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1 have sworn upon the Altar of God, eternal hostility to ‘every form of Tsrmny'oter the Mind of Man.**—Thomas Jeflerson
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TERMS : L
The COLUMBIA DEMOCRAT will b’
published every Saturday morning, at
THWO DOLLARS per annum payable
half yearly in advance, or Two Dollars
Fifty Cels, if nol paid within the year.
No subscription will be taken for a shorte”
period than siz months ; nor any discon’
tinuance permitted, until @il arrearages
ure discharged.
ADVERTISEMENTS not exceeding a
square will be conspicuously inserled at
One Dollar for the first three insertions,
and Twenty-five cents for every subse.
quent nsertion, Y7 liberal discount
made to those who advertise by the year,
LETTERS addressed on business, must
be post paid.
POETRY .

“THE LATE REMORSE OF LOVE.”
BY MRS, CASH,

Come back, my own deparied one,—
Would I could lny my cheek

Once more upon thy hand and weep
The love I cannot speak?

Alas ! I knew not haif thy worth
Till death was on thy brow—

Come back, and tell my breaking heart
It is forgiven now.

1 deemed that thou wert harsh and cold
And many a warmer smile,

Shone round my path—but thine alone
Wae frue that mournful while,

I made thee sad with look and word—
On ! how these memories roll

With lava track along the depths
Of my poor, wretched goul,

B lcsiwll ibal whsrae anisiin miinhi
Have love with fonder zeal;

But what they areand what they were,
Time sternly bids me feel.

Through all the dark, bewildering dream
Thy love was still the same,

A gentle, and wonoticed light,
Yot #till & quenchless flame.

Oh, bitter is the griel (hat wakes
My passing midnight's gloom?
Oh, misery, but to know that lave
When hidden by the tomb |
I pine to meet it when the day
To other eyes is bright,
And watch, and weep, and pray, till wanes
The lone and dreary night,

Forgive ! forgive ! thy blessed world
Holds not a thought of care,

And all my vain remorse can fling
No shadow on its air;

But by the love that first was thine
Come from thy realm ofirest,

And with thy soft, low accents breathe
Teace to my tortured breast,

Come once—~hut only once again
Let thy dear voice be heard,

And speak, amid my souls’s degpair,
One little soothing word.

I know thy love, I know thy worth,
And | would be thy slave

Could [ but open onee again
‘I'he portals of thy gravel
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HARRY BLAKE.

A STORY OF CINCUMNFTANTIAL EVINENCE, FOUSDED

ONX FACUT.

DY THE AUTHOR OF ‘'LUCY CRAWFPORD.'

CHAPTER. V

On the hight proceeding exeeution, in
the barsroom of the Blue Horse, were as-
sembled helf & dogen meny most of whom
had been there st Blakes quarrel with
Wickliffe: A dull and melancholy group
they were, It might have been the ab-
sence of the jolly face and merry voice of
old Garret Quackenboss, who was gone (o
Albany, to lay in astock of substartials, to
keek up the well known gastronomic char-
acter of the Blue Horse; or it might have
been tiie grest size of the bar-room, with
its murky corners, whose darkness was
scarcely relieved by the dim light which
flickered up from a dying fire, sided only
by the sickly flame of a ¢ingle candle; ar it
miglit have been the approaching end 9l
one who had so lately been among them,
that had this ehilling eflcct on their spirits.
But certain it is, that rarely had the bar.
room of the Dlue Horse contained so tull a
parly.

Somehow or other, they had gradually
drawn elose to the fire, and,as the night had
closed in, and the wind railed abouot the
old house, their conversation had assumed
n sombre character, and (hey whispered in
each other's cars, strange stories of rolber-
ies, murders, midnight assassinations, and
even of Ghosts, and on this subject one of
them was positive, having had a private
ghost in his own family for vears—an aunt

LI AT AR At YT \I‘-ﬁl\lrl \.I'J Irl‘i' [TEARATRLSE S o AT O
who haunted a hen-house on his father's
place; and what was remarkably, afier her
late visitation, ten eggs, an old game
cock, the patriarch of the barn, were miss-
ing: showing that ghosts weie partial
to eggs, and not particular as 1o the age of
pouliry.  Another of them mentioned in o
cenfidentisl woy to the whole company,
that his grandfuther had walked a mile in o
dark wood, one very slormy night, in
company with a ghost, which behaved in a
very civil and gentlemanlike manner; so
much so, that the old gentleman up to the
day of his death ssserted, that ghosts were
u very ill used cliss of beings, and that, for
his part, he wished that many people who
pretended to be their hetiers only were us
good a8 they were, From this topie the
conversation gradually wandered off to Iar-
ry Blake and his trial, and his spprouching
death,

‘Don't  you think they might pardon
him?" inquired Caleb Grayson, who was
one of the party, and wha liad been sitiing
among them, without tsking any part or
showing any interest in their conversafion
until it touched upon the subject of Bluke's
execution, but then he seemed keenly alive
to it, and with his features working with
intense snxiety, he repeated his question:
Don’t you think they might! I wish they
would, Do tell me some wvne, What do
you think?

‘I heard that Mary Lincoln's father did
his best for him, but it was of no use,’ re.
plied one of thoss sddressed, ‘*But you
musi not grieve about it so. You conldn’t

help being a wiiness against him, Even
Harry said so himsell.’ {

I'he old man's face brightened, and
somethirg like o smile passed over it, as he
soid. *Did Harry say so?!  Well, 'm glad

| of that; I'm glad of that, for it mukes me|

very sad when 1 think that It was [ and
Walion who put him where he is—indeed

it does.”

it was no fault of yours,” duid the man,
and you musin’tlet it wouble you, 1'm
sure | should have done as you did. Ah!
here comes some one.

The last words were called forth by the
sound of a horse clattering vp to the kounse
‘I'hen the loud voice of a man wus heord
bawling ont [or some one (o take his horse,
and in a few minutes a tall man, unknown
to them all, entered the room, with a shor!
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whipin his hand. ‘There waslittle in his
features, or (ke appearance of his pursnn,
to encourage fumiliurity,for his complexion
was swarthy and sullow,and his expression
nnythizg but prepossessing; and his dress
was course and soiled, as il from hard
truvel,

He passed 1 moment, and looked about
him, as he entered the room; and then stri-
dings across it, dreew s ehar direetly in
front of the fire,in the midst of the sstonish-
ed group, and held his feet 1o the blaze.

*A threatening night, friends,’ said he at
length, addressing them,

There was saraething in the stern  sinis-
ter eyc of the man, and lis haggard, repul-
sive face, whick gave 3 momentary cheek
to the conversation, and no one answered
him, but he wen\ on.

‘Goon, don’t lei me stop talk. On
with you. 1 want lo break in no man's
humor, Ive an odd humor of my own, for
I've heard that there s a man (o be hanged
to-marrow, and I've come fifty miles 1o
seeit. 1 wasat the trial, and now I'm
come to see il he will wear the sime bold
face when he dies that he did then.'

'‘So you were at the trial?’ snid Caleb
Grayson, who was leaning with his elbow
on the 'table, and cheek resting on the
palm of his hand, snd looking gloomily in
the fire.'

‘Ay, | was, my man,’ said the siranger
bluntly; ‘and [ saw you there. You were
the witness who swore :thut you saw

—

o

the gloomy nawre of the eonversation |
and the cold indifference of the stranger, |
and his wild forbidding air, seemed to have |
thrown a chill on all about him. For as lie |
sat there, burried in deep thought, with his |
eye-brows knit and his lips working, as
with suppressed emotions, those who had
hitherto hugged the fire began slowly to
widen the distance between themselves and
their ill omened visitert 10 sean his person,
as il there were more in it than had met the
eye, mud to wateh his tall shadow on the
wall a8 if there were something about it
more than appertained to shadows in gen:
eral.  Sill they spoke not, until the ob.
Ject of their solicitade, as if concluding a
long  meutal discussion, drew a heavy
breath, and rising said,

‘Well, let him die; It's as
ers have died in the same way.'

Turning to a sort of under-barkeeper,
who officiated in the absence of Garret he
#aid. ‘See to my horse, will you! And
now show me to my 1oom, and wake me
it sunrise. 1 shall not breafast here,

Thoee collected about the fire watched
him as he followed the attendant out of the
room, and shot the door wfier them,

‘What do you think of that man, Mr.
Tompkins? said one of them toa small
man in an ample vest and contracted small
clothes,

Conie, came, none of that,' said the
small man, with an air of suspicious siub-
borness. *‘Don’t be trying 10 make we

well, Oth-

him siab Wiekliffio. IZwas at your elbow
ay the time.  Yonr testimony did for him,’

The old_man half started from his seat,
and turned exceedingly pale, at the same
time pressing his hand across his eyes, A

lact_ha saill. ifa a low agitated voice:
*What could « man des . _.

go, and my mnswer waos on oath.
see him stah him—1'm sure I did.
*T'hen, ol course, it wasall right. For
my part, 'm gald he's to hang. 1 shal
be glad when heis out of the way. Hau|
1 beenfon the jury, and known only what
you stated, I would have brought in the
same verdiet,'

The old"man looked 2t him eharply, as
he asked, * What do you mean? What clse
do you

— Y WY

I did

know?'

tKnow!" ‘repeated the stranger, looking
carelessly up, and drumming with lis
whip upon his bool. ‘Nothing. What

commit mysell by askiog quesiions,’ As
he spoke he fixed his eyes obstinately on
his own finger nails—not that they were
particularly clean or ornamental,

‘Can’t you speak y our own mind, man
#aid the other peuishly,

o
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L
‘Well then,' said his companion, *I'l'
tell you what I think. I thipk, said he
sinking his voice, and plucing the back of
big hand to the corner of his mouth, by
way of indicating the exireme of confi:
dence, *I think he won't be drowned.'

‘Ah ! said the small man, *if that's all, 1
think so myself,

And having setiled this matter (o their
mutual satisfection, they rose to go, & mo-
tion in which they were followed Ly wll
except Caleb Grayson, who,long afier they
were go ne, and the room was silent and
deseited, sathere, with o heavy heart, at

could I know? Yousaw him murder the
man, didn’t you?! Youswore lo that. |
should think there was litle more to be
diseovored.’

“I'rue, true’ replied the other, *Yet
this is a steange story of Harry's, and even

invocence, Yoor fellow! I always loved
that boy as my own child—1, I who have
brought him to this end. Poor linle Marv
Lineoln, too! it has killed her. 'I'hank
God, she is in her grave. ‘It's betler for
her.
*Of coorse he'll insist to the last that he
isnot guilty,” said the stranger. *There's
always two ways of dying. Some conless
and throw themselves on the merey of the
Others keep their mouths tight, and
accuse it of injustice (o the lgst, "Ihefirst
hope for pardon, through its elemency,—
The lust hope it, through the fear which
every man has of shedding his blood.—

*Harry Blake is no coward,” replied
Grayson. ‘Hesay's he's ready to die; but
that is innocent. The
must be strong in him, for until pow |
never thought that he would lie,even to save
his life.
he is nol; for 1 saw him do it—1 saw him.
The love of lifeis very strong. It musi
be, or Harty Blake would not lie.!

A slight, sneering smile flitied across
the face of the stranger, as he turned from
the speaker, and looked among (he dull em-
| bers of the fire, without speaking. It was
a dim, dreary room, and its Jistant corners
were lust in darkness, and the frame of
[ the stranger, 98 he sat belween the androns
threw a gigantie, speciral shadosw on the
wall, that seemed (0 have something omin-
ous about it, sd taken in eonnection with

law.

he love of life

But he is not innocent—no—no,

(™

the part which the law had forced him 1o
lake in the legal murder which was to take
ploce on the morrow. At last he started up
us il a sudden thouglit had struek him, and
finding his way to the stable, saddled hig
horse and rode off,

It was a durk night, Black clouds were
drifting across the sky, ohacuring it, and to0.
gether with the tall trees and forests which
in places-overhung the road, rentering it
pitehy dark, In defiance of the threstening
ook of the sky and the obsourity of fhe
road, the cld man kept steadily on for sev.
eral hours; neither pausing to rest Liis beust
nor to refresh himself, umil it was  broud
daylight, when be arrived at a large wood-
en building, Siopping for the first times
he fastened his horse 1o the gate, and crose
ging a small yard, ascended o flight of steps
and entered the hall,

A guard was pucing up and dewn there;

“Ah!that's the reason,
rould not come,” replied the other eadly.—
‘I knew that I had brooght you 1o this, and

Harey, that [

I eould not bear 10 come and
work.’ '

*Well, well, it’s all past, and God knows
Pve litile to live for now-—=poor Mary—
she's gone—no matter, no matter; the wors
is over—and you musn't lay it (o heart,
Caleb—you acled for the best, and we'll
not talk of i1, !

‘But we must talk of it, we must,” ex-
claimed the old man. *In spite of &l] thas
I (el ic's what | came for. 1T T would die
easy, I must know the trath; and I have
come here, Harry, to beg, 10 conjure you
o tell it

*You have heard it already,’ said Harry,
sadly, G

*No, no, Harry, I have not; T know I
have not,' said he, ‘but you will tell itto
me know.

Harry Blake turned hie head away, and
was silent,

‘Hairy, my dear boy,’ saill the old man,
erouching at his feet, and pressing his fores
hiead against his knees, ‘my own dear boy,
do confess to me. It wilrender more haps.
py alife that is nearly spent to have my
siatement eonfirmed from your own lips,~e
Don't be afraid of me,  Harry; for hera I
swear, in the presence of the God who .
made us both, thut I will not reveal what -
you tell me. [Indeed I will nmot. Come,
Harry come.’

‘Caleb,’ sail Blake, passing his hand |
kiudly over the old manls head,  ‘from my
soul I pity you; bvt I eannot lie.! _

* Fou pity me!" said the old man, rig-
ing. ‘Am Zthe one to be pitied? No,

na Al quilo sa bued ceadeeey —awY gy §
vag 38 1AL —1'11 hot believe it, myu ~

you will.  With my own eyes, Harry, 1
saw you commit that murder. Indeed I
did—indeed I did P’

Bluke shook his head ; *You think so,
I know you think so; I'll do you that justice
But your eyes ceceived you. Ii's uscless to
dwell ou this now,You have done what the
law made your duty,in telling what_you bes
lieved to be trath, 1 should have had (o do
the same mysell; and | freely forgive you.*

‘No no, Harry® said Grayson with child-
ish querulousness, ‘this will not do. Why
will you not tell the truth? Fou cannot be
saved now, All hope is past, Come there's
a good fellow. You met—you qoarrelled-=
words grew high—he auacked you—and
finally you —you—stabbed him, Hal hal
that was the way of it, wasn't i? A man
will do many things when his blood's up.
which he wouldn't at another time,  Your
hot blood couldn’t bear all that he said, . ks
was natural and I think pardonable; indeed
Ldo." He placed his hands on Bluke's
shoulders, and looking imploringly in. his
face whilst his voice changed from jts ag.
sumed tone of vivacity to one.of the doep-
est sadness. ‘Harry, waso'tit !  Tell me
my own dear boy, wusn't it s6? You know
you quarrelled with him at the tavern.’

‘1 did, indeed,’ suid Harry,
‘God forgive me for iv’

*And you ewore that yon would have
revenge i il cosl you your Jife,

i was

look at my
o

gloomily,

an impious gpesch !’ replied

and underhim, on a woaden bench sat an
old man reading a worn out Bible,

*Can 1 see Blake?' demanded Grayson
of the old man. '

‘Yes, yes, | suppose you ean,’ replied
he, putting aside his book; *I've orders 1o
admiv his [riends—a sad business—a gad
business —and he the flower of the couniry
round.  Ah, neighbor Grayson, who would
have thought it!

Caleb Grayson made no reply to the re.
marks in which the old man indulged, un-
Uil lie opened the door of the room or cell,
and pointed to Bluke, souted at a small
wooden table within,

Blake rose as the old manp enlered,
extended his hand 10 him,

“Phie is Xind, Culeb, said he, I was
alraid thatyou slone among sll my friends,
would not eall to see me; for I know, whal
you think of me.'

and

Bloke 10 a grove tone, “and fearfully has i
been visited upon me,’
* You left the tavern * continued @ray.

gon eagerly, “took the same toad whizh
had tiken § came ap with hine——'
*And found him dead T'said Blake.
'l not believe it
claimed the old man siriding up and down
the room with his hands clasped
‘I’s not true,

he

Is not true® ex.

logether.
Oh ! Harry, i horrible
to go 1o the grave persisting ina lie,

*Hork 1' enid Blake, as the
persons spprosching the daor,
tl'a the hour, and ihe
Good bye!'

'‘One word Hurry ' exel
mung ‘are you guiliy?
‘No!' replied Blake, w
emphasis,

4
Fhe next moment the door was openad
and Blake was summoned 10 go forth, '
Conelusion next week,

voices of
were heardd
Y are coming for me,

aimed (he old

ith an earnesy

wlim—



