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TO THAT BEST AND TRUEST OF EARTHLY FRIENDS,

Mother,

c t
THIS VOLUME IS INSCRIBED,
BY ONE

WHOSE LOVE GROWS STRONGER WITH HIS YEARS.

May she live to see the dark night which rested upon her child-
hood’s heart and home, pass away ; and the evening of
her life close as cloudless as its morning
dawned desolate and sad.
ITHE SILVERY FOOTPRINTS OF YEARS
Are thickening upon the locks of that Mother; and when her
head is at rest upon its pillow of earth, her teachings
et of her child

will be remembered, as the
beat out a pilgrim path to her grave.

R LONG IN ITS EVENING SBKY!

MAY HER WANING SUN LING







PREFACE:

IN WHICH THE AUTHOR MEETS THE READER AT THE DOOR OF
HIS WIGWAM.

WLy, critic! friend or foe—just a moment’s talk, if you
please. He has not written a book,—he denies the charge.
His too kind friends, the publishers, against his own judgment
and protestations, have had made into a book the following
pages from files of his paper, where he had supposed his hum-

ble editorials would have slumbered undisturbed forever.

Another book! The eye of the critic glitters with ill-con-
cealed delight as he coolly sharpens his weapons, in eager haste

to pounce upon the stranger who is just in the world.

Most potent, remorseless, and much dreaded literary savages!
your blades smoke with the blood of the authors you have butch-
ered, and yet you crave more scalps. But you are grinding
your knives for naught: the unpretending editor does not care

a fig for you or your scalping.

The contents of the following pages were all written, in the
midst of severest night and day toil, for the columns of the
Cavuea Cummr.  Without literary advantages or opportunities,

and never writing only as an hour was snatched from hard




V1 PREFACE.
labor—literary merit or careful thought will not be looked for
in the brief articles which make up this volume. They make>
no such pretensions. They were all hastily prepared, withoutt

dreaming that they would ever again come before the public.

There are those who will look kindly through these pages,s,

for they will feel and know that they were written by one whoo

loves his friends.
Tuae CHIEF.
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WHY I AM A TEMPERANCE MAN.

LETTERS TO A FRIEND.

LETTER I.

My DEAR S.:—You seem to wonder at our zeal
i the advocacy of temperance principles, and ask us
why we are so sleepless in our hatred of the rum
traffic.

The question stirred many thoughts within us. We
first thought we would write you a private letter; for
when a friend asks us a question in a spirit of kind-
ness, we love to answer him. But thought has fol-
lowed thought until a whole train of visions have
glided in, and the ink dried on our nib. We have
little time to spare, and propose to use our pages
and let others see our reasons as well as yourself. By
some our motives are often questioned—that we ex-
pect. The sincerity of our blows against the liquor
traffic cannot be accounted for by others, who feel not
as we feel. We have reasons as “plenty as black-
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berries” for our opinions; others must judge whether
those opinions are carried out in our action. Those
who have received our blows are welcome to all the
consolation they can derive from the assertion that we
only assail their system for ‘effect.”

Why do we hate the rum traffic! Our only wonder
is how any upright, honest man can live and not hate
it

‘We have no direct, personal wrongs to avenge. We
never were drunk but once, and that is farther back
than we can remember. But our mother has the fact
on record, as well as the indignation she felt towards
the man who put the glass to the lips of her child.
May a kind Heaven and that mother be praised! she
has but one such treasured in her memory ! We look
above into the blue sky, abroad into the face of our
fellows, and lift our arms in the pride ot unpolluted
manhood, unfettered by chains which have enslaved
and crushed the strongest of earth. We go to our
home with a steady step. We stand at its hearth-side
as we stood in childhood, loving our honored parents
with a stronger and holier love as years pass away,
and obedient as then to their instructions. We can
kiss the fading cheek of that mother with lips unstained
by the cup. We go forth in the morning, and she
knows that we will return, if alive, to honor and bless
her. If the years allotted to ripened age are vouch-
safed to us, we are midway in the ocean of life. We
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feel that our sun has passed its high-noon mark, yet,
as we look back upon a brief life of varied fortunes,
there is not a shadow of drunkenness resting there.
‘We have had sorrow, and often wept, as who has not?
yet never that our young manhood has been disgraced,
orasingle tribute offered upon the shrine of the bowl.
‘We are a freeman to-day ! and may God enable us, at
our sun’s decline, to rest in a freeman’s grave!

— No, we've no personal wrongs to avenge, and yet
every warm drop of the red Pilgrim tide in our veins
is embittered with the knowledge of wrongs which
those most sacredly cherished by us have suffered.
We live to avenge those wrongs, as well as others suf-
fered by those kindred to us by the ties of a common
humanity.

History has taught us temperance principles. He
must be blind who cannot learn her lessons. Her ver-
dict is against the license system. Intemperance is
one of the most fearful words known in our language.
It is the embodiment of all that iscrushing in poverty,
bitter in woe, or black in crime. The rum traffic is
an unadulterated, unmixed curse—a parent scourge
from its first cancerous seating upon humanity to this
day. That canvas, as it moves before us with its fear-
ful scenery of poverty, vice, and crime, sketched from
life in its deep coloring of tears and blood, has not one
bright spot on which the wearied eye can rest. Not a

single gleam of sunlight beams upon it. Rum has
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been a malign star to man! From the cradle to the
grave, its false light has lured him to ruin and death.
From Noah's day to this, drunkenness has been the
same. Empires have passed away, nations have been
forgotten, and the cities of their greatness covered with
the dust of oblivion; but intemperance yet lives, the
most desolating scourge that ever darkened the path-
way of man. The pestilence stalks forth and feasts
upon its rotting tribute, but passes away. War lifts
its beacon crimson in the red glare of conflagration,
and strides over the torn field until his garments drip
and smoke with blood ; but war ceases, and the har-
vests of peace lift their golden waves where hostile
squadrons met in deadly shock. Famine, gaunt and
spectral, stalks on around the fire-sides of men, and
the famished skeletons lie down in death, and, with-
out shrouds or graves, bleach at the threshold. But
the earth teems again with promise, and the judg-
ment is stayed. But how different with rum! It
never slumbers. Its work ceases not for a moment.
Tt is not, like the pestilence, confined to particular
localities or classes. It invades all. It drools and
slavers on the throne and in the hovel. The civilian
and the divine, the orator and the poet, the states-
man and the warrior, are alike cut down. Like a
serpent of glittering eye, its deadly coils slime up-
ward over the pedestal where genius is enthroned,
the chaplet upon the godlike brow is withered, and
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the fair fabric which fame has reared crumbles into
ruins. The strongest intellects from the hand of God,
as well as the weakest, rum has destroyed. Stars
that have beamed in the world’s sky have set in
darkness, while unnumbered ones of lesser ray have
gone out unnoticed. Such has been the work of ages.
Onward the dark and damning tide has rolled, rill
adding the tribute to rill, until individuals, families,
communities and nations have been swept away.
The strong oak has bowed to the storm as well as the
slender reed. While wept over by humanity and
denounced by God, strong behind the infamous legis-
lation of ages it has moved on, a withering, wide-
sweeping curse; a seething and desolating tide, black
with the wrecks of hopes, happiness and life, and in
every land and clime filling homes with poverty and

want, hearts with woe, the alms-houses with paupers,

the prisons with felons and murderers, the earth of
God with graves, and a hell with the damned |

Are we tight? Where, where, on God’s green
earth, has the traffic borne a different phase than that
we have given it? In civilized or savage land, i
the same. No spot so sacred or hidden away; no
hill-side or valley, with its lakes, and rivers, and blue
sky, has escaped. By the school-house and church,
the capitcl and the academic hall; on the ocean; in
the wilderness, where the axe opens the first view to
the upper blue ; by the hearth-side, where childhood
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lives and old age dies—every where rum is the same.
In every burial-ground in Christendom the sod is
green above its victims, and the mould has gathered
where its triumphs are chiselled in marble. Every
house has had one dead in it. Every circle has
been broken.

You say that the system is very ancient, and should
be cautiously removed. It is ancient. Itishoary with
years and with infamy, for millions have been offered
up at its shrines, and millions still go up to the sacri-
fice, until, like that idolatrous pilgrim path of hea-
thendom, its course is marked by the bleaching tribute
of gkulls. Great God, Sir! could all who have thus
188 before us in vision, the mind would reel.
Yes, it is old

is a falsehood, and exists to-day upon falschood. From

died pe

, but ever a wrong. The whole system
the time the Hungarian miners swallowed alcohol to
give them endurance, to the drunkards and tipplers
of 1852, it has been a falsehood. The history of the
past and the present write it so. Fact and reason are
against it. The instinct of the brute is emphatic.
Physiology brands the fatal deception, from the first
faint net-work of red upon the cheek, to the swollen
veins and livid purple of sottishness. From the unna-
tural and sickening laughter of conviviality, to the
wailing curses of madness, Nature, assaulted and in-
jured, every where repels the falsehood, and in trum-
pet-tones speaks out against the wrong, and in her
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citadels of heart and brain, wars faithfully against the
invasion. Honor and manhood, virtue, love, and
truth—all that’s noble, and good, and pure, utter an
emphatic verdict against the falsehood. If it is con-
secrated by time, so are its iniquities more wide-spread

and towering. It is ancient, indeed: but if all the

b ) )
injury it has inflicted upon the human race—their
destiny in this world and the next—could be gathered

from the record of God’s angel and presented in one
view, a world would be startled from its slumbers.
We venerate not, we worship not at the altar of the
Moloch because the pathway to its shrine is worn
deep, and beaten hard, by the ceaseless tramping of
ages of idolatrous madness.

We go not with its pilgrims because the stones
which mark their pathway are covered with the green
mould of ages.

You think the matter might be regulated. What
has been the history of its regulation? For more
than two hundred years, the sale of intoxicating
liquors has been regulated by law. Need we point
you to the result ? The history of the traffic is a suf-
ficient answer.

egulate a wrong! The idea is not more absurd
than infamous. It is a foul compromise with ini-
quity—a yoking of saint and devil—a compound of
heaven and hell—an infernal adulteration which lifts

up and legalizes wrong and pulls down the right! a
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draping of the three-mouthed dog of the pit in the
habiliments of a guardian angel, to stand and smile at
the door-sills of the pits of earth. The principle
would associate the arch-fiend with Deity on the
throne of heaven, and mingle the wails of the lost
with the praises of the redeemed. It would unite the
worlds of bliss and woe, and place angels on a footing
with devils. Does God, Sir, in his government, recog-
nize such a principle? Do his laws regulate theft,
swearing, perjury, murder, &c.? Do his retributions
slumber when so-called respectable men trample upon
his laws? Do his penalties fall without modification
upon the most abandoned, while sinners of “good
moral” character enter in and dwell at his right hand ?
Does he strike hand with iniquity? Can those who
have wealth, and power, and respectability, transgress
his commandments and go unpunished? Where, in
any civilized government now existing on earth, is
this principle made the basis of legislation, save in the
legalization of the rum traffic? Supposing, Sir, that
the Legislature should legalize the crimes which are
now punishable with imprisonment and death for the
purpose of restraining them ? That they should em-
power a selection of good moral men to perpetrate
those crimes, so as to have the perpetration legal,
moral, and respectable? That men should be selected
to Tob, to steal, to gamble, to counterfeit, to commit

forgery, to burn buildings, to murder? The most
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common intelligence would revolt at the damning
wickedness, and treat such legislators as madmen or
knaves. The popular breath would at once sweep
them into lasting infamy. Yet the license system is
a creature of legal enactment, and stands before the
world this day as the great jountain-head of nearly all
the crimes which endanger the peace and blacken the cha-

racter of society. Men are selected to engage in this

traffic, and the Government sells the accursed “indul-
gence.” If but a good moral character is endorsed by
the Excise Commissioners, the seller becmes a state
officer—a legal instrument—a servant of the people,
empowered to nerve the villain’s arm which ecarries
the torch or lifts the knife to burn and destroy. He
scatters fire-brands and death throughout the whole
land, blights hopes as bright as bliss, destroys happi-
ness the holiest and purest, and sweeps on like an
avenging storm, until all that is pure in childhood,
noble in manhood, or venerable in old age, is withered
and crushed to earth Life, happiness, and hope;
virtue, love, and truth, are alike blasted, by these
men, selected by the State, and protected by its laws.
And all this to restrain and regulate the traffic! The
policy is wrong in motive, impolitic in principle,
atrocious in its execution, and most cruel in its con-
sequences. It is a principle so damnable in its con-
ception and character, and so sweeping and remorse-

less in its destruction of human happiness and life,
9
2
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that it may well crimson the cheek of an American
freeman with deepest shame. Regulation and re-
straint! And so, if a man has a disposition to cut
our throat or plunder our pocket, instead of having
laws and penalties to protect us from the desperado,
he must be restrained by being empowered to carry
out his purpose in a legal way, provided always that
such a man can get a certificate of good moral charac-
ter, and will pay the Government for the 7ight to rob
and kill us! Look at the infamous and ‘unholy
alliance” ag-anst the rights and interests of society—
this great copartnership in the work of demoralization
and death. The Government is particeps criminis in
these crimes. It licenses instruments to make felons |

and murderers, that its civil officers may imprison and

hang them! The people are accessories to this glaring
abomination. How does it look, Sir, in the light of a
Christian and progressive age? Is there any thing in
the history of the world more unpardonably, more
inexcusably wicked ?
Ten thousand casks

For ever dribbling out their base contents,

Touched by the Midas fingers of the State,

Bleed gold for Ministers to sport away.

Drink and be mad, then! "Tis your country bids!
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LETTER II.

My DrAR S.:—But however wicked the principle

or policy of regulating a wrong, may I point you to

the effects of such regulation? The present scourge
has become gigantic in its strength and world-wide in
its desolations. It overshadows every land, and in
every class or station of human society, it has grown
up on its throne of skulls, until the wail of its sorrow,
and the curse of its madness, and the burial of its
dead, goes around the earth with the sunlight. The
wintry wind that chills to the heart in the wretched
tenement; even the summer wind that cools the
cheek of the wife who is dying by inches in the drunk-
ard’s home ; pauperism as it stalks through the streets
in rags; the idiotic laugh or fiendish curse which falls
upon the ear; the crashing of bolts as we enter or
pass the gloomy prison; all speak a history which is
most fearful. The very atmosphere which wraps our
altars, bears the intelligence that the work of ruin and
death i% still going on.

Why sell rum as a beverage at all?  Can you tell
me? Would you regulate the disease that preys upon
your system; the mad dog that leaps upon you

with his death-giving fangs bared for the strike; the
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pestilence that at noonday walks into your household

and levies its assessment of death? Or would you
remove the disease, destroy the mad dog, and turn
aside the pestilence ? The rum traffic is more destruc-
tive than war, pestilence, and famine, and yet you say,
Continue the traffic under proper regulations! Then
why not extend the same indulgence to other and
lesser evils?

Our law provides that none but men of “good
moral character” shall have a license to sell. And so
men of good moral character can buy the privilege
of engaging in a businesss which produces nothing
else but immorality and evil l—buy it of the Govern-
ment—of the people. Look, Sir, among those who
are to-day engaged in the sale of rum. There is not
one in twenty whose moral character would stand the
test of the law, to say nothing of our own opinions
of morality, or of the revelations of God’s truth. It
is notorious that the great mass of men who sell rum
are as utterly reckless of human or Divine law as
they are wilful and deaf to the cry of the suffering,
and blind to the effects of their damnable business.
If they trample a law under foot, that violation is
unblushingly held up as an argument against the law.
Such is history. Day and night, the evidences of
their work stand before them. The drama of intem-
perance is always passing before them. The shout of

the living victim mingles with the curses of the
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dying; the jingling of glasses and coppers with the
noise of the spade and the clod. Had they lived
when Popery was in its strength, they would have
purchased indulgences to perpetrate all crimes. Had
they lived in times past, they would have stolen men
and dealt in human flesh. Would the law allow
them, they, after giving a bond to keep within certain
restrictions, would counterfeit, commit forgery, take
to the highway, or plunder the graves of the dead.
Start not, Sir; this language is strong, but gospel
truth. The same disposition and character manifested
by the rumsellers of this day, and the arguments and
excuses for engaging in their business, would justify
any crime known in human depravity. These men
are not only reckless—utterly indifferent to the de-
struction of human happiness and life, but generally
loose in their morals, and coarse and low in their
manners and conversation.

I know there are exceptions, but-they are rare.
And these are the men whom our officers have
selected under oath to deal in one of the most danger-
ous elements that ever cursed humanity. And so we

regulate the sale of rum by empowering such men

men who have no aim but to get money at whatever
risk—to sell it. Really good and moral men will not
sell ram; but Excise Boards go through with the
damnable farce of selecting men of ‘good moral cha-
racter’ to make drunkards! and to send out upon
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community the most bitter and desolating evils.
Were the worst men on God’s earth to be selected to
sell rum, intemperance would be robbed of a main pil-
lar, for the shield of respectability would be stripped
away, and the foul monster revealed in all its ugli-
ness.

Such is but one of the bad features of the present
license system. Even the rumsellers are themselves
outlawed. After it is deemed * absolutely necessary
for the benefit of the travelling public” to have a rum
tavern, and a man of “good moral character” has
been seclected and has given bonds as required by
law, thus saying to the community that it is both
right and necessary that rum is sold; after all this, if
the seller trusts out over ten shillings’ worth of liquor
to others than travellers “mnot residing in the same
city or town,” or ‘“lodgers in his house,” he cannot
recover the “ same by any suit.” If he takes security
for such debts, it shall be void, and he forfeit twice
the amount “intended to be secured thereby.” How
is this? A man comply with all the requirements of
the law, a “good moral character,” and bonds given
to remain so, engaged in a moral, necessary, and lgal
business, and yet, if he trusts his customers over a
certain amount, cannot collect pay for the same!
Why this outlawry? Why this robbing a man of
the fruits of a legitimate business? Why take the
price of his “indulgence,” and restrict a man in car-
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rying out the business for which he has paid his
money? If rumselling is so necessary and right,
why not let those engaged in it do all the business
they can—the more the better? Or if he is restricted,
why not restrict the merchant, the farmer, and the
professional man? Why not let the dealer sell as
much as he can? We empower him to sell, and yet
debar him from collecting pay for property sold! a
restriction placed upon no other honorable business.
Of the same piece is the law which certioraris a
judgment if the juryman drinks while the suit is
pending. He drinks at a legally licensed tavern kept
by a good moral man, and when an honorable Board
have deemed it ‘‘absolutely necessary” to have it sold,
and yet the verdict is set aside! No matter how
just a verdict, the juryman has drunk what Govern-
ment, Excise Board, and community deem right and
necessary, yet the parties must try again.

Again, the law provides that licenses to sell liquors
to be “drunk in the house of the seller” shall not be
granted unless he * proposes to keep an inn or ta-
vern,” and has all the qualifications of character in
himself, and accommodations of furniture and fixtures
in his house. Nowis it not notorious that this provi-
sion of the law has been utterly disregarded by our
Excise Boards? Look in all our villages and cities,
and see, not only liquor “drunk on the premises,” but
men drunk there. And why not? Why give the
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keeper of the public-house the monopoly of retailing
by the drink? Isn’t the ‘travelling public” around
the grocery just as thirsty as that around the tavern?
How many of these rum-shops, in such cities and vil-
lages, have “two spare beds,” stabling, hay, grain
and pasturage for * four horses or other cattle more
than their own stock ?” And yet, Sir, this matter is
all “regulated.”

The moral dealer must give a bond. The Commis-
sioners may be ¢ satisfied that the applicant is of good
moral character,” but that is not enough. Yet why
compel a moral and honorable man to, before he can
engage in a moral and honorable business, give bonds
that he will not become a rascal? The man presents
his good character and pays his money; and yet, with
that reputation for good morals so satisfuctory to the
Excise Board, he must enter into bonds of one hun-
dred and fifty dollars, with a sufficient surety that he
will not become a gamester or a common gambler, or
keep a gambling-house. Complimentary, truly, to
those men of such excellent moral character! The
Commissioners seem to think, after all, that rumsell-
ing is a rascally business, and men who engage in it
must be bound not to become rascals. And so, under
oath, this miserable feature of the system is “regu-
lated.” If good citizens—moral men and members
of Christian churches—decide that the sale of rum
must be licensed, and if they wish good men engaged

=4
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in the business, why not select our most exemplary
clergymen to sell rum? Do you get the idea? A
sneer would linger upon the face of every abandoned
wretch that haunts the drunkery. Yet why should
not such men sell rum? DLet them make dram-
shops of their studies, or go from the bar to the pul-
pit, and break bread and pass the wine with the hand
that has made his neighbor drunken. Why not let
the fumes of rum go up with the incense of morning
prayer? A Christian world would cry out against a
rumselling clergyman, and cast him out for engaging
in a business right, necessary, and regulated by law!
My dear Sir, in the days when indulgences were sold,
when every kind of vice was licensed and regulated,
this abomination would not have been out of place,
though more -thoroughly infamous than any of its
kindred iniquities. Mark these inconsistencies—the
inefficiency of the law in securing the object designed,
and its demoralizing influence upon public sentiment,
and its legal waste of happiness and life—and blush
that so foul a stain has a resting-place upon the sta-
tute-books of our people.” We go upon the principle
of choosing a good man to engage in a devilish busi-
ness. We give respectability to a business denounced
by God; a business which crushes the rights of hu-
manity and destroys the sanctity of religion, its every
footstep smoking with the hot blood of the hearts it

has crushed. Our Commissioners would appear as
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honorable, and far more human, if they were to select
and kill,

and do society far less injury. If truth and history

men of good moral character to steal, burn,
were to be listened to, instead of draping the infernal
traffic in the tinsel of respectability, our Commission-
ers would ransack every stenching pest-house in so-
ciety; dive deeply down into the darkest dens and
hells of infamy and guilt; and there, where the base,
unprincipled, and abandoned crawl and slime in pro-
miscuous iniquity, and diseased humanity reeks and
rots in lowest d(‘gr:ul;m(m, hunt out the wretch who
is learned in all that is foul and leprous in vice and
black in cerime, and adorn him with insignia of their
authority to go out to curse and kill every thing that
should come in contact with his poisonous breath.
Then select some locality where God’s fierce wrath
has been written upon every blade, and leaf, and field,
in language of most blighting desolation, and where
some temple of death lifts its dark walls, damp and
Jrip])ing with the green moisture of pestilence, its
altars slippery with blood, and its atmosphere the ma-
]:U'i:l of death, and doubly feetid as it swept the brow
of corruption; where God’s sunlight has faded out,
and the fierce glare of infernal light should fall fear-
fully upon the ghastly faces of the maddened hosts;
where every tree should be a Upas, dripping with
death and casting their withering shadows over all;
every breath a simoom like the scorching blast of the
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pit, and every stream a Stygian tide to roll lazily on,
thick and poisonous, through the waste ; there place
the instrument of ruin and let him sell. The damps
of rottenness should gather upon every glass. Kin-
dred spirits should gather to break the stillness with
their night-fiend revelry and unearthly laughter.

Cursings and wailings should come up from the

mingle with the anthem of the dammned. Shrieks
should sweep through the corridors of the infernal
fabrie, and the revellers crowd, and jostle, and curse
at the gates. The bones of the victims should bleach
and glare in the sickly light, and whitened skulls
look out upon the scene. AcCURSED should be writ-
ten upon all things, and at the entrance, “THE ROAD
TO HELL UPON EARTH.” All would then be in keep-
ing, and not so bold an outrage upon justice and
truth.

Our excise law forbids the selling of liquors to
minors—boys under fourteen years of age. And why
not sell it to boys? Is not this another evidence
against the system? Whence this “regulation?”
Why this restraint upon a matter armed with law
and respectability? And how works this “regula-
tion?” Need I call your attention to the facts? Do
those who deal in rum ask the age of their custom-
ers? Do they care for their age? No. They respect

neither age nor sex. Let the friends of the system
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blush when pointed to the character and conduect of
rumsellers in this respect. Their guilt is as plain as
daylight. The price of a dram is as welcome from
the hand of youth as from that of palsied age. They
are even pleased to see children stand at their bars,
especially if the children of temperate parents. Child-

hood, hardly away from the hallowing influences of
the home and of the mother, is sent bacl

< to wring
that mother’s heart. The facts in support of this are
overwhelming. TLook in our villages and cities, and
every day adds to the wickedness of those who sell
rum. We have seen, from our own window, boys of
twelve years reeling, and cursing, and playing the

drunkard in the most revolting manner, and proud

of their proficiency. And it cannot be helped. Men
who sell rum at this day care not for innocence or
childhood, and so, as a matter of course, will sell to
boys as well as men. But yet how devilish! The
money taken from the boy is nothing ; but the intox-
icating cup is placed deliberately to the lips of the
young victim, and the work of ruin set in motion,
and all under “regulation.” We would guard our
purse and our life from those who are thus reckless
and unfeeling. Our houses of refuge and jails, and
even State prisons, furnish humiliating evidence of
the effects of “regulation” in such matters. No mat-
ter for the mother whose old heart is bound up in

love for her boy; no matter for the sister who clings
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with fondness and pride to the fair and manly bro-
ther; no matter for the father who watches the son
as a prop in the evening of life ; no matter for friends,
happiness or home; the licensed dealer lures with a
smile, and cares not for the ruin of the young. Not
a year since, crushed and broken in spirit, we howed
and wept upon the pale cheek of one whom we loved
more than all on earth. Even while torn by the
heart’s bitter agony, the spectre of Intemperance
passed between us and the beautiful dead. Had the
loved one lived and come within reach of the tempt-
er’s influence, he would not have been spared. For
money the idol would have been broken, and far more
unutterable anguish visited upon us. Our heart beat
nearer to God at the thought, for while the stealthy
tempter slimes across our thresholds and coils upon
our hearth-sides, our children are not safe. The grave
and heaven afford a refuge. Better to weep over a
child, angel-fled, than over the wreck of manhood,
and no hope beyond. And so, Sir, your boasted
““regulation” spares not childhood, but forges chains
for fresh victims to follow those passing away.

— Thoughts crowd upon thoughts, and we will
again talk of these matters.
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LEETTER (LIT:

My DEAR S.:—There is a regulation, too, in the
matter of selling to drunkards. Indeed, the license
law is professedly to restrain intemperance. Need I
point you to the results? Whence come this vast
army of drunkards who throng every avenue of life,
and with ceaseless tread move on to the grave?
Where are the fountains which feed this stream of
wrecked humanity? Where is the cause? Day and
night, from year to year, the unbroken columns move
on. The grave swallows forty thousand in twelve
months. The sod has hardly closed upon a fearful
sacrifice, before its cold arms are thrown up to em-
brace as many more. And so this host moves on.
Recruits are ever enlisting. The youth in the saloon
takes the drunkard’s place. And so back until the
legions are wrapt in the sunlight of youth, the dio-
rama of life is moving. And so it has moved for
ages, that measured and gloomy tramp taking hold
upon dishonored death. Rumsellers never wish men
to die drunkards, and, under a wise law, never sell to
drunkards. And so we “regulate” whole armies of
human beings into premature graves every year that

rolls around. When—when, Sir, will intemperance
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be so “regulated” by our present system that our
green land shall not become a burial-ground for
drunkards?

The present law regulates the Sunday liquor traffic.
And with what result? Are the facts not startling
to contemplate? We turn with hope and faith to our
school-rooms and churches for influences which shall
promote all the best interests of society. By the side
of these institutions are those which directly counter-

act all these influences, and sap all these interests.

Like consuming cancers, they eat always upon the

vitals of society. Their work of injury never rests.
The Sabbath of God is no more respected in our rum-
shops than religion in the pit. All the influences of
the rum-shop are against religion and the teachings of
the Sabbath. It educates for evil. Its very atmo-
sphere is pollution—a moral miasma which is sickly
with moral death. Virtue and purity cannot exist
there without injury. The associations are contami-
nating, and the language and sentiments pernicious
in the extreme. If you wish to hear bold and
unblushing profanity, linger in the bar-room. If
obscenity and every variety of low vulgarity, linger
in the bar-room. If you wish to hear scandal and
wholesale slander, female character blackened with
pollution, and virtne and religion the target of sneers
and scoffs, linger in the bar-room. The Sabbath is a

general holiday there. They are the rendezvous of
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all the low and vicious in society, and thus from ten
thousand sources the leprous influence comes up to
canker and blacken all that is cherished in our
Sabbath-day privileges. See you nothing to startle
in all this machinery of evil? The reckless and
unprincipled rumseller is more potent for the time
being, among his kegs, than the minister in his desk.
Thus, Sir, throughout the land, your boasted “regu-
lation” malkes the Sabbath one great saturnalia of bar-
room festivity.

You justify the sale because the license money goes

into the treasury! This policy furnishes to us another
strong reason why the whole system should be re-
moved. It is one of the strongest arguments against
the legalized traffic. The principle involved is one of
unadulterated wickedness. Government thus assumes
the attitude of a speculator in the lives and happiness
of its subjects. With one arm it thrusts its vietims
upon the begrimed altars, and with the other grasps
eagerly for the price of the sacrifice. Here it stands
upon its pedestal of the heart-broken, the dying, and
the dead, a remorseless Moloch enthroned, and smiling
upon the enginery of death which, for gain, it has set
in motion. There is something hideous, something
revolting in the aspect. Like an unnatural parent, it
destroys its own for a price. Those whom it should
guard and protect are thrust beneath the ponderous
wheels which roll in ruin. Men, women, and chil-
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dren; youth in the buoyancy of its hopes, and old
age in its locks of gray, are alike offered up. Society
thus immolates all its most cherished interest for pay,
and secures to itself the glorious privilege of bearing
tenfold burdens, building poor-houses and prisons, and
digging graves. It sells the lives of its own citizens.
Christian men sit down deliberately and say to those
who wish to sell rum, in as many words, How many
pieces of silver will you give us if we will betray
these women and children into your hands? Al this
1s cool and deliberately cruel. Life and all its bright
hopes are thus bartered away, while an oath sits
heavy on the soul. Does not your cheek tinge with
shame as you take in the length and breadth of this
policy?  Even in a pecuniary point of view it is ruin-
ous. For every dollar thus received, hundreds are
paid out. It is a fearful and perpetual drain upon
the substance of the people. Evils are sown broad-
cast, and we reap a burdening harvest of woe, want,
crime, and death. All that we cherish in this world
and hope for in the next is put in the scale with dol-
lars and cents. For five or ten dollars a man is dele-
gated to scatter a moral plague throughout the land,
and fatten upon the substance of the people. Let our

Commissioners look at the silver they have received.
It is the tribute of blood. It has been wrung from
the crushed hearts of the ruined and is clammy with

drops of blood. Itis hot with the scalding tears of
3
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widowhood and orphanage. As it falls into the public
coffers, its dull sound echoes back the wail of the fam-
ished and defenseless. Ho! for the price of blood!
Hoard it well, for an ever-living and watchful God has
put its cost on record. Over against it, to be tested
at the tribunal of the Judgment, stands the record of
the unutterable evils of the rum traffic. And as
witnesses against it will stand the myriads whom the
policy destroyed on earth.

We have all heard of the good old lady who in the
winter-time cut off one end of her bed-quilt to piece
out the top. Her good sense and economy are on a
par with that of Government in the regulation of the
rum traffic. If the lives, and character, and happiness
of men were not involved in the matter, the results
of this system would call for an entire change. The
policy has been illustrated in this county. The Com-
missioners in one town licensed one tavern, and re-
ceived five dollars from the applicant. The fees of
the Supervisor in the matter amounted to four dollars
and eighty cents! leaving twenty cents to pay four
justices ten shillings apiece, and to swell the poor
fund! Bounteous provision for the poor! And such
is an illustration of this policy. Were the pauperism,
vice, crime, and criminal and other expenses directly
flowing from the traffic, to be put into the scale, our
excise money would be but a drop in the ocean. We
license a plague for a paltry pittance, and bear all the
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burdens which it heaps upon poor humanity in its
desolating course.

The moral, physical, and intellectual injury of the
rum traffic furnish the strongest of reasons against it.
At the same time, there are others of great weight.
It wars upon property. It paralyzes industry; thus
working deep and irreparable inj ury to individual and
national prosperity. Its cost to the American people
is hardly to be comprehended in all its extent. The
cost direct is enough to arouse the patriot against it;
indirectly its corroding effects leave their blighting
mildew wherever it exists. Our poor-expenses tower
until the people groan under their weight. The hard
earnings of the tax-payers of the country are annually
assessed to meet the cost of the sale of rum. The
family is beggared, and the people support them. A
drunkard ruins his health, breaks a limb, or sustains
some injury from his drinking habits, and becomes a
public charge. A citizen wastes his substance in the
dram-shop, and from one gradation of vice to another,
at last becomes a criminal. If he counterfeits, com-
mits forgery or burglary, the people try him and foot
the bills. If, inflamed by the people’s rum, he thrusts
the torch into the city at night, thousands are licked
up by the flames; and if the incendiary is caught, he
is imprisoned or hung, and the forbearing people foot
the bills. If in a drunken broil he takes the life of a
fellow-being, the people try him, hang him, and foot
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the bill. Thus circles round the great Maelstrom.
From the bar-room to the almshouse, prison, and
scaffold, a great highway has been cast up, beaten
hard by continually thronging thousands. Every
day’s history records a fresh crime. Our prisons are
thronged. The executioner is busy hanging up the
effects of the traffic. The blood-offering of one mur-
der ceases not to smoke upon the glutted shrine, before
another victim is cast on from the bar-room. The
press teems with the sickening dectails. The great
fountain-head of crime sweeps on with increasing
volume,-and red-handed murder stalks forth even at
noonday with the axe and the knife hot with gore.
Lesser crimes swarm like locusts, all combining and
swelling an amount of tax which is drawn from the
life-blood of the people. The rum traffic costs the
American people more than three hundred millions
of dollars. And this is the pecuniary aspect merely !
This annual drain would bind our land in one un-
broken net-work of railroads, telegraphs, and canals;
dot every hill-side with school-houses and churches;
erect charitable institutions wherever afflicted human-
ity groans under misfortune, and malke the blessings
of education as free as the air we breathe. Patriot-
ism—that love of country, its institutions, and people,
which beats warmly and truly in the heart—would
awaken our strongest opposition to a cancer which
eats so fatally upon the business interests of the land
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we live in. 'We might enlarge upon this point, but it
needs it not. Trace back the history of any commu-
nity, and you will be astonished at the amount of its
waste. Sift our tax-lists, and it will be found that
the cost of the rum traffic is one of the most grinding
burdens borne by the American people. What a
position for a nation of freemen ! Sacrificing the
property and health of its citizens for the pastime of
supporting them as paupers! Our people are liberal
to a few. They foster vice and crime, that a few may
reap a pecuniary harvest. They make paupers, and
build almshouses to keep them at the public expense.
They manufacture criminals of every grade, and they
furnish officers to catch them, try them, and punish
them. They build prisons, and annually make large
appropriations to sustain them ; reservoirs where they
sweep in the criminals they have made, branding their
own offspring with infamy, and compelling them to
toil for naught. They instigate murder, and are at
the expense of building a scaffold to hang the guilty
instruments of their creation. In fine, they educate
an army of children for all that is wicked, and then
punish them for putting their teaching into practice.
Were we a rumseller; we should look with a smile of
contempt upon the people. They would give us the
privilege of coining money out of the destruction of
man’s temporal and eternal interests, and then kindly
support all the paupers and criminals, and hang all
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the murderers we might make. Such a policy in an
individual would be madness. And so it is madness
in a great people. It is a heathenish offering up of
their own vitals to the rending talons of the monster
which is enthroned in every dram-shop throughout
the land. Sir, we honor that high-toned, unbending
love of liberty and justice which characterized the
conduct of our revolutionary fathers. They put every
thing at stake, rather than bear the burdens of unjust
taxation. War became to them one of the most im-
perious of human obligations, and the battle-field “the
sublimest theatre of patriotic achievement and heroic
martyrdom.” They left their ploughs in the furrows
and their homes to the protection of Heaven, and
grappled boldly with England’s strength. That same
spirit would to-day make every true patriot’s heart
beat high with indignation, and arouse a storm which
would for ever destroy one of the most grinding op-
pressions on earth. The spirit which hurled the tea
into Boston harbor, would seize and destroy every
barrel of rum designed for the injury of society.
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LETTER IV.

My DEAR S.:— There is a kind of property de-
stroyed which is seldom thought of, in viewing the
consequences of the rum traffic, and the destruction
of which forms one of our strongest objections to it.

As the traveller stands in the Seven-hilled City and

dreams of the greatness of the once proud mistress,
he looks around with awe for the evidences of that
greatness. The winds sigh amid the crumbling ruins,
like the footsteps of the past, and he finds himself
alone in the silence of desolation. The ruins have
outlived the greatness of the proud empire. He sits
upon the broken columns which silently yet eloquently
speak of the Greek’s skill; but that classic land is
only remembered in history and perpetuated in her
exquisitely chiselled marble. The proudest structures
of earth pass away. The ivy creeps over the ruins,
and dust gathers thickly upon them. Even the pyra-
mids, should time continue, will waste away under the
beatings of the storm, and mingle with the sands of
the desert. But there are monuments which never
crumble. There are structures which lift up proudly
amid the surgings of ages, and bid defiance to time and
storm. We muse sadly where lie the ruins of empires,
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and tread carefully where nations are entombed. But
to us there is no sight so utterly saddening as a MIND
in ruins. We weep from a heavy heart as we see the
gloom of a rayless night gathering over the mind, and
the structure which was moulded by the hand of God
crumbling into ruins. The mind is property—prop-
erty which is of more value than all the wealth of the
material universe. And here is where we find one of
the most startling effects of intemperance. Here is
where the system wars upon a class of property which
cannot be gauged by dollars and cents. Here are
ruins, thickly strewn up and down the land, over
which the patriot, philanthropist, and Christian can
weep with keenest sorrow.

Look into the bar-room, where swarm the infatuated
inebriates. Their slavering nonsense disgusts, and
their wickedness shocks. You turn away? No, Sir,
stand within the threshold. It is a licensed house, and
that man behind the bar has been declared fit and
competent to keep a tavern. You voted for the Com-
missioners who licensed him to do this. Now, Sir,
stand within the throat of the seething crater, and
snuff the fumes which come up from the ever-active
and consuming fires. Turn away from the hoary
drunkard in rags, whose shaking hand is lifting the
glass to his lips, to a scene close by. Stretched upon
his back, with leaden eyes rolled back in the head,
and the arms thrown out, lies a man of middle age,
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slowly breathing in the deep stupor of lowest drunk-
enness. The face is nearly a livid purple, still dark-
ening beneath the eyes, and assuming a livid, burning
red upon the brow and temples. He is evidently a
man of middle age, and his form was once one of rare
and noble beauty. Both mind and body are now
crumbling into decay. His comrades have gone
through the mockery of placing coppers upon his eyes
and straightening out his legs upon the floor. And
there he lies in the promiscuous filth of the bar-room.
Even the dog who comes in snuffs daintily, and turns
away from the bloated countenance with signs of loath-
ing and repugnance. One of the company has prac-
tised spitting tobacco-juice into his face and hair.
Nature has attempted to beat out the poison, and the
froth of the conflict has oozed up from the stomach,
and courses slowly and disgustingly down the side of
the face. A scene of a more sickening and humiliat-
ing character could hardly be presented.* And yet
that was once a noble and gifted man. Iis was a bril-
liant and powerful mind. The beauty of his form was
only excelled by his nobleness, integrity, and moral
worth. He was adored by his friends and relatives,
honored by his fellow-citizens, and respected by all.
His was a bright promise for the future. The eloquent,
the noble, the gifted, and the true, lies there! That

¥ Drawn from fact.
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mind is in ruins. Pillar after pillar has been under-
mined by the subtle stream, until there is scarcely
enough left to show the once classic beauty of the
structure. A fortune has vanished like the morning
mist. A lovely wife has gone to the grave broken-
hearted, with the babe destroyed by a brutal hand
sleeping on her bosom. His old father and mother
have gone down in sorrow to their rest. A sister,
with a devotion which never wavered, clung to her
only brother, until a blow from that brother struck
her down, and she sits a dreaming lunatic in the asy-
lum. See you no destruction of property here? The
eloquence which thrilled in the Senate of his State,
and that wisdom which gave dignity to her councils,
has been trodden down. The orator and the states-
man ; the amiable husband and the upright citizen,
lives lower than the beast in the common drunkery.
Every hope in life is blasted, and with a mind reeling
on the verge of madness, the poor benighted wanderer
stumbles on to a premature and dishonored grave.
Great God! how thickly such sketches are upon
the record of the past. 'We need not disturb the dust
which has long gathered, or leave our own shores.
There was poor Poe; what a mind! what a mine of
wealth to him and to the world of letters! but de-
stroyed. There was the gifted Dr. Lofland. There
was the warm-hearted McConnell. There was the
high-minded Dromgoole, of Virginia. There is Han-
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negan, whose hand is now red with a brother’s blood.
There—but the catalogue is endless. Take the wealth
of one drunkard’s mind, and look with awe upon its
waste, and then, with the wide grasp of thought, gather
in the innumerable hosts which have passed from the
fields of life, and you have a destruction of property,
from the contemplation of which the mind turns shud-
dering away. There is no resurrection frem the wide
waste of ruins. Here are whole temples of genius,
where every thing that is intellectual and godlike in
humanity is buried beneath that lava-tide which has
so long swept on its course.

Aye, the property of the mind. Leave us that,
though all else perish. Let us grapple with poverty
and want, but leave us that. Let us struggle with
life’s deepest, bitterest sorrows, but leave us that. Let
every friend pass from earth, and we die away from
our kindred ; let disease exhaust the fountain of life
by drops, but leave us our mind. Even when the
body crumbles away, and the shadows of the night
of death shut out a brief day of life, the mind un-
broken looks unmoved over the material waste, and
with a smile rises to Him who placed it in the tene-
ment of clay.

I can conceive of no destruction of property like

the ravages of intemperance upon human mind. We

have a father, whose white hairs we love with an
almost idolatrous love ; yet bring him home to us with
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the seal of death upon him, and let us lay his head
gently upon its pillow of earth, rather than send him
to us with the throne of reason reeling from the ef-
fects of drunkenness.

There is still another reason why I abhor the rum
traffic. It spares neither age nor sex. Its trophies are
more to be dreaded than those at the red man’s belt,
snatched from the throbbing brows of innocence. The
system is cruel, mercilessly cruel. It wars upon the
defenseless — upon women and children. Its most
desolating strife is at the fireside. "We execrate it for
its cowardice, as well as its injustice and cruelty.
Those who are never seen abroad, and who never
lifted a hand or a voice against the seller, are crushed
down with remorseless coolness. If men alone were
destroyed, without wringing the hearts that are linked
with them, it would not seem so damnable. But why
should a Christian government and a Christian people
war upon the happiness of the defenseless inmates of
the household? Why should woe and want be car-
ried into our homes? Why should our mothers, and
wives, and daughters be scourged until they weep
drops of blood? 'Why should children be turned out
with no inheritance but orphanage and disgrace?
Why should the props and pride of old hearts be
in God’s name

snatched away and broken? Why
tell us!—in this land of plenty, where our barns gush
with fatness, where our fields groan under the har-
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vests which roll like golden oceans to the kiss of the
sunbeams, and where an ever-kind Providence has
scattered his blessings on every hand, should women
and children go hungry for bread? Why should our
sons be turned out to be drawn into the whirlpool of
crime, and our daughters to forget all that’s womanly,
and sink in vice for their daily bread? Is this Chris-
tian-like? Is it like freemen? Why should our homes
be transformed into hells, and the husband and father
into a demon, to torture and kill? Why must those
whom we love be torn with hunger and grief, that a
few men may fatten by selling rum ?

The infant sleeps in its cradle, and knows nothing
of life’s realities, but smiles as it looks up into the
fathomless love-light of a mother’s eye. The rum
traffic reaches in and rends that mother’s heart until
the fountains of life grow dry, and the tender infant
wails for food. That babe is pinched with cold. If
it lives, it finds life’s pathway darkened with gloom.
It is turned out from the shrine of the paternal roof
and reared in vice. In after years, the babe of the
cradle stands upon the scaffold, or scowls in the dun-
geon, or wallows in vice. A great people have looked
on while the fatal net-work of their accursed policy
has bound the victim hand and foot, and cast him down.

A young bride stands at the altar, dreaming of a
cloudless future, and looking with a woman’s devo-
tion and pride upon the loved one of her choice. To-
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gether, she dreams of a bright journey through life.
A great people reach into her happy home, and wring
every fibre of her young heart, and blast every bright
dream, yoking her for a lifetime to a living corpse.

A young man stands at the threshold of manhood,
the pride of the home circle, and a heart throbbing
with high and noble resolves. The mother’s eye has
kindled as it has watched his ripening years. The
sister loves him with a sister’s changeless love. A
great people reach in and shiver the idol of the old
mother at the very altar, until she weeps and prays
over the blighting of all her hopes, and sinks herself,
like a blasted thing, to her grave. That sister may
tread alone the pilgrimage of life; the people have no
tears for her.

A father, with his sun in its evening decline, leans
with increasing affection upon the stalwart form of an
only son. A great people blast the bright hope of
the father's old age, and leave him to turn alone to
his broken home, and no child’s hand to lay his white
head in the grave.

Our own mother had a happy home in her child-
hood. A great people sent her out a beggar, and
compelled her to go hungry for bread! We came
near invoking God’s curse upon those who will do
this! Our blood heats. There is a hot tide in every
vein. We almost have wished for a battle-field, where
avenging arms could strike for our mothers, wives,
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sisters, children and homes. Here is a point which
writes the traffic all over with deep damnation, and
brands a great people with worse than cowardice.
Men who will coolly and deliberately fold théir arms
while such ruin is being wrought in our social rela-
tions, are unworthy of the name of freemen.
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LETTER V.

My DEAR S.:—Another reason. The rum traffic
is the main lever of political demagogism. It is the
subtle and ready element which it ever invokes to
compass its ends.

Look, Sir, over the land, at the vast number of
drankards. They swarm in almost every community.
They are the most servile slaves to their appetites, and
are easily decoyed by the wary and unscrupulous
demagogue. They have no principle for the time
being, and aim only for the proffered dram. Once
under the malign influence of these demagogues, this
class of our fellow-citizens are but ready instruments
of their wicked scheming. Let the sincere friend of
his country and her institutions contemplate for one
moment this dangerous element in our midst, and he
will find food for painful thought. He will see
danger. In all our political contests, this element is
embodied and wielded by the most reckless of our
politicians. And in the approaching greaj struggle
between the honest people and the rum interest, this
element will be found against the right.

You, Sir, having been a voter, are not ignorant of
the demoralizing tendencies and effects of this element
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in all our elections. On such days, when, of all others,
the voter should be in possession of all his manhood,
there is one general outburst of drunkenness. Dissi-
pation is made the first object of the politician, and
the corrupting and stupefying glass is made as free as
water. The inebriation of the voter is the stronghold
of success. The politician or party who can get the
most liguor down the throat of the citizens, and make
them the drunkest, hopes with confidence for success.
We have scen more rowdyism and fighting, more
drunkenness, and heard more profanity, than on any
other day. Through the grog-shop and over the heaps
of the drunken, men slime their way into places of
emolument and trust, which they fill with dishonor to
themselves and injury to the State.

The rum traffic eats like a foul cancer at the purity
of the elective franchise. The integrity of our elections
is but in name. The “Vox Populi” is not the voice
of the Deity. It is but the clamorous discord of noisy
demagogues. The right of suffrage is the dearest boon
ever confided to the care of freemen. It is the dear-
bought legacy of revolutionary hardships and death.
It was won at a fearful cost. It is an anchor which
shall hold in the storm, a bulwark behind which a
people can gather and hurl back destruction upon
those recreant to freedom. But this sacred right is
trampled in the dust. It is prostituted to the basest
purposes. It is wrenched from its honorable and

+
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legitimate purposes, and, upon a wave of rum and cor-
ruption, made to bear bad men into public stations.

Can a man seriously talk of the purity of our elec-
tions as now carried on? They are but annual exhi-
bitions of intemperance. They are held in the dram-
shop, and the poor purchased drunkard stands by the
side of the sober and high-minded citizen. Perjury,
as black as ever damned a soul, puts its polluting lips
to God’s truth, instigated by those who drink less
liquor, and know better. From sunrise to sundown
this scene is presented at the ballot-box. There is a
dark back-ground of eager politicians furnishing the
motive-power of this corrupting tide, and swindling
citizens of their suffrages. The jingling of glasses
joins with the oath hiccoughed from drunken lips.
‘We all know these things to be so. Our elections are,
oftener than otherwise, a deep disgrace to the Ameri-
can people. They are stupendous farces, a giant
system of demoralization pervading and poisoning |
every community. Our drunkards have become the i
Swiss mercenaries who sell themselves for rum, and |
carry our elections for their purchasers.

Long before the caucus, this machinery is set in |
motion. The nominees are assessed, and a fund raised 1
to “pay the printing.” This is draping the Devil in
stolen plumes, and cheating the printer. The whole
is one grand corruption fund, raised on purpose to

secure the party aims by bribery and corruption. The
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great portion is thrown into the grog-shops, and the
unfortunate of our citizens plied with rum at an early
day. The more unscrupulous nominee in expectancy
himself leaves the funds in the till, and troops are
drummed up for the caucus. Thus, from the first mov-
ing of our conventions among the people, rum is used
as the main lever. In many instances, the ballot-
boxes have themselves been destroyed by the drunken
rabble, respectable people disfranchised, and lives en-
dangered. Hundreds of dollars have been known to
be expended for rum, to secure a single set of dele-
gates, with the view of nominating a certain rowdy
for the Assembly. Men thus nominated and thus
elected are the men whom we petition to shield us
from the evils of the rum traffic. Our National Con
ventions are outrages upon common decency. During
the last, Baltimore was transformed into one vast
stenching drunkery, and wholesale inebriety was the
order of the day.

Thus our grog-shops control our elections. The
worst men can step from them into honorable posi-
tions. Talent, capacity, honor, and worth are not the
stepping-stones of political preferment. The libertine
and the gambler take the “funds” from the hands of
the professing Christian citizen, and from every sink
of vice marshal forth the bloated and motley columns
to the support of the candidate. Grave senators send
money to the drunkeries with a liberal hand, and men
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highest in the honors of a free people stand within the
lowest groggery and drink with the mobocracy. We
have seen a candidate for high judicial station mingle
with a nauseous mass of rum-cursed humanity, and
furnish liquor to sink them still lower, and himself
turn off the poison. Such men eagerly grasp at this
machinery of political ascendency. And so strong
has the current become, that men turn from the
communion-table and lead on the drunkards of the
dram-shops, after they are drunken on liquor they
have furnished.

We but generalize. Yet the facts are written in
the history of every election-day since rum entered
the field. There are those who will recognize a more
than “fancy sketch” in our rapid hints. And is there
nothing saddening, nothing alarming, in this wide-
spread corruption of demagogueism? With rum yoked
in unholy alliance, it stalks through the land, and stands
in its huge and damning deformity at the polls. It
leans with a leer of triumph over the ballot-box. It
comes forth from the drunkards of the land, reeking
with all that's foul, and shouts its triumphs in the
very citadel of the popular will. Thus libertines,
gamblers, and drunkards slime into our town, county,
State and national legislatures, and have to do with
all the interests of the society in which we live. This
tide must be checked and rolled back. This accursing
union must be broken in pieces. The lightning of a
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people’s will must fall upon this demaguogeism and
crush it to earth, or our freedom will be but a name,
the elective franchise but a badge of servitude, and
the pillars of our free institutions will roll like dust
before the storm.

Yes, as God is our judge, were there no other rea-
son, we should arouse for a conflict with the rum in-
terest for the evil it has done and is doing to the purity,
stability, character, and permanency of our cherished
political institutions. Here is enough to alarm. And
yet a large class of the American people slumber
without concern over this crater which is charged
with violence and anarchy. Were we to point to the
most threatening dangers to the prosperity of these
States and the perpetuity of their free institutions, we
should single out that class of evils, of Protean phase,
which breed in foul luxuriance in the rum-shops of
our land.

We are against the rum traffic because God is
against it. His curse is written upon it. All his attri-
butes are opposed to it. It wars against his creatures,
him and heaven. He has pronounced a woe against
him who maketh his neighbor drunken. What awful
temerity in those who deliberately cast defiance in the
teeth of Jehovah himself, and say to men that they
may sell!

Retribution follows upon the footsteps of the traffic.
The property accumulated in the business sooner or
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later crumbles away. He whose hand holds the poi-
soned chalice to another’s lips, in turn holds it to his
own. Iis sons become drunkards, and his daughters
are sooner or later cursed with drunken husbands.
Most of the rumsellers who have died in the last quar-
ter of a century have died drunkards, and their pro-
perty wasted. They make rum, sell rum, drink rum,
and die drunkards. Such is history. The avenger is
on their track, and at their threshold awaits their last
coming out. Their victims have gone before them,
and been shut out of bliss. Where can they go, if
those they have made drunkards see not the rest of
heaven? Offenses have come by them. They have
tempted and lured men to ruin. They have dug pits,
and the blinded have fallen therein. They have been
the altar-priests of the world’s darkest iniquities.
Within their bloody temples they have given false
responses, and grown fat amid death.

They have increased that which was not theirs, and
there shall rise up suddenly in the last hour a remorse
which shall bite them and vex them. They have
spoiled many families, and shall be spoiled in their
turn, because of “men’s blood and the violence of the
land, of the city, and of all that dwell therein.’
have “coveted an evil covetousness,” that they may
set their “nest on high.” They have reaped shame,
for they have cut off “many people.” As they turn
from their dwellings to the grave, the “stone shall cry

)

They
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out of the wall, and the beam out of the timber shall
answer it.” Woe to them, for they have builded a
“tower with blood,” and established “a city of ini-

”

quity.” They shall be “filled with shame,” and
“the cup of the Lord’s right hand” shall be turned
unto them. Accusing spectres follow them. Dread
thoughts shall torture them in death, and herald them
to the judgment. We know not of a more accursed
business than that of rumselling. It is a crime against
human society—against nature—against God. It is
the refinement of robbery and cruelty. Let us die
with a soul burdened with every crime but that of
putting the bottle to a neighbor’s lips. We then an-
swer for our own crimes. Those of others cannot be
laid to our charge. For the wealth of the universe
of God we would not sell ram. May God be merciful
to those who do! No class have more to expect from
the saving influences and triumphs of the temperance
reform.
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LETTER VI.

My DEAR S:—Lastly, we are against it for a mo-
ther’s sake. To her we ascribe the holiest of our tem-
perance teachings, and to her history that deep and
sleepless hatred of the rum traffic. A tear will come
to your eye as we write of that hallowed name. She

\

|

|

\

|

|

|

|

|

sits before us now, and we look with a holy love and ‘

a misty eye upon the locks fast silvering with gray. J‘

That idol has been shivered at your own hearth-side, :

but her temperance teachings and fervent prayers for “

her wayward boy will not, cannot be forgotten by |

him. ;

A vision passes before us. There is a home, in |

New-England, of happiness and comfort, and a lovely

matron makes one of the links of the family circle.

Again she stands at the altar, and weaves her destiny |

irrevocably with that of the man of her choice. :

Years pass happily and swiftly by, and the young |

bride is a happy mother. Tresh blessings are added |

to the first, but in the mean time a shadow has fallen |

upon that heart and its home. A tempter has glided |

into the Eden, and wreathed its coils around the hus-
band and father.

Other years go by, and ruin is in that home. The

mother weeps and prays, and gathers more closely
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her children around her as the storm bursts in its
fury. Want, neglect, and abuse wring her aching
heart. She fades out like the autumn leaf, and with
a crushed heart sinks to the rest of death and is borne
to a pauper’s grave; and ten brothers and sisters
weep over the last home of one who can no longer
shield them from hunger or the cruel blow.

An officer steps within the abode of poverty and
wretchedness, and drags away all to satisfy an execu-
tion in favor of the rumseller, who has swallowed the
living of that family and placed the mother in her
grave. The once high-minded, but now lost and im-
bruted father, sells the cow and riots the proceeds out
at a drunkery, and leaves the children to the charities
of friends.

A gir] of fifteen summers toils in a factory until
her heart and brain ache, and she turns away to the
lone group at the desolate hearth, and sinks HUNGRY
to her fitful rest. The cold-tongued bell breaks in
upon short slumbers, and drives the slight and weary
frame again to its bitter task. Saturday night finds
her turning homeward with a feverish cheek and a
heavy step. A father calls at the office of the Super-
intendent, secures her earnings, and during the Sab-
bath squanders it all at the grog-shop with his boon
companions!

The factory-girl once idolized that father. But
hunger, and poverty, and abuse have taught her to
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hate him; and as he goes to the groggery in the
morning, an involuntary prayer goes up from the
child’s heart that he will no more return. So accurs-
ing are the effects of rum!

Long and weary days pass away, and yet the factory-
girl toils, and at night gathers with her brothers and
sisters gratefully around a loaf of brown bread.
There is a jug of rum dén the shelf, and an imbruted
father slumbering on the hearth.

— A dark and cheerless pathway opens to the fac-
tory-girl.

The worse than orphans are driven out from the
wretched home and scattered here and there as pau-
pers, kept by the town. One little girl, a fair-haired,
blue-eyed, beautiful creature of three summers, is
taken by a family. Away in an entry-way, without
sufficient clothing, hungry, and no eye but God’s to
look kindly down upon her, she dies in the winter
night—dies cold, hungry, and covered with vermin !
and the older sister could not even weep upon the
child-pauper’s grave, her of the fair hair and wild blue
eye.

With the brand whieh society once cruelly affixed
upon the brow of the drunkard’s child, the factory-
girl entered into the great battle of life. Without
education or friends, she was compelled to perform
the most menial drudgery. The shadows that then
clouded the sky of her youth have mingled with and
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darkened the happiness of after years. Her brothers
grew up, and some of them followed in the footsteps
of their father and became drunkards. One was
drowned near Albany. Another rests beneath a
southern soil. A younger one, a faultless model of
manly beauty, and as noble in heart as in form, was
taken by pirates at sea, and killed only when he
towered the last of his crew upon the slippery decks,
and his arms were hewn from his body. Two others
wrestle now with an appetite which dogs their foot-
steps with remorseless craving, and but one lives the
soul of manhood and honor.

Thus were those linked to her by the strongest ties
that can bind us to each other, wrenched away and
driven up and down the world. The father lived on
a drunkard, and at a ripe old age died a druakard by
the roadside, and not a stone tells where he sleeps.

Such are but the outlines of a childhood and youth
of suffering, humiliation, and sorrow. The details are
known only to the sufferer and to God. Memory rolls
back upon its bitter tide the history of such scenes,
the fountain of tears is opened fresh, and flows as bit-
terly as in the past. Childhood without sunshine!
The thought is cold and dark indeed.

This hasty sketching would apply to unnumbered
thousands of such cases. As the sands upon the shore,
the blades in the meadow, or the leaves in summer-
time, or the stars that glitter in the blue above, are
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the histories of such ravages upon the hopes and hap-
piness of youth. They will never be known until
the record of the angel shall be unrolled at the judg-
ment.

That factory-girl—that drunkard’s daughter—that
child-pauper who toiled while a drunken father drank

down her wages

who went hungry for bread—who
was deprived of society and education, and entered
upon life’s stern realities with no inheritance but pov-
erty and a father’s infamy—IS OUR MOTHER |

God! how the veins knot and burn as the tide
whose every drop is bitter with the memory of her
wrongs sweeps to our fingers’ ends. Our soul throbs
firmly in our nib, until we clutch involuntarily for a
good blade, and wish the rum traffic embodied in one
demon form, that we could go forth with God’s bless-
ing and smite the hell-born monster. We look upon
her head, now thickly flecked with threads of silver,
and wish that the temperance reform could have
dawned in her day. We look upon the tear that
steals down her cheek as the dark days of yore are
called up, and our manhood’s cheek burns with indig-
nation. She was robbed-—cruelly, basely robbed.
She hungered for bread to eat! She was threatened
with the vengeance of a rumseller if she would not
toil in his household for the merest pittance! She
was shut out of society and its privileges .because she
had no home. She was pointed at as a drunkard’s

|
\
|
|
!
|
1
J
|
|
|
|
|
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child! She toiled until her heart ached with pain,
and the rumseller clutched from the hand of an im-
bruted father the last penny of her hard earnings!
OUR MOTHER! God of justice and truth! give us but
the power to-day, and we would strangle every hydra
whose breath is blasting the hope of others as it blast-
ed hers.

To that mother we owe the most of our hatred to
the rum traffic. 'We imbibed it from her breast, and
learned of her in childhood. A father, too, his strong
form untainted by the scourge, has taught us the same
lesson. The memories of his own childhood are dark-
ened by the thoughts of a drunken father. Ile grap-
pled alone with life’s difficulties, and commenced his
career by working to pay rumsellers’ executions
against his deceased father.

Thus from the cradle have we been educated to
hate the scourge. That hatred is mingled with every
Pilgrim drop in our veins. It grows with our growth
and strengthens with our strength. In the high noon
of manhood we swear, by friends on earth and God in
heaven, a lifelong warfare, if need be, against the
traffic. There can be no compromise. It is a conflict
of extermination, and the blows will only fail when
the battle of life is ended, and our strong right arm
is mingled with its mother dust. We will wear our
harness to the grave, and make Hannibals of those
who come after us, to fight on.
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A few brief years at most, and our old mother goes
down to her rest; and if living, we shall, with a heavy
heart, lay her head in the grave. But we shall turn
away to the strife with a holier faith. "We cannot be
less a temperance man while she is living. We know
we shall not be when she is dead. As blessings are
ever the brighter after they have flown, so will her
lesson be more sacredly remembered after she has
passed away. She will never die to us. Her spirit
will linger around us for the remainder of our brief
journey, to watch over and guide our footsteps. Or
if our sun shall first go down, her tears shall not scald
the green turf over one who moulders in the rayless
night of a drunkard’s grave.

Other duties demand our attention, and we must
close these hastily written letters. A hundred might
have been woven out of the facts and arguments
which are at hand. We have not time to weave them
into form, nor is it needed. Your own better heart
and calmer judgment will respond to every sentiment
we have here written. We have spoken frankly and
plainly. At times, our own tears have fallen upon
the lines we have written. Again, our teeth have
closed firmly, and our fingers have moved the pen as
though it were a good weapon of steel.

The hand which has here traced a few of the
thoughts that welled up from an honest heart will ere
long, at most, cease its work. But while we love our
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home and its circle, our own green land and God—
by every tie which binds a good man to his hearth,
altars, kindred, country, and heaven, we feel bound
to toil for the downfall of a parent scourge.

And so we shall do.










THE TEMPTATION.




EDWARD CARLTON;

OR,

THE FATAL GLASS.

A SERIES OF PICTURES FROM REAL LIFE.

RICTURE: THE FIRST.

SWAYING and creaking were the tapering pines and
the iron-armed oaks as they wrestled with the blast;
the darkness in the forest not less impenetrable than
that which wrapped the angry sky in one wide veil
of blackest gloom. Drifts of snow were yet remain-
ing upon the ground where they had been piled over
the brow of some hill, and the Ohio, swelled by the
melting of the snows, and filled with fleets of ice-
cakes, was rushing and roaring like an angry torrent,
the white froth of its madness hardly seen as it went
whirling by. It was a night which few would wish
to encounter. The elements were at war without,
and as their maddened columns howled and shrieked
as they mingled in conflict, a dread crept over the
listener, and he drew nearer the blaze upon the hearth.
There were voices without; now of wailing, and then
again of demoniac laughter, chilling the warm blood
as their startling echoes died away.

The “ warm spell” which had broken in upon the ice

5
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and snow, had recoiled from the attack like a gallant
but repulsed army, to muster again for the onset.
But the sun’s rays and the melting breath of the séuth
wind had shaken the realm of Winter, and his power
was rapidly on the wane.

On the night of which we speak, a winter's blast
had made a sortie, and was struggling to arrest the
work of ruin. The heavy rains of the day had ceased
after turning into a cutting sleet, coating the forest
and fences and fields with a sheeting of ice. As the
wind swept along, the branches crackled, and the shi-
vered coating broke and rattled like hail as it fell.

Deep in that forest, so dark and so coldly draped, was
a settler’s hut. There might have been, perhaps, an
acre “cleared” around it, a path leading to the river,
where a skiff was chained to a sapling upon the bank,
with which the settler crossed to the ¢ settlements.”
The cabin was small, and rudely built of logs, no
chimney mounting upward, the fire built against a
backing of stones, and the smoke ascending through a
broad opening in the roof of the bark. A four-lighted
window was pierced by the side of the door, which was
made of split pieces and fastened with a wooden lateh,
the renowned “latch-string” hanging without. The
floor was made of small bass-woods “ halved,” the flat
side up, and “evened down” by the axe. Every thing
within was of a corresponding rudeness, and all evi-

dently new. There were some signs of refinement,

|
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especially in the delicate-looking housewife, whose
light form moved about with a languid step. Her
cheek was hollow and faded, and her lips thin and
bloodless. Her eye had a dreamy dulness, save when
lit up while resting upon a golden-haired boy, who
was as happy in the wild-wood as he would have been
in a better home. The hastily built hut was no palace,
yet, with right hearts and lives, there is no truer hap-
piness found than under the roof of bark in the frontier
wild.

But happiness was not where we have been looking.
Mary Carlton was fading away. In better days she
married a noble-minded man in New-England, and
for a number of years was surrounded with wealth,
comfort, and happiness. In an evil hour he entered
into political life, and there formed the habit of mode-
rate drinking, which stealthily but rapidly grew into
drunkenness. A large speculation into which he ven-
tured went against him soon after, and his estate was
swept from under him at a blow. With a stout heart
he could have rolled back the adverse tide, and with
a portion of the wreck of a large property shielded his
family from want, and saved himself from ruin. But
the mysterious and accursed slavery of the cup was
upon him, and he turned from his home, his wife and
child, to steep his better nature in the poison of the
glass. His descent was rapid and destructive, and as

a final attempt to escape as a public charge, he re-
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moved to a piece of land upon the Ohio river which

had escaped the general ruin.

His hand had never been hardened by toil, and the
axe weighed heavily upon his wasted energies. The
winter brought want in a new form, and, to add to

his troubles, he cut his foot severely, and was “laid

!
|
|
1
up” in his house for a long time. With angel forti- |
tude and meekness, the heroic woman submitted to the ﬂ
bitter change. Had the husband aroused himself like |
a brave-hearted man and wrestled with his fortune, i
she would have looked into the future with hope. ‘
As soon as Carlton could hobble out, he crossed the 3
river to the settlement, and returned intoxicated. |
The act was a crushing blow into the wife’s already 1
wounded heart. It was the first time he had been in ‘i
such a situation since his arrival West, and a shadow ’
fell over her spirits like the sickening sense of some |
coming calamity. An exile from a happy fire-side,
poor, and buried in the forest, the darker threads of
life gathered like a woof of woe around her wearied |
footsteps. Her kindest words, tremulous with touch- |
ing emotion as they gushed from a heart flooded with i
grief, in tones which yet glowed with the silvery i
witchery of other days, had failed. The mute elo- |
quence of woe produced no impression. The fast-
dropping tears were unheeded. The pleading eye of
the beautiful boy, as he looked upon his mother’s sor-
rowing countenance, was rebuked by harsh and sting-
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ing words. The destroyer was in their midst, his
footsteps upon their very hearth-stone, and his hot,
scathing breath wrapping the very altar. Home or
heart has no shrine too sacred for the demon.

On the day of which we have spoken in the com-
mencement of our story, Carlton had returned from
the settlement, drunker than usual. He barely suc-
ceeded in crossing the river in the early part of the
afternoon, reeled as he walked, and had a bottle in his
pocket, and was cross and ill-tempered beyond any
previous period. His wife said not a word. To his
stern demand for food she could answer but with
tears. HKdward, the boy, crept up towards his father
and asked him if he had brought home that meal
which he said he would get. A rude blow with the
palm of the hand sent the boy reeling backwards, and
he hid away, vainly endeavoring to smother his
broken sobs.

In passing before the fire, Mary stumbled against
the wounded foot and partly fell. Mad with pain and
liquor, the brutalized husband drew up his bottle of
heavy glass and struck her a full blow upon the
temple. She fell heavily upon the floor by his side,
straightened out like a weary sleeper at rest, and then
recoiling with a shiver, remained motionless and still.

BEdward shrunk away to his “bunk” in the loft,
where he soon forgot his troubles in slumber, from
which he was aroused in the morning by the voice of
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his father. He hurried down, and was ordered to take
a ring and go across the river after liquor. The boy
listened to the roar of the river and shuddered, but
dared not say a word. He reached out mechanically
and took the ring, which he recognized as his mother’s,
one which she had always worn. It was yet dark,
but he found his way to the river, where the swollen
tide frowned upon any human attempt to row a boat
across its arrow-like surface to the opposite shore. A
lad of twelve years of age recoiled at the sight.

Broad daylight found Edward still upon the bank,
pierced through and through with the cutting cold,
and shivering to the heart, and yet he durst not return
to the house. The blue lips grinned and twitched
convulsively over the chattering teeth, and his eyes—
the mild blue eyes—glared wildly with the gnawings
of hunger and mental anguish. The broad day, we
said, found him upon the bank. The husky voice of
the father aroused him, and he forgot the danger and
his sufferings, in his fears. Curses and blows fell upon
his shrinking form, and he was harshly ordered to do
as he was bid. Old Carlton managed to unloose the
skiff, and as he held it where it rocked and struggled,
Edward mechanically stepped in, and the besotted
parent pushed the frail craft out upon the sweeping
waters.

"Twas a fearful sight! Benumbed with cold, and
appalled with fear, the boy’s arm was like a reed—a
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blade of grass in a storm. As the boat shot out into
the current, it was whirled like an autumn leaf, and
went down the river stern foremost, like an arrow.
Edward looked towards the bank where his father

stood, and as he saw him there, he shrieked out in an
b

agony of fear, “O Father, Father! save me! I am

An ice-cake struck the skiff at this moment, and
the supplication was broken off, and Edward thrown
upon his face. The oars had been lifted from the oar-
locks and borne away ; and as the boy again looked
up, he found himself without even them, and shooting
downward in a seething caldron of ice, tree trunks,
and roaring waters, beyond the reach of human arm.
A deep curse was borne away from the lips of Carlton,
upon the “clumsiness of the little villian.”

Downward shot the skiff, the bare-headed, shiver-
ing boy upon his knees, with a hand clutched upon
each side of the boat, and he wet with the water
which dashed in jets continually over him. As he
shot farther down, he stretched out both arms towards
his father, now dimly seen upon the bank, and his
wild wail for help mingled with the roar of the surg-
ing river and the hissing of the blast. The father
turned sullenly away as the drifting speck disappeared
around a bend in the river.
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PICTURE THE SECOND.

THE RESCUE.

THE clouds have gathered in dense depths in the
sky, and the snow falls thickly and steadily down.

The earth is soon wrapped in white, and sheets of coarse,
hail-like sleet now and then go hurrying by on the

blast. But there is no white upon the river. It swal-
lows the snow-flakes, and rolls on as swiftly and as
angrily and darkly as at early day The streams that
have swelled its current are not yet chilled, and the
undiminished volume rolls on.

A house has just gone by, tumbling and lurching
close under the bows of a steamer which is struggling
across the ferriage. As the steamer rounds to within
the pier, a skiff shoots forward upon a cross current, |
and is cast by the wake of the wheels shoreward, and |
washed upon the pier. Another wave, and it will be |
snatched back! A boatman catches sight of something |
in the bottom, and draws the boat beyond the reach |
of the swell. Nearly dead, the ears, hands and feet |
frozen stiff, is Edward Carlton, watched over and
preserved through more than fifty miles of peril, where
danger and death stalked together down the river.
Bitter were the sufferings of the poor boy as the
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warm tide of life again shot like barbed arrows through
the chilled frame. He had been awakened from a fear-
ful but sweet slumber to suffer still more deeply; but
the kind and true-hearted looked after him, and he so
far recovered as o give the history of his perilous
ride, and the cause of it. Ilis account was listened to
with painful interest, and a company, as soon as he
was able to go with them, started up the river to
find the boy’s family. Under the direction of Ed-
ward, they soon found the landing-place, and followed
the direction of the path towards the house. A dead
tree had fallen across the path, where, as they passed
over, they recognized bones under both sides, the
flesh eaten off by wolves, and pieces of clothing scat-
tered about. The bones were those of a man, the joints
yet unseparated; and broken under the tree was a
crutch which Edward recognized as the one carried
by his father. The remains were those of Carlton, who,
in returning from the river, the morning on which he
had driven Edward out after liquor, had been crushed
under the tree, and his flesh eaten by wolves.

‘While some of the party remained to cut out Carl-
ton, the others pushed on to the house, where no
sound of human life greeted them as they entered.
Living alone in the wilderness at that point on the
Ohio river, no one had been in the vicinity of Carlton’s
dwelling since the fatal night of the drunken hus-
band’s return.
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As they entered, a blue jay darted upward through

the chimney opening, and perched, screaming, upon a

branch. Snow was yet heaped upon the hearth, dis-
colored by the rains which had washed the soot from
the logs, and tracked up by the jays and squirrels, who
had been the only companions and watchers of the
dead. That blow of the bottle had done its work: and
at the hearth, beyond the reach of the rumdealer or
spring sun, lay the accomplished Mary Carlton, dead
and frozen as she fell at the feet of a maddened hus-
band. She lay partly upon one side, her left hand under
her, and the right arm stretched out upon the hearth,
and buried in snow. The blood had flowed out, and
then blackened and dried, holding the hair firmly to

the floor. The lips were slightly parted—all else as

calm as an evening’s rest. The rude settlers looked
tearfully upon the scene, while the orphan wept upon
the neck of the frozen mother. Well might the injured
boy have asked why his home was thus desolate, his
parents dead, and he alone in the world.

Mrs. Carlton was buried by the river bank, and the
skeleton of the husband beside her. Edward was torn
from the spot, and went forth prematurely old. An
age of dark, undefined thought had passed over him
with its crushing memories, to rest like shadows
upon his after life.
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PICIRURE" T'HE" THIR D
THE MOB.

LATE in the autumn of 18—, a young man appeared
in L———, Ky., and entered one of the law offices
of that city as a student. He sought no intercourse
with those around him, nor mingled in any of the
fashionable amusements or gatherings of city life. He
was not more than eighteen years of age, and yet the
native nobility of manhood had sealed his brow, and
a soul of lofty purpose beamed out in his large, full
eye. His bearing was proud, and at the same time
cordial and frank, such as marks the ease and grace
of the true gentleman. His form was slightly above
the medium height, and a perfect model of symmetry
and strength. The features were in keeping with the
outline of the man, classic in their beauty, and marked
by the calm repose of uncommon energy and strength.
He was modest and retiring, yet the arrogant upstarts
around him turned away abashed from the quiet and
mysterious influence of. true worth.

The boy was to be drawn from the calm current of
his course.

Late one dark evening the community were aroused
by the news of an assassination, on one of the main

streets, of an old and respectable citizen. The body
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was pierced with wounds, and his head was nearly
severed from his body. The whole city was in com-
motion. The time, the boldness of the deed and its
seemingly unprovoked atrocity, coupled with the well-
known worth of the deceased, fired the people into a
frenzy. The most persevering efforts were made to
hunt out the perpetrators of the act. A broken lamp
had been found near the mutilated body, and it was
“soon traced out as one seen at the Post Office on the
evening of the murder, in the hands of a newly arrived
citizen from the Eastern States.

At daylight his residence was surrounded, and the
silver door-handle found marked with the imprint of
a bloody hand ! The house was entered and searched,
and the owner found in his bed, his coat and vest be-
smeared with blood. No protestations were listened
to, and he was rudely dragged from his bed and his
family to the hall where the corpse of the murdered
man had been laid, followed by a gathering crowd,
whose mutterings were fearfully ominous of summary
proceedings.

During this period our student had been soundly
sleeping in the rear of his office, but awoke as a quick,
loud rap was given upon the street door. He dressed
himself hastily and opened the door, starting back as
his eyes fell upon a sad and yet as beautiful an appa-
rition as ever appeared to a young lawyer. It was no
phantom, however, but a girl in the full bloom of




EDWARD CARLTON. 7T

womanhood. Her eyes were red and swollen with
weeping, and her lips were as pale as the bloodless
marble. Sinking into a chair, she hurriedly told her
errand. Her father had been arrested that morning
at daylight for murder, and forced away amid threats
and imprecations. She glanced eloquently at the
history of her family, and there was that truthful,
heart-broken earnestness in her recital which won the
complete confidence of her listener.

“He is wealthy, and a stranger here, and would
have harmed no man;” and she wept still more bit-
terly.

“But,” said the student, “they will not injure a
man without a trial ?”

“A mob, sir, a MOB,” she shrieked, and arose, with
her extended finger shaking as she shuddered at the
sound of the word, and thought of her parent in the
hands of the infuriated populace.

The student was embarrassed. The lawyer with whom
he was studying was out of the city, and he said :

“You must call upon some of the lawyers of the
city for aid ; Mr. —— is not at home at this time.”

“I have, I Zave” she cried, wringing her hands,

“but so strong is the fury of the mob that not one

of the cowards dares to raise a voice to save an inno-

cent man.”

“I wiLL,” said the student, shutting his teeth firm-

ly together. His eye kindled with a proud conscious-
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ness of right, and his chest heaved with the struggling

energies of a spirit aroused. A thought had flashed
upon his mind as he remembered the incidents of the
previous night. While returning to his room, he
heard voices from a dark passage-way between the
buildings.

“ Strike quick and deep, and then for the boat,”
said one.

Not dreaming of the meaning of the words, he care-
lessly turned—to hear quick, stealthy steps, and a
gasping cry as a heavy body fell upon the ground.
He was immediately run against by persons at full
speed and thrown from the walk, something at the
same time falling with a ringing noise upon the stones
by his side. Reaching out his hand, he grasped the
blade of a bowie-knife, warm and clammy with blood.
As he regained his feet, he saw an old man, with a
lamp, fall forward upon the ground where the scuffle
was, and, with an exclamation of horror, spring up
again and hurry on. By this time others had found
the body, and the student wisely kept out of view
with the bloody knife in his hand, and blood running
from his nose, which had been struck by the retreating
assassins.

The student now believed he understood the whole
matter, and he started for the City Hall in company
with his fair client, who would not be persuaded to

remain.
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The crowd slowly made way for the pair, and they
stood by the side of the dead, and before one of the
most dreadful tribunals on earth—a frenzied MoB!

Here was a sight for the eye!

‘“ Has any one a word to say why this man shall
not suffer death ?” asked the ringleader in a coarse
voice. The sea of passion was hushed for a moment.
Pale, but calm, the old man charged with the murder
stood with a rope around his neck, and a tear gather-
ing in his eye as he saw the two new-comers enter
the circle around the corpse. The danghter looked
towards her father, and sank to the floor without so
much as a whisper.

The crowd swayed for a moment, and the student
sprang lightly, but modestly, upon the rude platform.
His beardless face and mild blue eye, notwithstanding
his athletic form, seemed a feather in the angry mael-
strom around him. He was embarrassed for a mo-
ment ; but as he heard a cry from without of “Pull
him down,” followed by a missile which just missed
his head, the untried steel of a powerful mind gave
out its fire, and it kindled and glowed in his eye, and
went over his cheek like a sun-flash.

“Fellow-citizens !”

There was an indescribable magic in the deep, clear
tones which rolled out over the multitude, and vi-
brated to every heart. The angry elements were almost
instantly hushed under some master spell—some weird
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incantation fell upon that maddened throng, and they
looked upward to the boy giant, who towered as he
proceeded, until his white brow rocked like a marble
dome upon the stirring depths beneath.

The student rapidly and clearly detailed the inci-
dents of the night as he witnessed them, and produced
the knife which he found upon the walk before the
old man stumbled over the body, and held it up still
red with blood.

The people here swayed with sensation, and wedged
closer in towards the youth. As for him, he was
launched. The pent-up crater had opened, and the
warm tide of nature’s eloquence gushed like the
streamlet, or swayed with intensity and volume. He
spoke of the stranger, and of his previous life—his
family. He boldly attacked their proceedings, and
the principle of mob law; and as his bitter invective
fell upon the remorseless system, hissing, glowing
from under his curling lip, it burned upon the hearts
of those who heard him, until madmen recoiled and
cowered in shame. The ringleader let the rope fall
from his hands, and wedged bagk through the crowd.

Again the boy spoke of the family-—the daughter
at Test in their midst—the wife and mother at home—
the white-haired old stranger standing in the midst of
a band of American citizens, and in a land of govern-
ment and law, a rope around his neck, and he to be
hung like a dog, without a trial by his countrymen or
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a word with his family; and the crowd breathed freer,
as though they had escaped some fearful gulf, and one
of the persons stepped up to the prisoner and cut the
rope from his neck.

Again he appealed to them as citizens, Christians
and men. The foam gathered upon his lips, and as
the sentences rolled rapidly from them, livid with
the intensity of thought, and fell from his trembling
finger, the mob wept and swayed like children.

A man entered the outward circle, his veins swelled
into dark purple chords upon his temples, and gasping
with the violence of his exertions.

“Hold on! hold on!” he hoarsely bawled, “the old
man didn’t kill him—Ilet him go.”

The story was soon told in the rude manner of the
new-comer. A man had died an hour since of yellow
fever, confessing himself the murderer of Dr. Vaughan,
the man whose corpse was before them.

Old and stern men wept as they heard it, and
turned pale with awe. They were not murderers; and
they looked at one another silently, while they shud-
dured at the contemplation of the deed they were a
moment ago so eager to commit. The tide of senti-
ment flowed back to another extremity, and the in-
toxicated, the generous, but excitable people, joined
in a shout which rolled and swelled until it was deaf-
ening. The student was borne away upon a sea of
stalwart arms in a triumphal march through the

6
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streets. An innocent life was saved, and happiness
carried to a desolate home. The student was the lion

of the day. 'Twas a proud occasion for the bo
Y Ys

whose drunken father and heart-broken mother slept
upon the banks of the Ohio—for Edward Carlton.
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PICTURE THE FOURTH.
THE BRIGHTER SKY.

FroM the time we left young Carlton, after his
speech before the mob, the thread of his existence
became bright in the light of hope. At one bold
bound he had cleared the youthful heads of his young
comrades, and was tracing a bright and giddy height
in the popular estimation. His talents, his eloquence
and worth, made him every where welcome; and his
uative dignity and suavity of manner commanded the
respect of the fashionable, and won the regard of all
classes. At twenty years of age, he found himself
borne rapidly along upon a strong current of popu-
larity.

To the venerable Fleetwood, whose life he had
saved from the mob, he appeared as a deliverer; and
in the wealthy merchant, Edward found a firm and
enthusiastic friend, with a carte blanche to unlimited
confidence—his house and hospitality. The gratitude
of the daughter was almost idolatry, and it would
have been strange if the lone youth had not learned
to more than admire the beautiful and gifted creature
who, as a client, first brought out that spark which
had kindled into a blaze. She was every way worthy
of such an attachment—a prize which the best and
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the noblest in the land might have been proud to win.
Wealth had often sought her hand, but she turned
from all to treasure the regard of the young and un-
known, but gifted Carlton. We said he was un-
known. We mean so far as his personal history was
concerned. None knew from whence he came, or of
what family he was. None asked him, for the broad
stamp of nobility was upon him. Nature’s heraldry
was written indelibly upon his features, and her best
blood had a fountain in his true heart. Had he been
of kingly line, with an ancestry reaching back into
the mist, and renowned in the history of ages, Ellen
would have thought no more of him. She knew him
as the saviour of her father’s life, and her own truth-
ful choice.

At the time of which we speak, the facilities for
acquiring an education were not so great as mnow.
Public institutions of learning were then scarce in the
West. Carlton, with all his reading and brilliant
ability, felt the want of a more thorough education.
He longed to master the avenues of knowledge, and
turn their teeming treasures into his own mind. An
ambition had been kindled in his heart. ~The out-
burst at the City Hall, upon the morning after the
murder, had revealed to him his power. Another
stimulant had now been mingled with his hopes, and
he resolved to make the most of the talent God had

given him.
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Hope shed a glowing light into the heart of young
Carlton, and the thoughtful student became buoyant
and hopeful. The dark nightmare of the past had
fled backward still into the gloom of the distance, and
his step became more elastic as the future brightened.
At times his thoughts went delving into an earlier
and darker period of his existence. He remembered
his pale and sad-hearted mother, his father’s curse,
and his own fearful ride upon the river; his return,
the crushed skeleton under the old tree, and the pale
cheek by the snow-covered hearth; the rude burial by
the river bank, and his heavy-hearted departure, a
homeless, friendless, pennyless boy. How through
the dark valley he had passed in the bitterness of
spirit, and now emerged where Heaven seemed to
smile upon his efforts. Young Carlton was not un-
grateful, and he bowed himself with deeper faith to
the battle of life. With a bold hand he would carve
out a name which should be a beacon-light.

Carlton avowed his attachment to Ellen. There
was no sickly coquetry, no trifling with the heart
so far above deceit. The sentiment, so frankly ut-
tered, was as frankly reciprocated, and no childish
scenes. With all that we have no business, dealing
only with the more prominent facts of a brief career,
too sadly and quickly ended.

Kdward remained in the office a month after his
engagement with Kllen. He then made known his
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project of entering Yale College for the purpose of
completing his education. Old Fleetwood remon-
strated, and Ellen looked sad; but the stout-hearted
youth smiled, and spoke so earnestly of his purpose
and of his hopes that they did not urge him further,
and he proceeded to make arrangements for his de-
parture.

He was soon ready for a leave, and looked forward
to the morrow with regret, as he was to step from a
threshold across which he had already looked into a
brighter world.

The sunbeams crept softly in where he was seated,
in the midst of trunks and packages, after shimmering
upon the river, as if to smile upon his departure and
warm his heart with hope and faith. He was lost in
dreamy revery, and he thought of the change so re-
cently wrought in his fortunes, while his resolution
almost faltered. His popularity was already all that
a young man could wish—brilliant and full of pro-
mise; but he flung back the temptation, and became
the more resolute in his determination to work the
mine which had been so deeply opened.

When he aroused himself, the dusky shadows of
twilight were gathering without, and he hastened to
the parting which he dreaded, and yet which he would
not have foregone for a world.

There was another interview which we will not in-
trude upon. The swift-footed hours stole rapidly into
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the depth of the night, and the dews fell damply
around ere Edward rose to bid a good-bye.

As he turned to leave, the heavy ring upon his
finger flashed in the clear moonlight, and Ellen play-
fully begged it of him as a keepsake. Edward became
suddenly sad and silent, and remained lost in thought.

“No, no, Ellen,” said he at last, “my heart and
hopes are all yours now, but do not ask me to part
with this. The finger that wore it has mingled with
earth, and its beaming reads me a sad history ; and
yet I would not forget it. Not a drop of my blood
runs on earth save in my own veins. I am going
again among strangers. I am not superstitious, Ellen;
but my destiny is woven with this ring, and I should
give it up with a shudder. It speaks from the dead ;
and when I am away from the spot where I have been
blessed, it will be a talisman which will guard me
with mysterious power. You will leave me this?” he
continued.

There was a sadness in his tone, a tremor in his
voice, which vibrated to the heart of Ellen. She would
not have taken the cherished trinket from him for a
kingdom.

There was the sad but blissful parting of youthful
hearts just flooded with sunshine—a happiness un-
clouded,—and each turned away, the man to grapple
more sternly with the purposes which he had formed,
and the maiden to weep herself into a world of
happy dreams.
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At an early hour the morning after the parting in-
terview, a steamer swung from the pier and moved
up the Ohio. When the spires and domes of the city
were fading out in the distance, Edward lingered upon
the stern-deck and watched the receding shores until
all was blended with the hazy blue of the sky. The
waters rippled with a sound of sadness, and the inner-
most thoughts of his heart went back to the Mecca of
his first love.

He stopped a day at the “clearing.” No one had
disturbed its solitude. The fire-weeds were densely
and rankly standing to the very threshold of the hut,
and bowing over the rude mound by the river bank.
The spring flowers were already starting upon the
grave, like emblems of promise, speaking of an im-
mortality of bloom. Edward communed with his
thoughts, and wept over his mother at rest. Age had
made him keenly acquainted with the character of the
sorrow that consumed her, and he loved her all the
more sacredly as memory clothed her with the virtues
and goodness of a suffering angel. The river, upon
whose bosom he was launched by a drunken father
upon the morning of that fearful voyage, was now
gliding smoothly in the sunlight, and its banks shaded
to the water's edge with a dense fringe of opening
green. He pushed on up the river, plans of a monu-
ment to the dead, and memories of a bright parting
at the city, mingling and blending like sunshine and

shadow in his mind.

|
|
[
!



EDWARD CARLTON. 89

PICTURE THE FIFTH.
THE LAUREL.

THE field red with blood, and where the life-swell-
ing legions of foeren, draped in the heavy clouds of
battle-mist, roll before the iron hail of death like the
dust before the blast, and “sleep the sleep that knows

no waking”

upon the rent and recking turf, is not the
80il whose laurels are the greenest and most unfading.
The roar of the bristling surge has music for the foeman
as he dashes against the opposing surge ; and its crest—
the sea of tossing plumes that rise and fall with the
drum-beat

makes the eye kindle and the hot blood
mount to bold deeds. But they leave no record save
the red drenchings upon the sod, or the rank harvests
fertilized by the fearful waste of human life.

The wild shout of an intoxicated populace when
the hero returns from the field of triumph, is grateful
to the ambitious chieftain; but it is as fickle as the
wind, and returns not to cool the feverish brow of the
discarded toy of popular caprice. The world may
applaud, and history may call the hero great; but
the shattered household circle invoke no blessings
upon his head.

The world is full of heroes who are unhonored and
unsung ; who are unknown; whose graves are never
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marked by more than humble slabs. The homeless,
landless, friendless laborer who sweats out his brain
for five shillings a day, and wrestles with poverty
through a long life to feed, clothe, and educate his
family, is more of a hero than him whom armies fol-
low to battle. Every position in life furnishes its
heroism, though it be unwritten. There are laurels
every where for man and woman to win, if they are
but brave, honest, and true.

There is a gathering in old Yale. Another term
i8 brought to a close, and the distinguished of the
land are grouped within the precincts of the venerable
old pile. The élite of the city are there—the beauty
and the fashion. Bright eyes are glancing thickly in
that sea of heads; jewelled fingers, with delicate fans,
are coquettishly luring the coy breeze to the flushed
cheek ; and over all there breathes a low hum of half-
uttered voices which mingles with the rustling of
silks and the moving of slippered feet. An intellec-
tual banquet is prepared, and the assemblage is await-
ing the opening of the feast.

The feast has opened. For a long time the most
elaborate and polished thoughts have been dropping
into the minds of that audience like gems, to be ad-
mired as they shot up, and treasured as they fell.

¢“¢Genius,’ by

With an unassuming yet dignified air, a manly form

—” is announced.

moves out upon the stage, with a roll of manuscript
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in the left hand. The audience are hushed as he
comes, for such symmetrical, manly proportions have
not appeared before upon the stage that day.

Upon that classically chiselled yet massive front
sits the repose of conscious strength. There is a rich
flush upon the cheek, changing as a cloud when the
soft blue eye sweeps over the scene before him. A
heavy lock of black hair has fallen across the broad
dome of thought down by the eye.

HEvery eye is riveted upon him, awaiting the first
tone from his lips. He stands as if gathering himself
for his task. The muscles are working around his
throat, as if struggling to keep back the words thickly
crowding for utterance.

His lips part with a sigh—the first breath of the
engine whose machinery is already on the move. A
single sentence glides out, and the lips again close;
but the deep, rich tone floats away and rests upon
the minds before him like some holy spell. Its slight-
est vibrations, as they shiver and die away, cannot be
forgotten. The audience lean forward by one com-
mon impulse, as if to more quickly catch the next
thought of the speaker.

He speaks again.

Another and another period rolls gracefully out, the
volume deepening. The eye kindles and the form
sways slightly as he continues. Such a voice! Such
words! One old white-haired man to the right of the
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stage leans forward upon his staff, his lips slightly
parted, and his eye resting intensely upon the speaker,

who is now fairly afloat.

“Genius!”

Genius was there, enthroned in regal majesty upon
that swaying brow, its temple within and its altar-
flame glowing where Deity had kindled it.

Not one in old Yale on that day spoke as did the
young orator from the West. No thoughts like his
thoughts—no tones like his tones—swelling and lin-
gering in the heart until the people wept, and yet they
knew not why. And when he concluded, they awoke
slowly as from a dream—no deafening applause—but
a hum of smothered praise came up like an incense to
the master whose incantations had so wondrously
steeped their minds in the strange witchery of Na-
ture’s eloquence.

The speaker has passed within, but hears the offer-
ing of praise, and a smile gathers upon his lip.

He is overwhelmed with congratulations from teach-
ers and comrades, and receives the highest honors of
the institution; and before the sun sets he is on his
eager way to the far West, Ilope weaving her fabrics
of mingled woof in his happy breast.

Another proud day in the history of Edward Carl-
ton.
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PG R B R HUE S STEXET H
THE TALISMAN LOST !

THERE is a stir in the city—a hurrying of feet and
a hum of voices. Kdward has returned with the
greenest laurels of old Yale, and the mansion of old
Fleetwood is thrown open to the throng that is
wending thitherward. A party is being given in honor
of his return, and the fashion and the wealth of the
place is gathering, for the scene at the City Hall has
not been forgotten. The rooms are filled with a gay
crowd of the beauty and chivalry of the Old Com-
monwealth, bright eyes and ornamental gems glancing
in the light.

With a kingly stride Edward Carlton passes among
his friends, dispensing smiles and modest words, him-
self the observed of all observers. Such a form, such
a mind, and such a heart, receive a willing homage
from either sex, for he is above envy.

Ellen Fleetwood is there, dressed in a suit of white
muslin, her person unadorned, and yet adorned the
most. She is peerless in that elegant crowd, and
Carlton’s heart bows silently in deeper homage as he
watches her movements of ease and grace, and the
goodness and purity of soul which shine out from
every feature of the lovely girl. He dreamed as the
gifted dream, even in the passing crowd.
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Dreams pass away !

The mellow moonbeams of a summer’s night poured
like a flood from a full fountain, gushing out in the
sky of unclouded blue, and its shimmering waves
swept silently over forest and field and river, or lin-
gered in silvery eddies around the domes of the city.
It looked in through the windows, and laughed upon
the waters of the river as they glided on beneath its
silver shallops, and left them dancing, anchored by
gleaming cables which reached back to the flag-ship
of the queen of night sailing high up in the ocean
above. Music floated out on the still night air, and
the scene looked like some fairy enchantment as it lay
wrapped in the silver haze.

Old Fleetwood’s mansion overlooked the river. A
broad balcony ran across the rear, from which the eye
could plunge down to the depths where stars were
thickly studded in the world below, and winked back
to stars above, smiling at one another. Upon this
balcony were gathered a group of ladies enjoying the
beautiful scene before them. With-a heart full of the
ecstacy of happy youth, Carlton passed out and joined
them. His eloquence lent a new charm to the scene,
and he was soon surrounded by a galaxy of fair
friends.

A waiter came out upon the piazza with a salver
upon which were glasses and bottles of wine. He
passed it around, and each took the glass until it came
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to Carlton. A flush came upon his cheek, but as
quickly passed away, and he calmly refused. He saw
the look of surprise with which the compan y regarded
his course, and attempted to smile as he apologized
for any seeming disrespect.

“I trust you will excuse me, ladies. I never have
practised drinking, even moderately, and do not wish
ever to do so.”

There was a tone in his voice that forbade levity,
and but one urged the matter further. She was a
dark-eyed Creole from New-Orleans, of almost match-
less beauty, an heiress, and of queenly pride. She
had been drawn into the circle by the witchery of the
student’s words, and now so strange appeared his con-
duct, that her full eye rested upon his until the color
deepened upon her own olive cheek. Her snowy
teeth burst into a smile as she still held the glass in
her hand.

“Ha! Sir Knight, the favorite of fair dames, and
yet refusing our royal behest! Surrounded by our
court, and yet a bold rebel! What freak is this?
We shall look next to see you spread your fins, and
take to the river like a fish, and spend your nights in
cold water. Who would wish to hook out such a
cold-blooded monster ?”

The wild creature shook back her black tresses, and
burst into a laugh which gushed like a flood of music
from her heart.
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The faint smile upon Edward’s countenance gave
place to a shadow, and the mischievous creature
teased him all the more.

“You must drink, Sir, or you are no knight for the
beautiful. Pledge us in wine, we command you, or
we shall break you of your knightly honors.”

Edward had not said a word, and now his full, sad
eye rested steadily upon the bewitching tempter as
she stood before him.

She changed her manner, and her low tones thrilled
with mysterious power, as she wantonly urged him to
drink with her.

“One sip to the brave and the true; oris your
Northern heart too cold for wine or lovely women ?”

She stood peering into his face, her lips slightly
parted, and the glass still in her half-raised hand.

Dampness gathered upon Carlton’s brow, and he
put forth his hand to take the cup. As he did so,
his mother’s ring blazed in the moonlight, and he
withdrew his hand as from a reptile’s sting, while
the hot blood mounted to his temples, and he looked
away with a sigh of relief, and a lip firmly com-
pressed.

Ellen Fleetwood now came up, and the Creole said :

« Ylere is a rebel, Miss Fleetwood, and we yield
him to you; but we fear he is so ungallant that
none—not even you—can bring his proud lips to the

wine-cup. We leave him to his fate.”
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“I will test him,” said Ellen, laughing; and the
Creole and her companion left them to join the dance
within, where music was already thrilling to licht and
restless feet.

A long hour were Edward and Ellen alone upon
the piazza, dreaming away one of the brightest periods
of their lives. Edward spoke of his success at col-
lege and of his future hopes, his deep eye kindling
and his countenance mantled with the inspiration of
genius, while the pure and beautiful creature by his
side hung in rapture on his glowing words. Their
nuptials were arranged, and all seemed bright and
promising.

As they entered the hall, the wine-table stood before
them, and Ellen remembered the conversation she
had heard. She was not without pride, and she felt
an inclination to accomplish what others had failed to
accomplish. She was not wicked, but thoughtless.

Taking the glass, she invited Edward to drink with
her. A shadow of mental anguish—it might have

been a bitter memory—swept across his features, and
he suddenly became sad.

“No, Ellen, I am sure you will excuse me—you
must.”

“You know what I promised to the Creole—I
cannot,” and she held another glass towards him with
a smile.

“I would do any thing in the world but this, be-

7
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lieve me, Ellen; but I have solemn reasons—you will
not urge me?”’

“Some boyish whim. Fie! you afraid of one
glass of wine! Not drink one glass, just for friend-
ship's sake?” She leaned close to him, and he felt
the warm words as they fell like the breath of the
tempter.

“ Do not urge me—do not, Ellen! I am sad. Some
day I will tell you why I refuse a simple glass of
wine from your hand.”

Her pride was a litttle touched, and she pressed
him hard.

“What harm in taking one glass of wine with a
friend? Is the talented Edward Carlton of so slight
a texture?

She was piqued a little, and it appeared in her
voice. Edward pressed his hand upon his brow, as
if to shut out some terrible thought, and passed out
and leaned over the railing to the piazza, looking
down into the river as if to secure some record which
should nerve him now. Ellen followed him and laid
her hand on his shoulder.

¢ Edward—Edward, you do not love me: you have
forgotten Ellen in your thirst for honors.

There was a tremor in her voice as she stood by
the side of the struggling man.

“Ellen, why do you talk to me thus? You will
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drive me mad. Have you ever had reason to doubt
me?”

“If you loved me, why refuse to take one glass of
wine with me after so long an absence ?”

Her tones were low and thrilling, and her hand
trembled on his shoulder. He looked up and saw a
tear struggling out upon the lid.

“You know not what you ask, Ellen. If I take
one glass with you now, will you never urge me
again ?"”

“I never will, if you wish me not to, Edward; but
why so reluctant about so trifling a matter ?”

He grasped the glass, still held by Ellen, with a
trembling hand, and drank it off. His left hand was
resting upon the railing. As he turned off the wine,
he clutched the rail with a strange frenzy—so fiercely
that the ring upon his finger snapped in two pieces
and fell into the river.

Edward uttered a smothered cry of pain, as if his
heart had been riven, and leaned convulsively over,
as if he would follow and snatch the lost gem from
the waters.

“Ha! ha! bold rebel. Now we will forgive you,
with faith plighted that there is no more such trea-
son;” and her wild laugh rang out—the beautiful
Creole’s.

Edward started up, and the large drops stood on
his brow while he echoed back a startling Ha! ha!
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“ Now, Sir, you have returned to your allegiance.
You must drink with me.”—*“And me,”"—*“And me,”
went round the gathering throng.

Without an effort, the cowering Carlton accepted
the proffered glasses; all wanted to drink a glass of
wine with Edward Carlton. Ere long, he was him-
self again, but not himself, as the calm observer could
have seen. An unholy and unnatural fire was kindled
in his heart; it danced with a new and mysterious
glow through his veins; it gleamed wildly in his large
round eye. His words flowed faster, and his laugh
was louder and more frequent than before; his
modest demeanor became more reckless, and he strode
from the piazza with a bearing that attracted the atten-
tion of the ladies.

Ellen lingered on the piazza some time after his de-
parture, and looked out upon the still river gliding
on in the moonlight. She thought of Carlton—was
pained at his conduct as he passed into the drawing-
room, but, poor girl, she never dreamed that she had
done any harm.

The dance went on, and the wine went round until
a late hour.

“ Here's a prodigy from old Yale, No. 1, with the
shell off! Old Fleetwood and his girl for ever! I
saved the old chap’s neck! ha, ha! Get away, old man,

while I drink with the girls. I am a sheepskin—old
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Yale itself in one piece. Angels ain’t no touch to
Ellen. On with the dance, for lamps

‘Shone o’er fair women and brave men.’

Give us room, old man—ha! ha!”

The music and the dance ceased as if a-thunderbolt
had fallen in the midst of the assembly. All were
startled and astonished—painfully shocked. There,
in the middle of the room, leaping and whooping like
a madman, was Edward Carlton, his face of a fire-red,
and his eyes glaring with the frenzy of drunkenness.
He was drunk, and for the first time in his life. He
soon became torpid, and finally reeled and fell upon
the floor.

The party was immediately dispersed. Ellen went
to her room with a heavy heart, and Edward Carlton,
the young and gifted, was carried to his room.

That was a restless night for Ellen Fleetwood.
Waking, she thought of her soul’s idol, its moral
beauty marred and stained ; sleeping, she dreamed of
the same idol, transformed into a laughing, shouting
demon, trying to clutch her in a foul embrace, from
which she started with a bound and a shriek. Tears
burned their fiery way out upon her feverish cheek,
and the morning sunbeams were unheeded by her.
The first bitter grief had entered her heart and left
its chilling shadows. And yet the sorrow-stricken girl
never dreamed that she had had any agency in the
work.
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There is trouble for thee, Ellen !

The conduct of Carlton was the subject of con-
versation at the breakfast-table of Kllen's father.
Ellen abruptly arose and went to her room, whence

he followed her.
“Ellen, Ellen, you love Edward Carlton,” asked |
the old man, as he stooped down where she had I
buried her face upon the sofa.
“God knows how well,” sobbed the stricken girl, in
bitterness of woe.
“And would to God you did not!” slowly spake the
old man, now standing erect, and a tear gathering in

would to God that I had died by the mob, rather
than H
“ Mercy, Father, do not say that! he is brave and

|
|
his eye, as he looked down upon his daughter. “Yes, |
|
|
1
|
\
|

noble.” Ellen stood with streaming eyes, her hands
convulsively clasped, and her hair hanging in dark
masses about her neck.

“ But, Ellen, was he not drunk last night—brutishly |
drunk 2 :

The blood went back from her cheek and lip, and i
she stood before the stern-spoken father, her lips }
parted, looking inte his face with the intensity of |
despair. |

“Yes, he was drunk,” continued the old man, *“and |
the affianced husband of Ellen Fleetwood !”
“But, Father i
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“No buts, Ellen; the daughter of Herman Fleet-
wood never marries a drunkard, though he were
thrice Edward Carlton. IIe wants no wine-bibber for
a son-in-law, nor will he have one.”

The old man spoke more sternly as he proceeded,
Ellen clasping his hands as he stood, and sobbing, as
each word fell with a weight of woe upon her heart.

“He is not a drunkard, Father, he did not want
to—"

Her heart failed her. For the first time it flashed
upon her that she had urged him to drink the wine.

“ Did not want to show his real character,” said he,
taking up her words. ‘“But it is well that he did.
Ellen, Ellen, my child, I love you; and as God is my
witness, Edward Carlton must never visit this house
again as a suitor of yours. I'll have no wine-bibbing
in my family.”

“Oh, Father! do not say it now. I——"

“T have spoken,” broke in the old man, * for your
good and ours. The blow is severe, but better now
than when I am not here to protect.”

He laid Ellen upon the sofa, as he would a child,
and passed out of the room. He left a wreck.

Edward Carlton awoke sober, to find his mind be-
wildered by the floating figments of some dark dream,
and the sun high up in the sky.

|

Thought by thoucht, the incidents of the night
g Y gat, g

came up before him, until the harrowing scene had all
) g
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stared at him like accusing phantoms, and he bowed
his face in humiliation and shame. He had fallen
from a high position.

Late in the afternoon, Carlton walked over to the
mansion of old Fleetwood and rang the bell. The
summons was answered by Fleetwood himself, stand-
ing sternly before Edward. The latter colored deeply,
but at last asked if Ellen was within.

“She is, but does not receive company to-day,”
coldly answered the merchant.

“TIs she unwell ?”

“It matters not. I will not allude to what has
transpired, but have to request that you will not con-
sider yourself any longer at liberty to call here as the
affianced husband of my daughter. I will make any
other sacrifice to cancel my obligation to you for the
service you once rendered us.”

Carlton was stung to the quick, and spoke with
feeling.

‘“There need be no words,” earnestly and somewhat
bluntly spoke the merchant; “after what transpired
last evening, you never can be welcomed to the only
and cherished child of my old age.”

“ Last night,” bitterly replied Carlton. He had lost
his self-respect, and at first cowered before the father
of Ellen. But now his eye flashed proudly back the
thoughts that burned in his bosom.

“After what has transpired!” retorted Carlton, with
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. bitterness. “I suppose you allude to the scene last
night, when I, for the first time in my life, got intoxi-
cated. You, old man, furnished the wine, and your

11

daughter—yes, Ellen—prevailed upon me, against the
She handed me the

most solemn refusals, to drink.
glass with her own hand. I do not reproach her; but
it is ill grace in you to make that act, which I regret
as bitterly as any one, the basis of such treatment.
The serpent which you have thrust into my cup will
turn to rend and blast you and yours. You say she
does not wish to see me more. I would——but so
be it. Old man, tell Ellen Fleetwood—tell her—
JarewellI”

Edward turned with a fierce step, and a heart full
of bitterness, and passed for ever from the threshold
of Herman Fleetwood.
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PICTURE THE SEVENTH.
THE GAMBLER.

Tre dark night wore on, the air hot and oppressive.
Light after light had gradually been put out, until
here and there they gleamed out in the sultry haze,
like dying watch-lights, from the hut of the toiling
seamstress, the rendezvous of vice, or the chamber of
the sick. Pedestrians had ceased to thread the streets,
and not a sound broke upon the stillness save the
occasional rumbling of an omnibus, or the hourly toll
of the old clock in the tower. Lamps burned dimly
in front of the hotels, but even the waiters had fallen
asleep.

Back from the main thoroughfare, and through a
dark passage so narrow that the gx'im walls of the
blocks which towered on either side almost shut out
the murky sky above, we will Hm-:ul our way. A
stench comes up from the reeking gutters, and even
in the darkness you know that here is poverty and
vice huddled together, and piled layer upon layer,
until it 1'<-:wh«*>‘ ﬂ.xu roof far upward, where charity
never finds its way, and even the sunshine is unwel-
come as it looks fiercely down to burn upon the fever-
ish brows beneath the heated roof.

We shrink as the pattering steps of some retreating




EDWARD CARLTON. 107

dog strike the ear, but tread boldly ; for want is for-
getful, perchance, in its brief rest, and vice is yet at
its revels.

Your arm, if you please, and turn here to the left,
down into a still darker and narrower alle >y, the pave-
ment covered with filth, and the buildings still more
desolate in their outward appearance.

God of heaven! is thigs a part of the world we left
at sunset, when the eye lingered upon beautiful land-
scapes of green meadows and trees, where neat cot-
tages peeped out from the shrubbery, and clear streams
stole on through the woods, to smile again as they
emerged into the sunlight? Is this the world where
the blue sky hangs like a curtain studded with stars
over the sweet rest of beings blessed with wealth and
comfort? Do the creatures here huddled under these
dingy roofs ever see such fields and streams, green
trees and sunny skies?

Here, isolated from the other buildings, is a huge
pile of dirty brick, its outlines now looming darkly
out against the dull sky. Up the broad steps!

Hush! sounds of revelry—of voices and loud laugh-
ter within. Lights, too, shine from the upper win-
dows, and fade out into darkness beyond. The crater
1s active, its mortal lava read y to roll out and poison
and blight the moral beauty of the whole neighbor-
hood.

We will lift the heavy knocker!
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Tts stroke sounds harshly out upon the stillness,
and the noise is stilled within.

A cautious step is heard upon the stairs, and then
the shutters of a small oval opening in the upper half
of the door are slightly turned by some one within.

«Who is there?” asks a coarse female voice, as a
Jamp is held up behind the opening so that the light
shines out upon the steps. Yhe next moment her eye
catches a view of the “star,” and the bolt is drawn
and the door slowly opened, the woman still standing
behind it and peering into our faces.

There is something painfully repulsive in her
coarse, sensual features—a red, bloated mass, steeped
in the excess of every vice. The brow is low, and the
nose thick and flat; the hair wiry, and standing out
in short mats, as if it never had known the toilet; her
form stooping, and her long bony arms hardly covered
by the ragged and dirty sleeves. Her eyes are small,
and of that peculiar dark which strikes a dread as
they gleam out from their inflamed sockets. The
monster to guard the portals of the moral hell is well
chosen; a woman-tigress, whose very breath is hot
and blighting, and whose eye glares like a serpent’s.

We follow her up a dirty stairway, and stand in the
long, narrow hall upon the second floor, with rooms
on either side. Laughter, oaths, and mingled sounds
of reckless revelry are distinctly heard in different
parts of the building. But we will enter but one
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room to-night, for in truth we always feel tainted by
the foul atmosphere here imprisoned.

Here is the gambling-room and bar. The old hag
knocks a mystic number upon the door, and it is
opened, and we pass in.

A lamp hanging from the centre of the ceiling gives
out a bright glare through every part of the room.
There are settees around by the walls, and upon them
are men and women; some conversing in whispers,
and others loud and boisterous, or laughing at some
low jest. Here is the old adept in vice, and the young
scholar already madly plunging on to ruin. Here is
the rotten sepulchre where all that is womanly ig
buried, echoing now with sounds of obscene revelry,
and reeking with the pollution of a life of debauchery.
Purity has fled. The cheek is never reddened with
shame, for vice has stamped its imprint so deeply
there, that we turn with disgust, and wonder how the
pure and beautiful can fall so low.

Here are young, girlish-looking creatures, but the
footprints of vice have already been stamped on the
delicate beauty of opening womanhood, and the bold
speech and the coarse laugh arrest the attention while
we look upon the youthful faces and fair forms which
are here gathered.

Look within the bar to the left!

A slight-built, rather delicate-looking girl, of not
more than sixteen summers, is resting on one elbow,
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with her head leaning upon the hand, and a beautiful
face upturned to the glare of the lamp, though per-
haps too deep a hectic for innocence and health.

She is neatly attired, and her small and delicately
chiselled features would attract attention in any
fashionable drawing-room. The night is far advanced,
and the wearied creature is at rest. The forgetfulness
of sleep has shut out the sounds of revelry, and per-
chance she dreams—dreams, it may be, of home, of
early purity and bliss, and forgets that she is entombed,
and yet lives on among the fetid exhalations of moral
death. She looks weary and sad. Some fiendish
wrong may have brought her here to be an “angel
damned,” while the spoiler is the pet of the society
which dooms the victim to the hell of infamy, and
smiles upon the destroyer.

The night’s revelry has palled upon her exhausted
spirits, and in the midst of that Babel of tongues the
orphan girl forgets that she is a wreck upon the sea
of vice, and sleeps and dreams, the sunlight of that
dreamland flitting across the features, and giving a
purer and calmer breath to the heaving bosom.

Leave the girl in the happiness of slumber, and turn
to those with whom we are more interested at this
time.

A large circular table stands in the middle of the
room, directly under the broad glare of the lamp.

Turn and look upon the circling line of flushed and

eager countenances around that table !
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Here is the old and young gambler—the hardened
knave and the unsteady youth, rushing recklessly
into the fangs of older and more e xperienced “sharks,”
plunging deeper and still deeper as fortune eludes the
cast of the die.

Across from the door where we stand is a haggard-
looking old man, his features sh: arp I\ cut as if with
some intense suffering, and his thin hairs hanging
loosely about his threadbare coat collar. His teeth
are firmly set, and his small red eye glaring wildly at
vacancy ; his uuht hand thrust dee ply into his pockot,
and his left clasped hard across his brow. His slouched
hat is drawn down in front, as if to shut the li 1ight from
his eyes. The old gambler has lost all, and now sits
wrapped in the solitude of his own bitter reveries.

Near him is a full, red-faced, sensual-looking indi-
vidual, deeply intoxicated, and star ing stupidly at the
players, or smiling, like a drunken idiot, at his own
coarse attempts at wit.

Standing back of him is a masculine-lookis 1g female,
with her hand resting upon his shoulder, watching
the play. She should have died when all that was
womanly died.

There are others around, both sitting and standing,
some deeply interested in Lhc game,

Do you see the players?

The strife is between two, all the rest retiring from
the arena, and leaving the champions alone in the
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struggle. They have played long, and with intense
and absorbing interest. Stake after stake has been
swept from the table, the tide steadily setting in the
game direction. One is flushed with success, but still
wary and cool. The features of the other twitch con-
vulsively at the corners of the mouth, and the restless
eye glitters and rolls with frenzy. The madness of
the gambler is upon him. The working of his face is
fearful.

But mark the victor. His sharp features are as
pale and as rigid as marble. Not a drop has he drunk,
for from the first he has planned and played with
coolness, closing the net with f fatal skill and delibera-
tion around his excited victim. His keen eye glitters
like a serpent’s , kindling as he marks the frenzy of
his antagonist, or as the spoil is swept from the board.
It gleams with an exultant light as it turns upwe ard to
the face of some looker-on when some deep stroke
has made wilder havoc in the purse of his opponent.

Took at the other gambler!

There is something peculiarly attractive in the fea-
tures and bearing of the man, and at the same time

sad and painfal. That manly countenance, although
its moral beauty is m: arred by vice, aw akes the strong-
est sympathy, and the heart goes out towards him
with painful intensity as we watch him madly strug-
gling in the net-work of ruin. He chafes in the

meshes, and braves fate to her utmost.
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There is a bright, fiery spot in his cheeks, and a
fierce light in his eye. His hands tremble as he deals
the cards, for his whole system, his very soul, is
wrapped in the terrible delirium of the destroying
vice.

That athletic, firmly-knit, and symmetrical form
seems out of place in this den of the vile. Manhood
yet claims a place upon his brow, now white and
beautiful under his black hair, but thickly covered
with large drops of sweat which he continually brush-
es away with his hand.

There is something in the man’s face so familiar,
and at the same time so winning, that all our feelings
are enlisted with lnm even in the infamous game he
1s playing. We inv oluntarily wish him success now ;
we wish him to win back from his repulsive antago-
nist what he has lost, and then we would rush in and
snatch him from the place and from the wretch who
has pocketed his money.

Another and a heavier stake has been lost, and the
man 1n whose behalf we are so much interested glares
a moment upon the table, his lip drawn between his
teeth until the blood starts from under them.

Heavens! what intensity of agony is there! Cool
and sneering sits the victor, watching like a serpent

every move of the man before him.

With a convulsive start the victim thrusts his hand

into his bosom, stops again, and then, with the ener y
Q

o]
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of desperation, wrenches from his neck a beautiful
miniature, set in the costliest manner. A tear glistens
in the eye of the madman as he lays the sacred trea-
sure upon the table and stakes it for the last.

The black-eyed antagonist takes it eagerly up and
scans its worth, his gaze lingering with surprise upon
the lovely features of the portrait.

Not a word is said by either as a sum of money is
counted out to match the miniature. The cards are
dealt, and the game commences.

The miniature is lost !

The winner reaches out to secure the prize, when
the loser, with a groan of anguish, convulsively clutch-
es his hand at the same moment.

With an oath, the other partly rises from his seat;
and as he does so, the other's eye catches sight of
something, and at the next instant a bright blade
flashes in the light, and the old gambler’s hand is
pierced and fast to the table !

¢ Piend and scoundrel! you have played false. I
have pinned you and the evidence of your guilt to the
table.

«Tt)s a LIE!” thunders the gambler. The other
catches the wrist firmly, and as he snatches the knife
out, turns the arm quickly up, and the card, pierced
and bloody, drops upon the table !

The bleeding gambler throttles the other across the
table, but is no match for the iron frame, stung with
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rage and with rum. The foeman is thrown fiercely
upon the floor, the latter's hand still clenched in hig
enemy’s bosom. Before any one can interfere, the
knife again flits like a sun-flash overhead, and is
buried to the hilt in the heart of the old gambler.
Blood, cards, gold, and the broken miniature, are all
mingled where he stretches out with a shiver, and lies
lifeless and still.

Look at the miniature. Broken from its casket, it
still wears the pure and womanly smile of Fllen Fleet-
wood /

The murderer is in jail and in irons, his black locks
falling in matted profusion as he bows himself and
weeps.

Genius has fallen in ruins! the gambler and mur-
derer is—EDWARD CARLTON |
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PICTURE THE EIGHTH.
THE PRISON—THE INMATE.

BACK from the city, on a slight eminence, and close
by the river, stands the prison. Its dark walls and
turrets look grim and gloomy, and the crash of its
iron bolts, or the creaking of its hinges, as the pon-
derous doors are swung backward and forward, grate
harshly upon the ear, and touch the nerves with a
feeling of dread.

We look in vain to read the secrets of the prison-
house upon those voiceless walls that loom up against
the sky. They close with the same soulless echoes
upon the hardened and the tender. Granite tomb! a
charnel-house, where the living are dead, shrouded in
coffins of stone, and yet denied the rest of the sleepers
that dwell in the graves. The rains fall, but water
not; the sunshine beams down, but warms not; the
earth lies beneath, but bears not a flower or green
blade for the doomed. Time wings onward, but the
world is a sealed book, and mothers live, and weep,
and mourn; but stone and iron have no heart, and
they live, and weep, and mourn in vain. Give us 2
still spot on the earth for a resting-place, and a green
sod for a covering, where the spring sunshine and
rain and dews shall cover us with bloom, rather
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than the living death, where not even a cool breeze
or the carol of a summer bird shall lighten the heavy
footsteps of time.

Look beyond the old prison walls, where the
chastening beauties of God’s pencillings have been
traced on the evening sky. The evening flag-ship
has swung out from her moorings, and floats on a
sea wlhere every wave is dashed with a crimson crest
in that ocean of gold and blue.

The sun sinks in a couch of regal haze! A sheet
of richest golden sunshine sweeps back over the
earth, as if for an evening farewell, and lingers on
the top of the forest, the distant hills, or the spires
and domes of the city.

Now see the old prison buildings!

That golden sheet of lingering sunshine bathes the
tower and turrets of the dusky pile, leaving the lower
part wrapped in gathering night. It looks like the
light of hope struggling to illume a world of gloom.

Slowly that light fades out, and a feeling of loneli-
ness comes over us, as we see it leap from the top-
most point, and fade out in darkness.

As that light fades out, a pale face can be traced
back of the dark net-work of iron which chokes up
the small, high windows. We thought at first that
it. was some shadow, but it is not. A man stands
there—one of the entombed—gazing out upon the
world through the small, four-lighted opening in the
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wall. e lingers as long as the light lasts, and until
the stars come out above. We cannot see him; and
yet, by some mysterious influence, we know he is
there, watching and dreaming as he stands in his
solitude of iron and stone.

That prisoner has been there but a short time, and
his history has been an eventful one. The meteor of
the morning has gone down in darkest gloom. The
fall has been sudden and fearful; and yet we know
that the fragments of ruin are beautiful and massive,
rendering still more painful the desolation of the fall.

We saw him at his trial, charged with the murder of
a follow-creature. We remember the proud but sor-
rowful face in the court-room, the pallid cheek, and
the calm, impressive eye. We remember his white
brow and his black locks, as he sat in the prisoner’s
box, watching the progress of his trial.

The proof was conclusive; and the counsel as-
signed to defend him made but a feeble effort for the
guilty man. The prisoner watched the flimsy effort,
and a sneer gathered upon his lip, and his cheek
assumed a brighter glow.

The prosecution made a strong appeal against him;
—spoke of his habits—of the circumstances of the
murder, and asked of the jury protection from the
ruthless hand of such characters.

The prisoner’s eye kindled and flashed, and then
again moistened with a tear. He asked the privilege
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of the Court to make a few remarks. The Court
and those around were startled by the depth of that
voice. His request was refused; but he asked the
privilege so feelingly, stating that he wished to state
the whole truth in the matter, that none objected,
and he arose. His voice was at first tremulous, but
it swelled as he proceeded, and the court-room was
startled by one of the most touching appeals ever
made within its walls. He stated truly the circum-
stances of the murder; but when he came to speak
of the charge against him of being a common villain,
his form towered, his words burned with fires which
vice had not extinguished, and the tears fell fast down
his cheek. All wept. The jurors sobbed like chil-
dren. Even the stern judge looked at the giant
before him with streaming eyes.

The Court charged the jury to beware how their
sympathies warped their judgment; and when, after
the verdict, he delivered the sentence, with an emo-
tion which choked his utterance, all looked with a
grief that was painful upon the situation of one so
gifted, and wondered how he came to a fate so in-
famous. The prisoner was sentenced to fifteen years’
solitary confinement in the penitentiary.

We feel a deep interest in the history of one so
young and so talented; for we know that circum-
stances of more than ordinary strength have con- -
spired to place him in the realm of guilt.
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Knocking at the gate of the prison, we are ushered
in by a surly turnkey, who frowns as we enter, and
who answers a question with that ill-bred bluntness
which too often characterizes the conduct of those
placed in such situations. To our statement that we
have taken an interest in the person recently sentenced
for murder—that we believe him no common crimi-
nal, he sneeringly blurts out an oath, and puts all
criminals in the same class—cold-hearted and relent-
less, never seeing the semblance of humanity in the
wretch that has committed a crime, and boasting of
his cruelty, as though it were an evidence of great
capacity for rule. And yet, look at the physiognomy
of the man! the small, black, hog eye; the narrow
and ill-shaped brow; the lisping tongue, sounding
like the serpent’s hiss; and the sensual lips, which
grin like an idiot's when the man attempts to be
a gentleman, or leer like the devil’s when his nature
glares unrestrained upon his repulsive features. He
has no more idea of the real duties and responsibili-
ties of his position than the bull-dog in his kennel.
Without talents to govern men as a man, his only
way to win notoriety is to be a brute and beat men
as brutes. We are not mistaken in that face. We
have read the souls of more cunning men in our day,
and we can decipher the language written on that
* physiognomy as plainly as though written in English.
We know the man’s whole strength, his course of
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thought, and the motives that govern his actions.
If he has not committed a state-prison crime, nature
has written false for the first time, or else he has
never had an opportunity. We have seen many a
better man don the suit of a felon.

He says we cannot see the prisoner; it is contrary to
rules! And yet we learned this very evening that a
notorious felon was taken to a newhboring city to
attend a night council of his confederates. The
keeper himself belongs to the same band, and yet has a
“holy horror” of uninitiated scoundrels.

We are anxious to see the prisoner, and we urge
the ill-bred official ; but No! We drop a coin in the
palm; a sickening smile gathers upon the face, and
we pass in, without a word !

The heavy bolt crashes behind, and the iron-voiced
echoes die away in the lofty corridor. Another crash,
and another wall of wood and iron is between us and
the world without. The steps give out a hollow
sound, and we look upward into the gloom where cell
towers above cell, with their wretched inmates.

Round the mausoleum of the living and upwards
we go, until we arrive at the last cell of the number.
As we look over and down from the narrow pathway,
we look into a black chaos, and a feeling of loneliness
and dread creeps over us. The guide hearkens as the
measured echoes of a footfall steal out from the gloom.
He places a trembling hand upon a pistol, but imme-
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diately assumes an heroic attitude as another knight
turns the corner beyond, with a bottle in his hand.
The cowards need some stimulus to dispel the phan-
toms.

We hearken at the cell—we speak to the inmate.
There is no sound save the deep and heavy breathing
within, for the prisoner is asleep. Another call, but
he hears not. So sleep and death relieve man from
his earthly troubles.

The guide turns the key in the lock, and the next
moment the iron-grated door swings back against the
stone slabs, and we step softly in. The dull light of
the lamp scarce fills the narrow space until the eye
is accustomed to its dimness.

The cell is hardly of sufficient length for the pri-
soner, its walls bare and cold, and filled with a bad,
oppressive atmosphere, as it is upon the upper tier of
cells, and no ventilation whatever. The bedding is
thin, and of the coarsest material, but it is the same
winter or summer.

Uncovered upon the rude cot, his face partly under
him, and his arms thrown out, is the prisoner. A
fever hectic is upon his cheek, and his long hair strays
out in heavy masses upon his mattress pillow. There
are traces of tears! and yet we are told that prisoners
are not human, and have no hearts to feel !

‘We are startled—are astonished, as we look upon
the manly features—the high, broad brow. The
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sleeper was not born for the place. Intellect is
written there too plainly

an intellect which naturally
towers above acts of meanness or crime.

A nervous twitching creeps around the corner of
his mouth, and a dark shadow passes across his fea-
tures. The realities of waking hours are mingling
with the spectres of his sleeping ones. The light falls
more directly upon his face, and he leaps convulsively
up, and stares wildly at the light and at those st anding
in his cell. The clank of his chains falls upon his
cars, and in a moment the reality rolls back upon him,
and he bows himself convulsively upon the bed.

We will not detail the painful interview. We can-
not contemplate such a man in his ruin. The clank
of his chain has a sound of wretchedness and woe.
His broad bosom heaves with the fearful emotion of a
proud spirit broken. Who wrought this ruin? We
know that some one did it. Such a man never, of
his own accord, plunged into a career of vice and
crime.

Upon the stool at the end of his cell is the broken
wreck of a miniature, still glittering in its ruin. Ha!
the stake at the gambling hell—the trampled and
soiled likeness of Ellen Fleetwood, the same pure and
womanly soul as when sketched by the pencil of the
artist.

We know it all now. The gifted prisoner is Fd-
ward Carlton [
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The guard beckons us away, and we turn, after
leaving a tribute of tears. The iron latch clanks into
its socket, and the young criminal is again alone for
years. Ie stands at the iron netting as we turn away,
and a sigh is wafted out which dies away in whisper-
ing echoes like the wail of a spirit crushed for ever.

We stand once more in the hall of the prison-
house, and in the presence of the repulsive official.
His breath is now a stench, for his potations have been
deep. We pass him with a feeling of disgust, and
stand again in the free air and under the blue sky,
where the stars look coldly down upon the dark pile,
and the cool night-winds wipe-the foul damps of the
stone graves from the cheek.
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PICTURE THECNTNITH AN DS A ST,
THE PARTY-—ONE NOT INVITED !

BeENEATH the warm skies of the sunny South, where
the moon looks more closely down, and the orange-
blossoms are sleeping in its beams, while the soft
breeze steals the fragrance from their slumbers and
bears it away; beneath the warm sky where Florida
stretches out to the south, as if to court the warm kiss
of the tropical sunbeams, bearing on her bosom the
richest and most beautiful of flowers, scattered in
richest profusion over her prolific soil, in the open
field, or where the dark everglades hide the treasures
from the sunlight; beneath that sunny sky rests the
beautiful land where, in earlier history, Europeans
located the El Dorado of gold, as well as the fountain
of health where men drank, became young again,
and lived on in eternal youth.

In that land, in its capital, and in the mansion of
its popular and distinguished Governor, ten years
later in our history, there is a gathering of fashionable
and élite. A party is being given, and the beautiful,
the gifted, and the brave are assembled in the large
mansion.

The moon beams soft and beautifully down without,
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and lamps gleam brightly within. The evening breeze

whispers in unseen melody through the vines that
cluster up over the windows of the mansion, or hang
in festoons in front of the piazza. Music steals out
through the open casements, lingers, and dies away
on the air. Song, sentiment, and wit enliven the
scene within, where light and happy hearts are written
upon smiling faces. The band strike up a stirring
strain, and a cloud of throbbing feet are ranged upon
the floor, and fair and manly forms whirling in the
dance. The host, with his bold and martial bearing,
smiles upon the scene, where every eye is light with
the glow of happiness and joy.

The evening wore on, and yet the tide of happy
feeling flowed on with steady volume.

Peerless in the crowd was the Kentucky girl, pale
and touchingly sad, and yet beautiful in her plain
dress of black. The proudest eye followed her with
admiration, and wondered why one evidently so
gifted and so accomplished in her person and man-
ners should, in that crowd of happy faces, wear that
air of dreamy melancholy, unobtruding, and yet win-
ning the sympathy of every heart.

She did not dance; seldom smiled that sweet and
sad smile ; but moved about like a purer creature, to
refine and bless.

The old clock in the hall slowly counted out the
hour of twelve; but time had little to do with the
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merry and happy throng, for the dance, the laugh,
and the song went on.

While the music and the dance ceased a moment,
the wine was handed around. It came to the Ken-
tucky belle first, and she silently waved it by, while
a shadow of unutterable sadness, almost of woe,
gathered more deeply upon her features. She became
still more pale, and with an unsteady step passed out
upon the piazza. There she stood in the calm moon-
light, her heart torn with some harrowing thought or
memory, for the tear glittered in her eye. The
beautiful wept.

Her absence was thought of but for a moment.
Within, the party were alive with a flow of happy
spirits.

At this moment a wild, unearthly shriek burst upon
the air without, so startling and fearful, that every
other sound was hushed at a breath.

Again and again it burst out, still more intense and
piercing. It had a tone of unutterable anguish, of
suffering, of a wail perhaps from some horrid danger.
The cheeks of fair dames paled as they heard, and the
chilling blood crept swiftly back to the heart. That
voice was horribly touching, so unearthly did it sound
in its freezing agony.

It came nearer, until those in the room could hear
the very gasps of the sufferer as he struggled in the
fangs of his tormentor. The women drew closer
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together, while the men moved into the room from
whence the sounds seemed to proceed.

At the moment, a man bounded through the open
casement into the middle of the room with a yell that
never could be forgotten by those who heard it; even
brave men looked on with whitening brows.

God! what a sight!

A well-formed, strong-built man stood before them,
withering in the dreadful convulsions of delircum
tremens! His face gleamed like a heated furnace, his
coarse, matted hair stood out on end, and his eyes
were crowded out of their red sockets, and rolled and
glared with the furor of his madness. He had torn
his shirt from his shoulders, and still continued to
clutch the reptiles which he saw creeping over him,
and cast them off, or wrenched them from his throat,
where they seemed to be choking him to death.

Again he shrieked, as some unseen spectre grasped
him by the throat, leaped into the air and fell upon
the floor in convulsions. And then he would still
writhe and struggle, or moan and plead for help so
piteously, that eyes wept that were unused to weep-
ing. There was a sad company gathered around the
suffering wretch. He fought and struggled with the
dread creatures of his delirium, bit the flesh fiercely
from his arms until he was drenched in blood, and
still shrieking and spitting the flesh and blood out
upon the floor.
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“0 God! take ’em off! TAKE OFF! Don’t let me
die! Iwill not—HELP! Merciful God! they are com-
ing again, and I am lost! O——"

They came upon him, that legion of dreams and
slimy reptiles. e leaped up and glared, as if suf-
focating, while he tugged at his bloody throat to loose

the grasp of his foes, shrieked again, and fell heavily

upon the floor. He struggled a moment, and then
straightened out with a shiver, and was still.

The suffering wretch was at rest. Iis eyes were
turned upward and glaring; his face cut with the
sufferings of a strong man in his agony, and the blood
and froth of madness welled up out of his lips, and
slowly coursed down from each corner of the mouth.
It was a fearful sight to look upon, and a solemn
silence rested upon the company who had gathered
around.

The Kentucky belle came into the room, anxious
to look upon the creature who had died so horrible,
so horrid a death. At that moment one of the party
placed his hand under the dead maniac’s head and
lifted it up towards the light, when it caught the view
of the girl. That face was marred and branded with
vice; its moral beauty blotted out, and the black
locks mingled with gray; but a memory of iron re-
cognized, in the distorted features of the dead maniae,
lineaments that never had been forgotten. She leaned

heavily upon the arm of her partner, and whispered :
9
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“Make me away—I am sick—I am sick.”

She swooned, and they carried her out of the room
a stricken, heart-broken creature; the last hope crushed
out, and the mind of the sad-hearted girl for ever
launched out upon the sea of hopeless lunacy.

When she came out of her swoon, she alternately
smiled and wept, and called upon some familiar name
with the touching broken-heartedness of a child.

But she was sick, sick at heart, hopelessly sick, and
beyond the reach of any balm on earth.

That dead maniac!—

He was ouce the gifted, eloquent, noble and pure-
hearted Epwarp CarrroN, of Kentucky!

In 184~ we looked into the lunatic hospital of
Kentucky. Among the inmates, we noticed one
with dishevelled locks and child-like sadness, sway-
ing backwards and forwards in the sunshine that
came in at the window, anon trying to clasp its
golden beams in her snowy fingers. She was dressed
with neatness, in bridal white, and continually asked
for one whose name seemed to linger in youthful
vigor amid the wreck of mind—a beacon in the
midst of utter and irreparable ruin, where her
thoughts lingered and clustered. Again she would

weep like a broken-hearted child, and wring her
hands; again lift her beautiful face to heaven and
pray, looking more like an angel of innocence and
truth, with her long black tresses hanging uncon-
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fined around her snowy neck, and wreathed with the
snow-drops which the Matron had given her.

There are no ruins like the ruins of the mind ; none
so sad to look upon. We have looked upon the decay
of earthly monuments unmoved ; but when we saw
one so beautiful and gifted crushed into chaos, we
turned away and wept. We left her still swaying in
the sunbeams, the beautiful maniac, her mind never
again to be illumed by the “light of other days,”
and often have we thought of her and wept.

Reader, the beautiful lunatic was the Kentucky
belle of the party at the South, who was sick when
she saw the corpse of the maniac, of whom she yet
talks and dreams in her cell; ever pure-hearted and
womanly, and yet the architect of her own and others’
ruin—ELLEN FLEETWOOD !

Let her dream and stray on in the sunbeams, and
await her lover in her bridal white with the snow-
drops in her hair, for it is a mercy. She could not
live under the knowledge of the wrong she had done
to Carlton. The gifted orphan boy is at rest. She
will soon be, and both be beyond the reach of the
enemy of all human happiness—the dread liquid that
stirreth in the cup, but at last is more fatal than the

reptile’s sting.
Will our fair readers heed the solemn moral of our
tale? It is founded on fact, and reveals the influence
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of woman, and how easy that influence can be made
to ruin—yes, “How EASY TO RUIN!”

Have we written for naught ?

Fair readers, adieu!
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RACE FOR




CARRIE MASON;

OR,

A RACE FOR LIFE.

Bur a few days since, my eye fell upon a thrilling
description of a contest with wolves. The details
stirred some bitter memories of the past. The very
name of wolf causes a shudder to creep over me, and
brings back a train of most bitter associations. A
dark, horrible vision falls upon the inward soul, its
freezing incidents as vividly portrayed as when enact-
ed long years ago.

Reader, indulge an old friend in a brief tale of facts.
Draw your chair closer to the fire, and I will tell you
a story of other days which will stir your blood.

You did not know Carrie Mason? Why do I ask
the question, for years have gone by since she died.
I knew her and loved her. Who could know her and
not love her?

Carrie! I turn back into the past, when the world
was all a paradise, and she its loveliest angel. She
was beautiful—how beautiful ! No thing of earth was
ever more so. I will not attempt to describe her. No
light cloud, tracing the summer sky, was ever more
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graceful ; no snow-flake ever purer; no warbling
bird, or dancing stream, ever more happy and gleeful.
And yet she had a spirit which soared; and her blue
eye, as mild as the depths of a summer sky, would
melt in tears or flash indignantly at a tale of wrong.
She was surpassingly beautiful in form and angelic in
mind. Such was the guiding-star of my youth—the
lovely flower which beamed out in the then wilder-
ness. Do you wonder that Tloved her? I love her
now as embalmed in memory, and bow in silent
homage to her pure spirit as it lingers around me in
the winter of life. The Carrie Mason of earth is dead.
I know that. But the Carrie Mason of heaven lives,
and I love her as I love the things of heaven. Years
have swept by and sifted the snow among my locks,
and my eye looks dimly out upon the world; yet that
one bright dream lingers as freshly in the heart as
when treasured there in the springtime of life.

Closer with your chair. Heap on more fuel, for
chills creep over me as that blast goes by. I can hear
the snow sift thickly against the window-panes. I
know that a thick white snow-shroud is silently weav-
ing over the leafless, bladeless, flowerless earth. So
has time woven a shroud over all the bright hopes of

my youth.

The drifts are piling up! Away back of the village
church the heaps lie upon the graves of the dead.
Carrie lies there. I see the spot now, even as I watch
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the blaze and listen to the wind without. The snow
there gathered is not purer than the spirit of Carrie.
That was a fierce one! The night winds have a
language. I understand it. Long, long years I have
sat here and listened. As they go past they whisper,
and I wander in thought until the ashes gather on

the waning hearth.

How the winds shriek and wail! They have a
touching moan. It makes me sad to hear them sigh,
and I people the night air with spirits of grief. Now
a faint, solemn dirge goes whispering by. There!
hark to a shriek which leaves a freezing sense of some
fearful crime committed. And yet the winds are com-
pany for me. They have been my sole companions

N A RS Sur s

for years.

Let the winds murmur, for I should miss their faint-
est whisper.

Forty years ago !

Time has fled fleetly. It seems but a day, and yet
: I look in the glass across the table and see the
i withered features of an old man. Is it myself that is
é old? I draw my hand over a face of wrinkles, and
then lay it upon a smooth bald head. Around the
ears are thin white locks, and a well-worn staff glistens
in the fire-light.

Y ears have gone by, while the heart has been dream-
ing as though there were no winter after the spring-

time of youth.-
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Forty years ago, as I was saying, my father’s family
settled in one of the counties of central New-York.
All was a wilderness, wild, grand, beautiful. We lo-
cated fifteen miles from the farthest pioneer “clear-
ing.” The shadows were around us, the tall trees and
the picturesque mountains.

Many a summer’s day have I toiled up the rugged
mountain sides, and looked out upon a sea of green as
it swayed and rolled in the summer breeze, or watched
the waning sun as it lingered to bathe the whole wil-
derness in a flood of gold and crimson. All was very
beautiful.

The axe had opened a space in the forest, and a
cabin of that good old time afforded us shelter. It
looked new and comfortable, and its chimney-smoke
curled gracefully up and vanished with the shadows
of the forest. The blackened heaps smoked and
crackled, and deep in those wild-wood solitudes the
wilderness blossomed and smiled in the presence of
yellow harvests. A happy home was there. The
birds sang at earliest morn, and the deep river near
the door murmured sweetly at nightfall. There were
gentle whisperings in the old trees. As they bowed
their heads to the winds, a holy anthem floatéd up
from the vast temples where nature breathed fresh and
pure from the hand of God. The wild flowers bloomed
even by the very door-sill, and the deer stopped in
the forest edge to gaze upon the smoke of the chim-
ney-top.
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"T'was a beautiful home in the old wilderness!

The spring brought us neighbors. 'Twas a great
day when a settler came in and purchased land across
the river. He received a warm welcome from pioneer
hearts, and by the ready agency of pioneer hands a
comfortable log-cabin peeped out from the dense wood-
land of the opposite bank. I watched the smoke from
its open roof as the sun went down, and eagerly looked
for it the next morning. But it was not the smoke
that I cared so much about. I only knew that it
curled upward from the fire-side where dwelt as beau-
tiful a creature as ever bloomed away from the busy
world. And so I watched the smoke, and dreamed
as I watched the river, until the moon threw down its
beautiful pathway of shimmering silver, and listened
for the sound of familiar footsteps.

Across the river was the home of Carrie Mason.
Before the mellow haze of autumn had dropped its
dreamy hue on leaf and stream, I had learned to love
her, and to tell her so in the still moonlight of that
hidden home.

The leaves faded, and the winter winds swept wail-
ingly through the forest. But we cared little for that.
The snow fell thick and fast, but our cabin homes
were bright, and our hearts were alive with happiness
and hope. When the spring opened, and the birds
returned, we were te be married.

I was happy.
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A winter evening party in a new country! Did
you ever attend one, reader? There are large hearths
and open hearts there to be found.

Carrie and I were invited to attend the party. A
rude “jumper” had been built, and in this we started.
Ten miles were soon passed, and we found ourselves
in as merry and happy a throng as ever gathered on
a frontier. The huge fire crackled on the wide hearth,
and old-fashioned fun and frolic rang out until a late
hour.

The moon had gone down when we started for
home, and the snow began to fall. But we heeded it
not, for we talked fast as the stout horse sped on the
forest path.

Carrie grasped my arm and whispered, Hist! The
wind shrieked over the tops of the dark pines, and I
laughed at her fears. But she nestled closer to my
side, and talked with less glee. In spite of all my
efforts, a shadow would creep over my own spirits.

The road wound among a dense growth of pines
which shot upward and veiled even the sky from our
path. The old pines swayed and moaned in the
increasing storm, and the snow fell fast and thickly.
I touched the horse with the whip, and he moved
briskly through the woods.

Again Carrie grasped my arm. I heard nothing
save the storm, and yet I was startled as the horse

gave a quick snort and struck into a gallop. With a
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heart full of happiness, I had not yet dreamed of
any danger.

Again the horse snorted in alarm. There was a
sound above the storm, and I felt my cheek grow
white and cold, and the blood rush quickly back to
my heart.

Clear, wild, terrific, it burst out in an unearthly howl,

like a wail from the world of fiends. I heard it. Its

dismal, heart-chilling echoes had not died away on the

storm, when it was answered from a score of throats.

Merciful God! a pack of wolves were around us!
In those dark woods, at night, and the storm howling
overhead, a score of hungry throats were fiercely
yelling each other on to the feast.

For a moment, my senses reeled, but I felt Carrie
leaning heavily on my shoulder, and aroused.

But what hope was there? I had no weapon, and
the maddened devils were in the path before and
behind us. There was but one chance, and that was
to push ahead.

That was a slim chance, and I grew sick as I
thought of Carrie. The quiet cabin, and the happy
hearth at home, flashed swiftly through my brain.

At that moment, a dark shadow glided up by the
side of our sleigh, and so wild and devilish a yell T
never heard since. My flesh crawled on my bones.
A cold shiver ran to the heart and crept over my

head as though the hairs were standing on end. Two
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orbs glared out like demon-lights, and I could hear
the panting of the eager beast.

Firmly grasping the lines, and shouting sharply to
the horse, we shot away.

The horse needed no urging. At the act, that in-
fernal chorus again burst out in earnest, and their
dark forms leaped in lengthened strides on either side
of us. The speed was fearful, and yet the yelling
devils kept pace. Turning to speak to Carrie, I saw
a dark form leap into the path, and as we sped ahead,
his teeth shut with a vice-like snap, missing Carrie,
but stripping her shawl from her shoulders. With
a shriek she clung to me, and with my arm I saved
her from being dragged out of the seat.

God! It was horrible! We were to be eaten
alive |

I became maddened—reckless. I shouted to the
horse, now reeking with foam, and we went at a fear-
ful rate. The stumps and roots, and uneven places
in the road, threatened every instant to wreck our
sleigh.

Home was three miles ahead! Oh for a world to
give for home !

As the road struck the river bank, it turned shortly
almost on the brink of a fearful precipice. Here was
a new danger. It was a difficult place, and not only
danger of upsetting, but of being hurled into the
river.
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There was a path across this angle of land where
logs had been drawn out. It was a mile nearer this
way to the clearing than by the river, but I durst not
attempt it with the sleigh.

On we sped! that infernal pack neck and neck
with us, and every now and then, jaws shutting like
steel-traps close to our persons. Once around that

angle, and I hoped !

How madly I shouted to the noble brute as we
z neared the turn in that race for life.

Heavens! the infernal devils had crossed ahead,
and hung in dark masses in the path. A demon in-
stinct seemed to possess them.

A few rods more! The wolves seemed to feel that
we had a chance, for they howled more devilishly
than ever.

With a swoop, the horse turned in spite of me.
The left runner struck high on the roots of a pine,
and the sleigh swung over like a flash, burying us in
the new snow. Away sped the horse, and my heart
sunk as I heard his quick footsteps dying out towards
home /

But I had no time to think. In truth, I can re-
member nothing distinctly. It all seems a nightmare

which I never can forget.

The maddened pack had followed the horse, and
shot by us as we were thrown out upon the bank, for
a number of rods. A shriek from Carrie arrested
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them in their career, and in an instant they were upon
us. I gave one long, desperate shout, in the hope of
arousing the folks at the cabins. I had no time to
shout again. Their hot breath burned upon me, and
their dark masses gathered around like the shadows
of doom. With a broken limb I wildly kept them at
bay for a moment; but fierce and closer surged the
gnashing teeth. Carrie lay insensible on the ground
before me. There was one more chance. A stunted
pine grew upon the outer edge of the bank, and shot
out nearly horizontally over the river below, full a
hundred feet from the surface.

Dashing madly in the teeth of the pack with my
cudgel, I yelled with the waning energy of despair,
grasped Carrie with one arm, and dashed recklessly
out upon the pine. I thought not of the danger—I
cared not. I braved one danger to escape a greater.
I reached the branches, and breathed freer, as I heard
the fierce howl of the baffled pack.

I turned my head, and, God of mercy! a long
shadow was gliding along on the trunk to our last
refuge. Carrie was helpless, and it required all the
strength of intense despair to hold her, and remain
upon the slippery trunk. I turned to face the wolf—
he was within reach of my arm. I struck with my
fist, and again those fearful jaws shut with a snap as
my hand brushed his head. With a demoniac growl
he fastened upon the shoulder of Carrie! Oh for help!
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for a weapdh, for a foothold upon earth, where I
could have grappled with the monster!

I heard the long fangs crunch into the flesh,’and
the smothered breathing, as the wolf continued to
make sure of his hold! Oh, it was horrible! I beat
him over the head, but he only deigned a munching
growl. I yelled, cursed, wept, prayed; but the
hungry devil cared not for curses or prayers. His
companions were still howling and whining, and ven-
turing out upon the pine. I almost wished the tree
would give way.

The wolf still kept his hold upon Carrie. None
can dream how the blood hissed and swept through
my knotted veins. At last the brute, hungry for his
prey, gave a wrench, and nearly threw me from the
pine. Carrie was helpless and insensible. KEven the
crunching teeth of the monster did not awaken her
from the deathly swoon into which she had fallen.

Another wrench was made by the wolf; and Carrie’s
waist slipped from my aching grasp, leaving me but
the hold upon the skirt of her dress. The incarnate
devil had not released his hold, but, as if aware of
danger beneath, retained his grip on the shoulder
of Carrie.

The end had come! My brain reeled. The
long body of the wolf hung downward like a dark
shadow into the abyss, fast wearing out my remaining
strength. The blood gushed warmly from my nostrils,
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and lights danced and flashed across my eye-balls.
The overtaxed muscles of the hand would relax, and
as instantly close convulsively upon the eluding skirt.
I heard a tearing as of stitches. The black mass be-
neath writhed and wrenched, as if to deepen the hold.
A sharp cracking mingled with the humming noises
in my head, and the dress parted at the waist! I
shrieked as I heard the swooping sound of the fall of
the black devil and his victim, as they shot down,
down into the darkness. I heard something like the
bay of the old house-dog, and the firing of guns, and
heard no more.
* * * * * *

Weeks and months passed away before the fearful
delirium of that night left me. I returned to con-
sciousness in my father’s cabin, an emaciated creature,
as helpless as a child. My youth had passed away,
and I was prematurely old. The raven-black locks of
twenty had changed to the silvery ones of eighty
years of age. Look on this arm that clung to Carrie!
It is withered. I never have raised it since that night.
In my dreams I feel again that fearful night, and
awake, covered with the cold, clammy sweat that
gathered upon me while on that pine.

The neighing of the horse, as he dashed into the
clearing, had aroused the people at home. The empty
and broken sleigh told a brief story. The howling
of the wolves arose on the blast, and with guns, and
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the old house-dog, they rushed to the scene. They
found me senseless upon the trunk, covered with
blood, and a wolf feeling his way towards me. In
turning at the sound of their approach, he slipped,
and went down upon the ice.

Our people looked long for Carrie Mason, but did
not find her until next morning. They then went
down on the ice, and found her corpse. The wolves
I thanked God for
that. The fall had partially broken the ice, and the

had not picked her crushed bones

oozing water had frozen and fastened her long black
hair as it had floated out. The wolf had not released
his death-grasp, and his teeth were buried in her pure
white shoulder.

The spring sunshine, and birds, and green leaves
had come again, as I tottered out. My sisters led me
to a grave on the river'’s bank—the grave of all my
youthful hopes, and of all that I loved. The wild
flowers were already starting on the sacred mound. I
wept over and blessed them, for they were blooming
upon the grave of Carrie.

Such was the fate of my first and only love.

There never was but one Carrie Mason.

10




MORTIMER HUDSON;

OR,

THE OLD MAN'S STORY.

I NEVER shall forget the commencement of the
temperance reformation. I was a child at the time,
of some ten years of age. Our home had every
comfort, and my kind parents idolized me, their child.
Wine .wes often on the table, and both my father
and mother frequently gave ib=0 me in’ the bottom
of the morning glass.

One Sunday, at church, a startling announcement
was made to our people. I knew nothing of its
purport, but there was much whispering among the
men. The pastor said that on the next evening
there would be a meeting, and an address upon the
evils of intemperance in the use of alcoholic drinks.
He expressed himself ignorant of the object of the
meeting, and could not say what course it would be
best to pursue in the matter.

The subject of the meeting came up at our table,
after the service, and I questioned my father about it
with all the curious eagerness of a child. The whis-
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pers and words which had been dropped in my

hearing, clothed the whole affair with a great mystery

to me, and I was all eagerness to learn of the strange

thing. My father merely said it was some scheme te.
~unite-Church and State.

The night came, and groups of people gathered on
the tavern steps, and I heard the jest and the laugh,
and saw drunken men come reeling out of the bar-
room. I urged my father to let me go, but he at
first refused. Finally, thinking that it would be an
innocent gratification of my curiosity, he put on his
hat, and we passed across the green to the church. T
well remember how the people appeared as they came
in, seeming to wonder what kind of an exhibition
was to come off.

In the corner was the tavern-keeper, and around
him a number of his friends. For an hour the peo-
ple of-the pla.oe continued to come in, until there was
a fait- house«f-ui All were curiously watching the
door, and apparently wondering what would appear
next. The pastor stole in, and took his seat behind
a pillar under the gallery, as if doubtful of the pro-
priety of being in the church at all.

Two men finally came in, and went forward to the
altar and took their seats. All eyes were fixed upon
them, and a general stillness prevailed throughout
the house.

The men were unlike in appearance, one being
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short, thick-set in his build, and the other tall and
well-formed. The younger had the manner and
dress of a clergyman, a full round face, and a quiet,
good-natured look, as he leisurely glanced around
over the audience.

But my childish interest was all in the old man.
His broad, deep chest, and unusual height, looked
giant-like, as he strode slowly up the aisle. His hair
was white, his brow deeply seamed with furrows, and
around his handsome mouth lines of calm and touch-
ing sadness. His eye was black and restless, and
kindled as the tavern-keeper uttered a low jest aloud.
His lips were compressed, and a crimson flush went
and came over his pale cheek. One arm was off
above the elbow, and there was a wide scar over the
right eye.

The younger finally arose and stated the object of
the meeting, and asked if there was a clergyman
present to open it with prayer. Our pastor kept his
seat, and the speaker himself made a short prayer,
and then made a brief address at the conclusion,
calling upon any one present to make remarks. The
pastor arose under the gallery, and attacked the posi-
tions of the speaker, using the arguments I have
often heard since, and concluding by denouncing
those engaged in the new movement as meddlesome
fanatics, who wished to break up the time-honored
usages of good society, and injure the business of
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respectable people. At the conclusion of his re-
marks, the tavern-keeper and his friends got up a
cheer, and the current of feeling was evidently against
the strangers and their plan.

While the pastor was speaking, the old man fixed
his dark eye upon him, and leaned forward as if to
catch every word. ;

As the pastor took his seat, the old man arose, his
tall form towering in its symmetry, and his chest
swelling as he inhaled his breath through his thin,
dilated nostrils. To me, at that time, there was some-
thing awe-inspiring and grand in the appearance of
the old man, as he stood with his full eye upon the
audience, his teeth shut hard, and a silence like that
of death throughout the church.

He bent his gaze upon the tavern-keeper; and that
peculiar eye lingered and kindled for half a moment.
The scar grew red upon his forehead; and beneath
the heavy brows, his eyes glittered and glowed like
a serpent’s. The tavern-keeper quailed before that
searching glance, and I felt a relief when the old man
withdrew his gaze. For a moment more he seemed
lost in thought, and then in a low and tremulous
tone commenced. There was a depth in that voice—
a thrilling sweetness and pathos which riveted every
heart in the church before the first period had been
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