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MARK SUTHERLAND:
ox,

FOWER AND PRINCIPLE
8Y EMMA D. E. N. BOUTRWORTH.

CHAP. XV

sho 1l go with him, in all his weal and wo ;

Bhe 1 L with him in seashine and in storm ;

[ his afllictions, should they fall on bim ;

In his temptations, when bad men beset bim ;

In ull the perils which may press around him ;

Anil, should they crush him, in the hour of death.

- Tavvon—Phudip Ven Artowelde,

¢ Come here, Rosalie, [ want to have a very
wrious talk with you, my child,” said Colonel
Ashley, rising to meet his niece, as she entered,
und leading her to & seat. ‘‘Now, my dear, |
sm very sorry for something that I have just
eard. Nay, now, be calm, my dear—I am not
going to scold.  If I indulge in apy sort of -

conch it must be in self-reproach for my own
reprehensible onrelesness. And so, my child,
you ure enzaxed to be married!”
" Rosalie's fnoe crimsoned, and her eyes fell to
the ground.

And what good, Rosalie, do you think will

aver come of this imprudeut. Bfl‘-p ™

The blush deepened on her cheek, but she
d:d not reply.

“And what am I to think of this penniless
young man, who uses his position in mi family
to wile the affactions of my niece—an heireas !
Would it not ba a fair and ratiogal conclusion
@ sot him down as an unprincipled fortune-
hunter " i

Rosalie started. Her eyes flashed, her lips
mivered.  She exelaimed—

“Unole, you do not believe that—you do
not! "

“Would it not be fair to believe it 1"

“Unele, you are a noble-hearted being—you
always recognise troe nobility in others. Uncle,
le just to Mr. Sutherlsnd—nay, be just to
_».-..um-lf——u?::f your words.”

“ Why, Rosalie, ninety-nine out of a hundred
would call your lover a fortune-hunter.”

“0h, sir, they could not—they could not!
koowing that Mr. Sutherland vo{:mtsrily re-
wounced o large fortune for an idea of duty.”

At uny rate, Rosalie, here are the naked
fuets: Mark Satherland, being quite penniless,
and well knowing that he has no way on earth
of supporting a wife, makes the best use of bis
upportunities to woo and win an heiress ! "

Rosalie dropped her face into her hands; her
bosom heaved convulsively, as with some in-
ward struggle, for an instant, and then lifting
s countenance blushing and tearful, yot gently
resolute, she said, in a faltering voice:

“1 must make a confession, even if it cover
ma with humiliation. I must elear Mr. Sath-
erland, and take the blame where it truly be-
lings—uapon my own head. Unele, it was my
fault—my own—mine solely ’——

She paused, for-her girl's natare would not
tear the look the old man fixed bor. She
aerted her face, and with deeply ;ushed cheek
and low, tremulous voice, resumed :

| loved him, uncle. It was impossible,
adoring moral heroism ns 1 did, not to love him.
Giod and angels know -it, and you must know
it, 200 7 r—

Agam she paused for an answer, but Col.
Ashley did not reply, and she asked—

“Unele! you exonerate Mr. Sutherland now,
do you not L 2l

“Yes!” exclaimed Colonel Ashley, speaking
us if waking up out of a reverie. “I exonerat-
ed him at first; [ only wanted to see, Rosalie,
whether you would have the honor and gen-
erosity to sdmit what you have. Good heaven !
It seems to me fully one-half the love originates
with the girls although they have too much
tact to let us know it! Now, there was your
aunt; | was two years courting her. In truth,

I thought I had s terrible time to win her
heart; hut listen, now: Some time after we had
been married, she told me how many months
ghe had hean ‘setting her cap’ at me bofore 1
ever thought of her; and yet you seo after she
had once gained her point, and brought me to
fier feet, she kept me on the tenter-hooks of
wmense for two years! :
Miy | go now? Are you done with me,
Int?

A

une

No,my dear, 1 have not begun with you
¥t | must give you & lecture! Don’t you
know it was a very nomaidenly thing of you
W set your eap’ at Sutherland
“Uncle, Mr, Satherland evident]
pronounes such & judgment, and
15 Nt g
“No, poor fellow! because he doesn’t know
you dulit! He's ander the illusion that he did
all the love making himsell'! That's nataral.
Bat now. then, Rosalié, how do you expect to
£t wlong in this world if you and Mark are
maTed! You may know that he has no way
of supporting you, and your guardian would
“e¢ you hoth i the bottomless pit before he'd
:‘1"'“'}"“ a cent of your fortune. Come, stop
Jushing and trembling, and answer me, u‘l‘y
i}

dear; 1 like peaple to be practical—what
Fu expect toldo?!’

['do not know, unele; I wish to leave it all
Y Mr Sutherland. 1 have so much confidence
-1'1 IJIﬂJIliig‘men‘ and in his for me, that

fel perfectly sure he will never draw me into
any evil or suffering.”
. Always faith in Mark! Suppose he should
"' ROIng away in o fow days and suppose he
*hould wish to marry and take you wi& him?"
iy In that ecase, I should wish to go, dear un-

* Have you done with me now, sir? 7 asked
Kivalio, really distressed by the length and
tieness of the examination to which she had

been subjected.
answered the old gen-

“Yex, you may go!”
Heman, rising, and holding the door open for
the study.

does not
erefore it

Loy 4o pass,  And Rosalie

Iu the lower hall she saw Mark Sutherland.
! “ eame o meet her, drew her arm within his
auth 8nd then they both walked into the gar-

“Well, i

'h']il rfml-u“ Rosalie, do you know that I
Week 10

Iy leave here in the course of &
4 <My uncle has just hinted it to me. Where

0 you go!

“Back to the v of 8
pon of an established offive lbonl.t:utlla:.msud
.- ¥ friend Laudsrdale, who is coming on
| T% upin an errand of you are already
“!-“’;”dalniy dear Rosalie "

s, | know mamma

il e united next mmth..:‘ﬁ Mz. Landardale

* Wall, dear Rosalio ? .

" Wellr»

" y <
v jim going away in & week—must wo then

“Not unloss you will it so, Mr, Sutherland.”
nm::?h! do you not call me by my Christisn
“Basause that would
respest | foal for you—-ﬂ?? ﬁh:m% "
Pposa you express that respect by doin
ou to do, and eslling me l':yl

Sy

Wlw {

L i.: .

next '::i ?é.' w‘"i Rm are we to part
you wish to go and leave me be-

. Not unless

hiod—Mark »
“Wish to leave you bohind! In leavi

74 | should tarn L Mg

"uld tarn my back

" spiraGon, my e 1
ny Aocompany Mar

o oy (riends, Rose will they
oK

"

not raise se-

position 1"
* I have neither father nor mother, and

there are no other friends who have nny wish
to rule me, or any interest in doing ro. My
young step-mother is going to break the con-
ventional tie between herself and me by mar-
rying a socond time; and with her own heart
under the gentle influences of happiness, she
will not he disposed to wring mine. As for my
unele, his son has hrought n wife home now,
who will ba the mistress of his house, and he
ro longer requires my préscnoe in that capaci.
ty. Indeed, | might even be vonsidered in the
way. And oeither am | disposed to take o
gocond place in a household of which [ have
hithorto been ot the head. And that reminds
me that | am nt the head of it stil/, and that
the duties of the position press upon me every
hour—even now,” said Rosalie, moving to go.

He caught her hand to detain ber.

U Stay—do not leave me just yet. And so,
my denrest Rosalie, when | go forth from here
you will accompany me!"

“1 have said that if you wish it—yes, I will
8000mMpan Ay
h“ﬁﬂdhah mmm!“ bnl?t&m

is lips with impassi fervor. “But, my
dear girl—my fairy, fragile girl—do you know
what women in the far West bave to enooun-
tor L. idihips from which the most robust
shrink! hardships from which the strong eod
beautiful India shrank! and will my pale, frail
Rosalie dare them ? and can she bear them !”

“Indin, with her glorious physique, is still a
delicate daughter of the sun ; she is like & gor.
geous, brilliant exotie, that can bloom only in
a luxurious conservatory; while 1, with my
wan face and fragile form, am yet & child of
the wind—n wood-anemone, that only wither-
ed in the Southern hot-house—that will flour-
ish and thrive in the wilderness”

“Heaven grant it moy be as you say, dear
Rosulie! It is impossible for me to give yon
up, to leave you ; yet, when [ think of sll you
may have to suffer in being my companion, my
heart is filled with anxiety and trouble. What
did you say, dearest? Your sweetest words
hide under low tones, just as the sweetest vio-
lets lurk under thick shade—what were you
murmuring ? "

“Onl lfmt I ehould not suffer half as much
in meetmg anything with you, as [ should—as
I shonld

“Well, dearest!”

“In berng left behind” said Rosalie, drop-
ﬁing her head upon his shoulder, as he caught

er to his heart, and exclaimed. in a sudden
burst of emotion—

“You shall not be left bohind, my darling!
my darling! By all my hopes of earth an
heaven, I will never, never part from you?”

For a moment her head rested on his breast
in peacs, and then she began to grow restless,
.mf twisted herself out of his embrace.

“Where now !"" he asked, rather impatiently.

She looked at him with a comie expression
of countenance, and said:

“It is & mortifying necessity to confess, but
the truth is, the ham has to be taken out of
soak and put on to boil for dinner, and I have
got to see it done; also there are goose-herry
tarts and lemon custard to be prepared for
the dessert, and I have got to go and doit.
I wonder if uncle and cousin St. Gerald, who
both love their palates, (low be it spoken,) will
ever get anything fit to eat when the gorgeous
Mrs. India takes my place!” And so, laughing
and escaping, she run off.

CUHAP. XV
With eaution judge of probability ;
Things t'llouglfr. ﬁ?ikell_r, ¢'en imposible,
Experience often shows us to be troe
l%ln{.”! .

The world-honored and time-honored bard
whose lines are quoted above habitually look-
od beneath the mere plausible surface of posi-
bility; and from the deep insight thereby gain-
ed, often put forth oracles at opposition to the
usual routine of thought and expectation, yet
which the eternal experiences of life continue
to endorse as truths,

Were [ writing & merely fietitious narrative,
it would be in order now ( the custom-
sanctioned manner of story-tellers) to describe
the cruel ition the Jovers met from tyran-
ical parents, guardiang, &o. But [ am writing
u true story—-in this particalar at least ©stang-
er tlan riction “—and so have no such events to
relate.

It happened ns Roealie had predicted—she
met no serious opposition to the current of her
affections. And if we look into the cauvses of that
leniency on the part of her guardians, we shall
not find their non-resistance so unaocountable
after all,

Left without father or mother—without near
relatives or natural protectors, exeept 8 youth-
ful etep-dame, now too entirely absorbed in
the contemplation of her own marriage, and
an old uncle to whom, until two years she
had been a perfect stranger, Miss Vivian was
thus not the first object of interest to any one
around her.

It ie true, that when Rosalio made known
her purpose to Mrs. Vivian, the lady opposed
the eontemplated marriage with entreaties and
tears; but finding that entreaties and tears
only distressed the maiden without shaking
her resolution, the young step-mother felt
neither the right nor the inclination to attempt
the arbitrary control of Miss Vivian’s destiny.
[n yielding her final consent—the sweet-lipped
lady said amid falling tears—" Oh! were he
well-established, Rosalie, there is no one in the
world to whom [ would resign yon with so
much pleasure and comfort, as to him whom
rm have chosen. And well | know, and deep.
y [ feel, that even now, from this low point of
lifs—with you by his side—with you for nn in-
centive with his high moral principles and in-
telleotnal faculties, und in this favored country,
he must rise, he must necomplish & brilliant
desting! But, oh! Rosalie, my child, in the
mean while, 1 dread for you thoee tuilwms]
terrible first steps on the road to success! On!
Rosalie, pause! How much wiser to wait un-
t:l hie has conquered success!

“ And share his triumphs when | would not
share his toils? No!no!no!”

1t would he 5o mgeh safer, Rosalie!”

% And 00 much more prudent to allow him,
in those moments of depression und despond-
ency that must come, to think that it is only
the successful statesman or jurist whose for-
tunes | would share, not thoss of the toiling as-
pirant? To turn & second Indis on his hands,
and so forever and forever break down his
faith in womanhood, in disinterestedness, aod
intruth? No!no!no! and o thousand times
no! I have the blessed J:-cilvil of healing
the heart that India wounded, of lifting up the
brow that she bowed down, of strengthening
and sustaining the [aith that she weakened.”

“If you should be a burden to him1!” s

“1 will never be & burden to him' Provi-
dence will never so fail me. Mine inno sud-
den giriish fancy, It is s deep earnest nffoc-
tion, arising from the ndest sentiments

man—and the Father whoinspired it will bless
it. He who in his benignant love said, ‘It is
nok good for man to be nlone,’ will strengthen
me to be & true help-meet for my husband”
“Oh, Rosalie ! be practical, child !’
“Be faithful first, and practics! afterwards.”
“ Rosalie you don’t know what you brave!
Faney yourself and Mark pow married, and
house-keoping (forsooth!) in mome wretch-
hmi:hummw d-plwwds;l of a
some new Western ancy
ymmim both down with that eurse of new
sottlements, the ague, and each unable to help

the other, and no one to give s cup of
lobiglhﬂ::m"r e
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stay here in safety, ense. ynd luxury, and know
that h; m{nr wady. exposed to all the dan-
gor @ ips, and privations of a pioneer
life? " iy l g

“ Nonsense! Danger is the natural cloment
of man! to eesk it is the nature of the erea-
ture ! "

“Yes, mammn; but illness, fever, hurning
thiret, solitude, and helplessuess, is mot,  And,
if | thought that Mark were suffe ing all these
thinga in some wretched “‘1‘»!1'[[] Ull!-ih, and I
not near to bathe his head and pive him a oup
of cold water, and to nur< and comfort and
toothe bim, but separated from him by thou.
eands of miles of mountains and plaing, 1 tell

ou, mamms, it would pearly hreak my heart!
t is no use! [ must go with fiim, to meet what-
ever of good or ill Fate las in etora. It can
have nothing else &0 evil as o roparation ! Oh!
| feel aa if the worst calamity that could possi-
bly befall me, would be a separation from him "

“ Foolieh girl! You lovo that Lroad-shouol-
dered, robust man, as tenderly ne a mother
loves her babe!” ’

“1love him with u tenderness and sympa-
thy that mal® me tremblingly alive to his
least sorrogy cr lightest pain; ond yet, mark
yoo, t with oo caloem, with a depth of
respect, with an hooor that makes me aspire
to his approbation 23 my highest good under
Hoaven ! " '

“Oh! Rosalie, I will not farther oppose you !
Yet, if you only had strength to eudure the
hardships of o {Vosu‘,rn lile, 1 should feel less
anxiety.”

“ Do not fear. [ shall be able to endure, be-
cauge ‘wy good will ia to it;’ and energetie,
because [ shall have a good motive ; and heal-
thy, because I shal!l be happy—because my
heart will be right and at rest; for I eay 1
again, because it is a great, deep, trath—* Out
of the heart are the 1ssuesof life !’ Yes, out of
the heart are the issaes of will, purpose, hope,
health, strength, enterprise, nchievement, sve-
cess! Out of the heart are the issues of all the
good (or ill) that can come back to us in
timo or eternity ! on earth or in Heaven!”

CHAP. XVII.
We foresee and could foretell
Thy future fortune sure and well ;
But those passionate ¢yes sponk true, speak trae,
And let them say what thow shalt do '
Browni g,

With Miss Yivian’s uncle the difficulty was
even less in obtaining his consent to the mar-
riage with Mark Sutherland: and for the

d | following reasons—Colonel Ashley worshi

.gpe d
his proud, talented son, St. Gerald ; and, in
his estimation, no interests could compete for
an instant with St. Gerald's interesta. Colonel
Ashley liked Rosalie well enough, and wished
her well enough, and he was resolved to do all
he could to insure her future happiness ; yet if
a slight rigk of her welfare would insure the
domestic posce and content of St. Gerald,
Colonel Ashley was not one to hesitate between
the conflicting interests of his neice and son,
And that the marriage and departure of Mark
Sutherland and Rosalie would tend greatly to
tranquillizo the life of the already disturbed
husband, he could not now doubt.

It was dreadful to notice all the fatal effects
of Indin’s want of fuith—it was awful to anti-
cipate the final result. The onee haughty and
nrt?p(mod woman was growing spiritless
and pervous, subjeot to extremes of excitement
and dopression, moody, irritable, and flighty
to the last degree. Her glorious beauty wis—
not fading, but withering, wilting, as you
have seen some riochly blooming flower wither
suddenly without apparent causo—wither as if
scorched by the burning breath of the siroceo.
It was the simoom of guilty passion that scathed
her gorgeous beauty. And the cause was np!:-
rent to every oue her, not exoepting, ber
bitterly wronged and most wretehed hushand—
to every one around her but Rosslie, whose l:::
feot truth and innocence of heart shiclded
from the suspicion of #o much evil. If it was
fourful to see the ravages that evil passion had
made in the glorious beauty of India, it was
not less 50 to observe ita desolating effect upon
the splendid genius of St. Gerald.

It was now n stirring time with aspiring
young statesmen. A great national orisis was
ut hand ; and it behooved all prominent poli.
ticians to be up and doing. St Gerald, of sll
statesmen, should have been the most active,
the most energetic. The eyes of his party were
turned in anxiety towards him—the cyes of old
gray heads, exhausted by s long lifo’s eervi
and reposing on their well-earned laurels, an
the eyes of young aaximnlu, panting to succeed
to them, were all fixed upon St. Gorald, as
their hope, their leader, and their deliverer !
A Senator already, he is carried up on the
tenth wave of lar favor! Should ho serve
them well in this crisis, as he surely can if he
wll, for his talent, his eloguence, his influence
is mighty among the nations; should he serve
them well this t:me, there is no honor, no, not
tho highest in the gift of the people, to which
he may nob reasonably aspire! St. Gerald
should be busy now—riding from town to town,
from county to county, from State to State—
convening the people, organizing mectings, ma-
king speeches, drawing up resolntions, and do-
ing all those multifarions nots by which states-
men in the recess of Congress touch the secret
springs of the great political machinery, to keep
it in motion, or haply to stop it altogether. St
Gerald should be up and doing, fuor now is the
“tide” in his affairs, which “taken st the
flood ” muy bear him on to fortune—aye, ulti-
mately to the Presidential chair. St. Gorald
should be active, stirring—for cvery day is des-
tiny! But the young statcsman is doing ab-
solutely nothing. He is withering in insetion,
becuuse his bride is withering from his side.

Colonel Ashley perceives it all. And can he
soo the brilliant fortunes of his proud hoy thus
wrecked, if the sacrifice of Rosalie will help
to avert the ruin? No, Rosalie! Only give
yourself to Mark Sutherland, and coax him
sway to “ parts unknown,” to that “ bourne
whence no traveller returneth,” if possible
and your uncle will smooth your path—he will
try to persuads Clement Sutherland to forego
his wrath and hate, and yield you up your own
fortune—he will give you his blessing, and as
much sssistance of every kind as your inde.
pendent spirit will permit you to accept.

Colonel Asbley in fact gave his full consent 4
and approbation to the engagement of Mark
Sutheriand and Rosalie Vivian. He even join.
ed Mr. Sutherland in persuading Rosalie to

early day for the solemnization of the

; Am'llwhnving settled that matter to his satis-
faction, e next sought his friend, Clemont
Sutherland, and having informed him of the
betrothal, entreated him to make some provis-
jon from the bride’s furtune for the young
conple, or at least to settle an snnnity upon her
until she should be of nge, and enter upon the
posseasion of her property.

But Clement Sutherland was f aguinst
all arguments and eatreaties. Ho locked his
grim jows fast, and would yield not u cent or &
kind word. At last Colonel Ashloy left him
in indigostion and despair. He did not fhen

know that hate and revenge were not the on
reasons that constrained ardian of Mar
Sutberland's young bride to a death-grip

upon her purse-strings.  No one then suspectod

that the money-grasping passion of the man |
had tempted bim into raLm speculations and

bezzlement of the 'sfands. “Sufficient
:mubedayinho uiiw;" therefore, let
not dream it yet N
“:'-.a after thu”hetwthd, Mr. Lauderdale
arri to fulfil his eogagement with the

n-phnu:i s
Ashley.
”‘I‘&;’ﬂcw& uimukn’sd two bridale. Mr,

Lauderdale and Mre. Vi!‘iﬂd"‘:ﬂ umied‘::
o H
oy e e g g d g

log cabin in the West. '
[To BE cONTINUED|

For the Nationsl Era.
MARY: A MAY MEMORY.

iV HARRIET N. NOYES, : |

ht was already sefting in, dark and
damp, w‘iﬁl n fast-falling rain, ns the Western
Railway train went puffiog and shrieking
away, leaving me alone, & stranger, in the
heart of an iuland eity.

Unaccustomed to the world, bewildered
by the confusion and din of the depot, and un-
certsin of finding, in the modern Babel, the
ohjects of my search, | was for & moment fear-
ful and dishearteped. The memory of a moan-
ing voice, long unheard, now calling my name,
the thought of the wild, weary eyes looki
engerly for me through the lonely nights an
lingoring days, recalled my self-possession aod
the firmness of my purpose, a8 | stood, embar-
rassed and irresolute, onthe steps of the depot,
I had & brave heart aa the carringe
rumbled away over the newly-laid pavement,
bearing me on and on through deserted strects
and dirty avenues—looking more desolate und
dirty in the rain—and up the long ascent
leading to the Lunatic Asylam.

Fur up in the country, only u few days be-
fore, | had received n message so tone inﬂj:
importunate that | had no heart to refuse o
dience—the message which had brought me
here,

As the earriage rolled away, and | ascended
the successive flights of stone steps, and crossed
the gruvelled walks of the torrace from the
street to the Asylum, my heart beat tumultu-
ously that | was 8o near her—my unfortunate,
insane step-mother. [ reproached myself, not
for the first time, that [ had loved her, compas-
sionated her, so little. [ reproached myself
that the years gone by should have so deaden-
ed in my sodl the memory of a being whose
life had been the benediotion of my childhood.
I could not now refuse the tenderness withheld
0 long, for the heavy shadows lhad parted
above Lier, and, in clear light, the gates of the
Eternal City were unfolding to the restored
Yision.

In the hall, the porter muttered aloud the
address of my admittance card : ** Mary Som-
ere—Ward 6, No. 175. Oh, yes; | will show
you” And he led the way—a long way it
seamed to me—throngh wide, deserted halls,
with dormitories on either side; signalling at
un irou-plated door, which was unlocked from
the inner side. I shuddered as [ entered the
room. That could be no gnist epirit which
osoupied it: 1 vead it in the small, high win-
dow, heavily grated, the bage stone floor, the
gingle seat builded in a niche of the wall—I
read it, most of all, in the worn, haggard ex-

ression of the remembered face, turned eager-
ly toward me as | entered.

“ s she sane !” 1 inguired, hastily, of the at-
tendant, as | passed her at the door.

“Perfoctly so. She hus been, at intorvals,
for a month.”

“ Leave me alone with her, then.”

And she withdrew.

| u&tmhed the bed, timidly, koelt by it
and, taking the thin, white hand in mine, and
covering it with my tears, thanked God, silent-
ly, that this hour had come. She looked on
me with & bewildered, enrnest glance. [t
passed away in n moment, and those eyes mot
mine dgain, as they had lingered in my memo-
rK — tlear, serene, and beautiful, shining
through the shadows of the far-off . In
their light, I forgot, for a moment, the black
years which had come between; I

t all
'n theold, yetrning tenderndhe that had lestd

Thl‘ i

alace home in the South; and Mark Suther- I my heart, passionale and onyielding. With , Mary Somers was dead. If she had com-
l'uml, und Rosalie his wife, departed for their | sternness and soverity [ could never be awed | mitted 8 great crime, she had made fearful cx-

or subdued. A deflant spirit was thoroughly
roused in me, which stooped not to insulting

| words, but slently returned scorn for seorn, | heart, for the sake of all she
| As a dweller in his house, John Somers saw in | And, this returning May morning, | have writ-
| mo everything to censure, nothing to approve. | ten of her this brief memorinl.  Although her

In my whole life, T had aequired no knoxledge
which could give me an understandiog of my
present embarrassing position, and the element I
in_his character which could have won me to
adapt mysolf to its necessities, was entirely
wanting. Cares were coming fast upon me,
looming up before me like black ulmu!lv. shut-
ting nway from my sight the free. clear Iight|
which God might have given me.  Farther off, |
and unattainable, seomed the realization of my
best ho the belter. more congenial life for |
which | yearned. For love’s sake, [ could have |
borne anything: but there were no soothing
words for me—no hands to help me, s the |
surging wiaters rose higher and Eigbf-r about |
me: and | struggled, and buffeted, und yielded
to them alone.

“1 can hardly tell how it wase, now. [ should
have had more patience —more faith; Lut
where should 1 look for hielp, who had never
heen taught either the ong or the othor 7 In
tho absonce of everything which might have
made Lfe tolerable, | reflected und remember-
ed. 1 rememberd, with reverent adorution,
the man who had blest my youth; and, as |
went forward into the darkuess, dearer became
the light which had been mine in the past.
The freshness of fealing which should have
survived my youth, had left me forever. The
dear old days of my childhood scemed to me
far, far away—so far as to have left in my soul
only the impression of a brief, beautiful dream.
Green fields and plessant woodlands of my
spring-time! they were seared and dead now,
in the chill, desolating sutumn. They would
never bloom for me more!

“Day after day went by—duys in whioh life
wes & weary load, which I dared not cast
aside—but [ staggered on, with bleeding feet
and beaded brow, for u while hoping against
hope, at last lifting my eyes despairingly to the
long, long way before.

“To you, my child, these may secm the vaga-
riea of & manine; but to me they are terribly
roal, for they made me what | em. The mad-
ness of dospair is not the result of an impul-
give, passionate hour; it is the work of years—
of fretling, torturing years. Even the child
which God had given me did not rouse me to
effort for its sake, though in my loneliness 1
gave it a twolold nffection. Sparc me the de-
tail ; the evil spirit, which was irresistibly im-
pelling me onward, was triumphant over the

“At nightfall, on one of those days, I sat
down with my child in & shady yook of the
forest, which had been the haunt of my earlier
years. There | had watched the sun set over
the lake, but never so gorgeousiy as now. |
wondered why God had placed such beauty so
mockingly over the desolate world. [ wondered
if Lonis Linume could see me now, nnd why he
did not help me—the man whose gentle kind-
liness had become o sleepless memory, the one
light of my life!

“My heart rose rebelliously agrinst my des-
tiny. | would walk out into the nﬁninﬁ wilters,
and lot them roll over me and my child, and
shut away from my eight, forever, the joyleas
world. 1 would seek there the being who had
50 loved and Llessed me. I went out, far out,
into tho water, until but a step lay hetween
me and him. Bat o step, did [ say? Oh! had
I been sure of this—had I been sure that it

pistion. |, to whom her life might bave been
& benediction, forgave her. in the depths of my
suffered.

grave is many leagues away, | know that the
rhadow of the weeping elm# and the dewy vio-
lets are above it, and another kindly heart is
hushed beneath the greensward that covers
Louis Lisome.

-
A VOICE FOR FREEDOM *
No. 1
While man in slavery's
dares to hald,
Say, Christian ' can we calmly hear his tale of wuf
fering told”

Car hope is in Jenovan's power; Tlis word to us is

impious hond our Lrother

troe;
And oun wo leave our Father s work for alien hanis
to da?

Ehall we close our eyes in slumber, o lay vur woa-
pons down,

That the labors of tho infidel sy rob ua of our crows '
The foe i* on our bulwarks; to us his trampet ealis—
Must the hands that shake your pillars be strong to
build your walls *

Up, Christians ' to the aontest
elaim ;

Lot the troops that win the batue fight in Mesiah's
name;

your right as leadors

Let the slaves, with grateful voices, to liberty re-
3 rlored,
To coming generations tell, * Our belp was from the

Loup '

* He sont his peoplo to our aid; "twas they ocur free-
dom won '
Thus glory to His name shall flow from what your
work has done ;
And the anthems of our vistory through ecountless
ages ring,
From all the ransomed millions—Hosannsh to our
King '

No. 2
Oppression’s walls are bravely buili; the towers ure
strong and high ;
Well-sheltered 'neath time-honored laws the frm
foundations lie,
The slave may groan beneath his chaing, but can his
sighs prévail ?
Tulk of his wrongs n every elime, yet what can words
avail ?

Of old, when noar to: Cansan’s land the chosen Lsracel
drew,

As strong the ancient oity stood before his fuinting
view,

He brought not woapons formed for war; but when
the trumpot’s swell

Rose mingling with the people’s shout, then the prond
oity lell '

And still, like arrows winged with firo, the words of
truth are found
To wrap in e the citudel whioh falsehood girdles

round !

Talk louder, then, till every stone break from the tot-
tering wall ;

Talk louder, for your words have power to shake ig
il it full!

Spoak on, but not alone to wan ; let Gop your voices
hear;

ustain

# t most lumentahle 85 hoonase, the
eny, on Bible prineijles

We, then, embracing soch portions of w
countrywomen as coincide with me in opinion

C
on this subject of Alrican slavery, acknowledg
to have roceived your address in the same sporit
'

o kindoess in which we beliese it was du

tated. We do nut lelieve that the “ flogers « !
statesmoen  guided it or that political subtilt
was ita ohject.  Woe are unwilling to stuributs
such I.In\-l'ullh}' motives to your hushonds, .
thers, or hrothers, ns to suppe-e that they
would make you their willing dupes. We o
believe that it was the hooest dictation of sym

pathy for the sufferings and woral degradat

of our slaves.

Had your communication 1o us ewbrace|
suhjeots touching our national rights, or toue!
ing the arrangements of any of our legitimato
property, we wonld be found among the fivst
to treat it with its merited scorn.

But the cass in point is far otherwisa. Yo
have apponled to our sympathies in behalf «
oppressed mwen, women, and children, in sla
very, who have been placed in it by capidity
and are retained in it by the numbers that ar
inteiessod in sapporting it, with no other »
thorily for it than what time has sanctoved
Sach a state of things has Leen incorporated
into & tangible, regularly licensed system, for
the protestion of the booty thus acquired and
thus held, styled the * Southern Institution
This * Southern Institution,” thus worked up
of flesh and blood, hins renclied the dignity of
a “politieal right” known more definitely us
a Southern right, and is now heing olaimed as
such, at the expense of the Union, by Southern
'Pl.'.r)'pll!‘ to whom the Northern 1!1:--],:‘.[! succumb
for office, even to the Presidency. As a nation,
ladies, you are justly entitled to a large share
of this guilt—tho largest share of it, bhecaue
you have fastened it on us. We appreciate
your acknowledgment of it. Deeds have spo-
ken it, us well as words. We also appreciate
your hint of the enlightened age of the nine
teenth century: for we do not believe in the
dootrine, that we would have done right it we
had not been admoniehed of doing wrong. Wo
believe if the disposition exists to do righe, that
no misguided zeal of sympathizera would be
able 8o ecasily to turn us from our purposes,
{ndmitting it to Le such;) such doctrine has
been most sucesssfully applied to the much-
hated and contemned .’\Eiuht;uniuiv, to whom
the slave owes his ameliorated condition.  His
physieal condition has been much improved for
the last twenty years. His rpiritual condition
is receiving some considerabile attention from
some quarters—with a strict guard upon hs
intellectual condition.  We, who profess to
wish their emancipation, nre tenching them,
as far as we cun within limits of lnw—some
few go beyond it—and we are aiming to treat
them kindly.

We look to Liberia s the best home for
them; but we do not prohibit any other, to
which they would wish to go or stay. We here
propose to those who favor the Liberian schemo
fur abolishing slavery, (of which we think most
highly,) to let us seo them put it in practice
Lot them go immediately to work, and teach
them, propare them for Liberin, and send them
uway. Thon we will believe in their sincerity
But, nlas! while we oan ree from one of our
broudest stroets, suspended from the tops of
the houses, neross the street, a pennon, bearing
in large letters this insoription—" Tarpor's
Stave Depor’—with the lower floor filled
with men and women for sale—specimens of

e wants to bless you with Hie aid, and lends his
willing ear ;
Plond at His throne His promises, (we strengthen as

would not have removed me from him, hope-
lessly and forever, the flood should have heen
the Lethe of my life. Although destitute of
healthful principles, without religious faith or
hope, | had still a_fear—perhaps 1 should
a oonsciousness—that in the warfare of my

my childhood. 1 had no reproaches that there
hud been no light for me in the darkness, since
it was shining on me now. Suth an hour will
not come to me agnin, until the long-loved,
long-parted, meet in the resurrection, forgetful,
in present bliss, of all that has gone before.

“ My mother!" “God bless you, my child !
my child!"” were the only words we uttered,
striving, through blinding tears, to look upon
each other.

“0Oh, how the years have gone hy,"” she said,
ot length, sadly. *“It was but yesterday, |
know it was but yesterday, since | looked upon
you last ; and yet thore are many yeurs on you,
my child ; there are deep lines on your brow—
the plain, strong marking of the anxious years.
Oh! it must have besn long ago! How stran
that, after the years of forgetfuloess, Deat
#hould bring to we, again, the old memorics.
Yes, Death has brought them to me, my child
Death, for which I cried so despairingly, so
bitterly, years ago, is coming to me now.
must tell you, whila | oan, why | have appeal-
od to you. One wish has been closely in my
heart, which I oan in no way porsnndo myself
to yield. TNemembering you, as | have done, |
hava felt that you, nt least, would not deny me
Carry me back to the old church-ynrd of my
nativo village—carry me back, and bury me
by Lewis Lisume. For fulfilling my wishes,
the world esnnot harm you ; and it is no mat.
ter to me what it may say of me, for I shall be
beyond reproaches—beyond rebuke. Promise
me, now, that you will bury me there—prom.
e me, now,”

“1 will, mother—I will.”

“God bless you fur that, my child. And |
could also wish that in your heart | may be re-
membered with kindliness—with charity. , For
this | have determined to recall tho past; not
minutely, for, in a life like mine, the deepest
and strongest influences lie beyond the reach
of words. [ can only tell you its commonest,
ita most obvious, experiences, Do remem-
ber the old brown houte upon the hillside, the
orchurd stretching beyond it and the old elms,
which embraced each other above it; the
maples by the doorwny and the lilaca under
the windows, whero the birds builded their
nests and sung their lives away, years agone?”

“Yes, it was long ago; but | remember it
all, mother.”

“Oh! it was u lovely place. | ought to have
been happy there, perhaps: but, even to-dny,
ita memory recalls, with torturing dist nctness,
the darkest years of my lifo—years that made
mo what [ am, and p me here. When
Louis Lisume died, he did wot anticipate such
o destiny for me, H& had heea the discrect
guardian of my orphaned childbood ; his for-
tune had furnished me ample nities for
the improvement of fine tastes in the study of
everything good or Lesutiful; and, devoting
himself diligently and patiently to the work, he
had instructed me carefully in the sciences, in
whioch he was so rare, #o brilliant an enthusi-
nst. His denth suddenly left me slone, and
End.l-, for he had made mo will, Accus-

med, from my earliest recollection, to the se-
elusion of his study, the solitary companion of
his wulks and his travels abroad, I had we-
quired no just knowledge of the world. A
wider observation of human nature, & keener
instingt in diseriminating character, have
warned and preserved me. [ never un
why your father eought me for o wife. He
might have ionated me for my friend-
lesaness ; he t bave me for my
talopts ; he might have loved me. Bat John

7 awwan biog bt islt. 1 1 7o
any human ut g ou
‘l?-" y m: for at seventeen l'laoiod
upon all men throu
lr:nmud .uaguityof Louis Lisumo bad
given me. Your father was tmm my
senior ; a wife had become & ) 84 an
oversoer for hin motherlems children ; and with
words of affectionate tenderness, which | bad
v6 M unmeaning

ventioualities, he won me to the tusk, In
:{.h‘d;ﬁm,-yuunkn in the world,
I & gratitude for hia which
o eae e
capable. Iullnnmm "0 ¢
in their whole organization, Mtnl

pothing in the universe oan
afinity. -~ Each may bo true

I had not done well. 1 had been cowardly,
ﬁilt ; | dared not die. Buot, wy child, m
child—who should hinder me? Y\muld lif't
her up from the abyss into which | had fallen,

baock. A strunge, bitter fearlessness was in
her down in the still water. as firmly as though
it had Leen her cradle, and smiled mooking!
in the fuce of the nzure eky and golden clouds
above me ; for none had stuyed me from givin
her back to dwell among them. | turne
away to the shore, and watched the golden
hues of the sunset fade away from the mount-
ains over the lake. In my childhood, with an
eanrnest, wondering faith, | had thought them
the Delectable Mountains, from whose radinnt
summits the Pilgrim looked over the Dark Val-
ley to the land of Heulah, and farther on, until
he ' thought he saw the very gate of the Coles-
tinl City, and some of tho glory of the Jﬂm_'
How changed the vision now, ns | turned from
it to tho sky above, and wondered if there were
such u city, lost to me forever. Oh! how yeirn-
ingly eould T have looked toward it—how re-
Joeingly, with my spirit sight, Leheld it among
the clouds—had there heen a hand to have
pointed me unto it!

“] waited until the stars camo out in the
still heaven, and 1 mid, defiantly, ‘ There in
nune to harm but me, and | have no fear” It
was the fearlessness of despair.

“l remembor the trial. The little, rigid
form, esught by the frock in some shrubbery
hending over the lake, had risen up againat me.
A strange thrill ran throvgh my heart, as |
heard the plea of the defence, that | was in-
sane—a subject of the mercy of the court.
That is a questionable meroy which gives up
the vietim to be maddened by the reproaches
of the world. Even then I might have been
saved; but there was not one of the stern
judges of my orime—not one of all that erowd
of uplified, ghastly faces, to lovk kindly and

ityingly upon me ; not one to utter the sooth-
ng words of charity und u'ympatls y for o heart
which was yearning and breaking for the old
tenderness which had blessed ita childhood.
They had for me only harshnees, and reproach.
es, und chains. Do you know they chain me
sometimes! and strong men bring me food,
wurily, a8 though I were a fisrce Least, to be
shut away from the world—away from human
sympnthies. Ha! do you see the high grated
winx'ﬂ. #0 deep that [ can get no glimpse of
the blue, bright sky ! In my anger, | lost the
little self-control which had held me in check
for years. | shricked, and raved, and strug-
gled madly against my prison walls, Wild,
ghastly faces swam through the dim light and
shout my room ; and st night [ pressed my fuce
olose to the grating, and shouted to the fiends;
and strange, mocking voices answored me out
of the darkness.”
. & & & £

“It is all over now—the stormy struggle of
my wasted lifo. Dim and distant—remembered
only a8 & troubled dream—are they becoming
to me now—these years of which I oan tell you
no more. Tho wu&lubh;:o swept mo on, um'.}
on, until, weary with buffeting the tempest an
the 3‘ nm cast, helpless and dying, upon
]I.hr:t ore. Tbadninn hulliad:jw; , nuug
ift my oyes, yearningly, beseechingly, to
clear rky nbove uo—-?lﬂﬂ my wi arme to-
ward it—| remember that ‘the of the
Blessed in pitiful.’
“ Yisions of my childhood melt my heart to
tendernoss, and ¢ comes buck to me, sooth-
ingly, the fresh dewiness of life’s spring. But
I have no regret that they are past. | remem-
ber, more than all, & green grave in the church-
yard, with the weoping elms bending low ubove
it, and the violets of May blossoming in their
shadow. A kindlier heart was never laid be-
noath the greenswurd—sa truer soul never went
up from its earthly habitation to the dwelling-
of God. You will bury me there, m

God bless you for the words. You wi
in the shadow of the old elms, hend-
us, and the violet-covered turl
over our heads. Yes you will
Louis Lisume.”

later, Ibol;i t sun was shining as
the wnlks on my way
the

child.
=

wih aod linden trees were

Tt

to the pure, bright heaven above mo—not the
destiny which had doomed me rhould hold me

my heart. I did it daringly, defiantly. | laid

RE Wo pray,)

That love and peace shall il the earth, free s the
light of dny.

From stronger bands o'er froemen cust Fis grace aud
POWOE OBl FAVE,

And in one glorious frosdom join the Master and the
Blave,

Twine round the hanner of the eross the olive branch
of poace,

hora cense

years employ,

Y | When every ranaomed soul awakes now hymuns of

heavenly joy
The sowers, at the harvest home, the respen’ glad-
ness share |
While somo must finish here the work, some swell the
nnthom thero;
But all united in one bond, no time nor change ean
movpe-—
Tlie horitago of life divine—the Brotherhood of Love!
. T-hn whove ploees nro from the pen of Miss Caru-
aminge Puisore Cuate, of Glasgow, Heotland —n
young lady of high poetieal reputation in the ity of
hor residence—nand were first published in sonneetion
with tho Anti Slavery Bazaar, recently buld there,
Tho remders of the Lra, we doubt not, will wilinire
allke the elegant versifiention and lofty sentiment of
theso poems : and not least the oarnest, devotionnl
spirit that pervades and sanetifios the whole

ial——

SOUTHERN BENTIMENT.

The veaders of the Lra will remember that,
gome time since, the Women of England,
through the Duchess of Sutherland, sent an
Address to their Sisters in Americn. Although
this address was couched in respectful and
commendable lnngunge, it was nasailed with
much bitternces by the Hunker prosses, and
that an acrimonious reply was published by
Mrs. Julia Gardiner Tyler. We find in the
Evening Post the subjoined reply, which will
commend itself to the thoughtful and humane
throughout the country. The Post says it is
written by a lady “ who is now over seventy
yeurs of age, and for the last thirty-five years
lias resided in the city of New Orleans;” that
she is “one of the most respectable snd influ-
entinl ladies” in that city, and is “widely
known for her unsssuming piety and active
benevolence.” :

As uwn indication of right feeling on the
subjeot of Slavery, this letter in not without
importance, -

T0 THE DUCHESS OF SUTHERLAND AND
OTHER WOMEN OF ENGLAND,

IN REVLY TO

“The Affectionate and Christian Address of
many thousands of Women of Great Britain
and Iveland, to their Sisters, the Women of
the Unated States of Ameriea”

I have besn waiting nnd watching to ses
who would respond to this address, or whether
it wonld not he communicated to us in & more
formal manner, till, at length, my longing cu-

riosity is satisfied by the appearance of the
letter of Mra. Julia Gardiner Tylor.

This comes from the right quarter. She
holds the highest position— fo of an Ex-

President our Constitution will admit
of, and

may with perfect propriety take the
lead in rlpl;mg tn‘TI:c ad u-pr:the women
of England to the women of Amerion on the
subject of African slavery. It is huppily, how-
ever, one of the beautiful features of our re-
publican form of Government, that—without
uny conventional ;nn:rn are individually
sovoreigns in matters of opinion, and may,
with equaal riety, claim the m“:rlrlhp
of & ng them, that she is entitled to, with
no fesrs than the loss of popularity with
thoss from whom we may be so un B
ha\rehn:tbw, these princi !' I shall

i u principles, I »

venture to odun&m sentiments that will con-
flict with some of my coun
wure ‘Knowiedge that 1

puhp,hiuﬂd-butmlmn
sasoointe for the other.
“| waa timid and quiet in maaner ; but, iv

Al while one sonl in bondage lics, lot not our la-

What matter o'en through fraltiess toil should all our

them at the doors—and the very high prices
which these victims now command—we fear
that Virginia and the other exporting States
will mnﬁ down more slaves fur Talbot, than
free men for Liberia.

We will ask Christinns, politicians, mothers.
North and South, to suspend ordinary thought
for two minutes, and ask themselves the gues
tion, What does a “ Southern right” mean’
The process of thought will bring up the Con
stitution. Then think how & portion of the men
who framed it h'lnj('ﬁt{"ll to the clause, “ |‘.-.|.
sons bound to labor,”" &e. being inserted in it
but did consent to it to coment the Union st
that erition] stage of our liberty’s progress, he-
oanse the owners of slaves would not make »
compact without it. Think why the term
“ person ” was used, instend of sluve.  Thivk
ugain, wonld our model man, our loved Warh
ington, have sanctioned a fugitive slave law io
18581 He left all his slaves free in 1800, and
provided means for them to be tanght to read
and write. Think, Northern or Southern moth
erg, how you would feel, to have o promising
daughtor of fifteen taken from you, and, when
askod, “ Where isshe!” to e unable to iny
more than, “ | don't know! After Master Tom
took her away, he sayws he put her in the ‘tra.
dor's yard,” and docsn't know where she was
sold. | expeet, to Red river,” Or how would
you feel, when the “negro teader™ in Kentucky
was gathering up his gang for the New Orleans
market, to be put in it at o fow hours' notice—
to lenve a little child or children—chained, 1
you resisted !

Such things are not the alleped fletions of
Unele Tom’s Cabin. They wsre undeniahlo
traths ! and beeaunse they are truths, wo nek
you, Christinns, politicians, mothera, to think
of them. Ponder over them, and lend your aid
to abolish o horrid a system, which we believn
to be, from n personnl knowledge with it, in
almost all its phases, what Pitt said it wos
“ A wnsy, a4 wystem of enormitics, which incon.
trovertibly bids deflance to uny rvegulation
which ingenuity can devise, or power effcct,
but & totsl extinction.” While | write this,
my thoughts reach to many scenes that would
rival thoso delineated in Unclo Tom's Cabin—
the truth of which delinentions | dare not dir-
avow, though romasntically told. The wery
mnuny excoptions of kind treatment whichslaves
receive from very many families—which [ am
too happy in soknowledging—is no excuse fur
Christians to sustain u system that puts it in
the power of so many others, that are not dis-
posed to treat them kindly, snd who do treat
them cruelly. Their phyrical sufferings, even
then, are nothing compared to their moral
degradation. {
'l question of slavery wo do not consider
to he a political one. [t is & great moral ques-
tion, that involves the highest principles of our
Christian religion, and equally concerns you
and us, and all nations of the globe. 1t is not
u political qoestion, whether & man shall bo
deprived of the fruite of his labor ! whether Lo
shall be denied the privilegs to call his wifo
nnd ohildren his own'! whether he shall not ba
taught to read, under penalty of fine and im-
prisonraent for the tencher! and, worst of all,
whether he shall belong to himself! Thess
are questions of high eonsideration for Chrie-
tians to decide. nnrf thoy are called to do
it. And they can doit, if they willl One of
our most eminent divines, who has writtcon
most ably an the subject, han eaid “ that there
is no power in the United States that conld
sustain slavery for an hour, if the chureh would
not do it.” Whon members of churchos, eldors,
and ministers of the w only own
mwu :l.a':u'u when Christian :ﬁwu
of i DEeWNpa) such as
have the wil.i cireulation at mum—au
their colamns with the most bitter invectives
against those who ssy anything sgainet it, and

ocontrive to pick up, here an every
litele incident or fact that speaks fi for
it, are we not driven to & conclusion? |

can endure Christinns owning sluves, because
we are in the midst of slavery; but [ esnnot

endure the fact of their selling them, justifyin
it, and doing nothing to uhujo( it. 1'\‘
onoe acknow the business ol

ng it is holf Lat every

make a law for himsell,

England's eye. | do not love m less
because | h,:u wicked deeds, ‘iy ght
dlﬁumhqm&dhﬁny ‘
who fought for it, aud [ love it devotedly !




