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WY SUMMER WITH DR. SINGLETARY.

CTHOR OF MARGARET SHITH'S JOURNAL.

—

¢ THE A

(e Singletary is dead !

well what of it7 Al who live die sconeror

AT sl pray, who was Dr. w.,“ his

¢ shoatd claim particular sttention?

Wiy, in the first place, Dr. Singletary, as a
woo. born to our common inheritance of joy snd
wrrow. earthly interests and heavenward aspira-
{sns. our brother in sin and sufferiog, wisdom aud
{J1¢. love and pride, and vanity, has a claim upon
the universal sympathy. Besides, whatever the
/vinz man may have been, death has now invested
Lim with its great solempity. He is with the im-
wortd's For him the great curtain has been
il The weaknesses, the follies, and repul-
cive mental and persousl idiosymocracies, which
wiy bsve kept him without the sphere of our re-
_.1..-._'« and sympathy, have now fallen off, and he

birch trees by the wall, and two little, brown-
Tocked, merry-faced girls were making wreaths of
the dandelions and grasses which grew upon the
old man’s grave. Thesun was setting behind the
western river-bluffs, flooding the valley with soft
light, glorifying every object, and fusing all into
harmony and beauty. | saw and felt nothing to
depress or sadden me. [could have joined in the
Inugh of the children ; the light whistle of a young
tesmater, driving merrily homeward, did not jar
upon my ear. For from the transfigured land-
soape, and from the singing birds, and from sport-
ive childhood, and from blossoming sweet-briar,
and from the grasay mound before me, | heard the
whisper of one word only, and that word was

Prace.
[ro ur conTinveD |

THE VOLUNTEER.

Y GHACR GREENWDOD.
CHAPTER I.
1 dpenwn of love, enduring faith, a heart
Minstol with ml. c—a deathloss Seritage
Whieh | oan take unsullied to the stare,
When the grest Father oalls his children home,
And in the midst of this Elysisn dream,
Lo, thald—the demon Giold ' alas’ the creed
OF the fulee 1und ! "— Bulwer.
 And now for the fortuns
That hangeth above ;
And to bury in battie
My dream of love!"
Barry Cornv all.

“And so, Margaret, you will not promise to
use your influence toward obtaining this appoiut-
ment for me 7

“ Ah, Herbert, do not urge me! I cannot do
this thing consistently with my own sense of duty

 punle vedizat with tho tpamsfiguration af etersity, | o | am amazed and shoclpgd that. ygy should so

(i ohild, our recognised and ackmowledged
brother.

e Siggl=tary i dasd.  He was an (V' ===
4ol sellom, of latter years, ventured beyend the
srecinta of his neighborhood. He was a single
;mn. and his departure has broken no circle of
{umily sifeotion. He was little known to the pub-
iie. and is now little miased. The village news-
pager simply appended to its announcement of his
lwase the customary post mortem compliment,

reatly respected by all who knew bim” and in
1;. annual catalogue of his Almz Muter, an ns-
ik has been mndded to bis name, over which
prchance some gray-haired survivor of his class
miy beeathe o sigh ns he calls up the image of the
rresh-faced, bright-eyed boy, who, aspiring, hope-
ul, vigorous, started with him on the journey of
life—n slgh rather for himself than for its nncon-
tions Bwnkener.

[t o few years have passed since he left us,
yet already well nigh all the outward manifesta-
tions, landmarks, snd memorials of tha living man
have passed away or been removed. His house,
with its broad, mossy roof sloping down on one
sile almost to the rose-bushes and lilacs, and its
comfortable little porch in front, where he used
o #it of 4 plensant summer afternoon, has passed
into new hands, sud has been sadiy disfigured by
» glaring coat of white paint, and, in the place of
the goud Doctor’s name, hardly legible on the
corner board, miy now be seen in staring letters
of biack and gold, “ VaLsnzine Onson Stusss,
M D, Indian Doctor and Dealer jn Roots and
ilerha? The good Doctor’s old herse, as well

far forget your often avowed principles ss to de-
sire to engage in this most unrighteous war—a
war without one just eause, or one noble objeot—
but waged aganst n nnoMEnaIng pespie; 1n Wik
rapacity of conquest, and for the extension and
perpetuation of human slavery. You surely are
not hoping thus to win true glory.”

“ But | am smbitious of distinction, which I must
have and which I can gain in no other way that [
can m!?

“And why this sudden thirst for distinction?
This intense ambition is certainly s new develop-
ment of your character, and it troubles me more
than 1 can tell. 'Why is it that you desire & great
name more than ever before 1" _

“If you oannot guess, if you must be told, dear
Margaret, it is that [ may stand on an equality
with you. Now, your wealth aod position hu-
miliate me.”

“Does my love humiliate you, Herbert?”

“No, dearest.”

« Amd, yet, is it not of infinitely greather worth ?
All the wealth and honors of the world eould not
buy it

“1 know that, Margaret; but, before the world,
I cannot be lifted up even by your dear arms to a
position 1 have not earned. I cannot consent to
receive everything, where | would give all. I
forgot my manly pride in the one absorbing sense
of my love, when | sued for your hand ; but it has
since made iteelf remembered ; and you bave felt,
without understanding it, in what you have called
my ‘strange mosds’ Your noble love is tome
the crown of life, yet | oan mever wear it in

known b il OWNSF to eYery miws, Woman, sad child
io the village, has fallen into the mew-comer’s
hands, who (being prepared to make the most of |
him. from the fact that he commenced the practice
i the healing art in the stable, risiog from thence
to the parlor) has rabbed him into comparative
sleckness, elesned his mane and tail of the accu-
wnlated burs of many automnes, snd made quite a
giy og of him. The wagon, too, in which at
least two generations of boys and girls have rid-
den in noisy hilarity, whenever they encountered
iton their way to school, has been so smartly
painted unld varnished, that if its former owner
cuild look down from the hill where he lies, he
woull soarcely know his onee familinr vehicle, as
it whirls glittering along the main road to the
village. For the rest, all things go on ns usual—
the miller grinds, the blacksmith strikes and
tlows, the cotbler and tailor stitch and mend, old
wen sit in the autumn sun, old gossips stir tea
and seandal revival meetings alternate with apple-
bees aud huskings—toll, pleasure, family jars,
peity neighhorhood quarrels, courtship and mar-
risge—ull which makes up the daily life of &
conatry village, continue ns before. The little
chusm which bis death has made in the hearts of
the people where ho lived and labored seems
nearly closed up. There is only one more grave
in the burying ground—that isall

Let nobody infer from what I have said that
the gool wan died unlamented, for, indeed, it
was o end day with bis neighbors, when the news,
long rxpeeted, ran at last from house to house,
and from workshop to workshop, “ Dr. Singletary
vtz ' He had not un enemy left among them ;
i 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 snxions solicitnde by the
bedside of their dying relatives, soothiog them,
when all human aid was vain, with the swoet con-
wistions of that Christian hope which alone
pierees the quiet shadow of the grave, and shows
the #afe steppiog-stones above the dark waters.
e ol misse] a cheerful companion and friend
w0 had tiwgat them much without wounding

¢ pride by an offensive display of his supe-
01y, ond who, while making a jest of his own
triale and infirmities, conld still listen with real
sywpsthy to the querulous snd importunate com-

[Pt olothers.  For one day st least, even the
fnny fsoes of childhood were marked with un.
Wouted thoughtfalness; the shadow of the com-
mon heraavement fell aver the pl"-w and
frsery. The lietle girl remembered, with tears,
bow her broken-limbed doll had taxed the surgi-
...I ingenuity of her genial old friend, and the hoy
viowed sorrowfully to his playmates the top which
tie good Doctor had given him. If there wers
"% smong the many who stood beside his grave,
oy Whla of righllyueuuﬂq and the
Wigh inteliectusl and spiritusl nature which
Vrmed the background of his simple social life,
v could feel that mo common loss had been sus-
"uel aud that the kindly aud generous spirit
"4i%h ad passed away from thewm bad not lived
W himself alone,

" 500 follow the windings of one of the love-
H: fivers of New Fagland, o few miles above
y mart, st ite mowth, you can see on & hill,
].' j"l,“""'y slope is checkered with the gracefal
e 'i of the locust, and whose top stands re-
e "“uinst o still higher elevation, dark with

:*N Walauts, the white stones of the bury-
: lf e l-t is & guiet spot ; bat without gloom,
; ."_"' “God's Aere”  Below s the village,
! ”'i_l'n sloops wnd fishing boats at the wharves,
"4 its crescent of white houses mirrored in the

:mr Ewtward is the misty line of the great
* Plae peaks of distant mountsivs roughen
the h-lrim

o VTi%on of the North.  Westward the broad,
“ " river wiads away into s mase of jatting
laffs ang Piciuresque wooled headlands. The

all, white

bears 1y "
3 ¢ name of * Nicholas w' M.D."

to it

 Now, as | have said, your influence with your
uncle may gain for me the commaad of a volun-
teer company. | have a bold heart and a strong
arm, sod, in & short time, T sm confilent I can
gain distivotion as a soldier.”

“And lose my esteem. Herbert, | never can
consent to this; and I tell you frankly, that what
little influence | possess I shall use against this
mad enterprise of yours. Forgive me if | pain
you, dearest ; but out of the very love | bear you
I must opposs you In thig: I spesk only of love,
though I might speak of rights and cluims too
strong, too solemn, to be lightly set aside.”

“Then I must bid you good morning, and try
my fortune elsewhere”

It was in the elegant parlor of a handsome
house in one of our Western cities, that the nbove
conversation took place, between a pair of be-
trothed lovers, on a morning in the year 1846,

Margaret Neale was an orphan, and the heiress
to great wealth. She was the ward of an unole,
with whom she resided. [erbert Moore was &
poor, obscure boy when he first fell under the no-
tice of 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 snpport himself well, and to assist his
widowed mother, who had but & small income of
her own. Ile was & young man of fine intellect,
of & warm and generous heart, but of a quick,
passionate temper, and, as we have seen, of an ex-
cessive and morbid pride. His native independ-
ence was not subdued, but rather augmented, by
the great obligations under which he had been
placed by the kindness of Mr. Neale; and when,
after the death of his benefsotor, he was thrown
much into the society of the besutifal heiress, it
was ‘“against his very will and wish transgreas-
ing,” that he loved her and told her of his love-
And this he never would have revealed, had he
not read, in the involuntary blush, the downeast
eyes, and the low, trembling voice of Margaret,
the sweet secret of her own gentle soul. After
the avowal had been made, and the first raptures
of the sccepted lover were past, Herbert Moore
began bitterly to reflect on the light in which he
nmahﬂndnmmdﬂhﬂuh-
he, the penniless protegé, slmost the cresture of
ber father. Fe feared being thought a merce-
nary, poor-spirited schemer, whe had made use of
extraordinary opportunities of nocess to the lovely
young heiress to galn ber affection and her for-
tane, giving nothing which the world would deem
an adequate return. These thoughts fretied and
stung the proud heart of the sensitive young man,
until he almost looked upon himsell as an upstart
and an ndventarer.

Had Herbert Moore regarded the matter ina
Jjust light, he would bave seen that his best vindi-
eation and assursnce lay in the well-understood
character of Margaret Neale. The parents of
our heroine were Sootch, of the true old Cove-
nanter stook, and from them she inherited some
strong and peculisr charsoteristics. Though
sweet snd Joving woman, she possessed a vigorons
mind, a clear judgment, and s heafty independ.
ence—traits and powers which, of themselves,
raised ber far above the suspicion of being blinded
by & romantic passion, or duped into the nooept-
sace of an unworthy love. Sovch was the high
estimation in which she was held by all who knew
her, that any man whom she might have honored
by the bestowsl upon him of her hagd and for-
tune, would, from that circumstance alone, have
been deemed worthy of all respeot.

I trost that my reader will not think alto-
gether ill of Herbert Moove, that be did not thus
understand the characier and position of his affi-
anced bride. To bim she was all devoted love
and clinging tenderness, and he did not
that ber natare was to others
fined—that in society she was strong, impresaive,
decidedly, though delightfully, individual. Her-
bert's very gratitude to his former patron seemed

sdvantage of bis position in the family, to win
the hand and with it the immense fortune of the
heiress. }e must not be harshly cemsured for
his fault—a fault which sprung from & generons
root, and one with which few young men, like
him, handsome and penniless, can be charged.
From long brooding over the subject of his re-
lations towards Margaret Neale, there eame upon
Herbert Moore a burning desire to make for him-
self a name, which, even in the eyes of the world,
might balance the fortane of his bride. Yet how
waas this to be nccomplished I Though possessed
of various talents, Herbert Moore was fully aware
that he had no positivegenius for any department
of science or art. e was not a brillisnt scholar,
though ednocated and well read. He was not »

poet, though truly poetisal. e was not an art-
ist, though of fime artistic tastes. Nor was he &

musicisn, though he sung pleasantly at evening
parti

LS

Juet at this perplexing period, there was great
excitement throughout the oountry upon the
Mexicau war. Our hero's native State raised &
regiment of voluntesrs, and his native city wes
oalled-gpon for o tempany. To thecommmud of
this company young Moore aspired, though in
heart he utterly condemned the objeots and con-
duot of the war. Mr. Neale, the uncle and guar-
dian of Margaret, was o man of fortune and great
inflaence in his city and State, and, with his
oountenance, Moore had no doubt of his appoint-
ment: But this “aid and comfort” the old gen-
tleman, at his niece’s request, declined giving to
his young friend ; softening his refusl however,
by the kindest professions and sdvice, snd by
saying that the house of Neale & Co. could not
gpore their hesd clerk.

After a few weeks, during which Moore was
still bent upon his warlike pu baving some
avpe Y
given to the son of an old soldier, n young man
of decided military propensitien The conse-
wacnss oo ahad Mg Ut = suddex §t of pasrion
and mortification, enlisted as & private in the com-
pany he bad wished to command.

Margaret Neale, with whom of late he had had
but brief and constrained interviews, was in-
formed of this piece of madness by her pastor,
old Mr. McDonald, who had been as a father to
Herberb and herself since their childhood. Mar-
garet was quite overwhelmed by the sad news, and
sant the good minister to her lover, to persuade
him, even yet, to abandon his-wild undertaking.
When Mr, McDonald returned the.next morn-
ing, he shook his head sadly, as be placed in Mar-
garet’s hand the following letter :

“My Dgar Mancarxr: If | msy yet once
‘wore call you thus—onoe more, and for the last
#ime, | shall s0 presume.

1 failed to obtain the appointment which I de-
sired ; falled partly, if not entirely, through your
adverse inflaence; and, in my first disappoint-
ment and chagrin, | have taken & rash step, but 1
will abide the issue, and submit to the penalty. |
return you your troth—ioo high an honor, too
priceless a treasure, to be possessed by a poor
volanteer—an adventurer—a soldier in the ranks.
My own must remsin with you forever. Though
I go from you under a oloud;though you turn
from me with coldness, despise and forget me, I
am still yours—yours in life and in death; and
the thought of ne other love shall ever visit this
sad heart, than that which for a brief season up-
lifted it to heaven.

your oare and sffection? 1 dare not ssk you to
be to her as a daughter, for the sake of our past
love ; but for her own dear sake, and remember-
ing your forgiving tendernces, | dare even ask |
this of you.

“1 leave my mother in the enjoyment of, I
trast, & comfortable income from her own little
property and mine; so her care will only be for
me, her unworthy son.

‘ And now, farewell | | have no strength with
which to part with you otherwise than thus, even
should you condesoend to grant me an interview,
If 1 ever return, it will be with the hard-sarned
bonors which may make me even your peer, in
the world's sight. 1f I return not, then you may
know that in a soldier’s obscure and crowded
grave, under a foreign soil, there moulders away
& heart which to its latest throb held you dearer
than its life-blood.

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

“ May Glod be with you!

“Herprrr Moous?

To the above letter, Margaret Neale returned
this reply .

“My Dean Fuigso: In a very few words |
must give you my sorrowful ferewell. My soul
is too much shaken and my heart too oruelly torn
with contending emotions for clear thought or
calm speech.

1 take back the plighted troth you return to
me—for you no longer seem the man to whom so
lately I joyfolly and trustingly gave my love and
my faith.

“You are mistaken. Not from your love you
do this wrong, but from your pride—your hard,
unlovely pride—and dearer to you than my es-
teem and affection is your own fieroe and fiery in-
dependence. For the triumph of your haughty
will, and from a poor fear of the mean suspicions
of the world, you have been willing % lay a orush-
ing sorrow on & heart which has loved you only
too well. God forgive you, Herbert! God for-
give you

“ Your wother, for her own sake, shall be dear
to me, and also for the sake of our lost love

“ bid you n last sdieu! If you return from
war and eonquest, you will doubtless come as the
renowned hero, to others—as the stranger, to me.
At the last, | must speak the truth st 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 netors in this
most unholy war against a sister Republic will
be so many disgraces. Oh, believe me ! Isurcls
won on such battle-fields may never light the
brow with true glory, but only darken it with
carses.

“ Bat | know that it is vain to talk thus to you
at this late hour. The path you bavechosen you
will resolutely pursue.  Herbert, [ do not yet re-
pent me of my opposition to your first project. |
did what | thought right—God will care for the
result.

“ With a prayer to Heaven for your preserva.
tion threugh the fearful dangers which you must
encounter—a fervent pleading which is the deep.
oot “,gf-,l-]‘&—-l bid you farewell !

“Manaarxr Nears”

It was on & chilly and eloady morning that the
embarkation of the —— regiment of volunteers
took plsce from the wharf of (he ocity of ————
Sad and touching beyond description were mome
of the scenes which then passed om the river-
banks, snd on the thickly thronged bosts There
» gallant officer gently unwound the arms of his
fainting wife, sod put her from the besving
breast whereon she would lean no more; and here
a bold young seldier strove, with a quivering lip,
10 release himself from the clinging embraces of
bis little brothers, and wrung the band of his old
father for the Inst tiwe.

Herbert Moore had parted from his mother at

“My pone mnthes! Nead [ commpnd her to |

e ——
noccompanied hh’iﬂ,‘ﬂiuﬂhﬂ-
well with much show of feeling. “Just before the
uﬂpﬂ.‘,lﬁmﬂ_bvlw!h
wharf, and the venerable Mr. eame on
board to take his misgulded young frieod Ly the
hand, and bid him frewell. ‘affected Her.

turned to the carriage, he found #be silken cur-
tain withdrawn from the  ond, leaning
back ngainst the cushions, sobbing convulsively,
was the dear child of his heart, Margaret Neale.
The good pastor laid his hasd lenderly upon
hers, bat said nothing. They drote a little way
down the river, and then , with o
burst of martial musie, and wit ers flying,
the boats started. On the fore clad in the
light-blue uniform of the commen soldier, and
with his blanket wrapped sbout him, stood, lesn-
ing aguinat the pilot-house, & prightly young

 man, soarcely beyond boyhood, with & face singu-

larly handsome, but saddened and . This
was Herbert Moore, the ardent sap'int for mili-
tary glory. Poorbey? - Mk

He now watched the carriage of Mr. Neale
with an indefinable interest, a strange, sad yearn-
ing—for he did not kvow that ft held Margaret.
He oould not see the mournful fuce at the win-
dow—those streaming eyes looking their last love
upon him—those quivering lips murmuring bro-
kenly his name, only his name.

But the last shouts died away on the shore—
rapidly and proudly those moble steamars swept
down the river—the sound of the mesic came
more and more faintly—the smoke-wraiths rose
smaller and lighter—the banners gleamid in the
far distance and disappeared.

On the morning of the embarkstion, the Cup-

‘other quarters, tae sppotachenc wi¥ | tald of the compnay date” WMch Herbet Adoory

had enlisted received a letter, enclosing a check
for one thousand dollars, which rin thuy
“Dgar Carr. Evvistoy : lam directed by a near
friend of Herbert Moore, a private in your com-
pany, and s young gentleman with whom, | believe,
you are scqusinted, to place in your hands the
enclosed sum, for his benefit. This is to be used
in any emergency—in sickness, or privation—or
in case of his death, to defray the expenses of re-
storiog his body to his friemds. But, under all
the fact of the meney having been
placed in your hands is to be earefully concenied
from the young man. Let him suppose that all
extraordinary aid comes from Lis captain and

mﬂﬁh'.w you will readily pardon any

trouble which this commission may give you, |
remain yours, truly, Hvueu McDonann?

e ——

CHAPFTER 11,

“ No panse—not an Instant
For walling or woe !
For the battle sbitl engeth,
Btill ighting the foe ;
Ol the beHowing thunders'
Tha shudders, (he shocks !
When thousands 'gainst thousshids
Come elasling like rocks'
When the raln is all soarlet,
Anil olonds ure all fire,
Aud men's sinews are snapjped
Like the thrends of o [yre !
When ench lirter's & honrse,
And sach bullet & knall—
When each breath 1o & curse,
And sach bosom—s hell !
Barry Cormwall.

o wort briefy ehsoniely thy seenta in the
soldier life of Herbert Moora. 1le saw the hard,
rough side of his profession ere he had been a
month in the service. The hardships to which he
was at once exposed, nd his forved companlon-
ship with the coarse and vicious men of his regi-
ment, many of whom were soldiers from despera-
tion and & brutal propeasity for pillage and blood.
shed—and the absence from nimost every breast
of true chivalric feeling, and the love of glory—
wero surely enough to disenchant him moat effect-
ually.

He first saw aotual service at the bombardment
of Vera Crux. Stationed at one of the guna, (for
he belonged to the artillery,) he bravely went
through with his part; but at the close of the
siege, and on the surrender of the eity fortress,
he, strangely enough, did not find himself counted
as one of the heroes, or in any special manner
distioguished above his fellows. -

In the capture of this city, car hero saw war
in all its most fearful horrors and dread calami-
ties. Hopiog to give some help or comfort to the
wretched sufferers, he passed through the crowd-
ed hospitals—through the churches, convents, and
private houses, converted into hospitals for the
time—and witnessed scene after soene of mortal
agony, bereavement, and desolation. He saw the
chapel wherein knelt the praylng nuns, when into
their midst burst the shell, on its errand of death—
mangling those falr forms and draining the blood
of those innocent hearts. But he was most touch-
ed by a scene be witnessed on the evening of the
dny of surrender. Near the altar of one of the
churches, into whioh he chanced to enter, lay o
young Mexican, richly dressed nod of & moble
air, but apparently very near death. One srm
was disabled, and “his breast wag all but shot in
two” Beside him knelt a beautiful girl, with
large Spanish eyes, and most abundant dark hair,
which had fullen from its band and was flowing
over her shoulders. Shehad bound up the wound-
ed arm in her mantilla of black lace, but that
great wound in the breast, welling up incessantly
its dark crimson tide, she had evidently despaired
of stanching. Bbe was weeping onntely, and
calling on her husband, or her’ ,In the
delicious love-language of Spain. It seemed that
her Fernandes could no lomger speak, but he
looked his piteous love from his desth-shadowed
eyes, more eloguently then it oould hava haen
spoken in words; snd once, when that poor girl
beat down to kiss the lips which sirove vainly to
artioulate even her name, her long, glossy locks
swept neross his bleeding breast—this scemed to
trouble him, and he lifted them in his hand and
tried to wind them about her head. It was like
that desth-scene in Browning, when the dying
"o".r VS kiae me —onre

Ouly to put aside thy beautsnus balr,
My blood will hurt !”

At the terrible battle of Cerro Gordo, Herbert
Moore performed predigies of valor, and was twice
wounded, but agaio, mysteriously, the praisea of
generals and the honors of the service passed bim
by, to fall on names alresdy known, oo epauletted
shoulders.

‘There was an incident connected with this bat-
tle which happened to our hero, but which he
did not relate uniil & year or two had passed.
Near his post, there fell, toward the close of the
» Mexioan officer, mortally wounded.

assistance. uhmdummhnd'd
m ‘,’“ man, & #on of the u!lm.
thinking he came for plunder, canght up his
father’s dripping sword, and gave Moore a severs
out across the forehead. So it happeued that the
first wound which thechivalric volunteer recelved
in his Mexioan orusade was from the Band of &
boy, svenging the death snd defending the body
of his father, But before Moore could clear hia
vlght from the gush of blood which blinded biw, s
brutal fellow-soldier, who had witnessed the soene,
with & Berce oath, thrust his bayonet into the
breast of the poor lad, who, with oue wild cry, fell
forward apon his wounded father, and the blood
of the two mingled, as they died.

to impress upon him the unworthiness of taking

ber humble little bome, but many of his friends

nt-—-.-________.___ Rt

At Pusbls, our hero lay for seversl weeks ln
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the miserable hospital, sick from his wounds and
with chilla and fever. Iere, but for the kind at-
tention and what he deemed the wonderful liber-
ality of Captain Elliston, 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 Chapultepes, the gallant
Captain Elliston fell, and, while supporting his
dyiug friend in his arms, Moore received a rifle-
ball in his side, which stretehed Lim on the turf.
Captain Elliston was already insensible, and soon
died, but, bleeding and struggling in his agony
lay young Moore, trampled on by contending
foes, by the fliying and the pursuing, till there
was & lull in the storm of battle—till its thun-
ders ceased and the fierce conflict was past. He
was then borme, with hundreds of his fellow-
soldiers, to a temporary hospital, where he under-
went the tortare of having the ball extracted
from his side; and whem, on the day following,
the American army took possession of the Mexi-
@a cipilal, our hero, exhansted and feverish,
made his grand entrée in & baggage-wagon. Lit-

tla did he see of the glory snd the tri

victorious troops when they poured into the Plaza
Grande, and the star-spangled banner was hoisted
over the National Palace. To the bospital he
was again consigned, to wear nway week after
week in lonely sufferiog and privation, such as he
had never known before. And this was his share of
the glory and the spoils—the long-promised “ rev-
els in the Halls of the Montezumas.”

From this sickness Moore never wholly recov-
ered while in Mexico ; and so miserable was he in
body, and so often wandering in mind, that he
had mo distinot recollection of how he returned to

the city of New Orleans, on his way home, with

the remnant of his regiment. There they were

#etiined somwo LM by illness, and wifing to

receive their wretched pay, but finally disem-

barked amid the shouts and enthusiastic cheering
of & motley crowd of citizens—F renchmen, Jews,
sailors, flstboatmen, and negroes. Perchance a
fair Creole ahuddered as she looked st them, and
thought of their deeds of blood and sscrilege, and
crossed herself like a devout Catholio—or a dark-
brown Spaniard scowled at them from beneath his
hugh pombrero, and ocursed them between his
shut teeth. But all the most respectable eitizens,
all true American patriots, (s patriots go) de-
lighted to honor the bold fighters, maimed, and
sick, and ill-clad, as they were—and all doubtless
felt, as their distinguished guest, the great Amer-
foan statesman, had felt, when with a youthful
ardor warming his chilled veins, and the old lion
crouchant in his nature thoroughly roused, he de-
clared that he himself “would like to kill a
Mexican.”

Just before the steamer left the Cresent City,
the friends of & gallant young officer came on
hoard, to present him with sn elegant sword, as a
tribute to his bravery. When the chief citizen
closed his flattering speech, and stepped forward
to present the shining blade, lo! the hero had
no sword-arm with which to wield it! But he
grasped it in his left hand, and waved it over his
head, while his sunken eye gleamed, and a hot
flush kindled in his sallow cheek, and a deafening
sbout went up from the admirfog crowd.

Four days afler this proud, animating soene,
that young officer loy in his coffin, his one arm
lylng mcross his breast, and that sword—oh !
splendid mockery ' —glittering at his side.
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[ ean bear seorpion’s stings, tread flelda of fire,
In frozen guifs of cold sternal lis,

Be tossed aloft throagh tracks of endless vaid,
Bul canuot live in shame." —Joannu Baillie

PART IV.—Conclusion,

THE HAG

A fearfal wign stands in thy house of life,

An enemy ; » flend lurks elose bebind

The radinnoe of thy planet: ob, be warned '’

Colevilge.

The carriage drew up before the door of ITick-
ory Hall, the steps were let down, the door open-
ed, sud Wolfgang, slighting, handed out Regina,
and, lesding her up the stone steps, presented lter
to Mr. Wallraven, who received her with stately
onl affestionste gourtesy. We all followed ind
turn, sud wore welcomed in the mo#t cordial
mauner.

Mr. Wallraven conducted Regina iuto the
house. [ followed, with Miss Wallraven upon
my arm. Constant and Wolfgang paused behind
sn instant, snd, as | torned to look after them, [
saw old John at the end of the portico, and saw
Wolfgang step quickly up to him, and heard him
inquire, rapidly, under his breath—

G Is she safz 9"

And the low reply—

Al seeure there, sir”

“That is well ! | shall remember your care for
us, John.”

The old wanybowed in silence, nal Wolfgung
immediately stepped after us. This little inter-
lade had not occupied ten seconds.

We entered the [1all, and were each immedi-

niely shown to our separate room. Old John
took me into & different chamber from that which
I had occupied before, telling me, with a slight
#mile, that my former sleeping apartment had
been prepared for Mrs, Wallraven, ns it was the
wost comfortable one in the house. Ile then
went and ordered up my baggage, and in the
course of half au hour, with the help of Johu, 1
bhad refreshed myself with a bath, n shave, and
change of dresa. | then went down into the old
ok hall, which had been furbished up in honor
of the bride's arrival—that is, the oak floor and
panelled wall had been rubbed, waxed, and pol-
ished, until they shoue with a mirror-like lustre,
and the wide fireplace had been filled with cedar
branches, while on the mantelpiece and on the
window-sills were placed vases filled with white
lilies, Regina’s favorite flowers.

I found in the drawing-room, with Mr. Wall-
raven and Constant, Mr. and Mrs. Davenport
and two young ladies, their cousina—all of whom
had come over to [Hickory Hall to mest our bridal
party.

In a few minutes, Wolfgang and Hegina en-
tered, and it was evident her daziling fairness
and stately grace, her whole high, pure style of
beauty and of bearing, made what is called a
great “ sensation,” though on a small soale—narmo-
ly, the small party met there to welocome her.
Soon sfter the introductions were over, dinner
was announced. Well! this dinner was like

[ro ne convinvED.|
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MORNING.

—
BY UCAROLINK A. BRIGGS,

Moruing!—"tls the gl rions moruing'
Fling the enrtain folds seide,

Toss abaok the heavy shutter,
Ulpe the cnsement wide.

Ha! the air s koen and ioy,
Soattaring gems with every breens,

Where the strong, rejoleing sunlight
Gilds the frosted trees.

Neores of aetive buman Lelngs
Press the busy streets slong,
While | lingeg by my oasement,

Era | join the throng.

All wro rising—nll are stirring—
Kach with firm or loltering Lread ;

All—exeapt the Slok and Helplens,
And the aftent Dend!

Here, & orowd of Tradeamen, hastening
To the busy mart or stand ;

There, s swarm of Idlers lounging,
Curnes I the land,

Yonder goes s group of maldens —
Merry, Inughlug glrls—with eyes,

SNotoe we black as miduight, others
Bluer than the skies,

Ulome behiud them skulks u being—
Squnlld, meager, hunger-pinobed—

'Neath whuse woes the sternast, stoubest
Npirit would bave finehed :

Woes of Poverty and Hardship—
Woes of Hunger, Pain, sod Cold—

Woas whose only sure is Silver—
Only bealer, Gold.

Night brings awest, forgetful slwnber |
Hunger wakens with the Morn |

Oh ' desl of heart slok trouble
With the Jiay is born!

Ay, the weary Pour—" Uod hielp them "'—
What to them (a Morning's bloom,

When It only shows them faoes
Sharpening for the tombf—

Human fases, loved and cherished—
Helugn, partners of thelr blood —

Wife and ehildren—slckenlng, piuing,
Al fur want of food !

How their very hones are starting
Where the flash has shrunk away !

How thelr hungry eyes are growiog
Wilder every duy!

How they gnther round the embers
Hlistled bw the loot, fulat glow,

While the bhope withim grows dimmer
An the Bamegets low!

AL they ery, “un it were Summer,
Paln and Want we might endure;

Hut In Wigter thme 'tis wretched,
Wretebed to be poor !

Oh! how atrange & thing, aud dresdful,
That, upon this great, wide Kasth,
Stored with plenty, some should pufler

Kuoli & constant denrth '

Giud in Heaven bas not ordalned it ;
Man on Earsh has willed it so,

Eager for the wealth whose purchuse
s & brother's wou,

On' ye Rigk, who grind the faose
Of the Weary, Poor, and (Hd,

Culning humsn Seah nnd sinews,
In your thirst for gold—

Who bas given you right to sqnander
Birength and vigor not your own |
Whenes your olaim to thrive and fatten

O & poor man's gross !

Labor is the poar man's “ blrthright
Hut for sys mast it be seld

For s paltey * mass of pottage,'”
When its worth s gold 1

Orut wpon your sordid mwennness'
Uhut apon your soward birili'
Nure, than ye, more eraven belngs

Nevar walkad (od's Karth !

But the mists of Morn have vanished
"Nenth the gairish lght of Day,

And tha busy orowd has melted
With the frost sway |

Sl | Hoager by my oasement,
Dirinking in the stirrlog bresss
Oh' that all, Hh-,v-hmh—

Al 1ke me, ot snse!
Bighing thue, | shut my casement,
Turs me to my open door—

most other Virginia country wedding dinners—
more abupdsnce than slegunce, and more hospi-
tality than ostentation. Soan fter an early tea,
the Davenport party took leave, previously invit-
iog the Wallravens and myself to dine at the
parsonage the third day from thil—an Invitation
which Wolfgang accepted in the name of the
whole family. When they were gome, we re.
turned from the portico, where we had been
standing to see them off, and reintered the hall.

It wis & pleassnt place in & summer evening
twilight. There were many windows, commanding
various sublime and heautifal views, and soft,
warm, pleasant airs, and the sweet, vague musical
sounds came through them. [ noticed Wolfgang
and Regina seated at one of the end windows, en-
joying the deliclous hour, without conversation,
or only conversing by sceking each other's eyes,
or by an ocoasional low tone.

When the full harvest moon arose, Mr. Wall-
raven Invited us nll to come out and walk, and
view the scenery by moonlight. With the same
stateliness of an old school gentleman, he gave hia
arm o Regina, and led the way. Each member
of the family vied with each other in sssiduous
yet delloate attentions to our bride. We spent
an hour very plessantly in strolling throogh the
beautiful snd moonlit vale, and then returned to
the drawing-room, where refreshuments were or-
dered,

While we were standing around n centre-table
in gay conversation, (never before had | seen any
member of the family so cheerful ns all were this
evening,) old John appeared at the door with an
anxious expression upon his time-worn face. Mr.
Wallraven arose in haste snd went out to bim.
Constantia turned pale, and Wolfgang glared at
the Intruder with starting eyes nod a scowling
brow. | saw that some misfortune had oocurred
or was about to oceur, Mr. Wallraven closed the
door behind him while talking with the old man;
while Wolfgang, aa if lost to the sense of other
presence, continued to strein his gaze after them.
In & moment, Mr. Wallraven put his head in the
door, and beokoned Wolfgang. [le started up
und shot from the room, without a word of excuse
or upology, banging the door to after him. Con.
stant and mysell were left alone with the two
young ladies. Regina looked in surprise from
the brother to the sister, nnd them, with her ba-
bitual self-possession and politeness, lowered the
bisre of the solar lamp 80 as to throw a soft light
upon the tuble, &nd, taking up au cograving,
madt some oritienl remark upon its merits,
submitting it to Constantia's judgment. But
Constantia was pale, trembling, sod distruit,
and gave some reply wide of the mark. Con-
staut, however, with a deferential “ Permit me,
madam,” took, and, with Regioa, examined the pie-
ture. Constant was pale and stern, and seemed
to huve mastered the betrayal of a strong emotion.
They oriticised the picture, which was “The
Writing on the Wall” Regina, and
myself, might have passed a tolerable hour, had it
pot been been for Miss Wallraven's inoressing
and extreme distress. She Jooked like s second
Cassandrn, and would start and shadder, pale and
glare, na though in momentary expectation of
some appalling sight. Ier nnxiety became so in-
tense that apparently she oould endure it no lon-
ger, but touched the bell, and, at the entrance of a
servant, ordered chamber lights, and, turning to
Regina, said —

“ Mra. Wallraven! the clock Is on the stroke
of twelve, and you have hnd a fatiguing day. [ am
rendy to show you your chamber.”

Hegina arose, and, slightly bowing ber “ Good
uight,” left the room, followed by Constantia. 1
soon after arose and retived to my own, whioh was
on the same floor with that of Kegins,

I know not what presentiment suddenly over.
orept my mind, but, oppressed with & vague and
terrible anxioty, I sought to rest in vain, Finally
I returned to the drawing.room. Constant was
gone, 1L was now empty, The room was no large
that the light upon the centre-table barely served
1o make darknes visible, except In It immediate
vicloity. 1 put up the light of the lamp, and
walked up and down the Hoor, restlessly expecting,

Saddar, yot & winer, better
HBelug than befors,

but without connecting that feellng with my ua-

aecountalle gloom, the return of Mr. Wallraven
and Wolfgang. | know not how long | might have
been waiting there, when the door AWUDE NOise-
lesaly open, and Regina reantered the room, her
hair in disorder, and a dressing.gown hastily
thrown on. | turned wonderingly to meet her, |
saw then that her fair face was blae-pale, und
that she trembled with & nervousness | had never
seen her betray before,

“ My dear sister! W hat i the matter ? " asked
I, leading ber to an easy chair, into which she im-

mediately sank.
“Idonot know! Perhapa s dream! Perhaps
something real. Listen! | went to my chamber

sttended by Miss Wallraven only, and no dress-
ing muid. Miss Wallraven assisted me to disrobe
but every few minutes, with a corrugated brow
and straining eye, she p d to listen or to watoh
Finally she concluded her task sud when | was
in bed she drew the curtsins, and was about to
leave me. Suddeunly she turned back and advised
me to bolt the door behind her, and then lefi the
room. | did not get up to bolt the door, because
1 should bave to get up a second time to open
it, but 1 fell asloep, wondering what negro might
be on tLe of death, or what other trouble
the Messrs. Wallmven so abruptly
the Well! | had no sconer fallen
s deep sleep, than | awakened as by the shook
in time to see the most
bng that evar nighrmar,
created stooping over me, gazing into my opened
eyes with a grin of bellish maliguity that seemed
to freeze all the bloed in my veins. | started vio-
lently forward, and she vanished. | wasinstantly
bathed in & cold sweat. I thought this might be
a dream, nad resolutely composed myself to sieep
again—only to be started out of my slecp again
by another and a more violent electrio shock, and
to see agnin the same cyes of demoniac hatred
ghzing into mine, to make another instinotive
bound, and see the terrible night-haunter vanish
a8 before! It was impossible now to sleep, or
think of eleep. 1 hastily threw on my dressiog-
gown, slip my feet into slippers, and came
down here to awsit the gentlemen. | have heard
of nightmare, but this is the first time | ever was
attacked with i, and it was very na that my
exefted imagination should ‘thén' creads® the illu-
sion of the old hag, after your telling me of what
you saw or fancied you saw in that chamber the
first night you slept there—— ‘There! I feel
truly bumilinted st these tremors, whioh | eannot
xatrale——, Ferdinand! there she i nom ™
‘T'his last sentence was spoken in » tone of dis-
covery aud announcement, as one might use upon
finding out nn imngiulrf phantom to be an ugly
old woman. | turned aud saw, standing within the
door in the full light of a candle she held sbove her
head, the hag of my night-vision. She was themost
loathaome specimen of humanity | had ever seen,
a8 she stood there some seconds, examining us with
the same leer of insult and Im'li;nlr.y that formed
the most disgusting feature in her disgusting self.
She was very tall, though half bent—her giant
form of skeleton-like leanness—her haggard and
sbmly face, dark, spotted, snd begrimed with
irt—her garments, so scant, ragged, and exces-
sively filthy, asto defy desoription, reached intorn
and frioge-like shreds only a little below her
knees, exposing Qare legs and feet, deformed,
socarred, und begrimed —while from the whole ab-
borred heap came the most offensive effluvia,
There she stood, chuckling with a fiendish leer
atthoe loathing she excited —repaying the ex-
treme of th the extrome of hatred. [te-
gloa was no lopger terrified, but had walked off
to the far end of the saloon, lo escape the sight
and swell of the leprous-like creature.

“ What do you want1” | ssked, retreating ns
advanoced

® "
“Hik-hik-hik-hik " she answered, with her
ltt;:‘,lrlokd Ilsugh, passing me, and p‘n; towards

us.

Y Leave the room I" said 1, intereopting her.

She did not heed me, bat went on.

I thought then that I could easlly have put her
out, but the intolerable nausesu of her near
neighborhood kept me at bay.

“ Will you leave the room?” agnin | asked.

“Yes, when | have kissed wy pretty neice,”
she replied, nodding her hesd st mo with n de-
mon

qulokly uple Roging, with thainten

i
tlon of leading her from the room avd from the
presence of what | now supposed to be
some gi
T'dre

py-ul

h and malign lonatic.

w e'd srm in my own, and we
were comiog down the length of the my

amounting to pain, contracting her basutiful fea-
tures. o passed to one side, in order to avoid
meeting the hag; hut she kpew our purpose,
crossed the room, nnd intercepted us.

“Out of our way! OfF with yourself instant-
Iy I” exclaimed I, angrily.

“Yen! when I bavo kissed my pretty niece !”

“Be gone!” mald I, turning off to the other

@

“Yea! I will, when | kiss my pretty piece!”
she persiated.

I did not wish to hurt the poor ereature. 1
could not have brought myself to touch the filthy
oreature. | took up a paurasol that lay upon the
table, and, placing one end of It against her chest,
bore her gently off. She left, and, retreating,
planted herself within the doorwny. 1 came on
with my.weapon, half laughing at the Qnixotia
figure | eut, charging upon a mad old negro wo-
mun with & parasol, sod placed the end of it, as
before, against her chest, snying—

“Come! Be good! Let us pass! That's a
good soul 1

But saddenly she raised her talon hnﬁ.olnlcll'-
ed my wenpon, threw it behind her, and, slevati
the streaming tallow candle with the other, ;u:S
upon Regina with a countenance full of cariosity,
hatred, and expected triumph. My sister drew
ber arm from mine, and retreated,

“ Hik-bhik-hik ! my pretiy niece; you are ver
fuir and very proud ! but pride goeth before o (ll{
aud o hnul'hty temper before destruotion.”

“ ON with yourself this moment !” sald I, losing
patience, “ or | shall be tempted to contaminate
mywelf, and put you out }"

“1 dare you to touch me!” she sald.

“1 whall certainly do so if you do not move in
one minute”

“Yes! ina minute, but let me kiss my fair,
pretty nlece first "

“You are mad! Your niece is probably la

one of the quarters, That lady is Mrs, Wall-
raven !”

“] know it! My nephew Wol ‘s wifel”

I still thought her orasy; , aa ley
pnng‘;lﬂ through my heart,

“Who are you 77 sald L. :

4 Nell! d Nell! Yellow Nelll Slave
Nell! [lugh Waliraven's slster-ln-law! Wolf-

gang Wallraven's own aunt—his mother's own
sister! Regins Wallraven's near relative! Yes !
fair lady! proud as fair! you are the wifeof
mulatto—and a siave! ™

I turned to look on Regina! to behold a body
r_t.rlled o it were to stone ! —from whence the
ight of reason bud fled Instantly and forever!
“Come ! let me embrace my nleas !” and, lnugh-
Il{lhldwul;, she advanoed towards my slster.

eginn turned, stepped haughtily upon a foot-
stool, thenes wpon a chnir, fianlly upon the ceatre
table, and seated herself upon a pile of books with
an air of y and Lnl.n]a.n.
“ Oeder out the gusrds! To prison with the
traitors! To the rack ! to the rack with the bel-
dsme! Oarself will de st the question
I hurled uwsy the hag, and went to my sister,
“ Regina | my sister 1"
“My Lord or, let his Grage of Gray-
es be Immedintely arrested upon our own
of high treason 17

“ [tegina ! my dear sister !
“ Let there be nodelay! Summon the conneil !
Our life snd crown is no longer wafe! Traitors
lark in our very bed-chamher, agsnssine hide in
the very shadow of our throne ! Alraady one of
the ladies of our v beloved He-
gina Falrfield—lies dead bafore us! The shaft
wmrhmvum st our own sa-

persan
“My God! My God 1"
“T'o the rack! to the rack! with the beldama

min! Strain every limband nerve and sinew
to ng, until she confess herself the tool of
the traltor Giray-eyes !’
“0Oh! Heaven |"
% To the rack | to the rack with the hag! We
will ourself preside at the question !
“w na !‘|
“ Opder out the goards! Summon the coun-
cll!  Arrest his Giresoe of Geny-eyes! To pris-
on! to prison with the traitor!” she exoluimed
rising in & sort of mad majesty, her form lllutti
snd dilating, ber eye blazing with the fire of in-
sanity, her unbound golden locks rolling in fallen
lory to her walst, bor left band folding ber rich

-gown about h'r as though it were the

mln:’ urple, her t haod extended In o
ure “p high command—a moment—and then
ered with the finger poloted to the door, as
#he said—" Lo! where the traitor Duke obtrudes

himself lnto our very presence

sister, with an expression of unutterible disgust
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