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CHAPTER 11

There is & pleasant manufacturing village,
not many miles from the old mansion that was
Anne K's home, A miniature river, the merry
8 _tnmbles musically the rocks,
that scem to have been flung into its chunnel
by some “old man of the mountains’™ till it
finally cleaves the tlj;dg?‘dmd hg:dm; ml:o;
p ipice of sol . almost
crescent prec E:;n ol g

itsolf amoug the houlders .

neath. The hanks below are two steep, solid
masses of rock, over whose edges nod
serub oaks and whortleberry bushes. At this

day, you would be dazzled by the glare of high.
red walls above them ; for the manufacturing
interest has planted its foot firmly there, and
the rude water-wheels of a utilitarian age whiz
and whirl in the very arms of the beautiful
crescent cascade.  But forty glears ago, before
Art had discovered the spot, Nature was there
alone. To be sure, there was a little © sottle-
ment”"—a village, if & tavern, store, and post-
office, might be allowed their customary pre-

e oF emeSeptine a wllage  Betshe fow
howses heside were sonttered so widely about,

I_‘h “ Ll - » ' 4 -

enterprise, that it scarcely seemed roused from
the simplicity of its primitive woods.

It wus November—the month that opens
most brilliantly on the New England hills, but,
long ere departing, rends its robe of richness
ssunder, and scatters its myriad fragments to
the northeastern winds. hectic of the
furest had already given place to the decay it
too surely boded. ftly the Indian swmmer
had whispered to the few, lingering, dying
tlowers the hope of a glad waking beneath a
brighter sky, and flown to his prairie-nook in
the sheltered  West.”

It was the dismal afternoon of a stormy day :
clond-caps, heavy with mist, hung gloomily on
every hill-top, and the ahil’r.i:lj winds, moaning
und whooping through the valley gorges, drove
battalions of watery tres hither and thither
at their will. Damp, chill, and cheerless, the
night was coming on, hard on the steps of
noon-dsy. A ruder biast than usual dashed

the honeysuckle vine an.mM: the small, square
window of the dingy little post office on the
hill-side, and startled the bald-headed post-
master from puzzling over the last month’s
rogister. He looked up, peered out and about,
and then thrust his stump of & quill behind
bis right ear to muse.

“I hope she won't come to-day,” he began,
half to himself, half to his help-meet, who sat
in the lightest corner of the office, turning a
monotonous flax-wheel with her busy foot.

“1 hope she won’t gome through all this
driving storm for nothing.”

L v .‘.:..I‘ -

“ at’s that?! Who!?" asked his wife.
but half comprehending.
“Who but Major K.'s Anne—she that has

come every living day to this counter, for two
months, as rog'lar as the mail-hag. 1t's all the
same to her, it seems, rain or shine; and I'm
afraid it'll be all the same for many & day,
mnrﬁ’s the p';:y i
“Heaven help the poor, young thing, 7 re-
lied his v;life :h‘P"it‘u m t.rynuhlgn thst’?ﬂar-
dng upon her heart like, ye may be sure, John.
Bless ye, she come drivin':; throuﬁh the storm
to-day, and she so pale and ailing! Ye needn’t
keep a looking.” -

“Hush, you! it’s her own self)” whispered
the old man, deprecatingly, as a hoof-fall struck
on hisear: and in & moment & bay pony, with
its rider, dashed down past the little window,
its drenched mane dripping to the
_ “Too bad,” the man exclaimed, start-
ing from his high stool—*“I'll meet her at the
door, poor thing, that she needn’t 'light in all
this mud.”

But before he could hoblle half-way to the
door, it was thrown , and a burst of cold
storm-drops ushered in Anne K. Was it she,
with cheeks 8o pale and sunken from their
summer beauty, with those large, unnaturally
lustrous eyes, each of which, in that moment,
seemed in itself & whole world of souls! Truly,
u strange spell had shaken her io its !

She one instant upon the sill, cimhing
her gathered-up riding-dress more n in
her gloveless hand, as if she would ask, by look
rather than by voice, the guestion that had
cost her wo much agony. The long filaments
of her sonked plume swung forward as she bent
her head, brushing her colorless forehead and
cheek.  She nerved herself tremulously to the
effort—her heart told her that it was a last
offort !

“* Any letter for me to-day ! "

The words were spoken with foroed, husky
calmpess. The postmaster turned his head to
one side, avoiding the glange that shot a pang
of pity through %il heart, and answered with
m\:ﬂ#nﬁﬂy nssumed indifference—

i o!!

r He had :;id it lluﬂr:’ than ﬁﬁE:mes, with
wse great eyes looking into hi win
larger and wilder st each denial; mf:, di§
not like to say it again. His wife saw a quick

convulse the girl's lips and eye, as she
suddenly pressed her hand against her heart.
_“Are ye ill, Miss K 17 she exclaimed,
rising. “Sit ye down, do. Let me bring ye

at warml:ﬁ. It's sorry getting out this
weather, ‘specially for such u weakly body. 1
wonder yer folks didn’t send. Come in, do.”

Annie was herself again, at the last word of

this haran

to come in
summer days, the lame aster I::; lf..:
nocustomed to limp to the door and take
the rein of her Eony, while the old lady eame
out with & “ericket,” as she called it, to assist
‘1:13 lnbmm Anne would smile abstract-
y, but , sometimes stopping to ex-
change s few wogds with the kind nnsm:, or,
suffering the good woman to insert a sprig of
eévergreen, or of tansy, over the ears of her pony,
whom she charactorized as “the darlingest
grown-up colt that ever ye see!” Lattarly,
she had refused the foot-stool, and spurned the
offered head-gear, much to the dame's cha-
grin ; but she had suffered the man still to
act the part of groom. To-night, however, she
uu-ught_l.be wet rein in her own hands, and
sprang into the saddle unassisted.
“Take care, Mism!” vociferated the old
wan from the doorway, where his few gray
Vorks wore whistling in the blast : for the pony,
::I';_'!lrd by the su of the shock, him-
prplly s back, and nearly cut the acquaint-
woa ;zﬁlrnamrm _Bhe h::ﬂhd L3 bit-
» and, droppin wet plume over
her forehead again, she drew up the beidie.
fina Guickly, and dashed on down the hill.
soliloquized the nster

lt;.il declape !
oap & through the mist after her, *right
or::i_‘:"‘, from home. 1 do believe the gal's

" Mano alive!

her in from human sight. Once she dre
the reins to the neck of her horse, and, clasp-
ing her cold hands, pressed them against her
seared eye-halls, as tlmuy,h to bar out some
terrible mght,

“Oblivion or death '
mently

But oblivion never yot eame at the ery of
the despairing. Then she grew stronger, as it
seemed, for she threw buck her tangled hair,
tossed hack her crushed hat, and laid bare her
forehead to the pelting of the storm. She
lnughed a low, shuddering laugh, as the ioy
drops trickled upon her fever-hot eyes.

Anne had placed a mortal on the shrine of
her Maker—the creature on the throne of the
Creator. Not content to give the unselfish,
unutterable love of a woman's heart, she had
poured on the altar of her idol that “sacred
0il * of worship and adoration that is not with
impunity withheld from Heaven. She had con-
centrated the universe into ono point—and
where was her universe now ! Where was her
idol-shrine

“The store ” of the country for miles around,
with its much be-chalked sign of “fish, flan-
uel, flour, dry goods, groceries” and a dozen
other indispensabilities, stood II:If on the rocky

she groaned, vehe-

bank, fronting the crescent whose foam-
wreaths now dashed inst it back wall. [t
was kept by an older brother of Anne. The

bay pony, by force of habit, slackened his pace
before the plank platform. Anne looked about
her in momentary bewilderment; then sud-
denly checking him, she threw hersell from
his back, and o) the bridle to the ground.

The little building shook with the strife of
clouds and river mists, that seemed rushing to
close combat benesth its foundations, when
Anne stepped over the threshold. It was dusk
within, unlighted for want of customers
Anne's brother started forward from his desk,
in surprise, at the sound of & step, and brashed
against his sister before she was aware of his

N \lu

T What ere rou a!x:ilt. Anne?” ex
ne, l‘aw‘aﬁu; our dvagmly Aoy WAl o,
| believe you are béide yourself! Drenched
and dri Ting—-—a sight to behold! and you
were hall dead before! What, in the name
of the four élements, sent you out on such a
night "

“1 came,” answered Anne, confusedly, and
rather incoherently, *“1 eame——the children
wanted some gingerbread, and | 7—

N @l Inimed her brother, tho-
roughly provoked at her rashness and heed-
essness.  “ This is all of a piece with gour
woman-caprices, Go home immediately, and
tell mother that [ will carry you to the i’nmm-
Retreat, to keep you out of your coffin, if she
does not bolt you into your room, out of the
reach of fire and water! Thore, there, go!
don’t wait to eateh your deathoold! Asif 1
could not bring that foolish gingerbread!
Childish ! there! go!”

How little we know twhere our harsh words
are falling, when they drop bitterly from our
lips! Ah! there are wounds that cannot he
healed in time—nor yet in eternity !

Would he not ak one kind, brotherly
word to that anguished sister? If he had
locked into her haggard, despairing face,
perhaps he would not have turned away so
abruptly as he did after this tirade, and hidden
himself again behind the high front of his count-
ing-desk, assured by the patter of the pony's
feet upon the pebbles, that he had taken the
homeward road.

Home the faithful pony went, after waiting
his time for his rider; but Anne did not go
with him. She only shrunk back into Lﬁe
shade, until all was still again. Then she
glided, like a guilty thing, noiselessly through
a long, dark . to the back door of the

. She lim ita latch carefully, and went
out into the ering night.

Wild warfare was beneath her! Billows of
mist rolled and swayed hither and thither in
the abyss, and where they od for a mo-
ment, the inky waters appeared, lashing the
trembling rocks with mad turbulence.

There was no eye but the eye of Omnipres-
ence, to look upon the passion-blinded girl,
and to that she looked not up. Where was
her guardian angel, to whisper, “ Wait, wait !
pe patient!” It was the hour of darkness,
and of fierco fiends who fanned the storm in
her soul, 8o faintly emblemed by the elemental
raging without, That soul sent up its agonized
urEefur forgetfulness, for rest, for peace!
“ Death is an etornul sleep.” her mother had
taught her. Alss! that a mother’s words
should ever come between the young heart and
Heaven !

An hour went by. Anne’s brother buttoned
his storm-proof overcont nround him, locked
his store, and leading his horse from o near
stable, took hix way homeward. He was mot
at the door by his sister and mother, who faced
the storm-hlast with countenances of conster-
nation.

“Anne! where is Anne, Charles ! "’ exelaim-
ed Mrs. K.

“Anpne! foolish girl!
hour ngo i
“No! she is not here! Her pony came! Ob,
my child! where is she '”

“Why did you let the girl go out this terri-
hle day ! asked the alarmed brother.

“1 never knew it! Charles, go, be quick!
Oh, if her father was here!”

Charles K. seized a lantern, and rushed out.
That night, over all the thunder of the storm,
arose the swell of buman voices, the shouts of
neighbore and friends, who went forth foarless-
ly w seek the lost one.

Morning came. The wind had sobbed its
strength away, and erouched, moaning in the
depths of the wood, or sighed under the wiz-

nrinm. The clouds drifted slowly eastward,
muffling up the sun, but all was still.

They had mought everywhere else; and at
lnst, with strange, foarfully-whispered misgiv-
ings, they searched among the rocks of the
swollen river. Up from that foam-canopied
bed they lifted her, with the long, loosencd
locks clinging about her pulseless heart, nnd
the inky plume weeping upon her shut eyes.
But t}u;y could ot awaken her from that
night's long sleep!
clrriednzar—}'et it was not her they

the home on which her eyes were
nover to open. There, in the stately, subdued
agony of prided affection crushed, the stricken
band of parents, brothers, and sisters, received
the burden. | have stood on a rock in the
midst of that river, and looked down on the

couch where the dupﬂringr‘irl sought her

o
claiined |

I sent her home an

rest. It was a hard pillow for so fair & head
wdm{nunglhur&-am,too,lhuthadhml
80 much,

I looked up, and all was bhenutiful. The
water nymphas chased each other down the
precipice, langhing musically as their white
robes melted into the blue billows at my feot.
Above, the sun lay cushioned on s dreaming
cloud, floating in"the blue of a June heaven
WI::: contrasts lLas earth upon the self-same
spot !

The news of the suicide flew, as ill news
always flies, through the little hamlet. Con-
fusion and consternation seized every heart and

household, and a thousand n?rnmt. half
brightened into realities, flitted from one to an-
other. Only theold uater shook his head,

after the first .Ez:-lfymg shock, with » mystify-

ing air, and tly reseating on his
high stool, leaned his head upon his wrinkled
hand. Even his garrulous wife could

gsin no more from him.
--lm’-m!"mm@mmm
ofmpeulnd “uhe's been guing
crazy this long while,
:nnhlebodyhﬁd::olihwild-ln:ndl’
ways thought mi i
u::n"&'ﬁ"

of her coming
8o, day y ! don't tell me

g

£

It sin’t in natur for a | gard

on us, man' ye're as white as if ye'd seen o
ghost !”
“There!” he pointed to u letter below
him, “look there /"
“What is it? [ don't see nothing—I"ve lost
my spec's.”
_ “It's her name!"” answered the old man,
taking up the letter tremulously
“You don’t say so, John!" cried his wife,
lifting both hands aliove her head
“Iv's ship-marked, and journeyv.worn” he
added, serutinizing it a8 closely as the haze over
his old eyes w allow. “It's had a long
way to come, and——too late! too late ! he
exclaimed solemnly, laying it reverently by.
“Too late!” The burden of destiny had
been thrown wilfully off, and no_joy or sorrow
of earth could aink into the cold heart of her
who had borne it. Oh! if she had been patient
but a little longer !
That travel-stained letter told its story only
to the unsympsthising kearts of the proud
household, snd not & lip ever opened to reveal
it. It dropped into the great receptacle of
family reserve, and was lost to the world's
ourivsity. It was as well . what mattered it to
any heart but Aer's, that it could not warm into
wiﬂl beating !
Her relatives rejected even the common kind
offices of country neighhbors, seeming to scorn
all eommunion insorrow, uotil the day of the
funeral.
It was o grand show—ithat funeral—so old
ladies, who were young then, have told me
Heavy, aristocratical carriages from distant
towns and cities, draped in black, wound along
the narrow hill-roads. The country about
turned out its entire population, old and young.
The coffin was borne slowly slong, while young
irls of her own age, dressed in white, with
ong shoulder-sonrfs of black, held the pall on
«either side, showering it with tears of pity.
She lies in & lovely spot on ope of the hills
she loved, away from the common throng. as
vor lgndrod T wegt there
The greon mound of (e

4

i Nife et e
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Ndailuy wia oA | Tt i g |
suve on one side, where a small, erystal pond
mirrored the twilight sky. Not a  breeze
dimpled it {hen, and the frogs’ chant came
shrill through the stirless air, blended now
and then with the wail of the whippoorwill fur
beyond. Young fir trees, larches, and willows,
kept guard over the costly monuments of the
dead that had been honored in life. | turned
from taller monument steeples, and mused long
over the white but time-worn slab that bore
this simple inscription :
“To the Memory of Axsg K—, . 17"

Oh ! passionate heart, “ be patient” with the
Providence that “ worketh all things well!”

CONGRESSIONAL PROCEEDINGS.

THIRTY-SECOND CONGRESS=FIRST SESSION.

SENATE.
Tueespay, Decemper 16.

Mr. Jones, of lowa, presented certain resolu-
tions, which were ndopted by the Legislature
of that State, on 13th of January, 1850, in re-
lation to the Compromise. On presenting the
resolutions, he was gratified to state that he
and his colleague were the only Senators from
any of the free States who were not instructed
to vote for the Wilmot Proviso, and its kindred
abolition doctrines.

Mr. Borland, from the Committee on Print-
ing, offered a resolution authorizing the Jaoint
Committee on Printing to contract with Donald-
son & Armstrong for printing the census returns.
Laid over.

The engrossed bill to establish a branch of
the Mint of the United States in California
was read the third time and passed.

Mr. Shields called up his resolution of wel-
come (0 Kossuth, which was read :

Resolved, That a committee of three be ap-
pointed by the Chair to wait upon Louis Kos-
suth, Governor of Hungary, and introduce him
to the Senate.

Objection being made to the wording of it,
Mr. 5. amended it by adding the words, “on his
arrival in the capital”

Mr. Walker, of Wisconsin, expressed his views
as favorable to the doctrine of non-intervention.
He said that he has long desired to seo our
neatral policy abandoned or overthrown, nnd
denied what is so often asserted, that either
Washington or any of the founders of the Re-
public ever recommended that the neutral poli-
¢y of our early days should become an estahlish-
ed principle, to govern the conduct of the coun-
try in the days of its maturity and power. He

siid :
Sir, peace is beautiful and holy when it can
be 'ustf; and honorably maintained ; but war,

with all its tragedy and blood, is less to be dread-
ed than dishonorable or “ignoble peace "—
peace at the expense of llaeu'o, Jjustice, liberty,
und the rights of man. In the case supposed,
even war on our part against intervention would
be sacred to the cause of peace. It would be
necessury in order to conquer vonflict, establish
pesce, and defend the right.  Without our in-
tevposition, there would not be peace, but wrong-
ful war; and we, too, a party to the wrong by
acquiescence. As o I'rien! and advoeate of
peace, as well as of national morality and na-
tional law, 1 would recommmend war in such
an extremity, when merely moral meams had

roved unavailing.  Nor would | delay or wait
I:::r the co-operation of England—though 1 am
not one of those who would decline it.  An al-
liance for such an ocension would not conflict
with the policy or advice of Washington. He
never condemned sllisnces temporary and for
the ocension.  He only declared that “it is your
licy to steer clear of permanent allinnees.”
{e did not even recommend that this “policy ™
should be permanent and perpetunl; but z:r
such time only as would enable you “to gain
time to your country ta settle and matute its
institutions, and to without interrup-
tion to that degree of strength and consistency
which is necessary o give it the command of
its own nes.’

Mr. Badger objected to the title of “Gov.
ernor of Hungary 7 in the resolution; which
words were afterwards striken out.

The resolution was adopted by the following
vote:

Yras—Messrs, Atchison, Bradbury, Brod.
hend, Cuss, Chase, Clarke, Davie, D¢ of Wis-
consin, Dodge of lown, Douglas, Felch, Fish,
Foote of Mississippi, Foote of Vermont, Geyer,
Gwin, Hamlin, Houston, James, Jones of lowa,
Miller, Norris, Seward, Shields, Smith, Stock-
ton, Sumner, Wade, Walker, and Whit.

comb—30,
Navs—Moessrs. Bayard, Borland, Butler,
Clemens, Dawson, Hunter, Jones of Tennessee,

King, Mason, Morton, Pratt, Sebastian, Spru-
ance, Underwood, and Upham—15.

The resolution was adopted as amended, s
follows :

: !‘tmmd_. That & committee of three be ap-
pointed by the Chair, to wiit u Louis Kos-
wuth, on Evil arrival at the capital, and intro-
duce him to the Senate. : }

The Senate resumed the consideration of the

isl order, being the resolution declaring

m:ulnmrm of adjustment to be o definitive
settlement of the questions growing out of do-
mestic elavery.

Mr. Rh::’munrj and !dn.iahad the speech

hich he commenced yesterday.
¥ Mr. Mason obtained the floor, and the Sen-
i

Weosespay, Decessen 17,

and that Commodore Parker was also directad
to proceed to the Mosguito shore, W protect our
commerce, We extract the following passage
from the letter of the Seoretary of the Navy to |
Commodore Parker: |
“ Whatever may have boen the merits of the |
question between the eaptain of the Prome-1
AII'IIH and the authorities of .\-iu.‘amglla. the
United States acknowledge no right in the |
Government or vessels of Great Britain, to ex-
ercise any police and supervision over Ameri-
can merchant vessels, in Nicaragun or else-
where out of the British dominions. On the
contrary, the first article of the convention be-
tween the United States snd her Brituunie
Majesty, relative to Niearagug, signed A pril
19, 1850, of which a is also enclosed. ex-
ressly excludes eachof the contracting purties
m assuming or exercising any dowinion over
Nicaragua, Costa Rica, the Mosquito const, or
any part of Central Ameriea.
* The officer of her Britannic Majesty on that
station is to be informed of these views and
the local authorities of &;Irwtue to be assured
that the United States will not justify the non-
payment of any lawful and proper port duties
on the part of their vessels, and that
they desire the most friepdly relations with the
Government of Central Assericn, and will faith.
fully maintain on their the stipulations of
the treaty already referred 0. % % &
Mr. Brodhead presented a petition from citi.
zens of Pennsylvanm, Xrnymg the restoration
of the punishment of flogging in the navy.
Mr. Stockton said that he was surprised
that & petition with such an object could re-
ceive 80 muny sgruatures in Philadelphia. He
recognised the right of petition, but he could
not approve of this petition. He desired to
present his views on this subject; and, if it
was in order, he would move to lay the petition
on the table. He would ecall it up on next
Tuesday
The motion to lay on the talle was ngreed
to

- - * 9
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Mavers Wiggem Spion P65 Woghizeron |
and others, setting Yorth estunates, &e., of ‘a
plan to supply Washington eity and Georgo-
town with water from the falls of the Potomue
river. Referred to the Committee vn the Dis
trict ofh Columbia,
Mr. Walker submitted the following resolu-
tions, which lie over :

Whereas the signs of the times are porten.
tous of an approaching struggle in Europe be-
tween the republican masses tor constitutional
Governments on the one side, and the adve-
cates of monarchy for absolute Governments
on the other; and whereas it pressingly be-
hooves the re| tatives of the American
People of the united sovereign States of Amer-
ion to seriously consider, and betimes to inquire
into the relationg of the Government and coun-
try to this struggle, and their duty, in view of
it, to themselves, to foreign nations, and the in-
ternational law : Therefore,

Be it resolved, That the Committee on For-
eign Relations be ivstructed to inguire into and
report upon the expediency of an open declara.
tion by Con to foreign nations and the
world, that the United States hold strictly to
the policy and principle that each individual
nation, State, or Power, posscsses for itself the
exclusive right and sole power to take care and
dispose of 1ts own internal concerns, without
amr exempt from the intervention and interfe-
rence of any foreign Government, State, Confed-
eracy, Alliance, or Power whatsoever, and that
any such intervention or interference, by or on
the part of any foreign Government, State Con-
federacy, Alliance, or Power, constitutes an in-
fraction of the law of nations, authorizing and
Justifying the interposition of any or all other
Governments, Cm:Endermin, or Powers, at

Resolved. That the Committee for the Dis-
trict of Columbis inquire into the expediency
and practicability of preventing the issuo and
circulation of small notes, under the denomi-
nation of five dollars, in the Distriet of Colum-
Lia ; and that the committes report by hill or
otherwise, :

Mr. Stanton, of Kentucky, made a roport
from the Committes on Printing, which was
agreed to, providing for the binding of the Con-
gressional documents, as heretofore, providing
the work be done for twelve and a half conts
per volume
Mr. Clingman moved that Governor Louis
Kossuth, of Hungary, be admitted to the Hall
of the House unﬁ’:r the 17th rule. This reso-
lution lies over.

A RESOLUTION OF WELCOME TO LOUIS KORSUTH
Resolved by the Senate and House of Repre-
sentatives of the United States of America i
Congress assembled, That Congress, in the name
and hehalf of the people of the United States,
Eiu to Lowiis Kossuth s cordial welcome to the
‘apital and the country ; and that a copy of
this resolution bo transmitted to him by the
President of the United States. :
Lixy Bovn,
Speaker of the House of Representatives
Wittiam R, Kixg,
President of the Senate pro tempore
Approved, December 15, 1851
Mitvagp Fronsmore
For the National Ers.
IU‘”'TIH-'H TSECURRED ACCORDING TO LAW I
UNCLE TOM’S CABIN :
oR,

AMONG THE LOWLY.

BY MIS. M. B. STOWE

LIFE

Cuoarrer XXV
Week after week glided away in the St

avensmdirmgy Ml e wise C premn et e ekt . sveess

their nenal o gobora that Jigs' - Mgk
had gone down. For how mperiously, tow
voolly, in disregard of all one's fecling, doos the
hard, cold, uninteresting course of daily reali-
ties move on!  Still must we eat, and drink,
and sleep, snd wake again—still bargain, buy,
sell, ask and answer questions — pursue, in
short, & thousand shadows, though all inter-
est in them be over; the cold mechanical habit
of living remaining after aii vital interest in it
has fled.

All the interests and hopes of St. Clare's life
had unconsciously wound themselves around
this child. It was for Eva that he had man-
nged his property ; it was for Eva that he had
planned the disposal of his time; and todo this
and that for Eva—to bay, improve, alter, and
arrange, or dispose somothing for her, had
been so long his habit, that now she was gone,
there seemed nothing to be thought of, und
nothing to be done, »

True. there was another life—a life which,
onee believed i, stands as a solemn, significant
figure Lofore the otherwise unmesning cypress
of time, vllanging them to orders of mystorious,
untold value, St Clare knew this well, and
often in many n wenry hour he heard that
slender childih volee calling him to the skies,
and saw that little hand pointing to him the
way of life; but & heavy lethargy of sorrow
lay on him—he could not arise.  He had one
of those natures which could better and more
clearly conceive of religious things from its
own perceptions and instinets, than many a
matter of fact and practicsl Christian. The

ift to apprecinte and the sense to feel the
Ener sh and relations of moral thing®, often
soems nn attributes of those whose whole life
shows u onreless disregard of them. Hence

hpak to

their discretion, to prevent such intervention,
and to repair such infraction of the law of na-
tions.

Resolved, further, That the same committee
be instructed to inguire also into the expedien-
¢y of requesting the President of the United
States to cause negotintions to be opened with
all other constitutional Governments, with a
view and to the end of obtaining their co-ope-
ration with the United States in the declars-
tion aforesaid, and the policy and prineiple
thereof, and in the observance, defence, and
maintenance of the law of nations in this re-

spect.
i COMPROMISE MEASURER,

Some interesting debate, in which Messrs.
Mason, Brodhead, Rhett, Hale, Foote, Stockton,
and Butler, participated. o the course of this
debnte Mr. Foote declured himself \I'i"il’lg to
see California divided in & constitutional man-
ner; and Mr. Hale repeatsdly pronounced the
Supreme Court of the United States to be the
citadel of slavery.

W shall notice this debate in another col-
wmn. |

HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES.
Tursnay, Dicemprn 16

The Speaker announeed that the fullowing
gentlemen had been appointed the C ittee
on the Rules, by & resolution of the Houwe:
Goorge W, Jones, of Tennessoe . Alexander H
Stephens, of Goeorgin; Joseph R. Chandler, of
Pennsylvania ; John L, Robinson, of Indiana ;
Fdward Stanly, of North Caroling ; Origen S.
Seymour, of Connecticut; George G. King, of
Rhode Island; Edson B, Olds, of Ohio; and
Daniel Wallnee of South Caroling,
Mr. Moore, of Pennsylvania, offared o resolu-
tion granting pay aod mileage to John F
Darby, of St gl..nuis distriet, who has been pre-
vented by indisposition from taking his sest
in the House.

Mr. Doty, by unanimous consent, introduced
& hill, of 'hil'ﬁ' previous notice had been given,
granting the right of way and making a dona-
tiom of land to the State of Wiseonsin, in aid
of the construction of the Central Railroad :
which was read u first and second time by its
title, and referred to the Committee on Public
Lands.

Mr. MoCorkle. by unsnimous consent, in-
troduced o bill, of which vious notice had
boen given, to provide for the survey of public
lands in the State of Californin, an ;IT' ant-
ing donations and other purposses ; which was
rr.ﬁd u first aod second Pt:m by its title, and
reforred to the Committes on Public Lands.
Mr. Abercrombig, by unanimous consent, in-
troduced a bill, of which previous notice had
been given, grunting the right of way and
makmg a donation of land to the State of
Alabama, in aid of the construction of the
Girnrd railrond which wis read o first and
socond time by its title, und referred to the
Committee on Public Lands.

A m was received from the Senate
mm by the bill which bhad
that body to establish & branch of the
the United States in California, ‘
A joint resolution was offered by Mr. Stan-
ton, of Kentucky, suthorizing the architect of
the Capitol to continue in employment the labor-
ersand mechanios employed in huilding the new
wings, which excited considernble ﬂfnl—m 4
and the resolution wus referred to the Com-
mittee of the Whaole in the state of the Union.
After which, the House adjourned.

Wepxgspay, DeceMbes 17,
The House disagreed to s motion by Mr,
Walsh, to consider ‘the resolution to continue
the employment of the workmen on the Capi-
tol

Mr. Weightman, Delegats from New Mexi.
oo el B Eionieg Hscotian, whidh Hies

over :

Resolved. That the Clerk of the House of
tatives be directed Lo cause, e soon o
1o, to be translated into the Spanish
the Prosident's Message and

K bt

Moore, Byron, Goethe, often speak words more
wisely desoriptive of the true religions senti-
ment than another man whose whole life is
governed by it
religion is a more fearful treason — n more
deadly sin.

St. Clare had never pretended to govern
himself by any religious obligation, and u cer-
tain fineness of nature gave him such an in-
stinctive view of the extent of the requirements
of Christinnity, that he shrank by anticipation
from what he felt would he the exactions of
his' own conscience, if' he once did resolve to
assume them. For so inconsistent is human
nature, especially in the ideal, that not to un-
dertake u thing at all, seems better than to un-
dertake and come ghort,

Still 8t. Clare was in many respects another
man. He read his little Eva's Bible seriously
and honestly, he lhnughl more soberly and
practically of his relations to his servants—
enough to make him extremely dissatisfied with
hoth his past and present course ; wnd one thing
he did soon ufter his return to New Orleans,
and that was to commence the legal steps
nocossary to Tom's emancipation, which was to
lie perfected s soon a8 he eonld get through
the neoessary formalities.  Meantime he at-
tuched himsell to Tom more and more every
day. In all the wide world, there was nothing
that seemed to remind him so much of “Eva,
and he would insist on keeping him constantly
about him; and fastidious and unspproachable
us he was with regard to his desper feelings,
he almost thought aloud to Tom.  Nor would
any one have wondered at it, who had seen the
expression of affection and devotion with which
Tom contimnally followed his young mustor,
“Well, ‘Tom,” said St. Clare, the day after
he had commenced the legal formalities for hin
enfranchisement, “ 'm going to muke a free
man of you—sa have your trunk packed, and
t rendy to set out for Kentuck.”

The sudden light of joy that shone in Tom’s
face ns he raised his bands to heaven, his em.

Ll

kt Claro; he did not like it that Tom
be so ready to leave him,

 You haven't had such very Lad times here,
that you need be in such s rapture, Tom,” he
said, drily. )

“No, no, mass'r! taint that—it's bein a free
man ! That's what I'm joyin for.”

“Why, Tom, don't you think, for your own
pisrt, you've been better off than to be free ?”

“ 1\{1. indeed, mass'r St. Clare,” said Tom,
with a flash of energy. * No, indeed !
“Why, Tom, you ecouldn’t ibly have
enrned, 'h{ your work, such and such
living as | have you!

"fnm all mas'r St Clare; masar's
mwa Niabm' mas'r, I’tiyr‘hqhor I::;e r
clothes, ouse, poor everything, nve
em m'ml::?:an have the best, and have 'em any
man's else—]| had so, mass'r ; I think it's natur,
muss'r.”

“1 su 80, Tom, and you'll be going off
nnd hovk:lr::' ma in & month or " h‘o:dsed‘
discontentedly.  *“ Though why you
shouldn’t, no mortal knows” he said, in n gayer
m;‘lmd getting up, he began to walk the

“ Not while mase'r is in trouble,” said Tom.

“1'll wtay with mase'r a8 long as he wants me—

w0 #5 [ can be any use.”

“Not while 'm in troublg, Tom?” said St.

Clare, looking sdly out of the window, . . . .

“ And when will my trouble be over 1"

" * When mas'r St. Clare’s & Christinn,” said
om.

“And you really mean to stay by till that

day comes,” snid St. Clare, half mniling, as he

turned from the window, and laid his hand on

Tom's shoulder. “ Ah, Tom, you soft, silly hoy ;

wuld

I won't till that day; go home to your
wife and chi rﬂnnd ive my love to ull.
“Pu fuith to balieve that day will come,” said

Tom, earnestly, and with tenrs in hin eyes; “ the
Lord has a work for mass'r.”
“A work, hey ! said Bt. Clare; “ well, now,

reports | Tom, give me views on what sort of & work
of of Departinents, und to haye printed f it in; ﬂl'lhel{t:u :
ianldlll‘urlwummd of the| » “Why, even a poor fellow like me has a work
same, for distribution among the in | from the Lord; and mass'r St. Clare, that has
&nm.qdudlqtmuﬂydm Mh‘ﬁ'ﬂ&nﬁm:ﬁmhh
lu, HH Ilflll 3t
" introduced » bill on the subject of | Tom, seem to think the Lord needs a
lhE:h ions, which was Muhﬁl durzuhhia,"-ddﬂtcm,nl-
Committee fFuirs.
Mr. ln::n'zﬁandnﬂmbpnllo @ does for the Lord when we does for his
mio? H eritturs,”’ said Tom,
nores of land to
have come to this cou Lies over “Good theology, Tom; better than Dr B
On motion of Mr. Bowie, it was preaches, | dare swear,” said St. Clare

t

and selfish exactions of her mother
Mammy, in particular, whose heart, severed
from all natural domestic ties, had consoled
itaelf’ with this one beautiful being, was almost
heart-broken.
was from excess of sorrow less skillful and aler:
1
which drew down a constant storm of invechves
on her defenceless head

and honest heart it bore fruit unto everlasting

In such minds, disregard of

The conversation was here interrupted by
he announcement of some visiters.

Marie St. Clare felt the loss of Eva as decp-
y a4 she could feel anything, and as she was a

woman that has a great faculty of making
everyhody unlmp{ny when she was, her imme-
dante attendants b

gret the loss of their young mistress, whose
winning ways and gentle intercossions had so

ad still stronger reason to re-

ften boen a shield to them from the tyrannical
Poor old

C
t

She eried day and night, and

n her ministrations on her mistross than usual.

Miss Ophelia felt the loss, but in ber good

life. She was more softened, more gentle, and
though equally assiduous in every duty, it was
with er-N-ned and quiet air, as one who
communed with her own beart not in vain
She was more diligent in teaching Topsy—
tanght her mainly from the Bible—did not any
longer shrink from her touch, or manifest an
ill-repressed disgust, because she felt pone
She viewed her now through the softened me-
lium that Eva's hand had first held Before her

glory and virtue. To did not become at
onee o saint; but the life and death of Eva di
work a marked ohange in her. The callous

ity, hope, desire, and the striving for good—a
strife irregular, interrupted, suspended oft, but
vet renewed again
One day, when Topsy had been sent for by
Miss Ophelia, she came, hastily thrusting some-
thing into her bosom

- t\'hal are you duing there you limb. You've
been stealing something, I'll b bound,” said
% v -~ oy bed b -4 b

e~ )i gn
by e uria
“You go "long, Miss Rosa,” suid Topsy, p
ing from her, * taint none o' your business.’
“None o your sw'ce,” said Rosa. “1 saw
vou hiding sumething—I know yer tricks,” und
losa seized her arm, and tried to force her
hand into her bosom, while Topay, enraged,
kicked and fought yaliantly for what she con-
sidered her rights. The olamor and confusion
of the battle drew Miss Ophelis and St. Clare
hoth to the spot

“She's been stealing ! " said Rosa.

“1 haint, neither,” vociferated Topey, sobbing
with passion

“Give we that, whatever it in"” said Miss
Ophelin, firmly.

Topsy hesitated, but on a second order pull-
ed out of her bosom a little parcel done up in
the foot of one of her own old stockings.

Miss Ophelia turned it out. There was o
small hook which had been given to Topsy by
Eva, contuining a single verse of Seripture, ar-
rnngr-d for every (1;}.\' in the yeor, nm‘ inn pis-
per the curl of hair that she had given her on
that memorable day when she had taken her
Inst farewell.

St Clare was a good deal affocted st the
sight of it; the little hook had been rolled in a
long staip of black crape, torn from the funeral

weds,
Kﬁng up the cra
b Mim Eva—

ifing hot i thaygvnt """"':v"h“

this round the hook

“What did you wra

for ** sanid St, Clare, ho

* Cunse—causo—cause  twos  Miss

oh, don’t take 'em away, please,” she said ; and

o | sitting flat down on the floor, and putting her

apron over her head, she began to sob vehe-
mently.

It wus o curious mixture of the pathetic and
the Indicrous—the little old stocking—hlack
crape—text hook—fair soft curl—and Topsy's
utter distress.

St. Clare smiled, but there wore tears in his
eyos s he snid—

“Come, come; don't ery; you shall have
them ;" snd H-ulting them together, hie throw
them into her lap, and drew Miss Oplelia with
him into the parlor.

“1 renlly think you can make something of
that cancern,” he said, pointing with his thumb
backward over his shoulder. * Any mind that
is cupable of a real sorrow, is onpable of h
You must try and do something with her.

“The child has improved greatly,” said Miss
Ophelin.  “1 have great hopes of her ; but Au-
gustine,” she said, laying her hand on his arm,
“one thing | want to ask; whose is this ehild
to he '—yours or mine "

* Why, | gave her to you," sard Augustine.
“But ot legally—I want her to be mine le-
glll{i“ kaid Miss }le]ia.
“Whew! cousin,” said Augustine. “What
will the Abolition Society think. They'll have a
duy of fasting appointed for this backsliding,
if you become n slave-holder.”
* Oh, nonsense ; | want her mine, that [ may
have a right to take her to the free States, nnd
ive her her liberty, that all | am trying to do
not undone.”
“Oh, cousin, what an awful * doing evil that
good may come” | ean’t encourage it.”
“1 don’t want you to joke, but to reason,”
suid Miss Ophelin,  “There isx no use in my
trying to muake this child a Christinn child, un.
less [‘nm'e ber from all the chances and re-
verses of sluvery ; and if you really are will-
ing [ should have her, I want you to give me &
deed of gift, or some legal paper.”
“Wall, well,” wsaid St. Claro, “1 will;” and
he sat down and nnfolded a newspapor to read.
" “ But 1 want it done now,” said Miss Ophe-

i,
“What's your hurry "
 Beenuse now is the only time there ever in

hatie “ Bless the Lord,” rather discomposed | to do a thing in,” said Miss Ophelin.  “Come, | o1d ¢
now, Ix_ere’n paper, pen, and ink; just write a fl

mrl!.
St, Clare, like most men of his cluss of mind,
cordially hated the nt tenso of action,

sonoyed by Miss Ophelin’s downrightoens,
“ Why, what's the matter ?  said he. “ Can't
you take my word. One would think you had

w? ”

“1 want to make sure of it ssid Mim
0 . “You may dio, or fuil, and then T
be hustled off to nuction, spite of all I can
“Renlly, you are quite provident. Well,
secing I'm in the hands of a Quaker, there i
nothing for it but to eoncede ;7 and St. Clare
rapidly wrots off & doed of gift, which, ax he
wis well versed in the forms of law, he could
ensily do, and signed his nime to it in sprawl-
ing “eapitals, concluding by & tremendous
flourish.
Phere, isn't that black snd white, now,
Miss Vermont?” he said, as he handed it to
her.
“Good hoy," waid Miss Ophelia, smiling,
“Buat must it not be wi s L
“Oh, hother—yes. Here,” he said, opening
the door into Marie's apartment, “ Marie,
cousin_ wants your sutograph ; just pat your
nume down here,”
¢ What's this?” said Marie, ns slie ran over
the paper. * Ridiculous! | ught couxin
was too pious for such horrid things,” she add.
ed, s she carelosly wrote her name ; “ but if
she hns n fancy for that article, I am sure she's
weleome.” o e
“There, now, she's yours, y and soul,
wuid St. Clare, handing the paper.
“ No_more mine now than she was hefore,”
siiil Miss Ophelin.  “ Nobody but God has o
right to give her to me; but T ean protect her
now,’

'

said 8t. Clare, us he turned back into the par-

-

by

laying down his paper and looking at her
vou think [ show symptoms of yellow fever or
cholera, that you are making post mortem ar-
rangements with such zeal 1"

<hould
thing, and we ever forget it ; that one should
be living, warm and besutiful, full of hopes, de-
sires, and wants, ooe day, and the next Lo
gone, utterly goue, aud forover!

glory, and all his boly angels with bim, then

judgment,” said he—"a rightin
generslly ; and therefore he was considerably | |

taken lossons of the Jews, coming at a fellow | o
Tom this
that gives an account of it, and | have been
quite struck with it. One should have expected
some terrible enormities charged to those who

on, s dreamy, neutral

fleotions, cousi
ngainst the act
oternal now always in

“Well, 1 mean o make a provision by and

“When ' said Miss Ophelin

“Oh, one of these days

* What if you should die first?

“Cousin, what's the matter ' said St Clare

Do

“4 Jn the midst of life we are in death,” " said
Miss Ophelia
St. Clare rose up, and laying the paper down

carclessly, walked to the door that stod open

m the verandal, to put an end to & conversa-
ion that was not agreeable to him. Me-
shanically, he ﬂ-pcutmfrtln- last word again—

“ Death ! "—and as he leaned sgainst the rail-
ings, and watched the sparkling water as it
roso and fell in the fountain, and, as in a dim
and dizzy haze, saw flowers and trees and
vases of the courts, he repeated again the mys-

i word so common in every mouth, yet of such
earful power—*Dearn! * Strange that there
such & word,” he said, “and such a

It was a warm, golden evening, and s« ho

walked to the other end of the verandah he
wes, and saw in her only an immortal cres- [ saw Tom husily intent on his Bille, pointing
tiwre, whom God had sent to be led by her to | 84 he did so, with his finger to ench successive
word, and whisperiog them to himself with an
earnest air

“ Want me to read to you, Tom " suid >t

mdifference was gone—there was now sensibil. | Clare, seating himself carelessly by him

“If mass'r pleases™ said Tom, gratefully

“Mass'r makos it 80 much plainer.”

St. Clave took the book and glanced gt the

place, aud began reading one of tho passages
which Tom had designated by the heavy marks
around it.

It ran as follows
“When the son of man shall come in his

w1 A unon tha thraas of W Slaee cand

betore him shall be esttiored all nroide~-and

by U #Y
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%. shepherd divideth his sheep from the goats™

St. Clare read on in an animated voico till he
come to the last of the verses.

** Then shall the King say unto them on his
left hand, Depart from me, yo cursed, into ever-
lnsting fire—for | was an hungered, and yo
gave me no ment—| was thirsty, and ye gave
me no drink—I was & stranger, and yo wok
me not in—naked, and ye clothed me not—I
was sick, and in prison, and yo visited me not
Then shall they answer unto H'm, Lord where
saw we thee an hungered, or athirst, or naked,
or sick, or in prison, and did not minister unto
thee ' Then shall he say unto them, inss-
much a8 ye did it not to one of the least of
these my brethren, ye did it not to me."”

St. Clare seemod struck with this lust passage,
for be read it twice—the second time bln\l'F,
wnd as if be were revolving the words m his
mind.

“Tom,” he said, “these folks that get such
hard mensure seem to have been doing just
what~ | have—living good, easy, respectable
lives, and not troubling themselves to inquire
how many of their brethren were hungry or
uthirst, or sick or in prison.”

Tom did not answer

St. Clare rose up and walked thoughtfully
up and down the verandah, seeming to forget
everything in his own thoughts ; su absorbed
wasg he, that Tom had to remind him twice
that the ton helhad rung, before ho could get
hin attention.

St. Clare was absent and thoughtful all tea

time. After ten, he, and Marie, and® Miss
Ophelia, took p ion of the parlor, almost in
silence,

Marie disposed herself on a lounge, under o
silken moll]nihl ourtnin, and wrs woon sound
asloep.  Miss Ophelin silently busied horsolf
with hor knitting.  St. Clare sat down to the
piano, and h{"ltl‘l playin g soft and melancholy
movement with the Zolisn scocompaniment.
He seemed in a deep reverie, and to be solilo-
quizing to himself by music.  After a little, he
opened one of the drawers, took out an old
music book whose loaves were vellow with uge,
and began turning it over,

“ There,” he said to Miss Oplielia, * this was
ono of my mother’s hooks—and here is her
handwriting—come and look st it.  She
copied and arranged this from Mozart's He-
quiem. Miss Ophelin eame accordingly

“ It was something she used to sing often”
said St. Clare. [ think I can hear her now "

He struck a few majestic chords, and began
singing the grand old Latin words, the * Dies
Irme”

Tom, who was listening in the outer ve-
randah, was drawn by the sound to the very
door, where he stood earnestly. He did not
understand the words, of course, but the music
sud manner of singing appeared to affect him
strongly, especially when St. Clare sang the
more pathetic parts. Tom would have sympa-
thized more heartily if he bad known the mean-
ing of the beautiful words—

Recordare Jesu ple
Quod sum enusa tum vin
Nomo pordas. ills die
Querons me sedisti lnssus
R intl erucem p
Tantus Iabor non sit cussus.®
St. Clare threw o deep and pathetic ex
sion into the words, Itfr the !:n;lduwy n%

ra noemed drawn away, and he scemed 1o
mr his mother’s voice leading his. Voiee and
instrument seemed both living, and threw out
with vivid sympathy those strains which the
etherenl Mozart first conceived as hiv own dy-

inivnquim‘

hen 8t. Clare had done singing, he =at

lesning his head upon his hand a few moments,
Een began walking up and down the

oor.

“What a sublime coneeption is that of a last

F of all the

of nges !—a solving of all moral prob-
lng::mmwenblu Wisdom—it i:niiu-

“It is & fearful one to ul" said Miss Ophelia.
l:r!:. nughltn‘l'l:mwhu’! ’ s J u;.:d St
ing ghfully, “1 was reading to
% that zthter in Mllt}la;t"

wron
OmA,

deed, a wonderful image.”

are excluded from Henven, ns the reason ; but
no—they are condemned for not clm.rlcl rnil.iu
good, aa if that included every possible harm "
“ Porhapa,” said Miss Ophelia, “ it is impos-
sible for a person who does no good not to do
harm.”

“And what,” said St. Clare, speaking ab-
stractedly, but with deep feeling, * what shall
be said of one whose own heart, whose educa-
tion, and the wants of society, have called in
vain to some noble purpose; who has floated
spectator of tho strug-
io, und wrongs of man, when he

lcllf:nw been n worker!"

1 should nuy,” snid Miss Ophelia, “ that he
ought to repent, and begin now.”
* Always practienl, and to the point!” said
St. Clare, his oo breaking out into a smile.
“ You never leave me any time for general re-
n u;Juu always bring me short up

present ; yoil’l:lllu a kind of
mind.
* Now is all the time | have anything to do
Ophelin.
“ Denr little E

child,” said St. Clare
li gourl

simple soul on
It was the first time since Eva's death that

with,” said Miss

work for me.”

ho had evor said as many words as these of her,
“ Well, she's yours by u fiction of law, then,” | 80d he

e

~ now evidently repressing very
view of Christianity is such,” he added,

lor, nnd sat down to his paper. 4 \Biak e d
Miss Opholin. who seldom sat much in Ma- man chn_oonsisten ;
rie’s company, followed him into the parlar, W u";;h‘ the wholo w “gk
having first carefully lnid away the paper. tice humm‘“‘;‘ﬁ“ alboie lnoijot;
l";\u‘uﬂ;:l:':ﬁlllﬁ,m.ﬂlhlﬂ \
nitting, * you ever made * These lines have been Lhus ruther inadoquataely
Mymnnwuinmdmw translated : »
-»-Nn."u:ﬁucun,uum:.- wa..ru.:.um“ .
“w “ '
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8t. Clare had often the same thing Oun the o ’“m_.i_
I but ho anewered, negligently— Lot not ail thesa tolle be wastod.




