¥ink of it, it seetu to |

She threw open' the biind that Tight see {6 read’
The light annoyed me~-I thought I never wanted to
see the light of day again. Bat Aunt Martha’s mes-
sazc must bo attended to: ’ '

#Dean ANNA—-I havo just heard that my only
sigter, your Aunt Lyman, is very ill, and nenr to
death, T'must go to her to-day. Come back wnth
Joseply, if - you ean.” L

There wa 1o time to be lost, 1 rose, b but I was so
faint that 1 found it difficalt to stand. \I(lushed
cold water upou my face and head, aud asked Luey
to bring me o glass of fced water. It was well for:
me that AuntMartha was busy, otherwiso she would’
have wondered at my strango npponrunoe. There
was 1o bustle about her—there ever was—but her
heart was full of sorrow, X

#Qh, Anna, only think how God has blessed feo!
For twenty years Lhuve not buried o near .relation.
Twenty yearsIlaid my first-born, my baby boy, in
the grave, and sinco then God has permmed mo to
rejoice in wmy fnends I feel thattny sister must dio
—from what thoy write, there is no Lope, and I havo
n strange, sad fecling timt I am now at-an age when
I must look for my fricnds to fall nround' me, 8
léaves in nutumn but I lmd though& to full among
the first.” .

o 1% Aunt Lyman older than yourself, Aunt m:

healthy, while X .have beon Lound ‘to -ife. but by
slender thread, -There, dear, that i8 dice you have
foldeil that dress vory ncably i npw, If you will pack
my enps, I shall’ be ready.. You'must not expeot me
for some wepks 3 hore i3 the koy of the house, as you
wilt noed to prnotise. Sond whot cake and ples fire’

"in tho house’ L Joseph ta widow Long, at the cazuer,

2

« Yes, clnl«l but she hos- always ‘been roBust and.

churel, -

Luoy hiad gone to Suuday-school, and there were
only Mr.and Mrs, Scott antJohu und Mary, Mr.
Blake never attended ‘church, The old people were a
“staid, plénsant looking couplo in hrondoloth and black

satin, But how supertly Mary looked in her moiro-

+ - anlique, and her fashionable bat! Her dark brown

ourls mingled-with ‘the lyee and tlowers, while tho .

in artificial benuty. John was with them,” Ho of .
fered his arm to Mary, and they walked on slow\y, .

.. "In every trouble turn to God, and not to any-

man creature,” Aunt’ Martha used to say. B&bnll
that long, dreary Suuday 1 do not now remewbor o8
Lonco tlhoughtof God. 1 was struggling u deep
waters, but clouds and darkness were - around o,
and Tdid not look up to see if thero was ona ray of
light—ono blue spot in the North. * When.tira house
was still, I rose, and with my iips pressod. fixmly to-
gether, but with limbs that trémbled like those of an -
old man, openul the drawer and took. ont the koy
of the littlo trunk. I hesitated a second—but one
second—-—tl;en with & quick, sudden motion, 1 turned
tho key o.nd raised the lid. A large. aud Jheautiful

1 jewel, bpx lny before my eyos;near, it was a gold

—watal, enclreled by diamonds, and:ntfached to o chain
of rar¢ wigkmanship, Near It.in.a tiny box Uned
with, pm*sntm, was & ripg with o Iprgo diamond
that shono In that dark roqm for o moment ko n .
lmllmnt star, - © .
+u-Ab, mol” T pnid, « it was- no droom. 1 hoped i
wos-a—nn uwful fyeam 1 ‘

i

fow-miuufes ~aftersyards;-whon-tho-family-w euhtemqu

roses; upon her chiceks: rivalled the skill of the artist - -

and, as I faneied, a8 if it were an old, familiar hniik - . -

el b&ok,mud. I think T fMutnd, tofoound B~ o
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gclf spme time afterwards, lying upon the floor with
the ring in my hand and lLucy's voico ay the door..

« Please, may leome in 2"~ L/

1 1aid back the jowels, returned the key, and nd-

mitted sho little girl.
:f(othor sent we home to stay with you ; she did
notflike to have you sick and alone in the house.”

1 do not need any one, Lucys Lhave a heagdacho
and would like to be alone.”

* But you do, Mra. John; see—you are almost fall-
tog, now; you do not walk straight. 1 will bathe
your head if you will lie down,”

1 was fain to do as she bade, for I was sick in
Deart ; and the geutlo child bathed my head till the
motion of her hand produced a feeling of relicl.

* There ; now go, Luoy, 1 will try and sleep.”?

«If you really do not want me,” said she, " 1 will
go and stay with Sydney. leis upin the arbor,
with o cigar and a book.” ’

1 most willingly released ber,and then, Lurying
my. head in my pitlows, | tried to stop thinking. Oh
for an bour of total forgetfuluess!

" About non John eame home, and I heard him as-
cend the .:-mir-'. two at a time.  How should T meet
him ?  The vest second my head was tarned away,
my eyes close L aud | lay as. if asleep. ’

w Al right” Le sadd, in. his low, pleasant voice,
awl quietiy keft the room. 1 heard him at the cup-
board beluw, Jolim was not the one to furget his
lunchern.  But in n few moments he was back again,
moviug very ~till, and be keated biwself in the easy
chair, with a buuk, a3 if he were a lmuru for tho
day.. -

l gro'\nml inwardly-—+1 cannot tell him; nud yet
how can I live aud have this awful gulf Letween
ug 9’ -

In a few moments he went out, and returned with
a cup of teas :

“ Al you are awnke
do you good.”

Strange that when John was spéaking to me—
when I was obliged to look at‘hiti=-1 felt sure then
that 1 l'nd only dreamed. 1l was my owa true John

_ —my nuble husband stll.

I drank the tea. [t revived me; but I laid my

head dowy again, for 1 did not wish to talk—1 dared
- not, lest I shuald tell what was io wiy heart. John

threw himself ‘down upon fhe lounge, and was goon
- asleep, The house was still for some- time, when

suddenly strains of milsic stole upward to my ear.

1 rose softly and opened the door. The sounds
came from Mr Seott's partor, aud as 1 listened, 1
knew a master-haud touched the keys. 1t was a
Romanza—Torguate by Donizetti. I had
leard Parwii give this, and my wlhole soul had been
stirred within me; from that time I had so assucinted
the music with the poet's sad life, that every uote was

_ like o sweet requicm. [ ostole part way down the
stuirs and sat down to listen.

Take this, Anna; it will

Tuksa,

I conld just get a_glance through the crack of
the haifopen duor of the tall, dark maa, whose
touch upun those keys moved me So. There was
certainly sume mystery about him, and in my heated

Jfancy | theught of Bruno and his organ-music in the
dark old castle at 'ramu. [ remembered, too, his
. words, * Music is asglorious thing; it is an enchant-
‘ment—an intoxication ; a world in which to live—to
repose ; & sea of painful delight, boundless ds cterni-
ty. In this tlood of sound, painful recollectivus are
drowned.” Like him, the deeper the fugue descend-
ed, the more calm | felt, and above this sea o sound
arose, too, in my heart,a sweet hope like a mildiy
beaming star.  Agaii all was etill for a mement, and
then came floating upward.like a seraph. with spread
wings towards me, the Casta Diva, Numa. 1 had
often trivd that myself, and, in despair at my own
want of success, had a8 often turned away from the
piano with a sigh for my imperfect performance.
" Now without thinking--without knowing what 1 did
—I1 sung, and my own voice, borne up by the deep
bags of the performer, had more power than usudl.

1 felt all at onee as if sorrow wero gone; the ser-
aph had borne it away. Ou it floated, and  scemed
no longer my owu relf, but lost iu the spirit of music.
When the last sounds died away, there was another;
bush, and 1 was-.ealmer than 1 had been for
many lours. With my head bowed upoh my hand,
and wrapped in a loose white wrapper, over which 1 -
lhiad carelessty thrown a crimsou crape shawl, which
had lain in my way, and with cheeks which. burned
with cxcitemnent, 1 sat dpon the stairs, waiting
breutﬁlcsqu for the music to come again. lustead, [
was startled by the figure of Sydney Blake at the
door.

" Q,h. come—plense come, Mrs, HHooper, and we wxll
sing that last ngain.”

1 went witliout demur, at once. I could not lmve
refrained. llis own derk face was lighted up as ]
had mever seen, it before. 1 sat near him ag he
played, and sowetimes I could accouipany him ; and
then ngain his music was teo diflicult—such as 1
had in some moments of my life heard, but had no
gkill for a distant imitation. But how my soul was
refreshed, and Low 1 gazed with mingled adimiration
and wonder upon the performer. Ile 1hust have no-
‘ticed my-enthusinsm: I felt my cheeks burn, and 1
knew, though [ spoke not one “ord thnt my pulso

. -1"‘
Jthe glaxs at all, und whcn I eame down hnd care-

lesaly thrown the shawl over my wrapper. Mnry
stilk lingered near.

« Thero is o bright spot on each check, nnd ‘your
eyes are hlw unn stars, Play, ugain, Sydney; A_nnn
toves musw .

wNo, no,” I said, #1 cannét sing any moro. [
must go and get John's supper; I havo been very
forgetful.” %

«You have been ill with & headache all day,” said
Mary, » and must not go into the kitchen; I'll go.
for you—atay here, and see what o nice supper I will
prepare for you and John;” and before I could
answer, she ran up stnirs to lay aside hor church
dress. 1 felt my lip curl, and my heart swell with
indignation, and; throwing my shawl aside, I ran

me,” and the fire was burnmg, and the tea-kettle
stenming,.

*You look better, wify ; what grand music Sydnoy
and you made!
pillow like ocean waves in a storm ; hut such music
doos not suit me like simple songs. "I do mot love
the tempest—the summer rain is more pleasing.”
Mary's face peeped in at the door; 1 am coming,
Joln, to make some cakes for supper; Anna is not
well enough to do much.” R :
«That is right, we'll have some waflles like thoso
we used tq ent years ugo, when you took your first
lessons in cookery.” A

* Wait a minute, till I get an easy chair for An-
na;” and she Lrought out a clair and a pillow,
while [, not knowing whit to do, fécling angry and
grieved by turns, sat down and hid my head in the
pillow, Jolm and Mary wero like two happy ehil-
dren ; but both of thew were very tender and kind
in their .care of me, aud a plate of dry tonst was
made for my special benefit, and some nice jelly from
Aunt Scott’s cupboard, a3 a relish. How I groaned
in spirit, and wished that I had never scen Rogky
Nook. low could-they deceive mo s0?

Aud John; oh John! how could you take the Bible,
and after reading o chapter from the blessed gospel
of St. John, kneel and pray with such an appearance
of fervor and sincerity ? I could not help weeping,
but 1 dried my eyes quick enough, when 1 saw tears
on Mary's cheek, as we rosé.

“ Are you tired, Anna,” eaid Johnj ¢ would you
like to go to your room 7"’

" \o, I am well enough, 1 believe, onl) a little |p
weak ; I shall be better in the morning.’}

«1 have put off going to Boston for a day or two,
till you are better.”

“Why, John, | remember now thnt you were to go
to the city for goods, this week. 1 forgot entirely,
(no wonder, I said to myself) you must go—I shall
get along quite well.”

» 1 will take good care of -your wife, John,” paid
Mary ; » she wust stay with us. She can practice
with Sydney, and we will lave a feast of music.
Illow long will you be abseut ?”

“ 1 must go to New York, which will take time,
may be detained two weeks,”

- 1 had never been separated from John so long be-
fore, and Liad looked forward with pain to this time;
but now I was willing he should gg, because it would
take him from Mary. Yus, he might go and stay
till he went u?{bo-\\ est Indies ; 1 had no objection.
But 1 felt diffgrently when he was really gone, and
I sat alone next day. Notwithstanding the conver.
satiou 1 had everbeard, and tlgo righ gifts 1 had seen,
down in my heart was o rooted fuith in my husband.
I was struggling to pluck it out, apd hence arose my
troubles.

1

ag they did.  Alas! as | look back upon them now,

| I see myself standing on the brink of a precipice, ig-

novant of wy danger, and suved only by a merciful

Providence.

During that time I was much with Sydney Blake.

One mutual sympathy for music drew us together,

and when we wearied of singing, he read.  His read-

ing was such as he had brought with him. Byron’s

pocms he read again and again to e, and L thought

I never. knew ‘their benuties, till they were made

known -to” me through the rich, deep tones of his

musical voice. Moore’s luxurious imagery was be-

fore my -mind’s eye, vivid as pictures drawn und

painted by a gorgeous colorist. Day after day fol-

lowdd iu quick succession. J lived in a charmed and

fairy laud of music, poetry and romance. ' My Bible

—Jeremy Taylor, that I used to read as regularly as

my Bible—even  the course of history which I was
pursuing, were all given up. One thing useful only
I learned—Sydney could talk Spanish ﬂucucly I
had studied this some at school, and 1 now practiced
a little reading and conversation with him daily, and
was astonished at my own progress. Our enthusinsin
will sometimnes aid us in ovorcommg gréater difficul-
ties than this. '

. Sydney, Blake was an enigma to mc-—somchmes
gloomy, almest to wmoroseuess, always chary of his
words—trenting: his wife with  politeness, but never
with affection, and seldom entering inte convergation
with Mr. and Mrs. Scott. I wus at first carcful to
avoid him ; such a plain little body as myself would

"~ beat high,

Once or twice he turned to me. *Ilow glorious is
this love of musicl It will do you good. You have
been ill.  Let me drive sickness away with this most -
soothing of all arts.” Tie drew the'great easy chair
near, placed me ju it, and then played and eung till
I felt the tears falling upon my cheeks,  Ay—ay;

. this is too much for you, Let us play now and eing
_ Bome simple airs, And givo me. thc oid of youp
“yoice. It is very &Wwoet, and by cultivation might be

-made strong. You have gréat talent, but it needs
training.  If you will allow me to give you o few
lessons, it would afford me great plensure,”

o Oh, I should like it L-xocodmgly," I said,

" His fingers wero ronning carelessly over the keys,
making snatchos of somo song. I caught a strain 6?3
the » Messenger Bird” *let us sing it,” T said,”
My voico trembled as I sung~—for that | little sonmyl-
wuys moved me:. ~.-

“ Jut tell us, thou bird of the lolemn mnln,
Can those who have loved forget?
Wé cati—and they snswer not agnin—
Do they love—do they love us yet?”

While wo wero singing, Mr, and Mra, Beott and

Mary returned from church, She heard the music, -
for the doors were open, and thoy came in very

quiotly; standing near till we should, finish. Mary
" 8tood by my chair, with one arm nronnd}t, and when
T 'étopped, sherstooped and kissed me,
o Why. sister Anps, how lovely yo
you aro ulreudy crowned, as you deser
T put my hand to my head. Ab, I had forgottcn,

‘to-duy;

"

" Luoy. when she bnthed my head, had parted my. halr, .

~which was very abundant, and brought one braid

ronnd, form!ng 8 eort of erown.. I ho.d not lookedin :'

| Weaverisokél~ by -the~tall-hnughty -gentleman;and;
had it mot been for music, I should perhaps never
have said 8 half dozen words to him. That thawed
all reserve, but not my fear of lnm for I could never
approach him but with o trewor, and yot there was
& wouderful magnetic power in him when he smiled,
which was scldom, and when he was smglng gome
of that glorlous music which stirs the Leart like a
trumpet.
“ Once I'stood with him- by the sen. It wasjust
after a violent storm—the wayes were fonming still,
and, with thelr proud crests, marched in angry
haste to our very fect, and, as if furious that they
were balked at their prey, ‘broke there, and then sul-
lenly retired.
% Thus fur shalt thou go, and horo shnlt thy proud
waves be stayed,” 1said, - Iow delightful to feel
that Infinite Wisdom controls all nature, He weigh-
eth the mountains in scales, and ‘holdeth tho wntcrs
In the hollow of his hands,”
“ Yeu have faith §b God,” said he, o,nd o’ expres
sion almost like a sncer passed over bls,lmndeomc
features,

“Faith in God I” I exclaimed; ¢ why, Mr. Blake,
what would 1life be without it 9" -

like this; wo are oreatires of %hnnce m,

l;is name, - ' o

*Let us move 'bnok " he'
wave” -
" 1t cam, and evcry ‘tmce wa
nnme was ho mo. .

into my kitchen ; but John was alrendy there befor¢

The sounds eawe rolling round my }-

1t was anfortunate for me that Aunt Martha was
away. Those two weeks would never have passed |-

“What is lifo with it ? said he, bittcrly. I8 not
all confuston, disorder and mlsery 7 No, noy ?&0 per-
fect God'tn whieh' you believe nover mude a'world |°

Wo sat Aipon’ the annd he wu.s cnmlo!sly writing

taskmaster to the por mah ‘whom' stern neoessity‘
el compellcd to enter hs service, - . ,

e

e
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“ Thus it when we dlc." smd hej » our lives,
ourselves are all lost in the gleut ocoon ‘of denth.”

I sut like one ‘stupeﬁcd—my tyés .wero opened
wide—fixed upon him. e turned to mhe and smiled,
« Al,” gaid he, »1 love religious faith in woman—

{it is a very pretty delusion, addiug g strange charm,

nud an enthusiasm which is pleasing. Sometimes I
have had ‘moments when I have wished, for such &
faith for mysolf—for what they oall repentance and
hiope—tho hope of-a Lappy future beyond the grave.”’

sion! Let me beg of you to turn away from tho
cold, gldomy valley of skepticism, and come with 'me
to, Calvary.. Surely tlie story of Christ’s life nnd
death will lead you to believe!” ‘

Ho looked at me as I epoke, with n Btmnge ex-
pression, which 1 could not Interpret, It ‘was not-
anger, nor contempt,; but, while respeotful and
kind, I could,sco tlmt “Calvary ” had no charms for
him,

* You ghall read to me tomorrow in tho Spanish
Bible; perhaps you will wake o convert of me ; will
you try #”

“1wish I could, Mr. Blake; Ino\ CF BAW o porson
who did not believe In God before,”

“ Ab, then you Wlicvé me some monster. You

-/ will not sing with me uny wmore; perbaps you will

not read with me again, aud then how dull Rocky
Nook will be—to e, at least. ”
Ty me, t00,” my own heart responded but Idid
not speak—1I ofily ruse nnd walked agay. -
A vessel was in sight, and 1 climbed a rock to get
o bettér view. Ilo threw himself upon the sand, tind
smoked n cigar, - .

safely iuto port, and I thought how bappy the crew,
that they had weathered the etorm of yesterday by
standing out to sen, and were now safe.

Blake threw away his cigar, aud camo to me.

“ There,” snid he, * I supposo you would say tho
Captain’ of that echooner should go down on his
knees and thank God for his safety. But 1 tell youw
1 saw that sama little vessel yesterday, putting b_oldly
back from shore, and then keeping close o the wind,
Ab, said 1, thdt old fellow knows how to Iuff whei
the wind blows—he'll save his eraft.”

“ But, Mr. Blake, God néver helps those who will
not try-to help themsclves. If you will not study
God’s word, you must not expect to have faith mi-
raculously imparted.”

« Bug 1 will study it, if you will be my guide. To-
morroiv morning you shall read a lesson iu the Gos-
pcl' aud then [ have a book for you to listen to—one
of Eugene Sue’s yorks; do you kuow this author's
writings 7"

“Not at all; they are just out, I bélieve.”

*Yes, you will be delightet with them, and also
with Madame Sand's works, which 1 also have.”
[Ueaven be praised, 1 escaped hearing the works

of both these authors.]
v TO LE CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT,,..

“BY.-AND-BY.”

Thore's a little mischicf-making
Elfin, who s ever nigh,

Thwartiug every undertuking,
Aud his name js By-axu-By,

Whal wo ought 1o do this minute,
* Will be better dong,™ he ') ery,

I Wo-morrow we begin i
“Put i o) gays By- -ANp-Dr,

Thoze who hieed his lreacherous woolng,
will vhh faithless gaidaney roe;
What Whalways put off duing,
Clear'y we shall never do.

We shall reaeh what we endeavor,
If i Now we more rely;

Dut unte the realms of Npvpn,
Luoads the piloy By-axn-By.

—————————

Written for the Banner of Light.

ROSA BGNHEUH

DY OPHMELIA MAllhlJl RITE CLOUTH AN,

« Rosn' my child, draw nearer to me, for I am
dying.” '

These words issued from the fast. purplmg lips of
a middle-aged but siill beautiful woman, whose-cina-
ciated frame and sunken eye ‘told a tale of long suf-
fering, which was aboyt drawing to its close,

" The little girl nddresged was a child of some seven
years, who rose quickly from her seat at the foot of
the white curtained couch, a8 the words of the inva-
lid fell distinctly upon her listening ear, and mosing
closer to the loved furin that was already struck with
denth twined lier delicate arms gently about the
ueck of the sinking woman, whese dark and glassy"
eyes were turtied with a yearning and affectionate
gaze upon the darling child that “had watehed con-
stantly and uncomplainingly by her bedside for fif- -
teen long weceks.

«8hall I not send for pnpn 7 the child hu.suly
asked, as she puvceived with alarm the terrible
change which a few minutes hud wrought upon the
pale face of her mofler,

“ Where is he, wy d.xughtct o tbe invalid faintly
inquired.

«Close by, dear namma, at the chateau of the
Marquis D'Orney, Little Augusta is also with him,”
“Poor Raymond!” murmured the dying woman,
hnlfrnudnblyrf%whonvwn[lrsuoceasrorownwthymlnbors P
[t is a hard thing t) work night and day at the pen.
cil, merely to keep Huarvation away from the door of.
the dwelling that cablirines the maauifold objocts of
thy love and care. Dh, my dear husband, in heaven
thou wilt receive thyjust rewnrd, if not on earth .
and tears gushied fregly forth from tho strnngcly bril-
licnt eyes of the sulifrer,

* Oh, mamma, do pot weep for him ! God, tlmt
takes care of the little "8pArrows, - ‘will wateh’ over
pops and Lis childra, when you are gone!” and the
Took of sublime fujt which ovcrspruul thg counto
xance of the child Résa at that wmoment imparted an -
almost heavenly ghiv to her naturnlly expressive
and beautiful face,

The sufferer Lad hnrdly dried her eyes, beforo
Isidore, o handsome oy of nine years, and the elder
brother of the little Rosa, quietly entered tho _ chuin.
ber where sickness bid so. loug reigued; and the merry

- | langh of childhood ten carefully suppressed through

fear of disturbing ¢ gentlo - splrlt tbnt was dmly
winglng its fight hepvenwand,

“Rosn advanced toheet him, and placing hcr ﬁngor
upon Lis half epen 1}s, whlspered HN

% Run, Tsidore, to e’ chnl.enu of tho Marquis De
Orney,.and tell him it the wifo of Rnymond Bon-
heur is dymg, and v{shes to sco her husbnnd."
The words of tho hixious and oxeil.ed ohild reached. |
_|the quiok ear of the flying womnn, who, ralsing her-
gelf with dimculty \pon her plllow. begged Rosa' not

. {to'send for her fathir, lest the roquost. should exoite

' the disploasure "of - i')e old, -Mnrquis, whiose. tenants-
| they ‘were, and whowus, withn] ahard and severy .

.

# Qb Mr. Blake, let me ussure you it is no delu-

Thus we sat; till I saw the little schooner ride

The umtcd entreaties of Isidore and the littlo Rosa,
however, at last prevailod evor the dying wifo, and a
few minutes later found the former hurrying through
the streets of Bordeaux, on his way to.the residenco
of the Marquis Do Orney. Fifteen minutes had
elapsed, and l1sidore had not yet returned, - Rosn
watched paticatly for his coming, still maintaining
her acoustomed place beside the couch of her beloved
mother, who was apparently sinking into a gentle
slimber. At tbe end of & half Toiir Isidore agaip
entered the room, but the one for whoso coming tho
falthful Rosa had o earncstly longed, was not with
him, The boy was alene.-

In tho absence of the Marquis from home, his son,
Louls De Orney, & proud and mperious youth of
fourteon, had refused to admit him to the presence of
‘bis father, In vain Isidore plead the ciuso of tho
dymg woman. The self-willed boy was incxorable,
refusing even tho delivery of Rosa’s’ ‘message; and,
dlanppomtcd and grieved ot heart, the poor boy has-
tened back to his humble howne to relate thh BOrrow
the non-success of his errand.

But the cruel words of which the innncent youth
was unwillingly made the bearer were all unheeded
by the slight form that still slept calmly on in thag
peaceful and unbroken slumber that knows no awak-
cning upon earth. .As Isidore approached to kiss the
pale cheek of his beloved mother, be atarted back
with affright, for the faco which his warm’ lips had
pressed wds cold s marble, while the thin and- del-
iente hands that had so often returned his childish
clasp, hung chill and listless at her side. Death was
a stranger to the home of those fond children. The
lotd shrick of Isidore told the little Rosa that all was
not right with tho sufferer. She flew to the -Gouch
over which the poor boy still bent in specchless ago-
uy. She called her by all the endearing names which
Ler childish heart could suggcst, but no answering
words of affection broke from tlie lips which were nl
1eady hushed and sealed in death.

At length after repeited efforts to warm the chill
limbs 4hto life again, Losa sank down info o chair
close by, and, burying her face in bher little hands,
murmured sadly, *Isidore, mamma is dead! Oh,
cruel Louls De Orney, you have killed my dear mother.
Papa ‘may forgive you, but I never can!” and the
dark eye of Rosa flashed with a strange fire, while
the complcsscd lips and pale olive check, from
which the crimson tide had wholfy receded, showed
that the remembrance of the wroug mﬁlctul would
never be forgotten until denth,

The shades of evening were fast settling npon
the carth, when Raymond Bounheur, accompanied by
Lis youngest son, Auguate, directed their steps home-
ward. At the door they were wet by Juliette, a child
of four years, who had been placed in an infuut
school during the last few months of her mother’s
illness, in order to relieve the little Rosa of all un-
necessary eare and anxiety.

She had returned from school only an hour pre
vious, and, child-like, hal watched eagerly for her
futher's coming, in order to be the first to communi-
cate the evil tidings, which her infant lips could only
lisp, without comprehending in the least thur mean”
iug.

" Mnmmn is dead !I” The words fell like a thun-
derbolt upon the heart of the poor painter. Marie
Bonheur dend! the dear and devoted partner of his
life-pilgrimage! The thought was terrible. Yet he
had known fur weeks that she, the fuithful mother
of his children, ghe sharer-of his car thy toils, must
leave him! Ofttimes in the night, when-lying by
her side, with her fair liead pillowed upon his breast,
he had dreained that white-rubed angels were bear
ing her gentle spirit heavenward. Starting up from
his troubled sleep, e would draw her slight form
closer to his heart, nnd, with streaming cyes, thank
God that what he had seen in imagindtion was only
i dream, and that his dear Marie was still left to
him. But uow the dread renlity had come, and,
lieart-stricken, the agonized man entered the chamber
of death. Like « statue, the faithful Rosa still kept

her-solitary vigils beside the couch of the fair and

1nanimate slccpcr

Raymond DBonheur’s fingers - trcmblmgly drew
back the snowy curtnins, and,gazed .in silenge upon
the beautiful vision before him.- - A smile of etherial
sweetuess still lingered about. the exquisitely clis-
cled .mouth ; the long and durkly fringed lids still
swept the pearly cligek, as thoy were wount to in
hours of repose ; while the. folds of dark wavy hair
lay" damp and heavy upon the smoothly polished
brow.’ No traces -of suffering disturbed the serewe
benuty of the marble face, before him, and while the
eyes of the- humble painter lingered lovingly upon
all that now remained of his faithful and affectionate
‘wife, o silent prayer of gratitude rose from his heart
1to heaven, that the Divine Father had made her last
moments, though bereft of his society, ye pencoful
and happy.

A day or two later, and o sorrowful group of
mourners wero standing beside the grave of Marie
Bonheur, Many strangers were there collected, who
gazed with unfeeling coldness upon the tearful chil-
dren and violent gncf of the husband of the de
censed.  Louis De Orucy was therealso, and the look
of izeen and bitter fepronch which Rosa turned upon

julhf"‘mrtl\o""fuuoml"'tmin*wore“'nbout*lemrmg the

church-yard, struck to the heart of- tho- proud boy,
liko o dugger-thrust, and haunted him, sleeping or
waking, for weeks after;

Three months after the decense of his wifs, Ray-
mond 'Bonheur rémoved his fittle family to Paris,
His marringe with the beautiful .daughter of a

{ wealthy printseller of that oity, to whom he had

been~ fipprenticed- in - early youth, was o olnndosnne
one, and being from “that. time’disinherited by her
father (her only parent,) tho erring .yet devoted
Marie had beén guffored to langdish and -di¢ amid
strnngers, and in poverty, in the town of Bordoaux,
where the young artist had- fixed his’ nbodc upon
their sudden fligh from Paris, - :

Having procured a faithful and trusty womun to
aob in the capacity of housckceper, Raymond Donhour
at oo Pioed. tho little Rosa- {whose educntion had
been gomwhat negleotod during tho' past year, on
nccoynt of her mother's serious illness,) in an excel:
lent boarding-school, Thore sho remained’ until the
age of fourbeon, although it was with great difficulty
that her futher kept lier in sohool at-all, so sénsitive
wag her naturo to the aneers and inbults of childron
‘whobe parents, belng wou,lthy. -wére enanbled to dresy
botter than the ‘dauglitor ¢ of an Humble paintor,

- Tho progross mado.ln ber suidies during her so-
Journ at the boo.rdnngaohool of Mndnmo' Bduvo, was
far- from belng sntisfnotory to her tenchor, and her

$wo or three ycnra ionger, l\lthough, in ordor to de-
fray hor oxponsos at 80 fashionable and. high-priced
rn gchool, hé; whs obligcd t0*labor unremittlngly at
Lis cusel, for ‘his obildren wor@'nll too young t0'be of

nnkious futhor would faln' bavo kept hor thcm for !

‘houordble support for his by no means small family,
‘At heor carnest request, Ross was now taken from
sohool, and apprenticed to- & scamstress. A few.
months proved, however, to her father, that Rosa
loved tho uso of the noedlo even less than her book ;
he therefore Wisely concluded to keep his dnughm
ot home, for tho' purpose of instructing her in the
art'of drawlng, for which sho had ever shown grent .

taste. Raymond Bonheur was inwardly delighted at
the faeility displayed by one so young in sketching
animals—although he dreaded to think of tho severe”
struggles and bitter privations which would neces-
sarily fall to the lot of his beloved daughtér, should
sho decido upon pnmting as thc means of proouring
o livelihood.

For four years Rosa Bonbeur studled tho works of
the great masters at the Louvre, At tho age of
eighteen she entered upon her chosen profession, al-
though her arixious father did all in Lis pgwer to
dissuado her from her purpose, remembering, as he
did, the fruits of his own bitter experienco. True
geniug is innnte, TRosn was conscious of her own
abilities, and resolved to carry out her proposed
scheme. of action, which, if steadily persevered in,
she felt would eventually lead to success.

Unlike miost fewale artists, her taste inclined to-
wards that partfeular department of "her art which
relates to natural history. Thp study of animals
now absorbed her entire. atiention, aud a great por-
tion of the young girl’s time was now spent in visit-
ing the butchers’ shambles in Paris, instead of prom-
enading upon the Boulevards, like most ladles of
her age.

To assist her father in tho education of her younger
‘brothers and sisters, was now the main incentive to
exertion, on the part of the ambitious girl. Already
her fond parent began to paint, in imagination, o
bright and glorious future for his faithful and de-
voted dnughter. Her opinion was now frequently

*| consultéd on important matters relating to their now

common art. The barrier between youth apd matu.
rity scemed fast being swept away, for father and
child were conscious of that truo sympathy which
only souls similarly endowed with genius can ever
know.

Tosn was in tho habit of visiting the gallery of the
Lourvre as often as two or three times a week. ller
father, who generally accompanied her, being ill one-
day, the young girl set out nloue, auxious to finigh
her copy of & pair of rabbits, the work of one of the
finest modern French painters. ller bright eye and
flushed face attracted the motice of ler admiring
‘parent, upon lierTeturn, (iwkio was proud-of the en-
ergy and origiuality whieh his daughter exbibited,)
and ns sho carelessly threw aside her hat and shawl,
preparatory to making him his customary cup of
chocolate, which she alwnys persisted in doing, even
in her busingss times, he mqmrod the causo of her
sudden happiness,

« Oh, papa!” she exclaimed, while the light of en-
thusiasm kindled in her full dark eyes,  you cannot
think whom Limet at the Louvre this morning, nor
how much he praised my fecble efforts, and encour-
aged me to persevere with my painting!”

“ 1 am sure, my daughter, that it must have been
some cxtrnordinary personage,clse you would not
have felt yourself so much complimented nnd flat-
tered by his atentions.”” : :

“You are right, dear papa, for Hornce Vernet i i8,
generally speaking, a man of few words, and rarely
bestows ndtice upon those peisons who have neither
wealth nor genius to comunend them to public favor.”

« 1 am glad, Rosa, that so great an artist as Mon-
"sicur Vernet has shown towards jou sentiments of ™
so friendly an order, far the influence-and r¥ard of
such a man in Paris, is invaluable to the young as-
pirant for fame.”

“ [ shall cherish his words of advice, and strive to
make myself worthy of his esteem in future years,
nnd you, too, papa, may yet live to be proud of your
daring and wayward child,” said LRosa, stooping to
impress a warm kiss upon the slightly furrowed
brow of her adoring parent.

The young artist was now fairly started upon the
toilsome road, which leads at last to fame and dis-
tinction. From her enrliest childhood, she had dis-
played an intuitive love of nature, and her success
may be attributed in n great measuro to her close
adherence and fuithifulness to nature. The boldness
‘and indepondence of hier own character seemed to in-
spire her pencil, and free her pictures from all con-
ventionality,

Her rapid rise to success was now the mcnns of -
extricating her beloved father from his pecuniary
embarrassments, by procuring him the post of direc-
tor of the free school of design, iu 1847, 111 health,
however, soon compelled Raymond Bonhewr to relin-
quish his labors, and after a lmgormg sickness of o
Yyear or:more, tho poor painter was laid in his grave.
His last request was, that his body might be placed
beside that of.his idolized wife, whose memory, .
through long yenrs, be had never ceased to eherish. -
In the churehyard of ‘Bordeaux may still bo seen o
monument, bearing the names of Marie and Ray-
mond Bonheur, together with the simple, yet touch-
ing inscription of, « Here slecp my Ioved - ones.”
'l‘ll!x'{xétns Rosa Bonheur's last tribute to those fond

0
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tinued sctne-of suﬂ'ermg and misfortune. -

Upon the deith of her father, which oocurred dur-
ing the year 1819, the title of directress was con-
ferred ixpon M!le. Bonbeur; but the real head of the
school at $he Present time is her younger sister
Juliette, Madame Peyrol, whom Rosa has tlxomughly
instruoted in the art of drawing, Onso n week Mlle. .
Rosa pays o visitto the school of design, of which

boneficial ‘influence by. her ready oo—opomhon. In
1848, tho latter exhibited  bull ang a ‘sheep, mod-"’
eled by herself  in bronxo, ot the annual exhibition -
‘of Paris, and received in" return a st class medal,
togother with-o splendid Slvres vaso,\presen(ed by
Horabo Vernet, her, conssang friend and’ admirer.
Her master work, » [ labourage Nivernais,” aftrfioted -
universal attention at the-exhibition of 1850, and

afterwards received tho honor of a pluce in the Lux-
embourg, - - v
LR e o o

“Proy toll nie, Monsicur Vernes, who that dis-
tingue lady in black 4897 said the Marguis De

Orney, & Beatlemnn of ‘elegnnt address. and prepeﬂ'

‘9" o o

tho south of Europe, and who was on hif ogmion
the partienlar.Yion of “attyaction nmeng tho , foir 8ex

‘t the brilliant sofrée of Madame Montnigne.
“Thint, my dear fellow, 13 the’ gront fomale pnintol‘, Lt

Mllo. Bonheur; whose works: in the' Loum yon 50
/mueh admired yester morn,”" ;o

IR “ \:w

, 4 Tndeed | Then, o8 a friend, T must take the

mueh,mlstonceio hlm, in his eﬂorts o obuun an

Tiborty-of requesting an introducuon to 0 greotb

coiebmy.

15, whose—earthly-cnreer~ hnd"been'"ono*'con-nmm-r

glo i the. hondrary dlroctress, whero she oxertss -~ '

seasing countennnoe, who bad ‘bus recently returned -
<} to Paris, aftor an nbaénce of oight or ten yours in
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‘w(ertainly, Monslour, nothlng would afford me
more pleasure than to presont you to & lady, whoss
.rare genius i8 the admiration of all’ Paris.”

Arm'ln arm the two gentlemen sauntered down
‘the enloon, and Monsieur Vernot, the older of the
two, watching his opportumty, at last prt:scptcd tho
Marquis De Orney to his prodlgy. as he called, Mlle.

Rosa Bonbeur,
The ready wit and | gcnmne originallty of tho latter

in conversation, charmed at onco the heart of the

hitherto cold and unimpressible Marquis, His at-
tentlon to the beautiful artist, throughout the re-
maindor of the evening, attracted the notioe of .all
present, and sent a pang of jealousy through many
a fair heart, who, by their physical beauty, had
hoped to oapnvnte and infatuate the sensos of the
clegant and extremely fastidious Marquis, -
. RResa Boubecur, and her new and carnest admirer,
often met at the Louvre, which was Bow a daily re-
sgort of the latter, who wandered up and down the
long galleries, hour after hour, in the hopoe of secing
the ohosen object of his henrt.

When ‘in Ner charming socicty, the Murquls De
Orney declured himsolf never so happy. Mounsieur
Vernet watched with g father's pride the apparently
growing intimuoy of the twb, all the while conjgratu-
lating himself upon his success in watch- making a8
well ag pamtmg, for he, with all Parls, believed that
“the daughter 6f the late Raymowl Bonbeur would be
only too happy to contract an allianice with the proud
and wealthy Deo-‘Orney, whose position in the great
Freuch metropolis was all that could be desired.

Tim{ pussed on, and every hour but tightened the
ohain which bound tho heart of the’ bewildered
Frenchman to that of - his fair inamorata. For her
gake he deserted his once favorite haunts, shunned
the society of "boon companions, and even absented
hinself from theatres and operas, becauso Mlle. Bon-
heur gently but firmnly refused accompauying him
thither,

To one so deep jn love as the Marquis, & person
like Rosa Bonheur was a strange problem. The
longer he knew her the less acquainted ho felt him-
self to bo witk her true character, Iler manner to-
wards him, at different times, was so varied that he
often found bimself in a query, as to whether the
young artist really reciprocated his love or not. In
such mownents of doubt, however, pride would come
to the rescue, and, impressed with o new sense of

- his own worthiness and importance, ke would fear-

-

[

lessly push hig suit with all the zeal. and fervor of
his passionate nature.

One day the Marquis missed the fair Rosa from
the Louvre, her daily place of resort.
absent, the raro paintings there exhibited to view
seemed to have lost their brilliancy. Each picture
scemed to have n dark ground-work, which no flaslies
of sunlight could even for a moment illumine, For
a whole week the Marquis went daily to the Louvre,
with the hope of beholding once again a face whose
indescribable beauty had baunted his soul from the
moment of their first interview. L’erhaps she was
gick—dying—awny from one who would gladly have
soothed her aching lhead, and banished disease fromn
her presence. The thought was unendurable ; and,
resolsing to free his mind from further suspense, the
Marquis indited an cpistle to Mlie. Bonheur, request-
ing leave to call upon her at her place of residence.

To'kis surprise aud delight an immediate answer
was returned, expressive of that lady’s willingness to
grant hiw an interview at a specified time. The
hour arrived for De Orney to wait upon the objcot of
liis choice—the idol of his soul—whose great genius
was the theme of every tongue in the fashionable
circles of DParis.

The particular purpose of his visit was, however,.
to discluse the story of his deep luve for the young
avtist.  With a brave heart and faultless costume
the Marquis stcpped into his carriage, and was soon

£t down before the door of Mlle. Bonheur’s dwell-
ing.

A servant announced him, and the lady soon made
her appearauce in a dress half wasculine, half fem-
inine in its style, which set off the charms of her
graceful person to peculiar advantage. In his eyes
the gifted Rosa had never seemned half so lovely as
at that moment. ‘The cordial welcomo which she ex-
tended Lim seeed to inspire him with .fresh confi-
dence, and, suddenly sinking upon his knees before
her, bie poured forth in words of rarc gloquence the
fervid and all-absorbing love of his soul.

At his coniclusion, & moment or two of silenco in-
torvencd. Those moments wero eventful ones, for
they were'to decide his fate. The ripe and dowy lips
parted, as if to'speak, but tho words which fell from
her mouth surpfised, rather than delighted him. - In

«n pgentle tone, Rosa Bonheur arose, and requested her
lover to follew her to her studio.

The Marquis obeyed, thinking that the fear of
their conversatiou being overheard had induced the

lady to conduct him to her own private apartment.

1t was o cosy littlo room to which Rosa led the
way ; the walls were hung about with-paintings, and
an the thickly ranged shelves lay heavy portfolios,

containing sketches of her own, together with o fine |

. colleotion of old engravings. Upon the casel stood a
fresh painting, representing cattle grazing, But not
before, thls was hc allowed to linger long, for moving

i

£0 0. remote corner of the room. MIIE, Botheur diew|
aside a dark curtain, and left c‘pused to sight a pic-
ture, whiok, as he gazed upon it, made the proud and
haughty Marquis to tremble and shrink awgy, as 1f
some horrible vision had dawned upon hié scnses,
"I'he picture reprcsented a dying woman _surrounded
- by her ohildren—the faces of tho latter were trne to
lifo, for they were those of Rosa and her brother
.- Isidore,. The lady npplied her fingers.to & small
sprmg and the pumﬁug slid n.alde, revehling puother
ono-of equnl iz, repreeritiiig the mother of Resa,
lying dead in her coffin, while her hnsband agonized
and. heo.rbbroken,\hung ovor the inanimate form.'of
his beloved wifo, in all the wretchedness of despair.
Doneath ‘tho figiares, in-letters-of ‘white ‘Wwhich glenm-
ed clearly, out from the dark danvass, were puinted
“the words, * I ‘do refuse-and scorn’ thy suit} Mother,
thou art at last avenged mr

In those bitter, .burning words, the Mnrquis Do
Orncy read hig doom. Now the remembrance of the
past flashed vividly noross hismind, Rosa Bonhour,
the du.ughtcr of the poor-fresco-painter of Dardco.ux,
whomt his;old father bdd so often omployed, -andy the
great femble painter before him, wero one ‘and lthe
sume.person, Without uttering o word tlig “con-
- geience- stricken man left the dwelling of::Mllo, Bon-
“heur.  Rosn hud nevor forgomn hia cruelty upon the
otéasion of hor‘ mother’s death, In: tho:3larqulé De
,.Ornoy she bed ro:ulily recognizod ‘the  haughty~ and
1mpcrlous boy,; who had: rcfusod to deliver: her ‘mes:
‘sago to' bk father when tho:wife ‘of his boiom oy
 dylug, in poverty and solitido, / ‘Bho had hevor loved
 hiin, but shé had tho satisfaotion -of bringiig bt Yo
her feot—-of humbling his proud soul by refuslng,

'8

When she was !

through the medium of her penoil, his bnlhnnt offer
of marriage. -~ | .

“Roea Bonbeur is at the present timo thirt.y -61X
years of ago, and is still unwarried. She is Mlle,
Bonbeur from ohu:eo rather than from necessity, for
n;cn of gonius and wealth have knelt, thus far in
vain, at her shrine ; in ghort, she I8 -wedded to her

call & beautiful woman. Her complexion is of a olear
olivo dolor; her mouth small, and very cxpresslve.
Her halr, of & dark ohestnut, is parted on the side™
and thrown off from a brow which bears upon it the
impross of true geniug, N

Her most recent success is a ploture which attract-
od'the admiration of the London publio, at the Frenoh
oxhibition of that city, 1t is also well known through-
out New England under the name .of *The lorse
Fair”  This picturo cost Mlle, Bonheur eighteen
months’ hard labor, during which time sho visited
the horse market in Paris regularly, twice a week,
Her chiof forte secms to be iu her suceessful painting
of animals, in which department of her art she is at
this moment a formidable rival to the world-renown-
ed Landscer. TRosa Bonheur is a severe student,
working regularly eighteen hours out of the twenty-
four. It is her custom to paint from six o’clock in
the morning until night-fall, when sho draws until
pagt midnight. She owns two orses, five goats, an
ox, n cow, threo donkeys—sheep, dogs, beside birds
and poultry, which she uses as models.

Mll¢. Bonheur resides in a little, secluded cottage
in the Rue D’Assas, near the Rue de Vangirard., Her
studio is the resort of the great and intellectunl of
both sexes, and no tourist from Ameriea should think
of visiting Paris without spending at least an hour
or two at the studio of Rosa Bonheur, ono of the few
great female gentuses which the mnoteenth century
has produced.

Written for lh;.a Banner of Lighu
SWEET SARA LYNDE.

DY LITA M, BARNEY.

Where sounds tho city's busy hum, -
Where hionoy-bee, nor bird may come,
Where Nature's child is cramped—conflned,
*Twas there I MeT sweet Sara Lynde,

Within a home, where fell dlscaso
Coused stricken ones to gain'1ts ense,
With hope, she sought reifef to find, o
And there I xNEw sweet Sara Lynde,

When sickhess wasted hor young form,
The heart within was soothed and ealm,
With palience rare and actions kind
Bhe wox uy LOvE, sweet Surah Lynde,

The friendship that wo wade that day,

Hus never fuiled, or passed away,

Aud Tiime no barrier shall find ’,
To mako us Two, my Sara Lynde.

Tho' distance parts our bodices liere,
The augel-bands we know are near;
The olectric lelegraph of mind,
Connects us stfll, my Sura Lynde,

And wheu, to happy splrit-home,
Oxg may before the oTHER ronm,
That one shall seek her friend to find,
For LOVE DIES NoT, sweet Sara Lynde,

Mernosc, Mass,, Oct. Tth, 1858,

Written “for the Banner of nghl..
The Vicroy and fhe Abbess,

. BY NED ANDERTON,

Donna \fi)gilante ‘Cerubina, the lady abbess of the
Monastery of San Sebastiano, at Nuples. was taking
her siestn in a roomy arm- chair, in her quiet and
comfortable cell. The nuns, the noviees, the teachers
and the lay sisters were all dozing like herself, with

Lthié difference, however, that all save one argus-

eyed old woman of the last class, who acted as por-
teress, were fairly in théir beds, according to the
salutary practice of tho South. The porteress, like
the lady abbess, was sleeping iu an arm-chair, which
was placed in a little recess near the convent gato;
for continual atteution to the concerns of the estab-
lishment, and vigiluuce, became these two impormnt
personnges,

The church bell tolled the seventeenth hour, which,
at that season of the year, answered to one o’clock,
nccording to our mode of counting time so that tho

past eleven, might have been asleep for about half
an hocr.- All was so still in the monastery, that

corridors, the cats gleaning their crumbs in the ro.
fectory, the clock ticking in the school-room ; and as
for the porteress’ snoring, that might have been
‘beard-through the closed door of tho farthest garret
of the lay sisters. Of a8ndden, howevgr, the repose
of the lady abbess—who was dreaming of a confec-
tion of Spanish bread, for which the nionastery was
then famous, ¢ven as in our days—was disturbed by
a humming, buzzing noise, that now scemed to rise,
.and now to fall—wns now near, and now far away,.
The good lady yawned—then opened one cye, and
then another, and thon flapped her hand abont her
cars, for the weather was very hot, and she had left
her cell window open to admit any breeze that might
blow from the Bay of Naples; and, half asleep as

art. In'person Mlle, Bonhour is what an artist would

sisterhood, hgving dined, ns was their wont, at half-’

you might have heard a mouse trotting along the.

‘glie-was; 8he- f‘nnaxoda—thownmeo-,hnd“onlympxocce;lcd, ‘

T

mensured fall of many footsteps, 85 of a reginent of
soldiers marching, Sho was pitying the fate of those,
whoever they might be, that wero obliged to trudge
about )tkd dogs, at such hours, in the dog-days, and
was just going to repeat.n prayer to a saint of credit,
that thoy mlght bo saved from sdn-strokes, when the
noise of the mnrching suddenly stopped, as if it
weore immediately pnder tho convent wnlls, and in
the next Instant, the porteress’ bell was rung with
extreme violence.

 Jesu Marin|” exclaimed Donna Vlglll‘lnm Ceru.
bina, turning ns pale as the SUgan}l coating of her
spice cake, * what can this moan ? have we another
tumult In Naples ? 1s Magsanléllo come again 97,

Ding dong ! ding dong! dong! went the bell, while
sho uttered these exclamations,

“San Bobastinno to our aid!” rejoined the lady
nbbess, “what can it be ? and at this hour ? aud
whero is Sister Orsola? Ilero’s a peal to awake the
dead, and she fast asleep yet! Wake up—hear—"

Sho was rushing to the sleeping portercss, but she
had scarcely opened her cell duer, when she saw
Sister Orsola, breathless and pale, with lher eyes
starting out of her lead with affvight. The lady
abbess made an attempt to recover her self-posses-
sion, and maintain her dignity, but her voice faltered
a3 she said:

% Who ie it that disturbs the repose of our holy
sisterhood at such an lour as this ¥ :

# A thousnnd arwed soldicrs af the very least !”
replied the porteress, with & tone of voice still more
trembling, »

By this time the corridor was crowded by nuns,
novices, and teachers, startled outof their sleep, who
all added: . =

“A thousand armed soldiers! Dlesset Virgin
what is to become of us all ?”

The lady abbess, though still trembliag, tried to
command herself in the presence of all the estab-
lishment.

-+ This must bo somo.mistake, Sister Orsoln ? she

*[said ; *the men of army, may be, indeed, passing in

‘the street, but &Gwe ove olse hath rung the convept
bell.”

selves—the soldiors rang the bell—I saw them
through the lattice, and .there were three cavaliers,
with satin doublets and Spanish colirs, at their
head.”

' Aid didst thou not ask them what extraordinary

business could bring them here at such an hour ?”
inquired the abbess.
At the sight of the host of soldiers, I was over-
much afraid for speech,” replied the porteress, » and
ran toask! but hark, they ring again! they will
break down our bell ”

‘The bell, indeed, went ding dong! ding dong!
wore violently than before.

#1lig theo to the wicket gate,” said the lady

abbess, “ and do you, Sisters Agues aud Peppina, go
with Sister Ursola, and speak to these without, and
bring me word what is their pleasure. Our convent
i under tho protection of our royal master, the
King of Spain, as well as of San Schastinnv—neither
of them will let our holy sisterhoed cowe to harm or
insult !”
. The porteress, ‘and two staugeh old sisters, though
sore afraid, burried along the corridor, and down
the stairs, and across a lobby to the gate, where,
speaking through a small iron grating, cut at the
top of the wicket, they asked, as well as they could
what the lady abbess bade then

Douna Vigilante Cerubina was astonished, mdec
when one of the sisters returned and told her that
the three cavaliers were the three regents, and that
thero was, morcover,.a fourth cavalier—-no less a
personage, than the Sceretary of the Kingdom, who
formally demanded, in the name of the Viceroy, Don
Innico Lopez Urtado di Mendozza, Marquis de’Mon-
dejur, the representative of iy most Catholig Majes-
ty, the Xing of Spain, cte., cte., entrance into the
convent, and the immediate delivery into his hands
of the pereon of Donna Anua Clarice Caratfa,

But the émotion the ludy abbess betrayed, was
nothing compared to that of a young lady who was
one of several placed in the convent for her educa-
tion. Before her name was all pronounced, this
lovely creature threw hersell at the abbess’s feet,
and begged most pitecously that she would not give
her up, to those who wonld separate her forever from/ :
the husband destined her by her dying father.

Tho abbess raised her up, nd tried to comfort her,

but still th: fuir creature wept and wrung ber hands,
Laud supplicated that-she might not be surtendered
to the Spaniards, Donna Vigilinte Cerubino scemed
divided between a dread of tle Viee-royal authority,
and a desiro of protecting her lovely young orplmu
iumate.
s 1 would save ‘you,” smd she, #if Icould. Your
parents, now no more—peace to their souls—placed
you under. my care, and I know their wishes, which
pointed where your young heart had fixed its affee-
tions—it were my duty, as 1y wish, to servcfyou,
but the Viceroy is an arbitrayy man, and the Seere-
tary of the Kingdom isnota p 80D to be trifled with,
and—"

Here the convent bell rnng zain funonsly

« This intrusion on a holy efnvent is mest iniqui-
tous,” continucd the ludy ohbess, » but Lmay not

from gome of those troublesome large flics, and
Brobdlgnnglnn wasps; and mosquites, which wdo
most abound ”.in the sweet South, and which might

very well havo intruded on the lady abbess’ solitude.

But by this time'. the noise had ccnsed, and Douna
Vigilante, thiukmg ghe had griveu away the -
trizders from bér immediate viciulty, and being too
gomnolent to rise and drive them, n\vny, with her

into her ensy-chmr, and was séon fast asleep. . She
Jad not, howover, reclined tlus many geconds, when

wOh, whatt o calamity " what bores of flies 1” said
-Donna Vignlnnto Ccrubinn., pnd thls time she started
up fiom her ohair, wide awake ;- but again thoe noise
censed, Sho listened with ‘all her ears, but all: that
'sho could hear, was the cadenced ¢ rguf ! rouf !” of
tho old porteress, She” lookcd nbout. the room, but
not & wasp, nor o mo«qmto-—-no. not 8o ‘much as oue
little humming mosquito codld sho see—thoro were

spico oake that,lay on her table, and they, like tho
holy sisteys, scemed to be indulging in:o siesta n.fter
o hearty meal, She was marveling what ltho nose
conld have been, when hist! it was again répeated.
This time it was pcrfectly intclligxhlo—lt was. tho

In whidh ‘thg convent of San Bebastiano s situdted;
and which oould bo very well hoard, for, at that honrt

them, ¢

prper flapper, out- of ‘the cell- -altogether, foll back .

‘the same humming, buzzmg gome roused her agnln. )

only o fow fies on a frn.gment. of nicely- sugnred}

confused murmur of many volees, tlmt séemed fo' bo
upproaohing hy the very 1ong and very narrow strcet -

of mpose tho streét.was a8 st.lllus the convent, The i
souws oame ‘nedrer o.nd nenrc:‘. ‘and, taixed with
1udy ubbcss oould now dwtingulsh the

resist 16—0. (QOUBNE, HOWEVE, M keETo=—yua "1t

*4 No !” replied the porterese, “they raug it them. |

At o sign given by tho abbees, the lny sisters
threw open the convent gates to thoss who intruded
in the name of the Vieeray, but no sooner did they
meet this imposing procession in the cloisters, and
énw'tho snored relios, and heard the heavenly bar-
mony of the voices, than, overpawered by their feel-
Ings of devotion, the Seoretary of the Kingdom, the
regents, and the soldiers, who, be it said, were &
huudred and fifty, and not o thousand, as reported
by Sister Orsola—all fell down on their knees before
the nuns, and, instead of obeying the Viceroy’s or-
ders, began to say their prayers.

The spirited old lady abbess giving the key, the.
slsters of San Scbastlano now chanted a higher—a
more lmposing strain ; antl, in short, such was tho
effeat of the scene she hiad got up, though on ko short
a notice, that the Viceroy’s party presently with-
drow from the convent, without so much- as nskmg
agnln for Dpnna Anna Clarice Caraffa,

The motives that led to these unusual proceedings,
on the part of the Yiceroy, may be explainedin a fuv
words.

Donna Anna Clariee, as heiress to the late Duke of
Mondragoue, would confer with her hand the richest
catates in the kingdloin of Naples; had she been poor,
it is not likely that the worthy representative of_his
majesty of Spain would have interfered with the
marriage, and l\é{* own, and her parents’ inglinations,
But as it was, ke determined to marry her
eldest gon, Don Lulgl Urtado Mendozza, Connt of Ten-
diglia ; setting at naught her betrothal to the young
Neapolitan Count of Sorinuno, and the indiguation of
her own and her destined husband’s powerful relu
tions, ' o

Io played n daring game jn attempting to invade
the sanctity. of & convent so conspicuous as that’ of.
San Sebastiano, but had be succcedéd, and got the
young lady iuto his hands, his p’lnn was to declare
that ho had only -removed her from coutrol to ascer-
tain her fetunl inclinations, and to leave hier at lib-
crty to take the Lusbanl of her choice, which, Low-
ever, he had fully ducrmmul shonld be only his won.
He had, indeed, been consxdembly encouraged in
this project by a feud that had lately arisen..amoug
the different brauches of the great Carafli fimily, to
which Donna Anuna Clarice belonged ; aud he fancied
that while they were quarreling among themsclves
he might profit by their dissentions, and that,. possi-
bly, when the wealthy heiress bad been secured by
wmarriage to his son, one party of the Caraflus would
overlook the irregulavity of his proceedings, or even

espouse his cause, out of sheer oppozition to the other,
Some slight, uncertain whispers of the Viceroy's

wishes had been caught and carricd into the convent
of Sun Scbustiano, where no oue, however, could sus-

wo have seen him resort.

The dismay of the good lady abbess did not quit
her with the disappearance of the soldiers and the
YViceroy’s ministers ; she dreaded n secund visit, and,
to save her beautiful young charge-fromn his tyranny,
she smuggled her out of the convent that very after-
noon, and had ker seeretly conveyed to the house of
Don Giovanni di Cardona, an old and tried friend of
Donna Anna's father. _

Don Giovanui did instantly what was his duty
under such circumstanees; he summoned some mem-
bers of the Caraffa family, and the Count of Sorianoe ;
aud while the mortified Viceroy wns vevolving in his
mind some new and injgnitous plan to gain posses-
sion of the wenlthy heiress for his son, she was that
night privately married to the husband she loved,
and whom ber own father had chosen,

The attempt of the Spanish ruler, though thus frus-
trated, was not forgiven; the powerful Caraflas, not-
withstanding their feuds, were united in sentiments
of indignation, which were shared by all the nobility
and the Neapolitans geverally, who cuuld .not par-
don an insult. oflered to u convent.

.1 A deputation was sent to Spain, in conscquence of

which the Vicersy was recalled and disgraced, This
disgrace he had merited before by numerous acts of
folly, oppression and tyranny ; yet had it not been
for his attack on the'convent of San Sebastiano, like
many of the Spanish Viceroys befure him, Dun Innico
Lopez Urtado di Mendozza, Marquis de Mondejar,
might long hinve been permitted to grind the Neapol-
itan people.

1n the house of one of the descendants of the hero.
ine of this brief but most true tale, 1 have often sat,

looking at her placid, aristocratic face, and reealling
the adventure of her enrly life.

1f this picture be a correct likeness, independent of
her wealth, she was worth the stir that was made
abont her, and o lovely creature, ns 1 have styled her,
must bave been Donna Anna Clarice (/u‘nlr.v. !

TO-DAY AND TO-MORBOW.

BY GERALD MASSLY,

1high hopes that burn'd lke stara sublimo,
Gu duwn the heavens of Freedom;

And true hearts perioh in tho timo -

- Wo bitterliest need them!

But nover st we down, and say
There's nothing left but sorrow ;

We walk the wilderness tolay,

* The promised land w-morrow,

our birde of scug ore sifent now,—
There aro no flowers blvoming !

to his .

pect him of the almost impious measures to which

\\'rliw.n for tl;o Nunuer of Light
PR I DE.

B\’ AG\Y.S CMU!A. v

Sad and lonely! Who has not, at some porlod of
their livey, felt sad and lonely? Al this day long,
hour after hour, 1 had sat watching for my lover,
but he eamo wot. Foralong yeur we had been
parted, and when e oame how eagerly 1 weloomed
him, Mo lefv me agoin the next day, but a8 he
pressed my hand, in parting, he said, [ will be

love, and a8 hour after hour flew by, 1 beshme angry
at his delay. Night drew on upace—the last boat
bad arFived—one long hour, and still 1 was alone.
"I'was plain now, he could not come. 1fled to my
room, and amid a storm of passion aud tears, vowed
never 10 speak to him again. Only the day before L
had bowed my head upon his bosom and whispered,
1 love you somuch,” and now,1 was deternsined
never to sce him again, At length the long night
wore away—~morning dawned—and cre the suy was
three hours high 1 beheld my love standing in the
dvorway, holding his arms towards me. 1 drew
back, and coldly asked, * Where were yon yester-
day ?” *1 had often put on this sir of offended dig.
nity ¢ for fun,” and he would sometimes answer in
the same way ; 8o now, thinklng mo not in carnest,
he folded his arms and drawlng his slight figure to
Lis fullest height, he proudly answered— 1 do not
deem it necessary to explain, Miss Mary.” .

= Alas! alas! how could 1 know thut he was jest-
ing? «Very well,sir!” my \\'ords fell like icicles
from my lips, s0 cold they secnied, and as my en-
gagtment- -ring fell like & glittering dew-drop on the
carpet at his feet, | spoke again, quickly, for ] felt
my cournge failing me, aud ke should not know how
much [ loved him; 1 snid—+ You make a great mis-
take, Mr, I'utlcrson. if you think Mary Creighton is
to bo neglected and trifled with.  You refuse an ex-
planation—"tis well—good -day, sir.”” Aud then
ouce wore 1 eought my room. Iu yain he called to
me aguin -and again, and when he- rapped at my
door 1 only left my scat to lock it. e spoke to me,
and I clasped my hauds over my cars. At last he
went away, and then, as I wiped away the blinding
tears, 1 murmured—So a year's hope, a year's
dream is over,” and asguming a cheerful air, lest |
should sndden my dear Aunt Fannie’s heart, 1 left
my rooln.  Again my lover ealled—1 would not sce
him=he wrote to me—1I returned the letter unopened.
Ub! how wildly my heart throbbed as 1 gazed upon
the dear, familiar hand, but Pride laid o heavy, 1cy
weight upon it, and cried, bestill ! 1 obeyed, aud the
letter was returned,

Another sought my hand. O, how different was
he from my other lover; the first was so kind, so af-
fectionate—but Mr. Warner was coll and stately.
low coldly beautiful he was, We would' look upon
u lofty iecberg, and adwire its cold und stately beau-
ty, even while we cared not to approach too near, lest
its chilling influence might benumb our hearts, and
50 I felt toward Charles Warner.  Ifis beautiful blue
eyes never lovked lovingly into mine; his soft, vx-
quisitely shaped hand pressed minc,.but not affec.
tionately.  Alas! At length 1 promised to marry
him, aud 1 kept wmy promise. As we stood before
the one “vested wish the right to unite ” us, and
while the “ Yes”” trembled on wy lips, 1 saw a pale

and pleasantly mused away a half hour at a time, .

face flit like o shadow before e, and then all wes
dark. 1 leaned- heavily on my husband’s arm for
support, and in u few moments Lis sweet voice, and
yet go icy cold, restored e to tyself, and 1 received
the congratulations of my friends. My pride was
quicted, when Mr. Datterson wished me all happi-
ness, iu an agitated voice. 1 smiled serencly, and

wy. poor, tortured heart was full to overflowing, and
I longed to throw myselfl into his arms, and weep;
but it might not be. 1 had & huashand, and hence-
forth the wan I'loved could bo nothing to me. And
that husband! 1 would as soon have thought of
throwing wyself on the bosom of the Alpine snow,

and ask for it. It would have offended “all his ideas
of propricty ; he * hated scenes,” and thought # mo
woman should o far lose her self- -possession as to
weep!” I repented, but alas! it was too late, 1
hid thrown away n piceless jewel ; which I inighe
uever hope to find again—a true, manly heart. Aye,
Pride wus entistied; but was 1 happy? No! far
from it.
was very unhappy.

Oh, young maidens, take warning! O, take
heed—-be not too hasty ; and, above all, lct not Fride
hold dominion over you, lest you repent when it is
too late. - Idrew the picture of a happy home this

| eveniiug, but my heart sosadly cried, * It might have
[ been,” that my tears flowed fast and washed it away.

Ah, my heart sings a sad ;‘oqqiem for dead joys, and
the refrain is ever, » it might have been.”
Drrasco, N, J., Oct.-16, 1858.

A Harey Deatir.—We extract the following from
the columns of the Boston Post. lt is alinost need-
less to say that it is from the qnumt ‘pen of “Cymeon,”
whose generous and sympathizing heart has won ' for
himn hosts of friends :—

shall be so with San Sebastiop’s aid! Wo will ad-
mit the Spaniards, but you sttll be savod [”

The grateful girl cwbracul -the ludy abbess, who
continued :

“You, Donna Anna Clariet, will not object to'weak,
for onco, that religlous veil. and gnrb whioh you
would do well tg wear for 1i%, as o virgin spouse of
our blessed Lord, Yon mustdxess yourself-ns one
of us, and mix with our’ nujiorous msterhood "who
have taken tho vows, and, velled like thom, you can-
not . bo found by those. who come unmannerly and
Bucrilegiousiy. to tear you fmn my protection,”

_ wPerhaps, morcover, Wo 1y so ‘meet these men
of sin, as to strlko them wnh awe, I have formed
my resolution.” :

She then turned to ond of the mstc:‘s, and sald

" @o thou to tho gatg, and annonnco to the Scere-
tary of the Kingdom that anjn it shail be opened to
bim—thats@ but prepare’ ¢ raolvcs for his rccep
tion.” - .

Donna Anna Clarico rendxl subr’ﬁittcd to all her
superior proposed, and was té‘t’)n dressed ny o nun.

. ‘The rest of tho lady nbbeefs plan, which the Nea-
pohum historians qunhfy ns being ' whimsical and
gonerous,” was this : . Sbe! ook’ from - the “sacred
tronsury of the convent all the xelidz, and distrihuted
thpm' améng the nutfs, ‘and
thelr hond, with an ivory or

oifix il} her- hnnd sho
the fair Donna Anno. Olarig, )
singing’ psulms in [% olmr ]
huehing., e

T RN N RN

towards - tho gato, all |

on, placing horaelf at |
[ed thém on In.two long lings, in one’ of which was|

most Benutlfur. nnd L

, Yet llfe Deals I the trozen Gouglr,
And Freedom's spring is coming !
And Freedon's tide comes up alway,
“Though we may stand in eorrow;
And our good barque, nground to-day,
Shall Hout ngafu to-morrow, .

The peoplu's ery ascendeth,

And carth {s wet with Blood e u\m‘s }

- Butonr mcck sufl'rance endeth !

trhe few shall'not for efer Pway,” e

The many woll in sorrow;

Tho powers of Euarth aro stronguto-lny, ¢
. But Honven shall rule to-mibrrow,

Though hearts lrood o'er the past.. our o) o8 i

Yar, lo! our day bursts up the skh.n.
Lean out your souls and Jisten!

The world Tolls Freedom's radiant way <

“ And ripens with her sorrow ;

Koep hourtt WO BEAR THE CROBS TO-DAY,
BusLs weAn THE CHOWN TO-¥OLROW,

) ‘Oh, Youthl finme enrnest, still aspire,
" With enorgics immortal !
To many o heaven of desire, .
Our yeorning opos o portnl N
And though age wearles by the way,
4 - And hcnrle break §n the furron,
We'll sow thie golden gmln to-dny—
And lmrvest comés to-morrow.

by

. Bulld up herolo liver, andall . .
. Dollke ashoathen sdbre, - .

v Ready ta finsh out ai God'y cu", ST

" ,ON, chivatry bf Iabor] - i
—mhumph and tofl aro mma; and e

RIIys

. Avd 'ifs the lnnrlyrdom tp-dny,

i . _:y_‘ngl vlelo}y to-mon-ow. :

Through allthe Jong, dark nights of years, . _

With smiling fuatures glleteén T -

7 Joy punatho Sloudeof oorrowro o, S

back to-morrow.” The morrew came, but not my -

calmly answered, * 1 canuot but be Lappy.” Oh,

seeking sympathy, as to cast mysell into hiy arms,

I was flattered, caressed, and envied, but 1

the last summons to us, for this Lody' to separate
| from the soul—for this corruption to put en incor-
ruption, and this mortal immortality !

’Tis better in battle than in bed, snid unclo Toby.:

11l is very frightful in o house, quoth Obadiah. 1

never mind.it inyself, said Jm“nn, upon a coach-.
box, It must, in my opiuion, be wost natiral i in bed,

replied Susanunah. - And so each one has his. or ‘he’r..
particular desire; touching the mode and manner of -

coﬁnir). although it cannot always bo gratified,

matter one evening, whon ouc of our.number, a phy-
sician, remarked that if he could have hig chonco of
oxit from this world, he would prefer to go off‘in a

seerded to steal impcrcepubly mvo.y ; and when the
hand of death was realiy upon'her, I lennod:ovor her
and asked her ‘how she felt. Sho opened hex. brxght
blue eyes, radiant with a most happy expression of

not ppcnk dcnr hitsband; I pray you, but. foid your
arms nrouml me, durlmg—-it will bo a8 well., I am
’-'wor}gu,. und oh, how benutlt‘ull

: 1t we can. still love thoso who hnve made w
suﬂ‘er, wo lovo them all the more, . "

" g8 Absonte 18 to lovo what wind is to ﬂro tho

e

their deptriure from carth to tho ¢undiscoversd .

Joy, softened with tranquility, and - -whispered, Do -

Good

«1In what o variely of forms and shapes cometh

We, with a-party of friegds, were (isqussing this . |

consumption, ¢ My wife, ho said, *died that way. ‘..
So gradunlly and so gcntly wag her demise, that ghe: .

’ wesk it exting\ushes,_but the anglent it ox;ends. e _' :


















