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THE R0AD ROUND BY KENNEDY'S
MILL.

stenm cammiage sow rashes sagrily o'er
m‘!‘h falds -W‘Fia youth's gslien yern: | have ranged;
.fhdnl-i whees [ tracked my fag-bante, are no more,
And the dells whers 1 lay rnding baallada, nrw rhmj
But & fow of the hanats of my beyhood exa show
Thost featnres so dexr in the paut, to me atilly )
And one of the fow, wiers 1 yot love io go,
Of an ave, s the road round by Kennedy's Mill—
The quist Tittle puad roend by Kennady’s Mifl.

When closed for the day, with & st de, wern aur rooms,
And wernihed, with @ shout, from the pr dagozue's frown;
Whas the lust game was o'er, asll my frienils w0 aglit thair
home,
Whish lay in the smoke 224 the dust of the town—
And = biithe Tittle scholar, my bag on my back,
Alese | oot out mnte mine, an the hill;
Re it eatly ot Iste, be the sky bright er black,
v moatn was the road ronad by Kennwdy's Mill—
The tweet windicg rosd roand by Kenaedy's Mill.

Thes, to gathar the will flowrrs that sindded ita braast,
1'd alip down the glen-side 5o thoray and steep,

O eiimb some ol ivy-cind troe 1o ils nest,
And bave st the ymoot!s 07el treasares & peep;

Or I'é wade up the strmzm, aad beoeath the larye stones,
1'd fes] far the sly little trout, with s theill!

Oh! what were the pleasirs of Kings on their throne,
To mins, 3 [ sirayed round by Kenvedy™s Mill—

The silent grees resd round by Keanedy's Mill}

If the gramshoppet alucped from the bask, &3 I pasved,
Pd gently glide over, and bope, by my ear,
To find that mysterious being, at last,
That pe'er conll be seen, and vel ever was nosr;]
Or if the tark voared up 1o Hesven's bnsid gate,
1'd sit down, and hear owt his cxralliag shriil:
What sared [ for dinnrrs or srnlls that might wair,
A [ listenad his sung roand by Keanedy's Mill—
By the branch shaded rosd roond by Kenneds's MillY

The eot by the way, on whose framt mees smiled,

Anid the 1all Will iteelf, with its slow-going wheel,
bua high open doces, whers the white bige were pl!le
And i3 many small windows bedmted with meal;

ta dog. its gay poultey, its lamb tied sbave,
Near the groen e behind, that led on the hill—
Ab! those were ghe sights that | warmly did love,
As | strulied om the ros<l mand by Keanedy's Mill—
The quick-tuming road rosnd by Kenaody’s Mill.

And 90 it was dear anto me when a bov,
All thouzhtless of change, end of dexth, and of eare;
Anid therelore my hesel will theob qeicker with jov,
In these duys, when | wander and look reand me thers.
But eften derk cloads will sy Lright spirit cover,
Asnd frelings the maddest my bosam will fill,
Whea [ think on the loved roice, now silent forever,
That enid, “Lat us walk roasd by Kennedy's Mill—
The sweet, ratirsd road raanl by Kespedy's Mill!"

ROLL ON, SILVER MOON.

As | vraved from may cot, at the close of the dny,
Te gras on the besuties of June,
“Hestl n jrriamine shade, 1 eyaed a fair maid,

And slewndly complained to the moom
CHORD=,
Balt an, silver moon; pilde the traveller aa bis way,
Winle the nightingnle's soay ic in tone;

1 never. gesver more with my troe love shall stray,
By the sweet vilver light of the moon.
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wealth, and in after life gave him that unparal-
leled beavery which distinguished him on the
battle-fields of his country.

But why, as the firut faint notes of war, borne
over the waters, fell upon Benedict Arnold’s
ear, amid the luzuriance of those West India
.l;ii:;xdjﬂwhe linger there? Why did his good

e idle, with fi sail and- drooping pen-
non, in the harbor y:lduml i

Ah, there was a struggle going on in his heart
between this newly aroused feeling of patriotism
and excitement, and another and tenderer sen-
timent! For Benedict Amold was revelling in
the first love dream of his youth.

And this was why his sloop lay motionless up-
on the waters of the harbor; why, day afterday,
his brow was still fanned by tropic airs; why,
then, at nightfall, impatiently watching the sun
dipping his weary bead into the purple western
waves, he hastily strode to and fro on the white
sea strand. ¢

And when the evening gun bsomed from Mo-
ro Castle, he drew Lis little skiff from the deep
cove where itlay sheltered, and with a fow bold,
vigorous dushes of the oar, pushed out of the
harbor.

That was the hour when he kept tryst with
the beloved one; with her whose dark Spanish
eyes had burned their way into his heart; whose
tender love words and caresses woke in all its
glow his own peculiarly ardent southern temper-
ament.

Bat even this bold, determined man, loving,
as he did, impetuonsly and strongly, could uo
longer linger there; even his first love dresm
had no power to bind him always; he was poman
to loiter in his lady"s bower, while that brave
heart, panting for the rush of war and the glory
of conquest beat within bis Leart.

And that day he had said:

* One more meeting in the shades of the old |
Moorish garden; one more kisas upon Inez Va-

beside her, amid her caresses and her tears, he
said, “ Inez, I must depart."

“ Nay, lnez, beloved, ' he whispered tender-
Iy, “nay, it must be so. My country has need
of all her sons to aid in her struggles, but when
the victory is won, then will [ come back to love
MM-II

And there, in that hour, Benedict Arnold
meant what he uttered. In his first youthful love
dream, that bold man was nearer the kingdom
of heaven than he ever was again. Had bekept
the fuith he pledged; had he gone back to that
Spanish majid when the battles of his country

schemes of aggrandizements and ambition—he
Ilm-.! been spared the name of a * traitor.”
} But the voice of mad, unquiet spirit, was
| tronger far than than of affection; he crushed
down all such thoughts, and said firmly, though
tenderly:—

* Inez, I must go; but [ will not forget. We
will meet sgain, beloved.”

Yet ere he went forth from her presence for
ever, Inex Velasquez had flung about his neck a

workmapship, from which hung suspended a
blood-red cross, cut from the sparkling ruby-
stane.

“ Wear this when you fight your country’s bat-
tles," she eried. “ Wear it next your hearf;—
‘twill guard you from harm. It wasa gift to
my sire, by Granada’s sovereign in his nathe
Spain. He bas often worn it in the fray of war,
and it proved a talisman to guard him. When
the ruby gleams red as blood, safeffTollows thy
footsteps; but if it pales, then beware, for dan-
ger is nigh thee, Wear it for my sake; and,
looking upou it, remember Inez.”

And this blood-red ruby cross, heneeforth to
be worn next hiz heart, was Benedict Arnold’s
talisman—his charm—Uhis amulet.

CHAPTER II.

lasquez’s sweet lips, and then I must away."
What Benedict Amnold's purposes for life were, |
he searce knew then; but with the one idea ofj
change, of excitement, hie had exclaimed: |
“1 will no longer tarry here. The dreamis|
sweet, passing sweet, but it must be broken.” |

oars, the hasty strokes of Lis athletic arm, types |
of his whole life, impetuous, daring, free and
spurning control.

Once out on the bay, his skiff mailed rapidly
on close to the shore, where trailing vines, from |
the luxuriant gardens lining the water's edge,
dipped down into the tide.

From the very margin of the bay rose & dense,
tangled mass of rich vegetable life, varying in

rank growth of the luxariant soil.

lvosened from ripened calixes, fell here and

As the hart oo the monntain, my Tover was brive,

|
=a bantame 2ad manls to view; I

Eo kind ant sincere, aad he loved me so desr—
Uh, my Fdwin, oo love mas mere tage!
TRall an, silver moon, &c.

Bt raw he is dead, snil the youth ence so hrwve,
Cat down like & rose in Fail bloom;
And he silently sieeps, and I'm thas lef 1o weep,
By the sweet silver light of the moon.
Rofl en, sifver moen, ke.

But his grave 'l seek ond, wnti] worsing appeasy,
And weep for mr lover so lgave;
I'll rnbrsce the cold enrth, sad bedew with my tenrs,
The swest flowers that bioam o'er bis grave.
Roll e, silrer moon, &ke.

Ah! never agzin esn my bean throb with joy;
My loat oo | hope to meet soon;
And kisd (riends will weep o'er the grave whers wa slerp,
By the sweat silver lighs of the moan.
Rall o, silver maon, ke.

“THE RUBY CROSS:

—0 Y
BENEDICT ARNOLD'S AMULET.

BY MARY W.JANVRIN.

CHAPTER L
Targer g, mellow moen und wlier skies,
Ersadibs of tropic palms is sisster, knsts of Parsdios
Heags the huavy-bleasomed bewar, droops the heavy fruited

lu;,“uu-du-.lgtui-l-t##mdu
Texnvsos.

With eager, impetuous footsteps, Benedict
Amold paced the white sea strand of a quaint,
strange old West Indian town, whose antique
Moorish houses, with their pillared balconies,
their arnbesque work, their open courts and
sparkling fountains, give to it such = foreign
look, and that air of momance so peculiar to old
Spavialy cities—while his vesscl lay anchored in
the blue waters of the hacbor 2]’ Havana.

For Benedict Arnold, in his youth, wasa mer-
chant, trading to the West ludies, und commnn-
dued bis own vessel—the little sloop which then,
with snowy mast and tapering spars, cleardy de-
fined against the blue sky, lay like a thing of
beauty, idle and motionless, on the waves.

This was not his first trip to the tropies; many
a time ere this his vessel had ploughed the wa-

“ters of the Atlantic to those islands which He
like gems of besuty upon the ocean's breast,
shint past the frowning battlements of Maoro Cas-
tle, and rode gallantly into the harbor of Hava-
na, but it was to be his lnst one; for already had
the difficulties arisen between his native land
and the mother country; there was a call for
America’s brave sons, and every drop of the un-
tamed blood of youth in Amold’s veins was
roused at the trumpet tone of war.

Nor was it the love of country alone which
impelled him to return and enlist uiider Free-
dom's banmers, but the fierce, unquenchable
sion for excitement which charasterized his life
from childhood; which had made him, in boy-
100d, a rover to the British exmp, then as has-
fily brought him home sphin, sent him %0 the
tropics as & merchant, where he won him great

Siet Tule,

there about his boat upon the sea; long featbery |
sprays plumed and opodded in the balmy air;
indeed, it was a perfect wilderness of green and

| bloom, an intoxicating atmosphere of odors,
0, these warm West Indian Isles, the Eden |
of the worjd, lying in * dark purple depths of

Bea !!I

How Bevedict Amold’s tropic heart revelled
in the iutoxicating richness sverywhere about
him!

And could he leave this magic clime, the spar-
kling waters, and the gleaming constellations
which walked forth into the deep night skies
with a glory unknown to hia native porthern land?
and above all, could he gaze oo more upon those
eyes which beamed far brighter than the star-
light for him1

Yes, yos; his resolve was unchsngeable; he
must go heace. What will not a proud, ambi-
tious man do, and dare, and suffer, for his own
agprandizement! -

And still on be rowed, over waters darkening
into a deeper purple in the shades of gathering
night under the magnificent blaze of that south-
| ern starlight, & staclight so like day.

And still the long vines and green mosses teail-

And a voice was pocred on the fpre winds fr,
Asxd the land ros op al the sigs of war.
Hesans.
O, Fame ! Fame! Fame ! saxt grandest work 10 God.
_ Arzxasnen FxITH.

Years, thick, erowding, and full of strange,

And 50 on, on, out of the harbor he pushed, | BMlavt, daring decds, unknown before in the | clared ihit his eharacter had been unjustly ns-
with hasty oar dashes—the vigurous beat of the | World"s history went by. Am infant peaple had | persed, and Congress gave him the rank he had

thrown off their shackles, and proudly taken s
place among the nations of the earth.

There were brave words, thrilling thonsands
of stout American hearts, spoken in Congress;
there were tales of war and victory repeated
over at nightfall, beside every hearthsione in
the land; there were battles and the fush of

conquest.
But ah, the picture has a darker side!

every ehade ufgn]d‘ amd mreen and erimson, lhcl There were snfferings which had no parallel | when'he was jn.nior in command, wasat once

in the people’s annals. Anarmyof men resolved

Forth from the matted vines gleamed mgmr.' to * fight to the death,” layat Valley Forge, |
| icent blossoms, swaying up uned down on their | almost naked and starving, in the dead of a se- |
[ long, peutile stems, like gorgeous, flame winged | vere winter. Mothers girded the sword to their
| birds flitting to and fro; bright crimson petals, | sons” breasts, and sent them forth to the battle-

field with a ¥ God speed " on their lips.
But over all of these suffering soldiers the ea-

the toll and bloodshed of the eight years® war,
his eagle eye saw the future glorious desting of
his country.

And e of the eagle spirit and eye, was that
groat, good man, Gronae Wasniveroxn; and be-
side him, sustaining and helping bim in his ar-
duous toils, were brave and gallant aids, fore-
most among whom stood Benedict Arnold.

And in those years of peril and struggles, by
deeds of gallant daring, his star altained its ze-
nith. Certainly, il ever man won glory by roll
and beasery, that man was Armold.

Through the dark pine forests of Maine, with
his band of iron men, through deep wildernes-
ses shroodad in snows, across rivers, cold, dark,
and turbid, down steeps and rapids, and penetra-
ting the tangled, unbroken fastnessea of an un.
trodden region, had he accomplished a perilous
Jjourney.

And then, when keeping guard by the watch
fires without the city on the heights of Quebee,
in the keen, piercing cold of a Camadian winger,
ou the victorious battle plain, the pallunt deeds
of this brave man sttested that the tide of pat-

ed down into the water; and fHoating out sea-

sickening in their sweetness; still on his head
rained showers of crimson and snowy petals; and
on, on, he went past visions of beauty, which
seemed more like glimpses of fairy-land than
any reality on earth. <

An hour had clapsed since the rover left the
harbor, and the full blaze of a tropie night lay
over land and sen.

« A glorious land—a magic clime! But this
het blood in my veins must be cooled in porth-
ern airs, ere long,” murmured Amold as be
drew hisskiffashore atan opening, beyond whose
vista of arching vines might be caught glimpses
of the white walls of a villa, and stood for & mo-
ment with bared head beneath the starlight.

“ A glorious land to live, and dream, and love
in; but such a life would kill me. I must have
action, the sterner strife, thd combat,” be e3-

| claimed, as he parted the vines, strode up a Hight |

| of marble sgeps, and entered the fowery wilder-
| ness beyond.

There, *neath the bright starlight, gleamed the
white walls of anoid Moorish mansion, built
around an open, paved court, where s fpun
played, and shimmered like silver in the star-
lighs.

There, in s quaint-locking old gardes, with
green terraces and broad flights of murble steps,
where the stately palm reared its turfled coro-
nal high above sll other trees, where the scar-
let pomegranate tossed its scented blossoms on
the air, had the first love dream of Benedict
Amold’slife begun; and there, o, wore his
own lips, that mpght, to speak the words which
ended it.

There, 100, it died; but in after years, when
the fiush of glory was won—beside the watch-
fires of Qucbee, in the rush of the battle, and

stillness of the calm night-tide, did no mem-
ory of that trusting Spanish girl, who had lav-
ished her love'on the gay, gallant and chivalric
voung Americens come 0 his heart t—of the girl
who came there 1o mees him under the starfight,
who eried, * 0, do not go?"" as standing there

| ward, came winds replete with odors almost |

riotism ran strong within his veins
And afterward, at Saratoga, where his good

rﬂgh: arm turned the tide of battle and won the

| victory—at the glorious sea fight of Lake Cham-
! plain, where he waa at once hero and genoral—
America had no need of more daring men to
fight her battles than thesame Benedict Amold.

For then that foul stain, which no hand ean
wipe away, had not settled down, down, like a
cloud of blackness, upon his name. No, thank
God, there were years when he was no traifor.

To his after life belongs this foul deed. Let
us not talk of it now—enly of his glory. Time
.wes when no truer, patriotic heart beat in
an American bosom his.

Who, then, Jgoking the dim vista of the
future, would bave said:—* This man will be-
tray his country 1"

That man of foresight and prudence, George
Washington, did not look for sach treason,
{when, ina letter to Congress, recommending
| that Amold should be sent to the northern ar-
my, he wrote:—

“ He is active, judicious, and brave, and an
: officer in whom the militia will repose great con-

Arnold himsell knew not to what depths he
should fall, when, galled by the tardiness of his
eountry in conferring the ruak upou him he had
80 fully earned, he resigned his commission with
these proud words:—

“1 am ready to risk my life for my eountry;
but honor is & sacrifice that no man ought to
make." - :

0, no; his star, which had risen so brightly at
Ticonderogs and Quebec, which hiad culminated
st Serstoga, had not yet begun to siope down
the sky of honor, when, alaa! it was & star vo
more, but s brilliant meteor Sashing down s
darkening sky—a blazing ship, “ with breken
masts dismantied all,” adrift, and going downin
& biack, miduight sea.

» were five long years of giory graated

Benedict Ameld—sive years, wherein he
wrote the record of dazaling deeds upon the
scroll of fame—five years wherein his heart,

were won; had be never woven for himu!fl

slight golden chain of antique Lut exquisite |

warm and yielding as the fresh molten lava, had
no time to cool and harden, and become like
iron in the scoria of pride and revenge, which
afterwards encrusted it.

And in those Sre years ofsglory, whether on
land or ses, amid the beats of & southern
summer, or the rigors of a porthern winter, he
pever ence quailed before the foe.

And even then, in the toilsome march through
the wilderness, on the snow-crowned heights of
Quebec, 1t Suratoga, Danbury, and Champlain,
iz conquest and in glory, still that blood-red
cross bad never dimmed, bat lay like a sentinel
of fire, puarding his heart—that heart which,
amid its dresms of glory, had well nigh forgot-
ten the giver of this ruby amulet—sweet Inez
Valasquer

CHAPTER IIL

T kept my eonnse through past ingratitede ;

loawe—

Could not but see those invalts as they Gell,

Browwina.

His seorn in lying on my bean like smow,

My eres nre weery, and [ fain would sleep ;

The quietest sleep is undernenth the groand .
Avexaixoen Surm

There came a time when, deny it as wa may,
Benedict Arnold received injury at the hands of
the country he had so faithfully served.

‘We say this, not to palliste the crime of his
tresson—Heaven forbid !—there were no wrongs
great enough to drive & true heart to this—but
to show how a brave mun may sometimes be
worried into madness. .

Benedict Armold had his glory and his erimes;
he had his wrongs, too.

There were aspersions east upsn his hitherto
| fair fame. He had been necused of weizing cer-
| tain goods at Montreal without lawful warrant.

m—

kis personal property in Philadelphia; for that

mand of West and the morrow's sun must
see him on his journcy thither.

signed, large sums of gold deposited in his
agpnt’s bands, 1o meet the immense debts which

princely style of living; and when the bells from

twelve, Arnold was alone onee more.

| table, and his head upon his Land.
His face looked anxious, pale, and eareworn;

of hislife bad not only left their iron impress
upon his brow, but inhis heart.

tras weary, wearied to death, at the treasonahle

become a traitor.

He had an honored name; his eountry repo-
sod trust in him; Washington was his friend;
and in the great wrong, he had planned, and
which seemed almost upon the eve of consum-
mation—had he no cause for remorse?

Tt was no idle game he held in his hand; and
the stakes were fearfully heary.

Yonder, in his cabinet, lay the commission
from Cangress, which had raised him to the rank
of major-genceal; before him, upon the table,
lay the letter from the commander-in-chief,

| Congress had appointed five major generals, all
| his juniors in rank, without remembering in the |
distribution of her favars, the hero of Quebee |
and Champlain, and then sought by the paltry |

And suah proceedings as these terribly galled |
this impetuous man. True, afterwand his servi-
| ces were recognized, when the board of war de-

| 70 fully wen; but their tardiness and noglect had
sunk into his heart to rankle there.

Chafed and stung, he had resigned his commis-
| #iom; but when, st the instance of Washington,
| he wae ealled to join the army in the north, he
| did not hesitate, but sgain went forth to Sglt
'l hia country’s battles.

And then a series of brilliant victories follow-
‘ ed, whereln he honored himself and America; |

leader and hero.

which confirmed him in the command of West'
Point; and in that tiny inlaid rosewood writing-
deak, whieh stood upon the little table in the

But when midnight came, all arrangemengy
were completed. Transfers had been made, deads |

And for fear, too? for what if he should fail? |

—

— E———

his business agent, weiting letters, and aultiug’ “ | know my husband for a brave and mhkf such beautiful women as Margaret Amold join-

the necessary arrangements for the disposal of | soldier,” saidiMrs. Arnold, proudly. | ed in the dance, and the walls resounded with

Amold groaned alowd in the bitterness of bis | the echoes of Isughter, and strains of musie,

day had he reccived from Washington the eom- humiliation, and eovered his face with his kands. |

The iron fangs of remorse were beginning o
ifuu.-n upon his soul.

iseil! Toa patriot's name he hal no claim.
| Suill his young wife stood beside him, pleading
that he would try and sleep before dawn.

' tha night are precious. Much vet remains un-

“ A brave and noble soldier.” Alas! and that|

the old State Flouse pealed forth the Mofidaumuyjmmy."-ubbnﬂy. “Igo

| surly in the morming. You will join me by the

| leading ber %o the door of the apartasent. |
! Margaret Araold took her husband’ssrm. As |

| whiereon & solitary candie bured and fickered
lin the tall bronze candelubea, Arnold’s eve:

| npon ki~ wife's neck. |

| over her; and grasping the ornament, he nkmi.!
in a husky voice:—
| “Margaret, how came you by this
For there, suspended from her dainty white
neck, by the slender chain of gold, and burning
red as @re upon her bosom, hung the ruby
cross. '
| This? echoed Mre. Amald, taking the
cross from her husband's fingers. 0, to be
wure. 1 found it where Genemal Amold slyly de-
posited it—in my writing desk! How kind and
| thoughtfal of you to make me such a birthday
gift ! but how queer to put itthere ! But pray
where did you procure it? I assure you that,
I with my new jowels, [ was quite the belle of the
party to night, and was asked some ha!l'du:enl

At midnight, with a cautious, steaitby tread,
Amold left the revellers, and stole away to n
lonely, unfrequented spot, somme little way de-
tant within the American Lines. .

And there, awaiting him. hs found Major
Joht Andre; there he delivered to him the
papers which were to give West Puint Into the ’

behad incurred by his lavish prodigality and | « [ can find no time for rest. The hours of | possession of the enemy—the piansand drafiaof -

the fortifications. Base traitor! i
There was much 0 be said, many instructions .
to be given; for in the excitement of hisrarenge.

Slowly settling himself in his arm chair, afler | 9ist. Till the, adien, Margaret, sweet wife, | ful bopes, Amold had forgotten his foars, and
the sownd of his agent's receding footstepa had | for T most Lid you leave me now Asd with  the morning dawned and found them stifl to.
died along the hall, he leaned his elbow on the | the gallantry of a lover, be kissed her, and was gether. -

Mujur Andre eoald not effect his retura to the
British camp by daylight; hetica he mtst le

and well it might; for those last few months | they passed beoeath the high marble mantel, concealed till evening shades again shroaded
j thes

the earth.
That day went by, and in the darkness of

His very attitude betokened weariness. He ! canzlitthe glimpee of something red and bright | night, Audre set forth upon Wis jourmey; but

after that there eame tidings which cansed Sen~

game he was playing; for it was no light thing, | Rapidly thrusting his band into his bosom, | edict Amold’s cheek to tumn pale; and his Dears..
even for that daring, i-domitable, rash man, to {be as rapidly drew it forth agnin; then bnmliﬂg‘: o

fill with fear.

For the warning of the paling cross had prov.
od true.  Apdre was a prisoner; his sebeme hed
fuiled; ke was m danger.

The fullowing ten long weary days; days of
agony to brave John Andre, inhis selitary son-
Gnement, his trial, and his doom; days of tarver,
and shame, and féar to tha traitor, who lay coa-
cealodon board the sloop of war “Vultaré;™ and
when in the agony of remorse, be beard the
salemn minute guns booming over the waler,
telling the tale of the unhappy Andre’s dueath,
when the Vulture stood out to ses, he st mule

and white in the cabin, with the stain of & tesrl-
ble sin—the murder of John Andre-wupoh his
soul.

Then, convulsively grasping the riby eroms,

5 - : southemn bow window, where Margaret Arnold | times where they were purchased, or if they | bhe eried, * Inex, hct,ihoumnqul‘:'i\’-
gifv-of a war horre: to recompense himfor the| . . a0 o0 near her husband, and pen ber | were fumily jowels. Indeed, one gentleman | gift did wamme, but too late—too llh!h The
blood he had shed in the service of his country. | friendly letters to John Andre, lay the replies | sought the privilege of examining them, amd dn- l danger eame nigh, and [ had no power” to turn,

to Lils offers of treason.

And General Amold’s youthfu! wife little knew f

that her lively letters, detailing the® gaities of
her life in the Quaker City, an8 Ma or Andre’s
repliea, which, tied together with a dainty blue

clared the ruby real, of immense value, and tlnel
antique workmanshipol the ehain exquisite.— |
[Pm;. where did vou get them, Arnold™ she |
{ plafully retorted. t
General Arnold saw her mistake, for she had |

it from me.” Aund the unhuppy man stirode tha
floor, and wrung his hands in his misery.

« Hencoforth my name will be spoken—will
be spoken among my couni@ymen with loathiag;
it will be s bye-word and a shame; and this,

ribbon, filled one corner of her writing desk, | not noticed his yuivesing white lips, and he re- | thizit Is to bea traifor I"*

were the vehicles of her hashand’s treason—
that, interlined between her delicate chirmgm-
phy, he had written his promises to deliver West
Point over to the British.

Arnold knew that the game wasbegun. Sting !

his conscience ever so flercely, it must be played
through; but in that midulght hour, when eve-
rything was armanged, and he secmed on the
very verge of success, that bold, bad man trem-
bled.

In May, 1778, Arsold joined the army at Val-

| pen, the friend and eorrespondent of Major An-
| dre, the leader of fashion and gaiety in the Qua-

ley Forge, and shortly afterward took up his |
| residence at Philadelphis, where he mn—iedhiqi
l lovely child-wife, the beautiful Margaret Ship- |

Like a panorama, every scene of kis eventful
career passed bafore his mental vision—the dark

pine forests of Maine, the walls of Quebec, the I

| solved toprofit by it, and inascalm a voiceashe
couldmssume, he replied:—

%S5 my Magzie is pleased with her gift?™—!|
Well, then, T am glad; but go now—yet leave |
me the ereas amd chain. .:nlal like to exam-
ina their workmanahip at my-ledsure, for it isa
foreign trinket. Thare, go now."” And receiv-
ing the cress(rom her hand, they parted, with a}
good-night kiss, at the door.

General Arneld went back and #tood beneath
the light upon the mantel, and gazed long and l
earnestly opon the trinket he beld.

» [ must have dropped it from my neck into |

|

Long be sat; then a dash of the old passlon
and pride came hack to his heart and trembléd
on his tongue.

+ But, poor fool, poor pitiful fool that I amde
sit thus, snivelling like & very child! Tres, §
have failed Aere, Lut America shall not ba- for-
gotten. Perish those whimpers and regeets;
pevish il memories of the past—all memeries,
save of my wrongs. And thou, Iving babbler,”
to the gleaming trinket in his hand, “thou, teo,
who gavest warning of my danger too late for
my redemption: thou, 0o, shalt be buried desp
in these waters, as in obliviou.” And he flang

blue waters of Champlain, the battle field of | her writing desk,” he murmured, remembering | it far through the eabin window into the sea.
Saratoga; and over and above all this brilliant | bow, at dead of night, he had risen from his bed |

_'uf her hero hoshand.

| Alas that in all those long vearssinee his shipy |
| sailed out of the harbor of Havana, and he turn-

| years of glery on the battle-field, with such men |

and Dag. ! ily.
iel Mongan, for his eompanions—in the brilliant | Tioondecoga of Quebee=* Benedict Arnoid, you
{ will one day play the teaitor,” I would have ' ¥
ground bim back to dust bencath my heel! Bat { he only murmured ina strange, hollow m:ce:—l alas that America's falr esenteheon must remaly

as George Washington, Ethan Allen,

saloons of Philadelphia, with bright eves boam-
ing upon him, and such & woman as Margare:
Arnold for his wife—-with such bonors as Con-
gress eventually, though tardily, had heaped
upon him—alas that Benedict Amold had no
memory of the promise his lips had spoken, no
thoughits for the Spanish girl wao long ere this
had been laid to sleep under the gay green sod
of her native Indinu isle!

For sweet Inez Valasquez was dead !

The hot Spanish blood of her sires flowed not
%0 strong within her veins as the gentler tide
caught from the heart of her blue-eyed
\ mother.  Uer pride could not crush her te
aess, hence her life went out in the struggle.

Month aler month, year afler year, rolled
their weary circles into the eternity of the past,
| and £till the impetuous, gallant American, who
| liad won her heart, came nol.
l Then she knew that Benediot Arnold had de-
i serted her, and then she drooped and died.
Truly for the heart-broken Toez,—

“ The quistest sleep was undernenth the ground.™
Apd thusit was *hat in that quaint old Moorish

er-

ward from the harbor of Havana, they laid her
down to sleep; thus it was that where her life
began it ended; where ber heart was won, it
broke, and over her white headstone the starry
jasmines waved to and fro like & cloud of bov-
ering sngels, and the scarlet pomegranate bios-
soms Suttered down likea flock of flame-winged
birds continually alighting upon her grave.

Poor Ines Valasques!

And all the time, while the ruby life-tide was
ebbing within thy heart, thy gift, the bleod-red
cross, had never paled upon thy lover's. Sull,
like s thing of fire, it buned upoa his breast,
while the fires of ambition were smothering
within—those baleful flames, which when wa-
kened there, would lap up the very life-blood of
kis honor.

Step by step be was walking the path
end was ruin.  Slowly his star was sloping
downwand way.

And =0 they made the Spanish maiden x grave
amid the richness of the tropies, and all lozu-
riant, Beantiful things. Better by far for Ben-
edict Arnold had he died, too, and been laid to
sleep beside her—he had not lived to become o
traitor then.

CHAPTER IV.

Twaa day. But mow, few lerge and bright,
The wan are resad e crosceat mog),
A.d-‘-.gh;dil,-ﬂ.h— ; ;

. Cowsnrpas.
——— Meey u perilhave [ famed,
Nor know T why thiv sext sppesrs the jast !
Tet so my beurt foobodes, bt must nat fear,
Nor wball my fellowren Sud me falter beye
It was the noon of night. A e
Ever since the gray twilight set in, bad Gen-
eml Amold beea closeted in the library of his
mansion, then known as the Pean House, with

L 9

| thoughts maddencd him. "
| ed its prow toward his mative land, in those five | SRER Muttenait i - i 2ane

garden, washed by the ocean tides sweeping out- |

And never again, lying close upon his breast,

< . ’ scroll seemed written, in lurid chamcters, as | to write in his wife's Tetters his medsages to Ma- | was that Ruby Cross charm, an amulet to h
ele spirit of a brave man held swar; through all | ker Cigy, yot, withal, the friend and companion | .0 o pan of fire, the single word, “ Tpaitog} jor Andre. * How strange that [ dild not miss | away the Sends of evil, guawiag evermere sb

traitor!"
The gulet of the night, and his rapidly rushing

the room.
*"Tis the infernal plos!"* he mnttered, husk-

now—upow,"" and he smote the air with elenchod
fist, “ pow what am I bus that sccursed thing™*
Then his mood changed. His lips grew firm,,

(a5 though cut from iron; his eve blased with

hate and scorn.

“«Yet why," he wenton, “ why should it mad.
den me 307 Have I not had eause for thia?—
Were not abuses heaped upon me? Did oot a
lawless mob assanlt me, and sarround my dwel-
ling? Did not Congress treat me dishonorably,
unjustly, shamefully? Did not Gearge Wash-
ington insult me st Morristown? And shall T
it here weakly mourning beeause the hour of
my revenge is nigh? No! This cursed coun-
try shall have cause for woe, as it has given we
canse for the deed I havedune. Conzressshall
hare reason for reprimand now. George Wash-
ington ahall not have it to say that he rebuked
| me publicly, and [ tamely bose the insnlt.

# | gave them the best yeam of my life—the
strength of my mashood. Txhed my blood iike
water; but, by Heaven, they've had the last
drop from my veine! Now—now, [ canavenge
myself! Ha! this should be a royal bour!" and,
in his intense excitement, he strode to and fro
with flashing eyes.

Suddealy & white hand, sparkling with jew-
els, was laid epon his arm, and a soft voice said:

“ General Amold—my hushand I

He turmed, and his beautiful child-wife, clad
in white Seecy garments, ss though attired for
s fostival, stood beside him.

A woft besm lightsd his eye, and s tender
smile quiversd around his Tip.

& Margaret, you here™ he said. “ I thought
you were at some brilliaut levee, to-night.'* |

“T did go,"" she replied, * but thoughts of
your pale face haunted me, and so [ ordered the
carriage home again.  And now [ find you rest-
less nnd excited, pacing the floor. Yoo have
some teouble. This command to West Point
involves you in some way. You are ill, perhaps.
What is it, Arnold 7™ and the true-hearted wife
elung to his arm.

* No; itisnothing, Margaret. You are fright-
ened. [havebeen making the necessary srmnge-
ments for leaving Phi aod am puly fa-
tigued; that is all," he replied, evasively.

# Bat these long night waiches, after days of
toil, see 100 much for you. Amold, they are kill-
ing you, You must get sleep befors you start
on your jourmney.'' .

“Sloep: [ wonderif [ will ever sleep again'™
be echoed, wildly, shaking off her arm, and walk-
ingto and fro. * Yes, I will sleep, :
but not wntil T reach West Point. There I must
nseds slumber soundly and sweetly—patriots al-
waye do, do they not?™ sad coming beck and
passing beside ber, he laughed nerromly. O,
my sweet wee wife does pot know what a Srue-
bearted, loyal patriot Benedict Amold is!™

| it
« s, ali ! what is this? What if her words, |

{prove tue? By heavens, they are, they are|

| true, and 1 mu’ lowt And Armold shrieked |

Tl

| had grown pale beneath his gaze. ‘

Minutes, long to him as hours, went by; and
| “Eshall fuil. The warning came, but too |
| late—to0 late!™ i
| And then, as waterswill sometimes bubble up
| clear and limpid from the deep black spring,
80 [rom the heart of that proud, passionate, im-
perious man gashed forth momories of that love
dream of his youth.

And with tears in his eves, he wandered in
spirit along the terrmced walks of that quaint
old Moorish garden, under the blaging starlight
of tropic skies, breathing airs fragrant of pome-
granate and arange; and, one by one, at & monk
connts his beads, he said over the bmken vows
uttered in that sweet, sweet springtime of the
heart.

“ Dead, dead™ he murmured sadly. “I
koow it all mow. All these lonz years sgnnof
have pone by, and her heart not broken.

“ Alas? and thus it has heen from my youth
up! Thus, evory good amd lovely thing I bave
erashed in oy path, and now, now " he added
in & bollow voies, “with this waming of my
doom, what have I to look forwand to but death,
or, worse far, coutempt &nd scorn ™

And so the Kurs of night wore on, aml gray
moming came, and with 4 hoavy heart Benedics
Arnold set forth for West Polot.

CHAPTER V.

Listen! Thete's shame, and hisming, tad comenmpe, and
none but langh who name me; sone but iplts messieless
seorn Bpon me Baowrtsa,

The st ol September came, the day armng-
ed for the consammation of Amold’s tréason,
for delivering the stronghold of the American
srmy, West Point, wp to General Clinton.

Amold, who had been joined that day by his
lovely wife, was at the garrison; bot all her
| faseinations failed to drive the moodiness from
| hiis brow, or the dark fears which held bim in
| thrall from his heart.
| Thatomen of the ruby eross had exerted a
| wonderful effect upon him. He was by nature
far removed frum superstition, or any belief in
the wonderfal. Sometimes he strove to beliere
that it was but the fancy of his own excited brain;
yet it would not do. He had become nervous
and weak in the extreme, andthe veriest trifle
discomposed and annoyed him.

And there, even before his eyes, he saw the
single, terrible word “traitor;™ but the game
was begun, and he must play it oul.

Tt wasa beillant festival night st West Point;
for & ball was given by the young officars of the
garrison in honor of their ecommander and his
youthfu! and beautiful wife. There were many
' brillisnt gutherings in those days—for Ameries
~ bad accomplished belles and benuties, sad gay
' and gallant men—bet none where gayer or brav-

| er met than on that night a1 the old fortrees of | ally

‘West Point. '
Such men as General Hamilton and Lafuyeite,

Benedict Amold’s heart,
Fo: the star of his glory, which had risen o8

and strode ! which [ desmed but an idle superstition, should | Quebeo, biazed with noontide splendoron Lake

Champlain, and culminated nt Saratoga, hadset

for ever.

“ By heaven, hnd any man said to me at | sloud; for Inez Velasques's gift, the ruby cross, | England paid him gold as the price of his hoae

or, and England zave him a grave. Pity, teo,
she did not have the honor () of his birth;and

wrnished by such a name as that of “Bmedied
Arasld the Traitor*

Errtonations 1x Cativonsta anp Oumsss-e
The explorations of the country about the souse
ces of the Klamath River, last summer and All,
has proven that river and the Sacramento take
their rise in the same grand platess. Thegread
plain, haring an altitude of betwees 4,000 o
5,000 fect, ettends far north into Oregen Terd«
tory, and embeaces twalve lakes, some of which
are of great maguitude. These lakes ave divid.
ed into two series, having each it chain of cone
nections; one of them (affording much the larg-
est portion of water) pours its united water inte
the Klamath, through the Little Klamath Lakey
the other sheds its waters through the subtes
raneons channe! of Lost River loto Pt River,
and thence into the Sscramento. The sountry
immediately arcund these lakes sad along the
streama which flow into them, sod conneet With
them, is & vast mesdow of grass and tales. The
higher lands are extensive alkall plains, broken
up Ly hills which have no eonneeted range, aad
are covered with a seattered growth of plneand
wpruse.— Biskiyou Chrronicle.

Rrvoromovarr Doceneee.—The Portafioad
1N.H.) Dagette publishes the following intesess-
ing document of clden time. I shows
what our forefathers thought of negro eitisen
ship:

T the Seleatmen ond Committes of the Town of
Covowy of New H.

I Committe of Safety, April 12,1 I

In arder 10 carry the underwritten resolve of
the Homorable Continental Coogress into Exe-
cution, you are reqnested to desire all Malee
sbove Twenty-one Tears of age, (Lanstics, Jd-
iots and Negroes cxcepted,) to cign te the De-
claration on this Paper; and when so done, S
make return thereof, together with e Neme
or Names of €l who shall refuse ® dign The
same, to the General Mv.m

of Safty ofthis Coleng. = &

A correspondent of the Manchester (Englend)
Guaardian gives the sccount of the sscend
of Mosnt Blane by s large party, smeug
whom there were several Americans, one'of
whom, & young lady, named Trawlawny,sllpped
over an icy o and fell bundreds of faes
into a fssure, where she must have been dashed
to pieces.  Livingor desd, bowever, 00" asmis-
maips must e ustil the tast tramp shadl sound.
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