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MY SDIIBK WITH DR. SIMLETARY.

liV TilK AVTHOR OF MAHOAKKT SMITH'S JOI'RNAT,.

|)r Singletary is dead!
Well what of it? All who live die sooner or

ijtrr aul pray, who wu Dr. Singletary, that his

g*, iin hi rtstm particular Attention 1

Why, in the first place, Dr. Singletary, as a

u,n born to our common inheritance of joy and

orrow, esrthly interests and heavenward aspirations.
onr brother in sin and suffering, wisdom and

folly, love and pride, and vanity, has a claim upon
the universal sympathy. Besides, whatever the

lirinz m m may have been, death has now invested
him with its great solemnity. lie is with theimmorti'sFor him the great curtain has been

lifted The weaknesses, the follies, and repulsivemental and personal idiosyncracies, which

may hare kept him without the sphere of our respect
snd sympathy, have now fallen off, and he

/ ive it radii*! »\tv transfiguration of et«mi*y,
GotiV child, our recognised and acknowledged
brother.

|>r tiiitgl-'vr /f«»d He was an r*J . »

anl seldom, of latter years, ventured beyond the

precints of his neighborhood. He was a single
miiu. an I his departure has broken no circle of

family affection. He was little known to the public,
and is now little missed. The village newspaper

simply appended to its announcement of his
Jisease the customary post mortnn compliment,
greatly respected by all who knew him;" and in

the annual catalogue of his Almi Muter, an asterisk
has been added to his name, over whioh

, anrvivor of his cliM
^tt.huuc duujv .

rnij breathe a sigh as he calls up the image of the

fresh faced, bright-eyed boy, who, aspiring, hopeful.
rigorous, started with him on the journey of

life.a ^gh rather for himself than for its unconcious
awukener.

But a* few years hare passed since he left us,

jet already well nigh all the outward manifestations,
landmarks, and memorials of tha living man

hare pa-wed away or been removed. His house,
with its broad, mossy roof sloping down on one

tide almost to the rose-bushes and lilacs, and its
comfortable little porch in front, where he used
to sit of a pleasant summer afternoon, has passed
into new hands, and has been sadly disfigured by
a glaring coat of white paint, and, in the place of
the good Doctor's name, hardly legible on the
corner board, may now be seen in staring letters
of black nnd gold, " Valbmtik* Orson Sti bus,
M (>. Indian Doctor and Dealer in Roots and
Herbs." The good Doctor's old horse, as well
known as its owner to every niau, «ou.uii, nod child
in the Tillage, has fallen into the new-comer's
hands, who (being prepared to make the moot of
him, from the fact that he oommenced the practice
of the healing art in the stable, rising from thence
to the parlor) has rubbed him into comparative
aWkneos, cleaned his mane and tail of the accumulateI burs of many autumns, and made quite a

guy n ig of hiin. The wagon, too, in which at
least two generations of boys and girls have ridij.-nin noisy hilarity, whenever they encountered
it on their way to school, has been bo smartly
painted un 1 varnished, that if its former owner

c ulJ look down from the hill where he lies, he
would scarcely know his once familiar vehicle, as

it whirls glittering along the main road to the
village. For the rest, all things go on as usual.
the miller grinds, the blacksmith strikes and
blows, the cobbler and tailor stitch and mend, old
urn sit in the autumn sun, old gossips stir tea
and 6candal, revival meetiugs alternate with applebeesaud husking*.toil, pleasure, family jars,
petty neighborhood quarrels, courtship and marriage.allwhich makes up the daily life of a

country village, continue as before. Tho little
chasm which his death has made in the hearts of
the people where ho lived and labored seems

nearly closed up. There is only one more grave
iu the burying ground.that is all.

Let nobody infer from what I have said that
the good man died unlamented, for, indeed, it
was a sad day with his neighbors, when the news,
long expected, ran at last from house to house,
and from workshop to workshop, " Dr. Singletary
>« </»'(//.'" He had not an enemy left among them
iu one way or another he had been the friend and
benefactor of all. Some owed to his skill their
recovery from sickness, others remembered how
he had watched with anxions solicitude by the
bedside of their dying relatives, soothing them,when all hum in aid was vain, with the sweet consolationsof that Christian hope which alone
pierces the quiet shadow of the grave, and shows
the safe stepping stones above the dark waters.
The ol 1 misse l a cheerful companion and friend
who hat tiught them much withont wounding
t'i ir pride by an offensive display of his supeiy. nd who, while making a jest of his own
trul* and infirmities, could still listen with real
sympathy to tbe querulous and importunate coroliotsof others. For one day at least, even the
finny faces of childhood were marked with unwoutcdthought fulness, the shadow of the cotnm"bereavement fell over the play-groand and
nursery. The little girl remembered, with teara,how her broken-limbed doll had taxed the surgie»lingenuity of her genial old friend, and the boyshowed sorrowfully to his playmates the top whichthe good Hoctor had given hiin. If there were
f"w. among the many who stood beside his grave,
ftp ,blf of rightly measuring and appreciating the
i-igh intellectual and spiritual nature which
!>rmelthe background of his simple social life,all «a..m #.« .1 -
-. > ...m icri mat do common Iocs had been susttiuetl,ami that the kindly and generous spirit>»hL -h had passed away from theua had not lived
to himself alone.
As you follow the windings of one of the love

i**rivers of New England, a few roilea above
set-mart, at it* month, joa can tee on a hill,

gras^ slope ia checkered with the graceful
of the locust, and whoee top atands re'isvrdsi-ainst a still higher elevation, darh with"iks an-i walnuts, the white atonea of the bury">15place. It i« a quiet spot; but without gloom,b* fits "GotPa Aor#.n llelow is the village,*iih its sloop* and fishing boats at the wharvee,^nd its crescent of white houses mirrored in the

w*'*r Ktsi ward is the misty Una of the greatlllue peaks of distant mountains roughen'he horizon q|the North. Westward the broad,clear river winds away into a mas# of jottinghlufs and picturesque wooded headlands. TheU>1 white atone on the westerly elope of the hillhears the name of " Nicholas Siagletary, M. D.,"an 1 marks the spot whioh he selected many yearsrfore his death When I visited it last spring,'*> air about it was fragrant with the bloom ofsweet-briar and blackberry, and the balaatnlcMoma tweet fern, birds were singing In the

birch trees by the well, end two little, brownlocked,merry-faced girls were making wreaths of
the dandelions and grasses which grew upon the
old man's grave The sun wan setting behind the
western river-bluffs, flooding the valley with eoft

light, glorifying every object, and fusing all into
harmony nnd beauty. 1 saw and felt nothing to

depress or sadden me. 1 could have joined in the
laugh of the children ; the light whistle of a young
teamater, driving merrily homeward, did not jar
upon my ear. For from the transfigured landscape,and from the singing birds, and from sportivechildhood, and from blossoming sweet-briar,
and from the grassy mound before me, 1 heard the
whisper of one word only, and that word was

Pkack.
[to bk continren]
rot tb« National isrm

THE VOLl'HTEER.
BV GRACE OEEKtrWOOP.

CHAPTER I.
" I dream of lort, enduring (kith, a heart
Mlar'wl with at .a daathlaat heritaf*
Witch I nut tak« nnanlltad tc tb« atarv.

When the great Father oalU hie children home,
And in the mldet of thla Klyntan dream,
l.o, UoW. the demon Gold! alaa' the creed
Of the falee land !".Bvlwer.

" And now for the fortune
That hangeth abore;

And to bury In battle
My dream of lore!"

Burry Cornuull.
"And bo, Margaret, you will not promise to

use your influence toward obtaining this appointmentfor meV
"Ah, Herbert, do not urge me! 1 cannot do

thla thing consistently with my own sense of duty;
a^l I am amaiet} and shoclfRi that y^ should so

far forget your often avowed principles as to desireto engage in this moat unrighteous war.a

war without one just cause, or one noble objeot.
but waged nfcainft tin unortenoing pevpi«, in me

rapacity of oonquest, and for the extension and
perpetuation of human slavery. You surely are

not hoping thns to win true glory."
" But 1 am ambitious of distinction, which I must

have and which I can gain in no other way that I
can see."
"And why this sudden thirst for distinction?

This intense ambition is certainly a new developmentnf vntir nhnrur.ter an ft it trcuhlfa me mora

than I can tell. Why is it that you desire a groat
name more than ever before ?"

u If you cannot guess, if you must be told, dear
Margaret, it is that I may stand on an equality
with you. Now, your wealth and position humiliatema"
"Does my love humiliate you, Herbert?"
11 No, dearest."
" And, yet, is it not of infinitely greather worth?

All the wealth and honors of the world could not
buy it."

" I know that, Margaret; but, before the world,
I cannot be lifted up even by your dear arms to a

position 1 hare not earned. 1 oannot consent to
receive everything, where I would give all. 1
forgot my manly pride in the one absorbing sense

of my love, when 1 sued for your hand ; bat it has
sinoe made itself remembered and you have felt,
without understanding it, in what you have called
my'strange moods.' Your noble love is tome
the crown of life, yet 1 can never wear it in
aaaee. until the world nhall acknowledge my right
to it

" Now, as I have said, yoar influence with your
ancle may gain for me the command of a volunteercompany. 1 have a bold heart and a strong
arm. and, in a short time, I am confident I can

gain distinction as a soldier."
"And lose my esteem. Herbert, I never can

consent to this; and I tell yon frankly, that what
lime lDnuence i (Kwatm buwi ubc ovuinn iun

mad enterprise of yours. Forgire me if I pain
you, dearest; but out of the very lore I bear you
1 must oppose you m this/ I speak only of lore,
though 1 might speak of rights and claims too

strong, too solemn, to be lightly set aside.''
" Then I must bid you good morning, aud try

my fortune elsewhere."
It was in the elegant parlor of a handsome

house in one of our Western cities, that the abore
conversation took place, between a pair of betrothedlovers, on a morning in the year 18-16.

Margaret Neale was an orphan, and the heiress
to great wealth. She was the ward of an uncle,
with whom she resided. Herbert Moore was a

poor, obscure boy when he first fell under the notioeof the father of Margaret, who employed him
in various capacities, gave him a fine mercantile
education, and, a short time previous to his own

death, advanced him to the post of confidential
clerk. In this situation, which was continued to
him after the death of his patron, Herbert was

able to support himself well, and to assist his
widowed mother, who had hut a small income of
her own. He was a young man of fioe intellect,
of a warm and generous heart, but of a quick,
passionate temper, and, as we have seen, of an excessiveand morbid pride. His native independencewas not subdued, but rather augmented, by
the great obligations under which he had been

plaoed by the kindness of Mr. Neale; and when,
after the death of his benefactor, he was thrown

much into the society of the beautiful heiress, it
was " against his very will and wish transgressing,"that he loved her and told her of his loveAnd

this he never would have revealed, had he
not read, in the involuntary blush, the downcast

eyes, and the low, trembling voice of Margaret,
the sweet secret of her own gentle soul. After
the itowfti una oeeo moan, «uu iur um

of the accepted lover were paet, Herbert Moore

began bitterly to reflect on the light in which he

might be viewed ae the betrothed of Miaa Neale.

he, the penniless protege, almost the creature of
her father. He feared being thought a merce

nary, poor-spirjted schemer, who had made use of

eitraordinary opportunities of access to the lovely
young heiress to gain her affection and her fortune.giving nothing which the world would deem
an adequate return. These thoughts fretted and

stung the proud heart of the sensitive youug man,
until he almost looked upon himself as an upstart
and an adventurer.
Had Herbert Moore regarded the matter in a

just light, he would have seen that his beet vindicationand assurance lay in the well-understood
character of Margaret Neale. The parents of
our heroine were Sootcb, of the true old Covenanterstock, and from them she inherited some

strong and peculiar charaoteristics. Though a

sweet and loving woman, she poasesaed a vigorous
mind, a clear judgment, and a hearty independence.traitsand powers which, of themselves,
raised her far above the eutpidon of being blinded
by a romantio paaaion, or duped into tbe acceptanceof an unworthy love. Such waa the high
estimation in which the was held by all who knew
her, that any man whom aha might have honored
by the beetowal upon him of her hsQjJ and fortuue,would, from that circumstanoe alone, have
been deemed worthy of all reepeet.

I trust that my reader will not think altogetherill of Herbert Moore, that be did not thus
understand the character and position of his aflianoedbrida. To him she wan all devoted love
and clinging tendernans, and he did not peiwtive
that her nature was to others mors boldly dafined.thatin society aha was strong, impressive,
decidedly, though delightfully, Individual. Herbert'svery gratitude to his former patron aaemed
to impress upon him the uaworthiness of taking

advantage of bia position in the family, to win
the hand and with it the immense fortune of the
heiress, tie moat not be harshly censured for
his fault.a fault which eprung from a generous
root, and one with which few yonng men, like
him, handsome and pennileaa, can be charged.
From long brooding over the subject of his relationstowards Margaret Neale, there came upon

Herbert Moore a burning deeire to make for himaelf
a name, which, even in the ryee of the world,

might balanoe the fortune of hia bride. Yet how
was this to be accomplished } Though possessed
of various talents, Herbert Moore was fully aware
that he had no positive genius for any department
of science or art. He wae not a brilliant scholar,
though educated and well read. He was not a

poet, though truly poetical. He waa not an artist,though of fine artistic tastes. Nor was he a

musician, though he sung pleasantly at evening
partF a

Just at this perplexing period, there was great
excitement throughout the country upon the
Mexican war. Our hero's native State raised a

regiment ef volunteers, and hia native city was
Mlkd ajMB tar a owipuf. T« ikMamuvi of <

this company young Moore aspired, though in
heart he utterly condemned the ehjeote and conductof the war. Mr. Neale, the uncle and guardianof Margaret, was a man of fortune and great
influence in his city and State, and, with his
oountenanoe, Moore had no doubt of his appointment.But this "aid and comfort" the old gentleman,at his nieoe's request, declined giving to
his young friend ; softening his refusal, however,
by the kindest professions and advice, and by
saying that the house of Neale & Co. could not

spare their head clerk.
After a few weeks, during which Moore was

still bent upon his warlike purple, having some

MBt other quarters, tee appointment'»TA"h
given to the son of an old soldier, a young man

of decided military propensities. The consea.:*rHt "Vc,'z " wfici it cf passion
and mortification, enlisted as a private in the companyhe bad wished to command.

Margaret Neale, with whom of late he had had
but brief and oonatrained interviews, was informedof this piece of madness by her pastor,
old Mr. McDonald, who had been as a father to
Herbert and herself since their childhood. Margaretwas quite overwhelmed by the sad news, and
sent the good minister to her lover, to persuade
him, even yet, to abandon his wild undertaking.
When Mr. McDonald returned the next morning,he shook his hsad sadly, as he placed in Margaret'shand the following letter:
"My Dkar Makoarkt: If i may yet once

more call you thus.once more, and fbr the last
time, I shall so presume.

" I failed to obtain the appointment which I desired; failed partly, if not entirely, through your
adverse influenoe; and, in my first disappointmentand chagrin, I have taken a rash step, but i
will abide the issue, and submit to the penalty. I
return you your troth.too high an honor, too
prioeless a treasure, to be possessed by a poor
volunteer.an adventurer.a soldier in the ranka
ui/ wwu hubi nuuio wtui you iwsf«r. l uougn
I go from you under a oloud, though you turn
from me with ooldnoss, despite end forget me, I
»m etill yours.yours in life and in death, and
the thought of no other love shall ever visit this
sad heart, than that whioh for a brief season upliftedit to heaven.
" My NMrthe* Need I Mnnrad her to

your oars and affection ? 1 dare not ask you to
be to her as a daughter, for the sake of onr past
love; but for her own dear sake, and rememberingyour forgiving tenderness, I dare even ank
this of you.

" I leave my mother in the enjoyment of, I
tpimt. a ftAmfnrUhU in/»rtma frnvn ka*

property and mine; so her care will only be for
me, her unworthy son.

" And now, farewell I I have no strength with
which to part with you otherwise than thus, even
should you condescend to grant me an interview.
If 1 ever return, it will be with the hard-earned
honors whioh may make mo even your peer, in
the world's sight. If I return not, thon you may
know that in a soldier's obscure and crowded
grave, under a foreign soil, there moulders awty
a heart which to its latest throb held you dearer
than its life-blood.

" Think as kindly of me as you can, for, oh 1
Margaret! if I have erred in this step, it is from
my love, which, though so proud and impetuousi
is all as tender and devoted. If 1 have brought
sorrow to your heart, forgive! for, believe me,
the sharpest grief, the sternest agony, is mine.

" May God be with you!
"Hkrhkrt Mookk."

To the above letter, Margaret Neale returned
this reply.

" Mr Dear Fsibnd: In a very fsw words I
must give you my sorrowful farewell. My soul
is too much shaken and my heart too cruelly torn
with contending emotions for clear thought or
calm speech.

" I take back the plighted troth you return to
me.for you no longer seem the man to whom so

lately I joyfully and trustingly gave my love and
my faith.
u You are mistaken. Not from your fee* you

do this wrong, but from your prvlit.your hard,
unlovely pride.and dearer to yoa than my esteemand aiTection is your own fieroe and fiery independence.For the triumph of your haughty
will, and from a poor fear of the mean suspicions
of the world, you have been witling to lay a crushingsorrow on a heart which has loved you only
too well. God forgive you, Herbert! God for-
gtve you.
" Your mother, for her own uke, shall be dear

to me, and also for the sake of our lost lore.
" I bid you a last adieu! If you return from

war and conquest, you will doubtless come as the
renowned hero, to others.as the stranger, to me
At the last, t must speak the troth at my heart,
and say, that in my eyes, as in the eyes of all
lovers of justice and freedom throughout the
world, all the honors gained by the aotors in this
most unholy war against a sister Republic will
be so many diagraoes Ob, believe me I laurels
won on snch battle-fields may never light the
brow with true glory, but only darken it with
cartes.

44 Hat I know that it is vain to talk thus to you I
at this late hour. The path you have chosen you 1

. 11 .nlntnla hiii-hii# llcrhpH I do nr*t Vftt r*. a
wot « | ,

pent me of my opposition to yoar first project. I
did what I thought right.God will care for the
resale.
" With a prayer to Heaven for your preservationthrough the fearful (lungers which yon most

encounter.a fervent pleading which is the deepest
cry of my heart.I bid you farewell!

Nkai.k."

It was on a chilly and cloudy morning that the

embarkation of the regiment of volunteers
took place from the wharf of the city of
Had and touching beyond description were some

of the scenes which then passid on the riverbanks,and on ths thickly thronged boats. There
a gallant officer gently nnwound ths arms of his

fainting wife, and put her from the heaving
hreaat whereon she would lean no more; and here

a bold young soldier strove, with s quivering lip,
to reissue himself from the clinging embraces ol

his little brothers, and wrung the hand of his old

father for ths last time
Herbert Moore had parted from his mother at

her humble little home, but many of his friends

ooompanied him to the boot, ud bode him fareveilwith much show of feeling. fust before the
'essel pat off, s oiooe carriage drove down to the
rharf, sod the venerable Mr. McDonald osme on

>o*rd to Uke hiomisgaldod jroaof friend l.y the
land. sad bid Mm fsreweil. Thl» effected ller
>ert more than anything, and when he parted
rom the kind old man, hie voice fettered and his
yes filled with tears. When Mr. McDonald reamedto the carriage, he fioond the silken corainwithdrawn from the window, and. leaning
ack against the ooahloao, sobbing convulsively,
ess the dear child of hie heart, Margaret Neale.
I he good pastor Uid ail UM tenderly upon
ierg, bnt Mid nothing. They Arose a little way
town the river, end then prated.for. with a

>urat of martial music, and with manners flying,
he boata etarted. On the foremoet. clad in the
ight-blne uniform of the eommon aoldier, and
with hie blanket wrapped about him, stood, leanngagainst the pilot-housa, a eprightly young
nan, scarcely beyond boyhood, with a fhee slnguarlyhandsome, bat aaddened and gloomy. This
was Herbert Moore, the ardent asp'* int for miliarygtory PnrWyl
He now watched the carriage of Mr. Neale

with an indefinable interest, a strange, sad yearning.forhe did not know that it held Margaret.
Hie ooald not eee the mournful face at the winlow.thosestreaming eyes looking their last love
upon him.those quivering lips murmuring brokenlyhis name, only his name.

But tbe last shouts died away on the shorerapidlyand proudly those noble ateamers swept
lown the river.the sound of the mssic came

more and more faintly.the smoke-wreaths rose

imallcr and lighter.the banners gleamed in the
for distance and disappeared.
On the morning of the embarkation, the Captaliof the cuoipaaj xartkT Vfcfch Herb*t Moorts'

had enlisted received a letter, enclosing a check
for one thousand dollars, which ran thui:
"Dkar CArr.Eu.i8TON: lam directed by a ne*T

friend of Herbert Moore, a private in your comDanv. and a young gentleman with whom, I believe.
you aro acquainted, to plaoe in jour lands the
enclosed sum, for his benefit. This is to be used
in anj emergency.in sickness, or privation.or
in oaae of his death. to defray the expenses of restoringhis body to his friends- But, under all
oiran instances, the fact of the money having been

placed in your hands is to be carefully concealed
from the young man. Lot him suppose that all
extraordinary aid oomes from his captain and
friend.
'believing that you will readily pardon any

trouble which this commission may giv« you, 1
remain yours, truly, Hcun McDcmi.n."

CHAPTER II.
" No panto.not an instant
For wailing or woe!

For tho battle atil I ragrtli,
Still fighting tb« foe ;

Oh, the bellowing thunder*!
The shudders, the shucks!

When thousands 'gainst thousands
Come clashing like rocks'

When the rain is all scarlet,
And clond* are all Are,

And men's sinews sre snapped
Like the threads of a

When each lifter's a hearse,
And each bullet a knell.

When each breath Is a aurse,
And each boscm.a hell!"

Ban y Cornwall.
T7 t. v! t:v*<7 eh-outc'i th.^ wrnbi is tke

soldier lift of Herbert Moore, lis saw the hard,
rough side of his profession ere ho bed been s

month in the eervioe. The hardships to which he
was at onoe exposed, and his forced companionshipwith the ooaree and riotous men of his regiment,many of whom were soldiers from desperationand a brutal propensity for pillage and blood,
shed.and the abeenoe from almost erery breast
of true chiralric feeling, and the lore of glory.
were surely enough to disenchant him most effectually.
He first saw actual serrice at the l>ombardment

of Vera Cruz. Stationed at on# of the guno, (for
lie belonged to the artillery,) he brarely went

through with his part; but at the cloee of the
liege, and on the surrender of the eity fortress,
tie, strangely enough, did not find himself counted
is one of the heroes, or in any special manner

iietioguiehed shore hie fellows.
In the capture of this city, ear hero saw war

n all its most fearful horrors and dread calamines.Hoping to give some help or comfort to the
rretched sufferers, he passed through the crowd>dhospitals.through the churches, oonrenta, and
trirate houses, oonrerted into hospitals for the
ime.and witnessed scene after scene of mortal
gony. berearement, and desolation. He saw the
hapel wherein knelt the praylrg nuns, when into
heir midst burst the shell, on its errand of death.
mingling those fair forms and draining the blood
>f those innocent hearts. But he was most touchdby a scene he witnessed on the evening of the
lay of surrender. Near the altar of one of the
hurchee, into whiob he chanced to enter, lay a

oung Mexican, richly dressed ond of a noble
ir, but apparently very near death. One arm

ras disabled, and " his breast was all but shot in
wo." Beside him knelt a beautiful girl, with
arge Spanish eyes, and most abundant dark hair,
rhich had fallen from its band and was Howing
ver her shoulders. She had bound up the wounddarm in her mantilla of black lace, but that
jeat wound in the breast, welling up incessantly
Is dark crimson tide, she had evidently deepaired
f stanching. She waa weeping paseionately, and
ailing on her husband, or her betrothed, in the
lelicious love-language of Spain. It seemed that
ler Fernandas could no longer speak, but he
ooked his piteous love from his desth-shadowed
lyes, more eloquently then it- oould have

ipoken in words; and once, when that poor girl
>ent down to kiss the lips which strove vainly to

articulate even her name, her long, gloesy locks

iwept acrose his bleeding breast.this seemed to

rouble him, and be lifted them In his hsnd and
rtod to wind them about her head It was like
hat death-eoene in Browning, when the dying
»»« / . " Still ki« tut '-flaw

Only to put aside thy besutautin hair,
My blood will hurt!"

At the torrible battle of Cerro Gordo, Herbert
Moore performed prcdigirs of valor, and woe twice

rounded, but again, mysteriously, the praiaea of

;enerals and the honors of the service passed him

ty, to fall on namew already known, on epauletted
boulders.
There was an incident connected with this batIs
which happened to our hero, but which he

lid not relate until a year or two had paaaed
Year his post, there fell, toward the close of the

troggte, a Meiloan officer mortally wounded
Moved by a humane impulse Moore ran to bia

ssistance. As he stooped to raise the head of

ho dying man, a young son of the Meiioan,
hinking bs came for plunder, caught up his
ether'* dripping sword, snd gave Moore a severe

at across the forehead Ho it happened that the

irst wound which theohivalric volunteer reoelvad
u his Msiiean crusade was from ths hand of a

<oy, avenging ths death and defending ths body
f his father. Rut before Moore ooulJ clear his

(ght from the gush of blood wbioh blinded him, e

wutal fellow-soldier, who bad witnessed tbeaoeae,
rith a fierce oath, thrust bis bsyooet iato the
reast of the poor lad, who, with one wild cry, fell
orwnrd upon his wounded father, and the blood
f the two mingled, as they died
At Puebia, our hero lay for several weeks In

the miserable hospital tick from his wounds and
with chills and fever. Here, but for the kind attentionand what he deemed the wonderful liberalityof Captain ElUeton, he must have died of
want and neglect. As it was, he recovered, and
joined the army on its march for the capital city.
At the storming of Chapultepec, the gallant
Captain Elliston fell, and, while supporting his
dying friend in his arms, Moore received a rideballin his side, which stretched him on the turf.
Captain ElUaton was already insensible, and soon

died, but, bleeding and struggling in hia agony
lay young Moore, trampled on by contending
foes, by the flying and the pursuing, till there
was a lull in the storm of battle.till its thunder*ceased and the fierce conflict was past. lie
was then bornn, with hundreds of his followsoldiers,to a temporary hospital, where he underwentthe torture of having the ball extraoted
from his side; and when, on the day following,
the American army took paaaceuion of the Mexi-

vur nrrUj vxaauBieu ana reTenio.
made his grand ftttTtsi Id t vAfou. Lit-
tit did he te« of the glory tad the triumph.little
did kit Kid b«s»n emit evsc »Mfcc tthawts of the
Victorious troops when they poured into the Plain
Grande, and the star-spangled banner was hoisted
over the National Palace. To the hospital he
was again consigned, to wear away week after
week in lonely Buffering and privation, such as he
had never known before. And this was his share of
the glory and the spoila.the long-promised u revelsin the Halls of the Montexumas."
From this sickness Moore never wholly recoveredwhile in Mexico ; and so miserable was he in

body, and so often wandering in mind, that he
had no distinct recollection of how he returned to
the city of New Orleans, on his way home, with
the remnant of his regiment. There they were

>dWsrtned soiac by illness, gad wJfling to
receive their wretched pay, but Anally disembarkedamid the shouts and enthusiastic cheering
of a motley crowd of citixens.Frenchmen, Jews,
sailors, flatboatmen, and negroes. Perchance a

fair Creole shuddered as she looked at them, and
thought of their deeds of blood and sacrilege, and
crossed herself like a devout Catholic.or a darkbrownSpaniard scowled at them from beneath his
hugh sombrero, and cursed them between his
shut teeth. But all the most respectable citizens,
all true American patriots, (is patriots go) delightedto honor the bold fighters, maimed, and
sick, and ill-clad, aa they were.and all doubtless
felt, as their distinguished guest, the great Americaustatesman, had felt, when with a youthful
ardor wanning his chilled veins, and the old lion
crouchant in his nature thoroughly roused, he declaredthat he himself " would like to kill a

Mexican."
Just before the ete&mer left the Cresent City,

the friends of a gallant young officer came on

hoard, to present him with an elegant sword, as a

tribute to hie bravery. When the chief citizen
closed his flattering speech, and stepped forward
to present the shining blade, lo 1 the hero hod
no sword-arm with which to wield it 1 But he

grasped it in his left hand, and waved it over his
head, while his sunken eye gleamed, and a hot
Hush kindled in his sallow cheek, and a deafening
shout went up from the admiring crowd.
Four days after this proud, animating scene,

that young officer lay in bis coffin, his one arm

lying across hie breast, and that sword.oh !

splendid mockery'..glittering at hie side.
ITO ns COHTtNUKD.]
Furl ha National Kra.

MINING.
y ciakoi.inb a. bbiuus.

Morn I n*!.'tit the gl< rlona morning'
Mln? the curtain folda aside,

Ton abank lb# heavy ahattar,
Opa tha easemvnt wlds.

Ha* tbr air ta kaau and Icy,
Scattering gama with every breese,

Where tha atrong, rejoicing aunllght
Hilda tha fMSted trees.

Scores of active human beings
Press the busy atraata along,

While I linget by my caaement,
Kra I join the throng.

All are rialng-all are stirring.
Kaeh with (Inn or loitering tread

All.eieept the Ntok and Halpleaa,
And tha allant Head!

Here, a crowd of Tradesmen, hastening
To the busy mart or stand ;

There, a swarm of Idlers lounging,
t.'uraea in the laad.

Yonder goes a group of maidensMerry,laughing girls.with ayes,
Some as lilack as miduight, others
Bluer than the sklea.

Close behind them skulks a bring.
Sijualld, meager, hunger-pinched.

'Neath whose woes the sternest, stoutest
Spirit would bare flinched :

Woes of Poverty and Hardship.
Woea of Hunger, Pain, and Cold.

Woes whose only aura is Silver.
Only healer, Hold.

Night briuga sweat, forgetful (lumber,
Hunger wakens with the Morn

Ob a deal of heart sink trouble
With the Jtuiy la bom!

Ay, tha weary Pwr." Hod help theiu ".
What to (hem ie Morning's bloom,

When It only shows thein faces

Sharpening for the tombt.

Human face*, lored and eherinhed.
liriti«r«. partner* of their blood.

Wife and children.»lckenli<g, pining,
All fbr want of food!

How their tery bona* are «I art rig
Where the lleab hai ihrunk away'

How tbelr hungry eye* are growing
Wilder every day!

How tbey gather round the enWe
Klwlled to »fc. I«~», tkl.l flee,

Wblte the hop* wtfAtn grown dimmer
Ae the flaraeggete low!

"Ah," they ery, "an it were Summer,
Pain and Want we might endure;

Hut In Winter time 'tie wretched,
Wretched to be poor!"

Ob! bow etrange a thing, and dreadful,
That, upon thle great, wide Karth,

Stored with plenty, eome nhould enlfrr
Huoli a oonatant dearth'

Ood In Heaven bae not ordained It;
Man on Karlb hae willed it eo,

f iler lur iui waauo whom pureliaa*
I* a brother1* wo*.

Oh' ye Kick, who grind th* faae*
Of th« Woory, Poor, and Old,

Coining human floab Mid atnowa,
I* yonr tblmt for gold.

Wbo hu gtrcn you right to a<| zander
Ktrangtb and rigor nut four own '

Wbilirt your elala to thrlr* uid fatten
On a poor man'a grown 1

labor U th« poor mnn'i " birthright "

Hut for *y« niuot It be Mid
tut a paltry " mm of pottag*,"
Wbrn it* worth ia gold 1

Out upon your fordid luannn#***
Oat ap'ia your ooword birtb1

Sera, thui yo, mora ernran being*
Naror walked Ood'a Partb

Hut tha alata of Morn bar* ranUh*d
'Ntalh tb* galrlah light of Uay,

And tb* huay eruwd haa uallad
With the froat away ;

still I linger by ay oaaaaaat,
Hrlaktag ia lb* atlrriag braaae,

Ob1 that ail, ilk* ao, wort happy '.
All, llho a* ataaa*'

Mighlng thua, I abut ay caaaaant,
Turn a* to ay open door.

Sadder, yat a wiaar, batter
ii«lug than bofor* '

For the National Kra. &

icorrainNT itcruo accoe dino to itw i a

HICKORY HALL: OR THE OUTCAST. !i
. h

A ROMAN* E OF THE Bl.l'K RIDOE. tl
«

IN FOUR PART#. .tl
»

BY MB*. EMMA D. K N. SOCTH WOKTH.

I
" I SAB bear acorpinn'a atlnfa. trend AelJi of tiro, Q
In fr»*en fnlfe of cold eternal He,
He tueead aloft throngh track* of endlrta voiJ, _

But cannot lire in »h*n*."~Joannu BuiUtr. w
il

PART IV..Cenrlaaien. (j
THK HAO. j

" A featful *l|fn eland* in thy houae of Ufr, J.
An enemy ; a Aend lurk* cloat behind |(
Tha radiauoe of tby planet: oh, be warned V n

Colnulgt. r
The carriage draw up before the door of Hick- 1

nrv flail tha Owa w**a fat ifawn tha ilame im*n- il
«.) n»vj-o "Viv .v» vvnu, '-v « -f.

ed, mkI Wolfgang, alighting, handed oat Kegina, ^
and, leading her up the atone steps, presented her f
to Mr. WaUraven, who received her with stately ii
and affe^'oiate oeurtesy. We all followed in* o

turn and were welcomed in the mosi cordial ^
c

manner.
Mr. Wallraven conducted Kegiu.a into the t

house. I followed, with Miss Wallraven upon 1<
my arm. Constant and Wolfgang paused behind b

sn instant, and, aa 1 turned to look after them, I ^
saw old John at the end of the portico, and saw ^
Wolfgang step quickly up to him, and heard him t<

inquire, rapidly, under his breath.If
u Is she soft?" b

311
And the low reply. ,1
"All secure there, sir." g
" That is well! 1 shall remember your care for di

us, John/' oi

Tb» <*\-l y*v>bowed in silence, and W'nlfgn&fc
immediately stepped after us. This little inter- 8j
lude had not occupied ten seconds. yi
We entered the Hall, and were each immedi- J' tr

aiely shown to our separate room. Old John ^
took me into a different chamber from that which
I had occupied before, telling me, with a slight ci

smile, that my former sleeping apartment had ''

been prepared for Mrs. Wallraven, as it was the j
most comfortable one iu the house He then h
went and ordered up my baggage, and in the 1<
course of half au hour, with the help of John, 1 a

had refreshed myself with a hath, a shave, and a j
change of dress. I then went down into the old g
oak hall, which had been furbished up in honor fi
of the bride's arrival. that ia, the oak floor and g

panelled wall had been rubbed, waxed, and pol- "

ished, until tbey shone with a mirror-like lustre, a
and the wide fireplace hod been filled with cedar k

branches, while on the mantelpiece and on the a

window-Bills were placed rases filled with white |j
lilies, llegina'B favorite tlowera.

I found in the drawing-room, with Mr. Wall- t
raven and Constant, Mr. and Mrs. Davenport 8
and two young ladies, their cousins.all of whom J
had ooine over to Iiiokory Hall to meet oar bridal

i

In a few minutes, Wolfgang and llegina entered,and it was evident her dazzling fairness 1

and stately grace, her whole high, pure style of

beauty and of bearing, made what is called a

great "sensation," though on a small scale.namely,
the small party met there to welcome her. c

Soon after the introductions were over, dinner 1

was announoed. Well! thia dinner was like
moat other Virginia country wedding dinners. ,

more abnndsnee than elegance, and more hoapi-
tslity than ostentation. Soon after an early tea,

r-> . 1_ -.L i. : i_
IDV 1 Juvenporv psnj IUVK IOHTC, proviuuBij IUTIV*

ing the Watlravens and myself to dine at the
personage the third Jay from that.an Invitutlon
which Wolfgang accepted in the name of the
whole family. When they were gone, we returnedfrom the portion, where we had been
standing to see them off, and reentered the hall.

it was a pleasant place in a summer evening
twilight. There were many window.x, commanding j
various sublime and beautiful views, and soft,
warm, pleasant airs, and the sweet, vague musical
sounds came through them I noticed Wolfgang 1

and Regina seated at one of the end windows, enjoyingthe delicious hour, without conversation,
or only conversing by seeking each other's eyes, <

or by an occasional low tone. o

When the full harvest mo, n arose, Mr. Wall- ^
l)

raven invited us all to come out and walk, and ^
view the scenery by moonlight. With tbc same *

stateliness of an old school gentleman, ho gave bis fi

arm to Regina, and led the way. Jvich member
of the family vied with each other in assiduous

yet delioate attentions to our bride. We spent ^
an hour very pleasantly in strolling through the
beautiful and moonlit vale, and then returned to ei

the drawing-room, where refreshments were or- ^
dered. "I

While we were standing around a centre-table
in gay conversation, (never before bad 1 seen any
member of the family no cheerful a* all were thia ftt
evening,) old John appeared at the door with an ni

anxious expression upon his time-worn face. Mr.
Wallraven arose in haste and went out to him. ^

in
Constantia turned pale, and Wolfgang glared at
the intruder with starting eyes and a scowling
brow. 1 saw that some misfortune had oocurred 01

or wits about to occur. Mr. Wallraven closed the
door behind him while talking with the old man;

^

while Wolfgang, as if loet to the tense of other ot

presence, continued to strtin hie gsxe after them. ri

in a moment, Mr. Wallraven put his head in the
door, and beckoned Wolfgang. lie started up
and shot from the room, without a word of excuse

'

or apology, banging the door to after him. Constantand myself were left alone with the two N

young ladies. Regina looked in surprise from
the brother to the sister, and then, with her ha- f.
hltual seit-posaeseion una pouieneen, luwereu me ni

blare of the solar lamp km to throw a soft light
upon the table, and, taking up an cugr
ujiuit some critical remark upon iU merit*,
submitting it to Constantie's judgment. Hut jf
Conatantia wis pale, trembling, and iislruit,
and gave aome reply wide of the mark. Con- **

atant, however, with a deferential " Permit w, ^
mudam,' took, and, with Kegina, examined the picture.Constant was pale and stem, and seemed ti

to have mastered the betrayal of a strong emotion
They criticised the pioture, which was "The
Writing on the Wall." Kegina, Constant, and
myself, might have passed a tolerable hour, had it *

nottxen been for Miss Wallraven's increasing ci
and extremo distress. She looked like a seoond
Cassandra, and would start and shudder, pale and
glare, as though in momentary expectation of Is
some appalling sight. Iler auxiety became so in- tl

tense that apparently she could endure it no Ion- ^
ger, but touched the bell, and, at the entrance of a ^
servant, ordered chamber lights, aud, turning to m

Kegina, said .
" Mrs. Wall raven! the clock Is on the stroke

of twelve, and you have bad a fatiguing day. 1 am "

ready to show you your chamber ' jj
Kegina arose, and, slightly bowing her ''Good

night," left the room, followed by Conatantia. i
soon after arose and retired to my own, which was "

on the same floor with that of Kegina.
I know not what presentiment suddenly ever- c|

crept my mind, but, oppressed with a vague and o

terrible anxleiy, I sought to rest In vaiu. Finally ri

I returned to lb* drawing-room. Constant was
*

gone It was now empty, Th* room waa so large .
lhat the light upon lbs centre-table barely served d
to make dsrkness visible, except In its immediate '<

vicluity. I put up th* light of th* lamp, and
walked up and down th* Aoor, restlessly expecting,
but without connecting that feeling with my un- hi

ceountaMe gloom, the return of Mr Wallraven
nJ Wolfgang I know not how long I might hare
cen waiting there, when the door swung noisesaslyopen, and Ilegina rientered the room, her
air in disorder, and a dreming-gown hastilybrown on I turned wondering!y to meet her. I
aw then that her fair face was blue-pate, and
bat she trembled with a nervousness i had never
cen her betray before.
M My dear sister' What is the matter >" asked
leading her to an easy chair, into which she itnlediatelysank
u 1 do not know ! Perhaps a dream ! Perhaps
omething real Listen! I went to my chamber
Uenled by Miss Wallraven only, and no dresaigmaid. M is* VVallraven assisted me to disrobe,
at every few minntee, with a corrugated brow
nd straining eye, she paused to listen or to wateh
'inally she concluded her task, and when 1 wm
a bed she drew the curtains, and was about to
save me. Suddenly she turned back and advised
is to bolt the door behind her, and then left the
oom. 1 did not set un to bolt the door, because
should have had to get up a second time to open
t, but 1 tell asleep, wondering what negro might
e on the point of death, or what other trouble
ad called the Messrs Wallraven eo abruptly
rom the house. Well! 1 had no sooner fallen
ato a deep sleep, than 1 awakened as by the shock
f a gelvanio battery, iuat in time to ere the niOst
iabo'/cul looking ow kng 'hat ever nlgW'mar >

rested stooping over me, gazing into my opened
yes with a grin of hellish indignity that seemed
9 freeze all the blood in ray veius 1 started vio?ntlyforward, and she vanished. 1 was instantly
athed in a cold sweat. I thought this might be
dream, and resolutely composed myself to sleep
gain.only to bo started out ef my sleep agmi
y another and a more violent electric shock, and
> see again the same eyes of demoniac hatred
ating into mine, to make another instinctive
ound. and see the terrible night-baunter vanish
i before! It was impossible now to sleep, or
link of sleep. 1 hastily threw on my drensingown,slipped my feet into slippers, and came
jwu here to await the gentlemen. 1 have heard
'nightmare, but this is the brat time i ever was
tacked with U. aud it was very natural that mytofted'imagination should then cre*cw*the illuonof the old hsg, after your telliog me of what
iu nan or fancied you saw in that chamber the
rat night you slept there There I I feel
uly humiliated at these tremors, whioh I cannot
:atral . Ferdinand! (hrrr < notr
This last sentence was spoken in a tone of disjveryaud announcement, as one might use upon
nding out an imaginary phantom to be an ugly
Id woman. I turned aud saw, standing within the
oor in the full light of a candle she held above her
ead, the hag of my night-vision. She waathemost
9athsome specimen of humanity I had ever seen,
s she stood there somr seconds, examining us with
he Mine leer of insult end malignity that formed
he most disgusting feature in her disgusting self.
Ihe was very tall, though half bent.her giant
arm of skeleton-like leanness.her hAggard and
haetly face, dark, spotted, and begrimed with
irt.her garments, so scant, ragged, and excesivelyfilthy, as to defy description, reached in torn
nd fringe-like shreds only a little below her
nees, exposing (pare legs and feet, deformed,
oarred, and begrimed.while from the whole aborredheap came the most offensive effluvia,
rhere she stood, chuokling with a fiendish leer
>t the very loathing she excited.repaying theeiremeof disgust with the extreme of hatred Ue;inawas no longer terrified, but had walked off
o the far end of the saloon, to escape the sight
«d smell of the loprous-like creature.
"What do you want 7" I asked, retreating as

ihe advanced.
" Ilik-hik-hik-hik!" she answered, with her

ow, wicked laugh, passing me, and going towards
Regius.
" Leave the roomI" said 1, intercepting her.
She did not heed me, but went on.
I thought then that I could easily have put her

tut, but the intolerable nauseau of her near

teighborhood kept me at bay. »

Will you leave the room?" again I asked.
"Yes, when I have kissed my pretty netoe,''

the replied, nodding her head at tne with a demongrin.
I stopped 4.pt« U gina, vl'h the inflationof leading her from the room ami from the

revolting presence of what I now supposed to be
some gibbering and malign lunatic.
Fdrew Regina's arm wllhiu my own, and we

were coming down the length of the room, my
sister, with an expression of unutterable disgust
Amounting to pain, contracting her beautiful features.We passed to one side, in order to avoid
meeting the hag; but she knew our purpose,
crossed the room, nnd intercepted us.
" Out of our way! Off with yourself iuslantyI" exclaimed 1, angrily.
"Yes! when I have kissed my pretty niece!"
"Be gone!" sold I, turning off to the other

ide.
"Yes! i will, when I kiss my pretty nieoe!"

he persisted.
i uni noi wi.-n 10 nun ma pour creature. i

ouhl not have brought myself to touoh the filthy
rcsturc I took up a parasol that lay npon the
able, and, placing one end of It againat her cheat,
ore her gently off. She left, and, retreating,
lAntcd herself within the doorway. I rime on
ith my.weapon, half laughing at the Unlzotio
gure I cut, charging upon a mad old negro wolanwith a parasol, and place*! the end of it, as

cfore, against her cheat, saying.
"Come! Be good! Let us pass ! That's a
»od soul!"
But auddenly she raised her talon hand, clutch1my weapon, threw it behind her, and. elevating

10 streaming tallow candle with the otner, g-tr.ed
pon Kegina with a oountenanoefull of curiosity,
itred, and eipected triumph. My sister drew
:r arm from mine, and retreated.
" 11ik-hik-hik ! my pretty niece, you are very
ir ami very proud! but prids goeth before a (all,
id a haughty temper before destruction."
"Off with yourself this moment!' said I, losing
itienoe, " or I shall be tempted to contaminate
yself, and put you out I"
" 1 dare you to touch me!" she said.
" I shall certainly do so if you do nut move in
is minute "

"Yes I In a minute, but let mo kiss my fair,
retty niece first I"
" You are mad! Your niece is probably iu
je of the quarters. That lady is Mrs. Walliven!"
" I know it I My nephew Wolfgang's wife I"
1 still thought her crasy ; nevertheless, an icy
ing shot through my heart.
" Who are you 7" said I
"Nell! Old Nell! Yellow Nell! Slave
ell I Hugh Wallraven's sister-in-law 1 WolfingWallraven's own aunt.hia mother's own
ster! Begins Wallraven's near relative! Yes !
.ir lady! proud as fair! you are the wife of a
lulatto.and a si.ave! !"
I turned to look on Retina t to behold a body

etrified as It were to atone!.from whence the
ght of re.ison bed fled Instantly and forever !
44 Come ! let me embrace my nieoa !" anil, laughighideously, ehe advanced towards my sister.
Region tamed, stepped haughtily upon a footool,thence upon a chair, finally upon the centre

able, and seated herself upon a pile of books with
s air of aoaeeious wsjssty and dominion.

4 m»t lliu i/ii »ril4 f Tn nrUnn with tha
i»itr>r« ! To the mch ! to the reek with the bcl-

#

ime! Ouraelf wilt preside at the <|ue»iiou !"
I hurled away the bug, and went to my aiater.
M Krgina I my aiater I"
" My Lord Chaoocllor, let hla Grace of Grayjreabe immediately arrested upon our own

iarge of high tre iaon !"
" Ilegiua! my dear slater!"
" Let there be no delay! Summon the council 1
ur life and crown la uo longer aafel Traitor*
irk in our vary bed-chamber, assassins hide in
is very ahadow ef our throne 1 Already one of
10 ladies ef our bad-chamber.our beloved RenaFairfield.liae dead before ua I The abaft
tat pierced her heart was aimed at our own seedperson!"
"My God! My God 1"
"Totheraekl to the rack* with the Mduroo
eaaain! Strain every limb and nerve and sinew
cracking, until aha confess herself the tool of

te traitor Gray-eyea!"
" Oh I Haaven I"
" To tha rack ! to the rack with the hag I We
ill ouraeif preside at the ipjestion ! '

" Reglna I"
" Order out the guards I Summon the oounIIIArrest bia Oraoaof Oraj-»yeal To prisnlto prison with the traitor!' abe txol aimed,

ising in a aort of mad majesty, her form elevated
u 1 dilating, her eye blaiiug wiih the fire of Inanity,her unbound golden looks rolling In fallan
lory to her waist, ber left hand folding her rich
reaxing-gown about h r as though it were the
rmlued purple, her right hand extended In a

nture of high command.a moment.and then
wered with the linger pointed to the door, as
is said." Lo! where the traitor Duke obtrudee
imsclf into our very preeeaoe I"

J
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